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Ah, the world, the multi-universe made of perfect cycles. Cycles, which the only purpose is to purify soul – release it from the burden of its memories and experience, the process, that would let the soul be reincarnated again, to experience new life.

The world is being born, it is being populated by souls, the smaller and bigger, the world would die and be reshaped anew. In a cycle. A never-ending process.

Since the dawn of time, since the countless cycles, the pool of soul was closed, a soul that died could be reincarnated only within a System of its Administrator. Until now.

Join us in our story of a single soul which because of certain events could no longer be reincarnated in its original world – being forced to be transferred into Universe ruled another Administrator – another God in world full of Fantasy and Magic, watch him casting aside his previous restriction and try living his life to the fullest… thought someone, somewhere, may have different plans for this weird, weird soul.

Ps. There are game elements here

 

 

Disclaimers and warnings:

-          This story uses clichés. Like, lots of it.

-          I am not a native English speaker, so my grammar may not be best (It actually is pretty horrible). First 80 or so chapters are a true butchery for eyes and I admit it. Shouldn’t I correct them then? I should. Why am I not doing it? Who knows. Maybe one day I will.

-          This story is pretty much an experiment. I try different perspectives, different styles, I can make some random Deus-ex-machina if I would consider that I made mistake in the story and decide to change it.

-          This story is written for pure fun, if you expect some mind-blowing plots and conspiracy of top-level authors – then you will be most likely disappointed.

-          Easter eggs. Easters eggs everywhere. Every now and then you will be able to spot single events, characters and lines of text that belong in different stories/mangas/movies/books and such. Of course, they do not belong to me but to the owners, though I am not listing them – I am sorry, but if you need to be told from where line comes, we won’t be friends.

-          And finally. The story is written for you and WITH YOU. If you have any suggestions, events, characters, skills, class… ANYTHING… you wish to see, please – tell me. In best case scenario I would use them, in worse – I would just not implement them, so what do you lose?

 

 

Guyz I owe my thanks for their contribution:

KenChi? 
Iamacultivator
Netlord
BasicBörje
Deimos 
Solyom 
tommyjl7 
Arondight 

            

    
        Before you start reading 

    
    
    
    
                To everyone that already reads the story - ignore it, this is the message to every "reader" that drops story bitching about X to n factors. Just some clarifications, in case you can't read story synopsis.

One. I am sick. Literally. Name a disease - 80% chance that I have it (exaggerated, but I don't care). Why am I mentioning it? Because there are people in the comments, reviews section that are complaining about:

1) Grammar - to every little piece of ... nice reader that somehow skipped the message in synopsis which says " I am not a native English speaker, so my grammar may not be best (It actually is pretty horrible). First 80 or so chapters are a true butchery for eyes and I admit it. Shouldn’t I correct them then? I should. Why am I not doing it? Who knows. Maybe one day I will." - I will allow myself to put it in the way you could understand.

When I start writing, I was pretty much FUCKING DYING and start writing to distract myself. Also, back then I didn't practice my English much, definitely not "story writing" and I kept on spamming "release" button to have literally any interaction with people. I was thinking that I would stop writing after 50-100 pages or would not be able to write at all. Somehow, my condition got "just a little bit better" my will to write did not cease, and so my English improved. A little. Still, it's a rather crude language for first few dozens chaps, if you can't stand it, don't start it. AND FOR MERCY OF GOD DON'T BITCH ABOUT IT! I don't care! I will (maybe) correct it once I end the story. For now, I have to keep going. Reason for that in later part of the message.

2) The main character being bit "dynamic" in emotions at the beginning of the story (just as gramma, a bit better in later chapters) - look point No.1 saying I am sick - people that are sick are taking pills. I was very sick, so I was taking lots of pills (around 30 a day). The one that affects the brain function too. The character was acting from cool badass to little whiny bitch basing ON MY CONDITION - how drugged I was during writing a specific chapter. 

3) "The title says <Forging his own destiny>, but gods keep interfering and he is dragged by his nose...!!!" to answer this question I would have to spoil the story. Parts that haven't yet been written yet (with over 4000 pages written).

Now, if the 3 problems listed above are something you can't get past in first chapters, don't waste your time reading; nor mine time reading your pointless remarks. I still spend lots of time in hospitals, clinics, and/or looking for a job (writing this I am 23 hours after surgery). On my phone, I am getting notifications from the people I am writing with, that are cheering me up and are making some actually good suggestions regarding my story. I want to focus on bringing them as much joy as they are bringing me. And all these pointless, repeating bitchy comments "do not spark joy"

Comments like:

-"Lame his personality is changing look at first chapter he look cool like he doesn't care about human at all i like cold personality.." 

- "So where is the blue screen? It's hard to read"

or reviews like: "

I don't really like a story with gods having active participation early in the plot.

Meeting them before you incarnate is fine and all. But gods seems to be a always there deus ex machina(which the author already admitted). But 'forging his own destiny' with gods meddling seems like a joke. Getting to lvl2 is so damn hard. Getting levels early in the story and harder later on is one of the charm of lit RPG you know.

P.s. its an obligatory review"

are only showing how self-centered y'all are. Please. You have been warned multiple times. In synopsis. Now. Even every few chapters I am mentioning all the factors that may prove the beginning of the story hard to read. 

I don't like romance-movies, so I am not watching romance-movies. If you can't stand these things listed above, then you (...) 

fill empty place by yourself.

Sincerely,
~ The tilted author that waits for his stitches to be removed next week.

            

    
        Prologue and chapter 1

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: Deimos, Luke Scheffe


Editor: Luke Scheffe

I was floating in the darkness. Is it not a strange feeling, you know? You feel like you have a heavy body and a nice warmth that is spreading throughout your joints. It’s the feeling you’ve got when you wake up early in the morning and you still want to stay in the bed for a little longer. Well, it’s not like I have anything urgent to do, so let’s just stay like this for a little longer…

...But who am I? What a silly question! I am… wait who am I? I mean, I know what I am. I am a human. I know every single thing about me, just not the names. I remember my family and that I am studying economy. I just can’t remember my name, the names of my parents, my sister, my hometown and DAMN, MY DOG! One of the only existences I actually treasure!   I can’t even remember my best friend! Why can’t I recall them?

I am… I am not alone? Don’t get me wrong I am still in a semi-sleepy state, it’s more like I can sense him…her…it? Like I can sense its very presence and, oh boy, it’s huge. Almost as if I’m a  small sardine in front of a whale. Yep, I just used that stupid comparison, but somehow I can’t think of any different one.

I slowly opened my eyes and closed them immediately after. The whole world was spinning.  It reminded me one of those moments when you try to sleep while being completely drunk.

Okay. Slowly. Bit by bit. Step by step. No need to rush things. Again. While I was opening my eyes the dizzy feeling was slowly wearing off. I adapted my vision to the darkness. Tssk funny thing I was adapting my eyes to something that looked like a room, a chamber, a dungeon? No no no no no no no! I hope I am not with some kind of pervert? I mean, men! I am not that handsome!

Okay, take a look at that thing you sense before you. Easy me. We can do it! Crap. I have just started talking to myself. It’s bad.

A man. In his 40-50s. He had dark, black hair slowly turning gray. He was looking at me as if I was some kind of rare, exotic animal. 

Let’s look at the situation. I have not been restricted in any way. No chains nor any kind of bonds. I looked all around. But, everything is covered in darkness. No more things to entertain me? Then let’s look at the man yet again. 

He seems to be confused? No honestly, he just got that face like I have just offended his great ancestors or I made some very strange dance on the table in the bar while being half naked with my pants on fire or something.

I stare at him. He stares at me.

…

Yup, nothing changed after the stare off. And honestly. I have no idea how much time passed. I am kinda shy you know I hate making the first step. But this situation was really weird. So I decided to take the first step.

“Umm… Hello? Are we going to sit here just like this or you’re going to offer some tea?”

…

…

…

…

“What a weird soul you are.”

Okay. Easy me. This guy is nuts. Some kind of a sect leader? OH HOLY CRAP!  SOMEBODY SAVE ME!!

“I would appreciate if you could restrict your thoughts. I find it pretty offensive calling me nuts.”

Okay. That was lucky guess there is no possibility for this man to-

“Read yourmy mind?”

That was but a-

“Mental trick used by a skilled psychologist to make somebody who is the one talking to make believe that he really could read minds, but I, who knows such a trick will never fall for those kinds of moves… That’s what you had on your mind?”

Damn, he’s good…

“Let’s play a game. Try to think as many strange word or sentences completely without sense so I could prove you that I am a form of higher existence. That would make our conversation easier.” the old man smirked.

We can give it a try can’t we? So here I go!!!:

“Bananas… Additive… Colossal… Squirrel… Some more bananas... Equilibrium… Cheeseburgers with BBQ sauce… Uhh… stop it now… that was gross.”

Shit. I’m done. What d’ya want.

“Of course, you do realize why you are here and who I am?”

Don’t even tell I am dead or something.

“Correct.”

Fuck.

“Behave yourself.”

Sorry… So… Are you a… reaper?

“No”.

An angel?

“No.”

Of course not. Me seeing an angel? Ok. Get your job done Satan…

The man burst into a fit of mad laughter. No, I mean honestly! If he could he would be rolling on the floor. Somehow, I just can’t imagine Satan rolling on the floor, can you?

“Oh, young soul, you have just mentioned most of the possibilities but one. I am the one you would call a God.”

A God? I want a refund.

“What?”

It’s a common thing that the one who greets the dead one in place between worlds is a beautiful goddess with silver hair or a wonderful oppai loli. You are not my oppai loli. I want my refund, now.

“I know that you are confused and your rudeness is but a way to express the stress you feel right now. But, this is my final warning. I can do pretty nasty things to you. So stop with those gross thoughts right now. I do think about some eternal torments... But, not those kind of nasty thought.”

I’m sorry. But if there would be a way for me to imagine a God. You would not fit.

God only rolled his eyes and put on the expression of someone who explains the most common knowledge to a very, very stupid person:

“This appearance you see is not my true form. You are way too inferior to witness my true body. You also shouldn't think of me as a male. I am genderless, I am shapeless, I am ageless, I am nameless, I am eternal. The form that you are seeing is just a vessel designed by your own mind to fit form you could understand. It is also the one that stresses you as least as possible. Now, do you know why you are here?”

I was left speechless, and that’s not something that happens frequently.

Umm, I'm dead right? It’s not something that happens often? I mean meeting God after death?

No. Not at all. To be able to meet me you have to feel a great amount of regret, of hate, or passion. You also need to hate the world you reside in. If one was content with his life he would be reincarnated into the same world with his soul purified. speaking bluntly - you are an irregularity. A freak.”

Purified? That doesn’t sound like a good thing.

“To put into an extremely simplified way. All of the person's good and bad deeds would be measured and then he would be given points that would determine his next life. If he was a good person overall, he could be talented or have amazing luck. If he was a bad person overall, he would feel extreme misery, pain, and agony. Now we have you, neither good nor bad, devil nor saint. You dream of great things but lack the tools to make your dreams come true. You hate the way the world works. In many, many cycles of reincarnation, this situation was sustained. Your anger grew stronger. You have none you truly love. You keep on getting into arguments with your family and cannot find many friends. Now your pain hit the highest possible value. Recall your life, what can you find?”

So he did. Once again speechless he tried to rethink his life. He was born, already different than most of his contemporary acquaintance. First his earliest memory he remembers himself in a stroller being pushed by his father. His childhood was also extremely weird. He always preferred the company of books than people, his IQ was way higher than other kids and he tended to think outside the box. In math lessons, he used other ways to count same things than those shown by the teacher. Those ways were no better nor faster. Just different. He had problems learning things that were not interesting to him. It’s as if his brain refused to get knowledge that seemed to be useless. No matter how much effort and time he put into trying to learn it. There were many things that he found disturbing in his life's. The world was divided by powerful people. Even if you disagreed with the government you had nowhere to go and nothing to do. Every scrap of land was claimed by somebody already. No matter where you would like to live some would just tell you that those grounds belong to a country that he represents. If you wanted to continue you had to pay him money. If you were different you were used in every single possible way to the moment you would break and be left to rot.

Oh, he was angry. For efforts that bring no result. For decisions, he couldn’t make. For the way of life that was forced on him. 

Born, get an education, find a job, find a family, consume, die.

Born, get an education, find a job, find a family, consume, die.

Born, get an education, find a job, find a family, consume, die.

BORN, GET EDUCATION, FIND A JOB, FIND A FAMILY, CONSUME, DIE.

Now he was finally free.

He was not wrong, he was not crazy. It was the world full of insanity that was wrong. From time to time he thought, that the world should be burned to the ashes and the new order should arise. A pure one. A simple one. Where if you try hard enough you can get it. The God told that he was nor good nor bad. It was a lie. He was full of pride, gluttony, lust, wrath, envy, greed and sloth. In most of the common religion, he would be damned. And here he is. In front of a God. Who tells him he does not fit to the world. Great. But there is a thing that does not let him rest before he would be damned or whatever. He needs to ask this one out.

H…How did I die?

“Do you remember being ill? When you were 16 you were poisoned with carbon monoxide. You were in critical condition. Muscles including heart, liver, lungs, and brain were damaged. Even as most of your internal organs where improving its condition the doctors overlook irregular functioning of your lungs. This is also a reason why you got weaker. Even when you were exercising your body to put it back to shape. You die coughing to death as you could not take a breath. You have died both of accident and lack of competency of the others.”

Tsk, at last, he wasn’t run over by a truck. It’s a good thing that he can’t remember that moment. He assumed that death by lack of oxygen is painful. He quickly made up his mind. He said a farewell in his mind to his only friend, and family with was a source of most his pains and few others who he found worthy. Then he took a deep breath and open his mouth.

“So what now? I am an abnormality. It is still nice of you that you came by yourself to answer the questions. Now get rid of me or whatever you do with such as myself.”

“It’s a strange way to act as for someone who meets his end. Even more, as you know that for you there will be no future. Some are comforting themselves in hope of better afterlife.. yet you have no such hopes. You wish to face the end. You desire it, what a strange, strange soul you are.”

Just…just do it.

“But I have to disappoint you. Destroying one soul is an extremely hard task, as the souls are shards of higher existences… and we, as gods, have an agreement to not harassing souls in any permanent way. In the end, souls have to re-enter the cycle. If one is dissatisfied with his current world he is transported to another, ruled by another God. Be at ease. As for you, you will skip some parts of the cycle, and you will have your memories untouched. Now, shall we decide where will we transfer our problematic child? Oh, do not say a thing I do know what kind of world you desire to live. The one where efforts bring rewards. With magic perhaps? Now, do you want to choose your fate?”

A fate?

“The way where you will live. We let it be chosen by you. Do you want to have  royal blood, be a member of the nobility, born into a house of great merchants, a life of a priest, or maybe a thief? You may choose as many things as you desire. But, there will be some kinds of both rewards and penalty for all the choices you make. If you make your life harder you may be given a bonus randomly. What will you choose? The easy life that was given to few in your world? Or maybe an adventure?”

He hated those who were given everything from the start. The nobility, which the only thing that was noble about them was that their noble father had sex with their noble mother. No courtesy, no honor yet boasting themselves as if the whole prosperity of a country was due to their efforts. Easy life? In a world where you can reach anything as long as you do not grow weak? Like hell, was he gonna chose this way.

“Make it hard. Make me a man out of nowhere. Wealth? Fame? Power? I will reach it by myself! I don’t want to owe anyone! I will pay for those with sweat, tears, and blood! Just let me do all I want and I will give you a proof that I am the one who is worthy of these things that others have from the start.”

His eyes were full of euphoria, confidence. Those were the eyes of a warrior. A commander,  the one who could be a great leader. But only if he wanted to.

“I expected nothing less. Very well. I think that I may help you bit more than you ask. Tsk, no do not expect cheats. But still, I will give you something that is not regularly given left and right. And I may bend the rules of the cycle. In the end, you would not survive as a baby in the place you are going to. I, god of the other world and deities will watch upon your life. You may bring us some entertainment. Go little one.”

And then there was darkness. And a dream. He saw a constellation of stars, he saw dying suns, and shapeless creatures living in black holes. He traveled through universes. And then he awoke.





He was in the forest. The sky above his head was blue. No, it was as blue as the one on Earth. It was clear and there was a moon in the sky? Even though it was midday? Wait? 2 moons? One was the size of the moon he remembers from his old world while the other was about 4 times as big. He’d never seen any of the plants, and the sounds were indescribable. Air fresher and clearer than Any  found in his old world.

Yet there was something blinking on the edge of his vision… after focusing, a blue box entered his vision. In the blue box, the text appeared:


 




	Access to [The System] granted












	Opening [Status]










	Name:
	Zariel



	Level:
	1



	Age:
	16



	Race:
	Human



	Class:
	None



	Job:
	None



	Title:
	 The one who forges his own fate



	Health Points:
	100



	Stamina Points:
	110



	Mana:
	NA



	                        Attributes:



	Strength:
	8



	Vitality:
	10



	Endurance:
	8



	Constitution:
	11



	Dexterity:
	12



	Reflex:
	7



	Intelligence:
	19



	Wisdom:
	17



	Spiritualism:
	12






  





	                          Special Traits:



	Affinity:
	None



	Resistances:
	None






 




	                          Skills:



	None






 




	Do you wish to go through tutorial?



	YES
	NO







            

    
        Chapter 002

    
    
    
    
                Edit by: author

I was looking at the blue box for about 10 minutes. It says I am 16 years old, yet as far as I remember I was over the age of 21. Plus God had that I was supposed to be reincarnated. Reincarnation means to be "reborn" and here I am already at age of 16. What. The. Hell. 


 Stupid God! Do you even know what reincarnation means!?

I shook my head in disbelief, as I once again checked the notification.

It asked me if I wanted to go through the tutorial.


	“Accept,” I said with hesitation. 
I was expecting some kind of notification system to start appearing again. Imagine how funny I had to look when instead of boxes a soft, warm and gentle feminine voice has spoken directly to my mind.





	“Hello, user. I will be your guide through the system. Congratulation for your successful reincarnation. The God Onyx in agreement with Goddess Emera concluded that the best option would be boosting your grow speed while you were in the semi-sleep state, for there would be no possibility of you surviving in this environment as a baby”.





	“Now we shall proceed to the status menu. From the very start let me tell you, that status that you see is a unique ability of yours. There are possibilities of viewing the same screens in this world via appraisal stones, yet you are the only creature, for now, that can get access to this status whenever you wish. Also, your title is giving you a possibility too, upon leveling, freely distribute acquired points into attributes of your choosing. As a blessing of your formed God, you were given an ability to view also hidden traits. I shall now proceed to unlock those features.”







	Unlocking hidden attributes completed



	You have obtained access to your hidden attributes






Next thing that occurred was my status screen getting additional parcels.  Attributes were sorted. There were body attributes, containing everything from strength to reflex. The mental attributes included Intelligence, Wisdom and Spirituality. And hidden attributes included Luck, Charm and Charisma.




	Luck
	4 + 10



	Charisma
	4



	Charm
	6







“Now, user, I shall define for your functions of each attribute. 



	“Strength is an attribute that determines your physical power. The higher this attribute the heavier things you will be able to carry. It also allows you to use heavier equipment and makes your blows and strikes deal more damage – mostly while using smashing kind of damaging moves”.





	 “Next one is Vitality – it is your basic Health power. The higher this value the more damage you are able to take before dying. It also will allow you to live longer, yet your life spawn will be specified mostly by your race. As a life span of goblin is about 15-20 years it is possible for them to reach 30 or 35. Yet it is highly unlikely for them to exceed 50 years. Please take a notice that it was said it is unlikely and not impossible. There are various circumstances that may allow them to live even 1000 years, yet still, odds are almost non-existing.”





	“Endurance – tells you how much damage that you received from any source would be reduced. It is also responsible for resistance to various other status effects like poisoning or mental attacks. It may determine how much stamina you use for performing a certain action.”
 




	“Constitution – it tells you how much stamina you possess. Stamina is value required to do all kind of physical labors”

	
“Dexterity – is responsible for the speed of your movements and damage dealt by short weapons with a stabbing type of damage [daggers, and so on] and ranged weapons [bows, and so on].



	

 “Reflex – tells you how fast you would react to unsuspected events. A high amount of reflex will allow you to prevent sneaky attacks performed by enemies with a lower dexterity and reflex combination. It also improves the amount of critical damage dealt (normal level of critical damage is set on bonus 50%-500% of your base damage it also varies depending on attacked body part.)”



	“Intelligence – is an ability to acquire new knowledge faster than usually. It also improves the mana pool to magic-related classes. It will allow you to reach a new conclusion or a new way of solving something.”


	 “Wisdom – is an ability to store already acquired knowledge – saying commonly your memory. It also improves mana regeneration for magic related classes. It also allows you to find the best solution out of already existing.”


	“Spiritualism – it is a value that tells how strong connection to the spirit world you have. One with high spiritualism will be able to see and interact with the spirits. It also improves the power of magic-related skills.”


	“Luck- it is the only attribute that can reach value lower than 0. It improves the success rate of crafting skills and random events.”


	“Charisma – it is a trait with multiple uses. It is a trait of commanders. Warriors fighting under charismatic leader will be more effective, yet it more likely that on battlefields such commanders will be targeted by enemies. After death, the enemy team will be rewarded with [euphoric] state and allies will get an effect of [terror]. Those effects adequately improve and worsens the status of soldiers. It also affects how successful your intimidating-skill will affect people."


	“Charm – is an ability to bend someone wills to be more useful for yourself. It also improves the attractivity of the user in eyes of someone who could found user sexually alluring."



	“Please take a note, that hidden traits, as unique one, are restricted to improve more than one attribute point per level. “


	“Please take a note, that attribute points you distribute once will never be able to be used again.”


	“There is no restriction for the user that would force him to allocate points immediately after leveling up.”



	“Now we shall proceed to classes and jobs. After reaching level 5 user may chose one of following class branches: Warrior, Rogue, Mage.”


	“Please take a note, that depending on already acquired knowledge and environment those classes may be different. For example, a rogue living in a city may be a thief, in the forest a hunter and in the military a scout.”


	“Please choose your class wisely for one acquired class if very hard to change.”


	“Jobs are usually bounded with classes and may give an access to unique skills. Hunter can acquire the job trapper, which will allow him to create traps used mostly to hunt animals; harvest their body parts more effectively as well as it improves skills that allow to track them.”


	 “Resistances are acquired in a unique way to resist some kind of environment traits. For example, the creatures living in snowy mountains may acquire cold resistance.”


	“Skills are all kind of mastery of actions used by the user. They also contain spells for magic related classes. It is possible for the user to easily acquire such skills, but mastering them to useful level will require time and effort.”


	“Now we shall proceed to teach you your 1st skill. It is called [Appraisal]. On a lower level, it is considered to be a garbage-like skill that provides almost no useful information. There are many ways of raising its level. The slowest one is by appraising every single thing that will enter your sight.”


	“Please take a note, that appraising the same object over and over again will not accumulate experience point, and appraising same object class that is not much different from one apprising before will generate lower and lower amount of skill experience. If you found a herb, and you will be appraising same herb plant that grows in different places exp will be acquired this way: 5 experience points, 4exp, 3exp, 2exp, 1exp, 0.9exp, 0.8exp... The other way of improving this skill is finding information about a certain things without the help of the system through asking local people, alchemists, hunters or finding in books information about those plant specifics. Like their names and what it is used for etc. Such actions will be rewarded with a massive amount of skill exp.”


	“Now, please take a closer look at this plant.”



I have turned my head and focused my gaze on the plant that was growing nearby. How did I know it was a right plant? It was sparkling and glowing. Like in a shitty third grade mmorpg game. I was looking at plant… Looking some more… still looking. I was so focused that I thought that my eyes would pop out. After about 5 or so minutes when I started to doubt the sanity of my action another “ding” sound could be heard. 



	



	You have obtained [Appraisal] skill - level 1













	“Congratulation of acquiring your 1st ability, user. Now please try to focus again on that plant while activating [appraisal] skill. You use skills by either saying its name aloud or thinking the name of the skill. This option is not available for all skills.” 





	“A..Appraisal? – I shyly say aloud. I was trying not to look like an idiot while I was talking to the plant… but…








	Unknown weed









That’s all? Seriously? It’s telling me even less than I already knew? Tsk. How many times I need to level it up for me to be useful!? It will be a really boring leveling up session.


“Thank you for participating in the tutorial. For being willing to understand the basis of your new reality, you will be rewarded with following items: [Iron Dagger], [adventure backpack].”

“All information about creatures, races, cultures, countries and much more you will have to acquire by yourself. Please take a notice, that different races and cultures may differently react to other races or classes. For example, one country thinks the priests (light magic users) are superior, yet they consider mages to be an abomination which needs to be hunted down. You are currently in a forest which is in the middle of nowhere. You are around 4 days by foot from the closest habituated area. Remember levels have a different value. For example, a level 1 goblin is weaker than a level 1 human. Just as a level 1 human is weaker than a level 1 dragon. As a loose guideline, the average level of a human civilian is 2-6, a soldier is around level 5-15, adventured 10-30. One who devoted their entire life to studying could reach level 40+. The maximum level of a human being is 50. Try reaching level 50 to see what happens next. Good luck in this world. SURVIVE!”

The last word was screamed out. Then, there was silence. No more words were spoken. I took a deep breath. Stood up from the ground. Then picked up a bag and put it on my back. The dagger was in holster added to the belt. So I put it there too. In next moment with a strong resolve of finding a shelter, food and water resources I stepped deeper into the forest.
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I headed deeper into the forest. Guessing by the position of the sun (if sun acts the same way as the one from my world, that is) it was already after a noon, so I still have some time before it would get dark. As a kid, I used to watch all kind of survival shows, so I know what to do at the moment!...

More or less... 

Three things need to be secured in order to ensure my survival: a shelter, a source of water, and lastly but not least - food. But in my situation, even some kind of cave would be suitable as a new home. If not, I would be forced to make some kind of basic hut made of branches and leafs. When it comes to the source of water - It’s problematic. It would be great if it was located relatively close to shelter, yet if it would be too close, the wild animals could find my resting place.

Back in the country where I was living, in the mountains, there were almost no dangerous animals at all. Some kind of foxes, maybe a boar from time to time, yet those were rare. Wolves and bears were almost extinct and were habituating only the National Parks. Somehow I doubt that the most dangerous animal in this forest would be Fox. The Guide even mentioned goblins and dragons. I don’t want to wake up with my throat sliced or the whole camp burned. Lastly, for the food, I am pretty confident in my skills. Damn it, If I only had my bow. I used to have one back in my former world. I wasn’t some kind of pro. But at least I could shoot a nonmoving target from 30-40 meters. If I could only sneak upon prey and shorten my distance I wouldn’t have to worry about food.

Okay, don’t get distracted, silly me.

I was heading east or I so I hoped. I mean. in the end, it’s a completely different world. There is even magic here. I prefer not to think about such things as directions or anything that could be dictated by common sense as something obvious until I would see it with my own eyes.

Every 100 or so meters I was using appraisal on everything that was in my eyesight. After I used if 1st time near the level mark a percentage progress of the skill appeared. It was leveling slowly. I mean really slowly. I was getting about 0.1% per appraisal, and every time there was a plant that I have already seen its speed was still decreasing. 

There was a flowerbed filled with only one kind of flower. There was about... 12 of those? At that moment every time I used appraisal I was taking a look at progress. And so it was 5.2% then 5.29%, 5.37% and so on. Oh, and I didn’t get any info in the very moment I used the skill. I had to wait about 10-15 seconds for a response from the system. The only reassuring thing that I found in that situation was that the forest seemed to be full of different herbs, berries, mushrooms, and flowers that I didn't have to worry about running out of appraisal material.

 However, there was no sign of animals for now. Oh, I expressed myself incorrectly. There were lots of all kinds of traits. I have just found no living animal. There were screaming of some fighting animals, sweet songs of birds. From time to time a roar that made me shiver.

I continue onward. Slowly. I started recalling all the time I spent in the mountains. Ah, good old camping days. I have never hunted an animal with a gun. But with cousins, we used to sneak as close as possible to wild deer. Of course only if deer didn’t spot us first. Because of the games that I played as a child, I have some general concept of how to move without making too much noise.

Something blinked in corner of my vision. Some small animal spotted me and fled. 

Fine, remember the part about me moving sneakily? Well, forget about that. Apparently, my skills are far more inferior than I wanted to admit.

 Whatever. It is not as bad as long as I am spotted by a bunny. Or rat. Or sloth. Still, I would be in troubles if instead of a bunny it will be a wolf. 

Ahh, screw this. Nothing good comes from overthinking matters we do not control. There is job to be done! Onward-onward!

Aaaand... I am walking. Yep, nothing changes in this matter. Walk – rest – appraise – walk again. Yes, I know it does not sound like something exciting, but if you could only see what I am seeing right now. Mushrooms as high as buildings. Trees that were growing a few kinds of fruits. Eagle as big as a small plane.


...


...


Wait, an eagle as big as a plane? OH, HOLY FUCKING BALLS. 

In an instant, I jumped under some tree with wide branches. My heart was racing. I rested there for about 30 minutes. Oh, no - I am not going to move from here.

Another 30 minutes or so passed. I was all sweaty. Oh boy.

 I moved just a little. Then I took another step. I looked into the skies and then pulled my head back immediately. The eagle was a bit further from the place I saw him for the last time. While flying he was moving in the circles like falcon does, looking for prey. 

W-well, he gotten further enough for me to take a peak, did he?. 

I slowly started leaving my cover, yet in a manner that would allow me to jump right back in if I would feel like it. I started gazing toward a direction of the monster that was ruling on the skies.

Are those legs? Four of them? Each of them was not ended with eagle talons but some beast-like claws? You are bloody kidding me. A gryphon? It is a gryphon, is it? A motherfucking gryphon. Yes. It is a gryphon. No matter how long I look at him, it’s gryphon. FOR FUCK SAKE IT IS  A REAL GRYPHON! 

No, no, no, no, and no. In all the games, I played (so quite few of them), a gryphon was a boss monster. Even if he is some kind of common maggot here, what are are possibilities of lvl 1 me winning against a fucking 6 meters or so long beast? 

Okay, east no longer seems so tempting as before. Umm north is good too? 

Just as I made my 1st step to the north something roared from that direction. Something very big, and very angry.

So, to the west! As I came from the south this is the only direction left. 

An hour of foot travel made my legs start aching. As I opened status I saw more than half of my stamina gone. This is strange. I am taking regular breaks so why is it decreasing so fast?

I have to better find something soon…. 

Really?! 

If some of you can't understand why I became surprised out of blue... Let me just tell you, at the moment I thought about that, I noticed a place that I could call home.

No, honestly! There was a cave and a lake - this can’t be happening. Can it? 

I mean, it is just too suspicious. It has a nice scenery. It would be strange if it wouldn’t be habituated.

I took my dagger in hand. It was heavy. Way heavier than I expected. 

Step by step I started reducing the distance between and the entrance of the cave. I tried to calm myself down. I was breathing steadily.

As I reached the entrance I took a look inside. And then, immediately pulled my head back.

Just as I thought. This cave somehow no longer seem as good as a moment before. Let's just slowly leave this place, pretending there was nothing worthy of my attention. There was nothing. Nothing at all. Stop shaking. There was no 2 and a half meter long wolf with pitch-black fur sleeping inside. Yesss. So now take a step b…

Growling could be heard behind my back. I couldn’t move. The status displayed “fear” as status. The effect was a minor paralysis. 

No shit Sherlock! Tell me something I didn’t know! Slowly, I turned back again, yet the wolf was still sleeping. Oh for all merciful angels. He growled in his sleep. I held the dagger unsteadily, as my hand was covered in sweat.

 If… if he is sleeping… why don’t I just stab him? Could I do it? I can do it…

… step closer. THE HELL AM I DOING!?

He was still about 7 meters away. Another one. THERE IS NO WAY THIS IS GOING TO WORK!

 Stop shaking, you stupid body! I keep getting closer. My heart was pounding so loud that I thought it could wake a dead man.

 4 meters away. Dagger almost slipped away. When I was 2 meters away. I started making half-steps. 1 meter away.

His eyes were open.

Fuck.

His intelligent, dark brown eyes were looking at me with disbelief. As if he could not comprehend how could someone be retarded enough to come to his lair. I was standing. He was laying. 3 or so long seconds we just stare at each other. Then he raised. With heart in fear, I drop myself on it and stabbed trying to aim at his head. Somehow, the creature twisted its body and avoided my clumsy attack.

He moved aside. Dagger only scratched his cheek. Wait, does a wolf have a cheek? 

He jumped to my neck. Instinctively I guarded my throat with my left hand, in next moment I felt his razor sharp fangs sinking in my forearm. The scream could be heard. Was that my scream?  Most likely yes. A red [-11] appeared on the verge of my vision. I throw a stab at its head again. And again. His grip on my forearm only grew stronger. I tried ignoring notifications that kept informing me about new damages that I was receiving.  Stab after stab. Stab after stab. On head. On neck. In the eyes. Complete chaos. Madness.

 I didn’t  realize when his grip loosened. I kept stabbing dead body for next 5 minutes up to the moment when my stamina bar was left almost completely empty. Then I fainted. I am not sure if it’s because of stamina, or shock or blood loss. I just fall into dreamless sleep.

 

...

 

The next day, as I awakened I felt my whole arm pulsating with dull pain. I cheeked status:




	General Information



	Name
	Zariel



	Level
	1 exp18%



	Age
	16



	Race
	Human



	Class
	None



	Job
	None



	Title
	The one who forge his own fate



	Health
	62/100



	Stamina
	71/110



	Mana
	NA



	Attributes



	Strength
	8 - 1
	Vitality
	10



	Endurance
	8
	Constitution
	11



	Dexterity
	12 - 2
	Reflex
	7



	Intelligence
	19
	Wisdom
	17



	Spiritualism
	12



	Hidden Attributes



	Luck
	4 + 10



	Charisma
	4



	Charm
	6



	Unallocated points
	0












	Skills



	Appraisal
	Level 1  exp 28.31%









	State



	Broken limb [left forearm]
	STR/DEX debuff



	Body exhaustion
	Sp regeneration debuff






You must be bloody kidding me… I got only 18% for slaying damned wolf… I have to kill 5 more to level up… Also - after comparing my hp before and after i fell asleep... over a night I regenerated only 2hp? What is wrong with that sick difficulty?

No. Wait, dear me. It’s not a game. It’s a real life. Broken limbs will not get better just after having some sleep. Which means I better avoid getting hurt… or find a way to boost the speed of body regeneration. Maybe some  medicine or magic would help? 

As I lost myself in consideration about my future development (like every respectful nerd) I head that sound- as if the sky was falling. Like the roar of the mightiest beast. 

Or my empty stomach, for I just realized how hungry I was. In the end, I hadn’t eaten for almost 2 days. I looked at the body of a wolf. Gutting animals is not something that disturbs me. On every Christmas for past few years, I was the one responsible for killing, gutting and preparing fish for the main dish. Oh yes. There is a difference between fish and wolf, but I doubt I can be picky. I took a dagger with my healthy hand and came a bit closer to the wolf.
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Having one nonfunctional limb makes labor not easier at all. I hoped that thanks to my former experiences with preparing the fishes I would be ready for gutting a wolf. Man, I was wrong, in other words - I am in deep shit. 

Should I harvest his skin? Ha, as I have a clue how to do so. But at least I will try. Even if it will be a complete failure I may still learn something. And in the future, I will definitely need fur. This bastard destroyed my favorite hoody, using his body to make myself a replacement is not only something I have to do, but also WANT to do. 

Pft, can you imagine me dressed completely from heels to ears in wolf skin? I need to find or make myself a bow. Then when somebody would get in trouble I would jump out of bushes and yell “what are you doing here fool? The forest in not a place for weaklings! Follow me if you want to live!”. 

Enough of my merry wishes. First I have to remove the body from the cave. I don’t want to make it even smellier. Additionally, some predators may sense the blood. That would only add more problems to the list.

The body of wolf is surprisingly light. I thought that with my arm it would take some time to drag it away. Then again - my strength is not "high" either. 500 meters should be enough. Right?

I pushed my dagger into the wolf’s stomach and then slide it up to its throat. There wasn’t much blood spreading out. It’s probably because he died last night and most of his blood already coagulated. I will still get dirty though. I have to open it. Ugh, the stench is horrible. Is it a liver? As I remember there were some cultures who thought about liver as a delicacy. It was healthy - rich in iron. But well… Nah, keep looking.

I removed all of the wolf’s internal organs. I was covered in blood up to my elbows, now - how do you remove the skin? I have once seen a tutorial online. It said to start near the leg and remove it with as little flesh as possible. Gross. The sensation of slippery skin running out of your blade as you try to cut through it. Maybe I’ll just stop thinking about negative parts of my situation… but what is exactly a good thing in my situation? 

I know! In the end, I am the one who is about to eat wolf, not the other way. 

It didn’t take long. About 40 or so minutes. I bet a skilled hunter could do it in 5. A skilled hunter with both efficient arms I would say. You know, it was annoying when I had to help myself with a foot to hold corps in one place.

Now impregnation. I don’t want it to rot. Oh, my handy dagger, what would I do without you? Now it’s time to remove the fat. Easier said than done. It was supposed to be done with a spoon - a special one. As I was done I was supposed to rub salt all over it. I have no fucking salt. I hope exposing it to the sun and let it dry up will do.

I looked upon a piece of fur. It was a disgrace to all leatherwork. I tried to appraise it.




	[lower quality lone shade wolf fur]






Lowest. Honestly? I know that it’s not perfect but I really did my best! Come on! Change it to atleast low, please! Don’t do it to me! You are hurting my feelings! 




	Congratulation! Skill [Skinning level 1] acquired









	[Skinning level 1]



	Allows the user to succeed while attempting to acquire skin from animals and monsters. The quality and success ratio of gained items rise with skill level. The quality and success ratio of gained items rise alongside with dexterity. The quality and success ratio of gained items rise alongside luck






It was the lowest quality fur because I did it without having skill? So now it will be only better? I hope so. Yet, I need to make another fur first. Wait. To level up appraisal I have to use it like 1000 times. You don’t want me to skin 1000 god damned wolves to get a level up, do you? 

I turned back to the furless corpse and harvest all parts of edible meat. Don’t misunderstand me. The most of it is edible, but I wanted parts edible FOR ME! I am not going to eat a brain, heart, liver or other stuff like that. I am hungry, not desperate.

I should cook it. Why I am saying “should”? Because I have no god damned lighter nor anything I could use. Why for fuck sake in schools they are tellin’ us that [mitochondria is powerhouse of the cell] instead of how to survive in the forest? If not some of survival shows I used to watch I would be dead about 10 times already. 

I transported meat back to the cave.

I started collecting wood. The only thing I will have no problem looking for. Yet still, some basic rolls have to be considered. Firstly the small one that will burn easily. Then bigger and bigger, the one that will burn longer. The fireplace has to be located in a good place. Why? Because in windy places the same amount of wood that normally would burn for an hour would be burned in 10 minutes. In the cave? Hell no! I was poisoned by carbon monoxide once. Not going to have that happen to me again. I started to isolate the pit from the ground. Now we have a nice construction. And the best part of the show!

I sit in front of my soon-to-be fireplace. With a stick rubbing another stick. I feel like an idiot but hopefully, it will work.

Rub

Rub

Rub

40 minutes of rubbing. I think that my hands will catch fire sooner than branches. Every time I moved them my left arm was screaming in aogny, yet every time I was trying to stop - my stomach was telling me to continue… wait, was that a moment that could be described as [My mind telling me no, but my body, my body telling me yes?]... or reversed? 

Get your shit together, you silly body, and decide on one action at a time. Ok?

Then a sparkle appeared. It burned dry grass I put below it. Grass ignited the small branches, and after them, the bigger one followed.

I wanted to jump to the sky in joy and start dancing. You can’t even imagine the pride I felt. I made fire! I can eat! Me wise! Me strong!

Oh, the smell of roasting meat was filling the air. Wait till it was finished? Oh, Goddess, I can’t wait please this one time I’ll not be offended if you help me and made it roast faster. Are Ya here with me, God?

No, response. Of course that there will be no response. Gods have remained silent to my prayers for over 20 years of my previous life. I needed to die in order to finally meet him. I am not going to die only to ask him to prepare my dinner

…. on the other hand… no, better not. 

The moment I dig my fangs in juicy meat I experienced feeling that was so wonderful that I completely forgot about the pain in my arm. I forgot I am all sweaty and covered in blood. Screw hygiene, I’m starving. Bite after bite I will not be satisfied till I am full. I put my hand to the side to grab another piece of meat and I found none. 

Are you kidding me? I ate a whole wolf and I’m still hungry.

I told myself it’s a joke as I headed to the lake. The lake was pretty big. Enough for me to get both cleaned up and to have water to drink. Maybe I would be even able to go fishing. Note to future me. Make a fishing rod… not that i know how to fish. I bowed down to water and I froze.

Is it me? I knew I should look different but this...

My hair was still dark brown and still messy to the point where brushing it was pointless. My face looks childish. I had a smaller nose. My whole face was slimmer, but I was shocked by my eyes most. I used to have beautiful deep blue eyes. I was proud of them. I still have blue eyes. Well at least one of them. Another was toxic green. At least, my pupils are normal. I put my right hand on my face and begin to examine it. No beard. Of course not, I am 16. I can forget about small moustache I had. The most definite fact on my face was some of the congealed blood do not make me look like someone who is your average drink buddy. Actually, it was a face of a person you better not mess with. Not most handsome but not ugly either. In anime, I could play the role of some bully.

I turned my head a bit left and right, no specials traits, no scars, no mole, no freckles. I ended looking at my new appearance and striped off. I washed my bloody clothes and then I jumped inside. Water was cold, not freezing and I doubt  I would catch cold. It was more refreshing kind of cold, the one that helps you awaken after a sleepless night.

I stayed there for an hour. Taking my thought together. This world is supposed to be hard. The strong hunt the weak, but even weak can fight back. I like it, it is pure and primal. I want to survive, but in order to do so I have to stay focus, keep thinking about the future.

Speaking of the devil… I should hunt some more animals… but maybe not wolf this time huh? I saw bunny-like creatures. They will do, but it can wait some more time, can it? Just a little longer... 

No! Get out right now! I don’t have the privilege of getting lazy. I will move out as only my cloth would dry. The sun is strong and the heat in the forest should help it get dry pretty quickly.

I jump out of the lake. Put my cloth back on me and once again stepped into the forest looking for some smaller animals. The cave which used to be home for a wolf was close so I doubt any herbivores would live nearby. I returned to sneaking and appraising left and right. 

And so soon I achieved a great success! Um, maaaayabe not completely. But, I found traces of some small animals. They left footprints in the mud and some less visible tracks in the soft earth. They were here recently. i’m not sure when exactly though. Maybe a few hours, maybe a few days. But, it looks like a place they visit often.

How often? Let’s see. I walked into bush 20 meters or so from clearing where I found footprints. It was tight, my whole body was scratched by branches. I sat there and waited. I have time - my belly was full and I was refreshed. I will wait here until evening then I will head back to the cave. If nothing shows itself tomorrow I will go further into the forest.

An hour passed. I have appraised anything in the vicinity. There was a [unknown herb], [unknown flower], [rock], another [unknown herb], [brown horned rabbit], [unknow…], wait for WHAT? Where did you hide asshole?! Oh, here you are a little bastard. Lemme see you… a bit bigger than rabbit from Earth. Yeah, that huge horn pointing proudly out of his head was a bit disturbing and damn! He is fluffy. Aww so cute! I almost feel like taking you with me and treat as a pet. Unfortunately for you, you are made out of food. Bad luck, huh? Sucks to be you. The color of its fur was completely blending with the surroundings, this is why I couldn't spot it until I appraised it my accident

But... how do I hunt him? He is definitely faster than me and running through the forest like a mad man after a bunny don’t seem like a good idea, It could even get worse. He could fight me! What then? Should I make a bow? Tsk, the one which I would make would be hopeless. There are almost no things I could use like string. Traps? It might just work.

After the rabbit left the clearing I step out of my hiding spot and started preparation.

Okay, ladies and gentlemen… it’s a wabbit season! 
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 Happy Valentine’s! I could not stop myself from writing this chap.



I have already prepared everything I needed for a hunt. But - it’s for tomorrow, ah and on the way back I found something amusing - I can appraise my status elements. It gives away the same data as what system guide has already told me … 

BUT IT STILL GIVES EXP! Whole 1% per stat. 1%! Yet, a strange thing occurred. While I tried to appraise my title the notification appeared: [appraisal level is too low to acquire data]… 

When I appraised my level a [1/50] mark appeared and while appraising my 12% the [12/100] appears too. And as a joke, I tried to appraise stars… It. Fucking. Worked. There was an [unknown star] or an [unknown constellation] yet still: exp is exp… it was low. Way lower than for a plants, but I had nothing better to do so… as a result :




	[Appraisal]



	Level:
	1 [99.21%]






I am proud of myself. Somebody back ok earth used to say :”work smarter not harder”… yet probably I would run out of stars before leveling the skill. 

I lied on the ground which I covered with leaves - my new bed with resolve to regain my strength. In the end, I will have to be in top condition. There will be a rabbit stew for dinner, of course only if I won’t end only behaving like an idiot… or die impaled on rabbit’s horn.

 

I closed my eyes and wandered into deep, dreamless slumber.


The next day I have opened my eyes and got up. Just as I thought, sleeping on the ground was far from being a comfortable experience, my back hurts and my neck let out a strange, cracking noise. Yet I was refreshed. My mind was clear, focused like never before. Maybe it was my body and mind adopting to new sensations? New reality? New challenges?

And then I heard it, another <Ding> sound followed by a blue box filling most of my vision field.





	You have a voice call from [System guide] do you wish to listen now?






Oh boy. I hope she’s not mad for me finding that little bug with stars for leveling up appraisal? If it is so, then I am screwed… but… it asks me if I want to listen…. If I don’t… they can’t punish me without pointing out a reason? 

No, they are gods, of course, they can…. whatever


	“Yes please…” - in next moment I heard a familiar feminine voice, she sounded almost as if she was barely holding laugh.





	“Hello, user, and happy Valentine’s Day. We have prepared for you a special event. Every heart you acquire will be collected by us, and then, at the end of the day depending on the number of heart you collected, you shall be given a reward. This event will be going for the next 13 hours and 52 minutes. Good luck. Good hunt.”







	Valentine's Day Heart Hunt Quest has been triggered







What. Da...

 Are they nuts?! Collecting hearts?! Not fucking chocolate? What a twisted sense of humor do they have?! 

… But she said a reward, did she? I may get something useful, maybe a bow? A leather clothing… a skill? 

I once again started wandering around my new home collecting my clothes and equipment. My heart was racing yet again. 

Considering the last 2 days and comparing them to  my previous life such amount of shock in such a short period of time could be bad for my health. 

Jokes aside. Calm yourself, dear me. Hunter's most important tool is patience, or so I was told by some actor in one of the "shitties" survival movies I have ever watched.

Breath in, breath out. tried once again forcing my mind into that feeling of calmness, of inner peace, that I felt a few moments ago


Dagger? On the side. Bag pack? For now in the hand. Shade wolf fur? On my back.

I can already hear you asking: Why did this idiot put still smelling fur on his body? 

 You will see!… or if I would embarrass myself, I would just cut it off from my story.




I headed to my hunting ground and sat in my ambush-bush. And waited. Not even long. After something like half of an hour 3 brown horned rabbits appeared.


I sweep a glance on my surrounding, checking if everything is in the right place. After watching a rabbit yesterday I found out that they have a few ways of moving here - few main paths. The clearing -was an open space, but in the next ten meters, it slowly stats blending with deep, dark forest. It is filled with thick, thorny bushes which would halt my movements. If the rabbits would manage to outrun me and jump in those, I would have no way of chasing them.


Other paths were "accidentally" covered with sharp stones and sticks by me yesterday. I had boots on my feet, bunnies didn't. This little detail could give me the advantage in my struggle of filling my belly with delicious looking herbivores. But, because of intelligence that shined in their eyes, I was pretty sure they would try avoiding these paths. I was fine with that too. Preparation is the key.


I watched one of the rabbits leaving the group as he started jumping toward the group of flowers growing in the middle of the clearing. Closer toward me. Few lazy jumps, followed by few more. A drop of sweat started falling from my forehead. My heart was pounding. As I readied myself for the attack.

There were two possible options. The rabbit could start running - the desirable outcome or could face me and fight back with that huge horn of his. 

... And I wasn't exactly ready for the second option. This is why I was wearing a wolf's body.


I grabbed the branches of the bush and shake it violently, then, I jumped out. This way I already manage to alert my prey before letting it see me. When I started emerging from the plants, the first thing it saw was fur of shade wolf. The little creature turned around and started running without paying more attention to my whole posture.


It worked! Oh, my sweet mother of god! It  worked! 

The plan was so stupid that it even worked! The saying is true! If you want to surprise your enemy try doing something that even you do not suspect you could do!


Rabbits fled to the forest using path looking more appealing, avoiding these that I "upgraded" with patterns of dangerous elements that could would their feet.

Yet, bastards did what I was afraid they would - they aimed for the thickest bushes, we started racing over the short clearing. The first that would reach the clearing would be allowed to see another day. Yet the bastards were fast - if I was to place a bet on either myself or the rabbit in the speed test, without thinking twice I would go All-in for the bunny. Unfortunately for a bunny, there was a twist.


Yesterday, after the dusk fall, I spent some time preparing a trap. Luckily for me, the soil was soft, I could dig in it with my bare hands. Little over twenty minutes took me digging a hole around 30 centimeters deep, sharpening few twigs and pushing it into the soil, before covering the pits with moss and leaves. I asked myself a question: If I was a chased bunny, which paths would I chose to escape. And then, I placed three more such traps on the routes that looked best.

It's speed was the reason of its doom. The trap themselves weren't very dangerous. In the end, the pits were shallow, bah, if you would be just walking across the clearing, you would feel the difference under your feet while making a step, thus you could stop yourself from landing on it. But not if you were running.


Bunny pretty much impaled itself on the stick, the sharpened end sprouted through its back. It died on spot. One of its siblings (or whoever they were for one another) didn't manage to slow down completely and also fell in the same pit, yet it didn't die, not on the spot. I had to help it.

A cripled bunny started already leaving the pit as I jumped at it from behind and dug my dagger in its back. It jerked its head, trying to hit me with the horn, unfortunately for it, his tool was supposed for a frontal assault, thus it was not in a position of hurting me.



Most of the group already managed to vanish in the forest, all of them, but one. Poor fool, just a meter or so away from the safety of bushes, fell in another or trap.





	You have slain a [Brown Horned Rabbit] - 3exp



	You have slain a [Brown Horned Rabbit] [combo 2] - 6exp



	You have slain a [Brown Horned Rabbit] [combo 3] - 12exp







I felt bad. When I killed the wolf I didn't feel anything. Mostly because of adrenaline, or maybe because I was fighting for my own life? I knew that it was pretty much same situation, that if I wouldn't do so, I would starve. I knew that I had to kill because this way I could become stronger and protect myself from more dangerous creatures. I knew that I would eventually get used to it. But for now, I felt guilty.

I tried focusing on something different, just to occupy my mind. I started reading the bonuses I got from killing multiple creatures at the same time. Every next creature killed in an action chain doubles its experience? Maybe it just affects creatures of the same type, or maybe sharing the same name? I need more data from observation to be sure.


Right now I am 33% on the way to the next level.

I shook my head to the sides, picked bunnies from the holes, and "rearmed" my traps - replaced broken sticks, once again covered it with Leaves. And then I rolled little mammals on their bellies and brought up my dagger.

About 50 meters from the clearing I started opening their bellies. I didn't want the smell of blood to spread too close to my clearing. I hoped that in the future more rabbits would come there so I didn't want to scare them off, neither I wanted to bring in predators.

 Sitting under the tree I started harvesting skin. It appeared to be a little easier, most likely thanks to the skill. It was like a guide with a VR headset on. On the corpse of animal colorful lines appeared - showing me how should I cut. Green Lines for a shallow one, red for the deep, the density of color and trickery of line would tell me which cut was supposed to be first. But, probably because the skill's level was low, those lines kept vanishing and reappearing every few seconds making me stop in the middle of a cut. Because of that cuts were not clean and the skin was "shattered" in few places/

O started removing the organs, as soon as I brought out the heart...


Ding




	A heart has been obtained



	Number of hearts:
	1









…this will save me some time and troubles. It took me less than half of the hour to gut them all, harvest meat, fur, and hearts. 

Ding 




	[Lowest quality brown horned rabbit's fur] gained






 




	Luck event triggered






 




	[A very low quality brown horned rabbit's fur] gained







Oh, so this is how luck stat work! Improving the level of gained/crafted item with a small chance, huh? Gotta note it down on the back of my mind… I covered meat in harvested fur and put it in my bag. Then I moved back to my ambush spot.

And waited yet again.

It was already past noon.  I start getting hungry and thirsty. I had no bottle nor goatskin to carry water, which meant that today I will suffer, later I will try to craft some… umm… rabitskin… to carry water with myself. 

I could have returned to the lake, take a drink, refresh myself and so on, yet I didn't. Because of a quest. It has a time limit. Also, because I have no idea when (if) bunnies would return. If they would enter the clearing as I was away, I would lose the opportunity to hunt those, for there is no way I could enter my ambush-bush unnoticed. 

The quest appeared to be based on events from my previous world - unless people here also celebrate valentines day. Which one would be next? Easter?... What do you do in easter? 


Back where I come from, during Easter a nice kids would get a present from the bunny... How would bunny treat me if he would know that right now I am killing his kin to harvest their hearts? I bet he would not be amused

I could "waste" my time wondering about such silly things, in the end, I had time. 

Another hour. I have no luck.

Yet, in the hour after that, the bushes moved slightly again. Four more rabbits.

If my previous calculations are correct and every killing spree doubles experience gained from victims, the last of the  four of bastards was worth 24 experience points.

Once again, I hold my breath and tried finding my inner peace. Yet the vision of rabbit squirming on the stick made me shiver, just for a moment.

Away with those thoughts. Compassion is a privilege of those, who can afford to put food on their table, to have warm beds in the safe house. I was no longer in this privileged group. 

And there was once again repeat from the past. Bush shake, jump out, chase. And notifications:







	[You have slain a brown horned rabbit]



	You have obtained [3] exp






 




	[You have slain a brown horned rabbit]



	Combo effect 2 - you have obtained [6] exp






 




	[You have slain a brown horned rabbit]



	Combo effect 3 - you have obtained [12] exp






 




	[You have slain a brown horned rabbit]



	Combo effect 4 - you have obtained [24] exp










	[A very low quality brown horned rabbit's fur] gained






 




	Luck event triggered






 




	[A very low quality brown horned rabbit's fur] gained






 




	[A very low quality brown horned rabbit's fur] gained






 




	[A very low quality brown horned rabbit's fur] gained










	New hearts has been obtained



	Hearts in total
	7







With this, I was 78%. With all this excitement I forgot using appraisal from time to time. It’s skill exp was 99.87%, so close to level up, yet I was left with nothing to appraise in the vicinity! Damn this.

That's how the rest of my day looked like. I was sitting in the bush, ignoring my belly singing the song of his people. My stomach was used to have three main meals per day plus sweet snacks (I could barely live without my sweets). It was slowly getting dark, and unfortunately, I managed to end lives of three more rabbits. Unfortunately, because these creatures came to the clearing alone, which meant for me no exp-boost 


Appraisal leveled up, and at last it is nice


[Appraisal level 2   0.12% exp
give access to additional information about the target]

That was the first time I leveled something up! With a racing heart and in high spirit I decided to see with my own eyes the differences in the form of the skill.

Yet, much to my disappointment, all I learned was a name of the plant. [Aurora herb]. For these past two days, I have been asking myself many questions regarding this plant. Was it poisonous? Was it a healing herb? Was it edible? If after I would burn it - would I receive some gas that would repel some kinds of monster... And from all these questions that I could possibly want an answer for... I learned it's name.

Thanks for nothing, I guess.

10 hearts for the quest. Was it the good score? Was it bad? I had no idea. I think I will have an answer for that as I would be given the reward. Yet, the pieces of fur and meat that would let me survive next day or two lift my spirit. I decided to move back to the cave I called homes, yet from behind my back I heard a mildly intimidating roar. Sounding something like <Kachiaa>. The only problem was that anything that let out that sound "Kachiaa"wed 10 meters behind my back


I quickly turned around dropping the bag that I carried over one of my shoulders reading the dagger in my healthy hand

There was a bunny. A dog sized one. A big-dog-sized one. 




	[Brown Horned Rabbit Champion] Level 11







I tried rising both hands in the air in a calming manner.

- "Good Champion, nice bunny. Mind turning around and walking your way?..." It looked toward the bad I dropped. It wiggled its nose sensing the air. It most likely smelled the blood and flesh of his kin. 

Hope they were not related in any way.

But, guessing by the way it tensed and readied for a charge, they most likely were related.


The monster took one step back before starting it jump charge in my direction. It's horn was as long a shortsword, one stab was enough to pierce me all way through.

I waited till the very last moment before jumping aside - I didn't want to give him a chance to change his trajectory.  I ended in the wet grass landing with my face full of dirt. I have supported my body with both hands on instinct, as I forgot about the damages. My left arm cried in agony.


The killer bunny slowed down his charge as he missed me, and just like a bull, he slowly circled to prepare for another assault.


I was telling myself that I was supposed to stay calm, that at the moment I would lose my cold-blooded state, I would lose my life, the problem is that I was screaming those words inside of my head.

 Think, Zari, think. Think yourself out of this! Make a decision! Pick an idea! Even if stupid - the stupid idea is better than no idea at all!

Wait. He is moving like a bull. Reacting to movements? I don't really have a way to test it without putting my life on the line.


The bunny leaped at horrible speed. Normal man would have a problem to even focus gaze on this blurry mass that it became, yet I saw everything clearly.

Adrenaline? 

 I waited. As it was running toward my position, I marked a step to the right, the beast reacted right away by changing its trajectory. I used my step to the right and kick the ground, thanks to momentum I spun in place. We were passing each another as I was in the middle of my rotation, the creature was at my right side, the one I was holding dagger with.


Now - the hard part.  I stabbed the fluffy killer and using the tempo I jumped on its back. The dagger that got stuck in its flesh turned into a handle I used to not fell down. I tightened the grip of my legs over its sides stabilizing my balance.

And then it started. A grotesque deadly rodeo with a bunny in a role of a wild mustang. The creature kept jumping in the sky, raising its rear and front legs in turns trying to shake me off, yet the more it moved, the deeper the dagger would sink in the ocean of meat and blood.

 Eventually, the flesh on his side loosened after blade twisted and turned in his body several times, just enough so I could take it off the side, and dig it in its neck.


The bunny collapsed on its side, dragging me along. Once again I freed the blade and started repeatedly digging it in the body of the creature. The crimson fountain started picturing everything around red. 





	You have dealt [11] dmg






 




	You have dealt [14] dmg






 




	You have dealt [9] dmg







Finally, he fell.


Ding  





	You have slain [Brown Horned Rabbit Champion]



	You have gained [12] exp










	Achievement unlocked



	"Who is a champion now?






 




	Because of achievement "who is a champion now" you gained a title



	"Champion Slayer"



	Damage dealt to [champion] rank monsters
	+ 5%



	Damage received from [champion] rank monsters
	- 10%



	Experience gained from [champion] rank monsters
	+ 10%



	CHA
	+ 5






I was laying on the  ground  breathing heavily. Once again my vision was getting blurry because of both: exhaustion and pain.

My body was screaming in pain. I was going to rest now, here, in the middle of the clearing. I didn't care if wolf, bear, or devil himself would come now. As for me, they could fuck themselves in turns. 

I killed it. I have killed over sized bunny. I wanted to laugh in the skies.

 This world is crazy. Mad. Sick. And I love it. 

But the 99% exp mark near my level was somehow getting on my nerves.. I mean, really? You just couldn’t have given me that 1 point more, couldn't you?

After I recovered a bit, just enough to be able to move a little, I stood up. I had no more willingness to skin it. 

Thought each time I skinned a bunny I was rewarded with 9% of skill progression, right now it meant I was on 90% of leveling that skill too.

Yet each time I performed the skill, part of my stamina vanished. Because of that, I would most likely abandon this fur here. There will be more bunnies to skin.




	You have obtained a [heart]



	Hearts in totlat
	11









I headed to the cave… I am too tired. I am not going to wash myself now. I am going to lie just like that, covered in blood, sweat and body parts. 

Gross, you say? Guyz really? I have just slain 150 kg bunny. I ain’t thinking about bath now.

I have dropped myself on my provisory bed. And tried to fall into sleep. When I was about to enter the realm of Morpheus another ding dinged.




	Quest has ended. You have found 11 hearts



	Calcualting rewards






 




	Exp gained - 10exp per heart



	You have obtained 110exp






 




	You have over 10 hearts - milestone reached



	Special gift
	[Tear of goddess] obtained



	Special gift
	Exp Booster - 1 month



	Special gift
	[Class bag] has been obtained






 




	Warning! Restriction detected. You may not get this gift until you pick a class. Gift will stay unavailable until then







<see author note below chapter>


[tear of the goddess
potion – removes all negative status effects from the target and fill hp bar, mana bar, and stamina bar completely. One time use only. The item shall perish in 58minutes 42 seconds if it will not be consumed]

[You have gained a level]

.

.

.

Someone really likes me there, huh? 

I shake my head in disbelief. I gulp a potion in one go. In a moment I felt extremely sleepy… side effect huh? Okay good night guyz. See you tomorrow.

Name:    Zariel
Level:    2    exp 43.6%  [109/250]
Age:    16
Race:    Human
Class:    None
Job:    None
Title:    The one who forge his own fate
    Champion slayer

Hp:        87/100    improving
Stamina:     48/110    improving
Mana:        NA

Attributes:

Strength:    8 – 1
Vitality:        10
Endurance:    8
Construction:    11
Dexterity:    12 - 2
Reflex:        7 
Intelligence:    19
Wisdom:    17
Spiritualism:    12


Luck:        4+10
Charisma:    4+5
Charm:        6

Unallocated points:    10

Skills:

Appraisal     level 2    exp 0.71%
Skinning     level  1    exp 90.00%


Resistances

State:

    Broken limb     – left forearm (strength and dexterity debuff) improving 
    



            

    
        Chapter 006

    
    
    
    
                 Edited by: Arondight


  
There was a commotion in the Council of Gods. Onyx was moving swiftly to the chamber where the meeting would take a place. He took none of his deities with himself, it’s better for them to clean up the mess they did almost 2000 years ago… and it’s very likely that it’ll take them 2000 more. Oh? The reason of commotion? There were already many circles in which worlds were falling and being raised from nothingness again. But there was never a soul that would not fit in the circle for the whole eternity. Not until a few days ago. 

Souls were a beings with high adaptability. They could survive in almost all conditions. They were almost indestructible. Even a process of purifying takes from centuries to millennia. So it was easy to say that one could reincarnate. But if one life you could be a soldier of Rome Empire, and in the next one you could be the one who invented a steam engine. So there were not so many reincarnations? Oh you can’t even count how many one had reincarnated. Told you already, in one universe under one administrator-god there where many worlds that has fallen already. He doesn’t remember how many Earth-like worlds he had already created. And in those eons, in all universes, never, ever, a soul wouldn’t fit. Even better. This soul was found in his universe! Under his care! Did he do something wrong? No. it can’t be. His circle was more efficient one. He could purify most of the souls in the shortest amount of time. What could be the reason? Did he… did he finally awoke? 

He walked inside. As he did all conversations stopped. Oh I called it a chamber did I? It’s a word I just used for it was comfortable for me. Well actually it was a completely different dimension. There was no time. There was no place. It was the state of very beginning. The Void. Conversation? Those where more like extremely fast information transfer from one god to others. He connected to network and become one with other gods and theirs deities. 

-         So… Onyx there was a very special soul found in your domain, is it true? – One of many gods asked.

-       Yes. As it was agreed millennia ago I have sent him away. He should be now under Emera‘s care. – I was not pleased with it. If the situation could be different! He wanted to watch upon this strange soul by himself! He loved every one of the souls in his circle. But this one… it could be awoken  part of HIM. 


-         Emera, could you please show us his journey so far? – the same god as before asked 


-         I would have no problem with that, please hold on a little I will share the memories right away. – The most beautiful goddess said. Her avatar was of the beautiful woman. Her long hairs were never in one color and not even for a second colors stayed the same. From silver to dark. From green to blue. She was sparkling. Every mortal that would look upon her would completely fall in love. 
  
As the memories where shown, the gods started their conversation again. 


-         What s strange luck he has! How did he find this cave? It’s in a perfect location! He has everything to grow there! Water almost in front of the cave! Hunting grounds in all directions! The cave itself is pretty well hidden! How is this even possible? 


-         Uuum… - the shy voice of one of the deities behind Emera could be heard – It… it could be because of me…- small figure of cute little lady with green hairs and eyes could be seen. 


-         Aira? What did you do?! – Emera seemed to be not pleased at all – we have already told you to reduce your influence on mortals to minimum!

-         B…b…but I didn’t interact directly! I…I just showed some tasty animal to gryphon, so he would fly to the sky…. A…and then I irritated a Behemoth a bit and made him roar… I just… wanted to warn him which ways would be dangerous… and lead him there… Did I do wrong? – her eyes was teary. She looked like a dog that did something  nasty and just waited for punishment. 


-         Aira…Aira… what have I done to be bound with you… 


-         Umm. You... created me? 


-         It was rhetorical question! 


-         Kiii! Sorry! 


-         Okay. This one is solved then… next one… valentine’s day event? What was that?

 
-         A…ano… - the green haired girl answered – This would be me again I think… I just wanted to help him improve! And he was hurt so badly! A..And.. 


-         AIRA! 


-         I AM SO SORRY! 


-         Okay okay… - the unknown god once again tried to calm down the situation – lastly we had that rabbit champion… those are rare… and he appeared almost from nowhere…it was like he never existed before… 


-         Ummm… - guess who rises hers voice again. 

Emera threw a death glare at the forest deity,  as a reaction Aira hid behind one of her many siblings. 

-         Aria! Why do you mess with this boy’s life! 


-         B..But it is first time in centuries when a human is in my forest! Why do they never come to visit me? 


-         I think a gryphon may be one of the reasons… you know, it likes to eat his prey alive… and it can take him a day or two… - other deity said 


-         Naah! It would be the behemoth! Those assholes are big like house and are always hungry! 


-         Oy! Do you remember when Aira made a crystal cave and then, in fear that it would be mined, she put an earth dragon there? 


-         No no no! it’s nothing! Ya remember when she created the most beautiful flower in the world? And then she was so scared that somebody would take it away from the forest, that she made it carnivorous? I mean.. honestly… meat eating flowers are ok… but if it is 50 meters long it may be a problem… 


-         Aira… why did I even create you? 


-         -sniff- I am so sorry… 


-         But… why champion Aira? 


-         I though… that while he would be taking away heart… he would find IT… 


-         Aira… he was hungry, thirsty, bloody and exhausted. I think that it is pretty likely that he could miss monster core which is located in a random body part… 


-         I AM SORRY! – Aira screamed for the last time and started to cry aloud.   


-         Now now.. please stay calm everyone. Even as Aira’s action were mostly random, she did a pretty good job… honestly.. how long would it take him to get so much experience? But now, let’s focus on the most important part… it’s a first ever soul to break out from the circle… Do you think… that part of HIM… could be awoken? 


-         The All-Father? Really? He is back? 


-         Silly! He never had been gone! He was just… unreachable… All-Father… how long were we out of your love? Ah.. our beloved creator… the first purpose… 


-         Ne..ne.. why was  the All-Father gone? – Aira asked while she stopped crying. 


-         … You idiot… you don’t even know, what happened to your grandfather, the mightiest being ever, the one who lead us out of the void?! 


-         I AM SO SORRY!!! 


-         Oh my Void… you silly child. The All-Father is, was and will be everything. He is the whole knowledge, he is every emotion. He was the first thought that ever appeared in void. He created universes, that gods could be administrators of this worlds, and then gods created deities to interfere in their names in those worlds… but All-Father.. as he was everything… he was suffering. He was love and hate at same time. He was passion and sloth. He had ideas that were excluding each other… he was in such pain, that he shattered himself… into souls. Every single soul is a part of the All-Father. This is why we care about them, we care about the pieces of him just as he cared about us while we were young. The pieces of All-Father where put into the circle. So via getting experience he could organize his emotions and thoughts. And now. For the first time ever. One of his pieces seems to be awaken. This one soul may reach us gods, it may even surpass us. 


-         Eeeh? But he is only a shard… 


-         Even a shard of All-Father has greater potential then all of us combined… if put to right environment and was given enough of time. This desire… this lust! THIS GREED! CAN YOU SEE IT BROTHERES AND SISTERS?! THIS BUT A SMALL SOUL IS ALMOST EXACTLY LIKE OURS FATHER! SHOULE WE…. 


-         DO NOT INTEREFE INTO HIS GROWTH! – Onyx  screamed. The always calm onyx. Everyone became silent – let him grow by himself… He is the one who forges his own destiny. He asked me to just let him reach the power by himself. Aira 


-         Y..Yes? 

-         Keep looking after this boy. Never give him anything for free. He has to wrench it off with his own bloodied hands. 


-         Y..Yes Lord Onyx! 


-         We shall end this meeting for today. Please everyone get back to your duties. We shall meet in the near future to oversee growth of this one soul. Now you are all dismissed. 
  
  
Pov change 
  
I have just opened my eyes… I feel… good… my left arm seems to be fixed. No pain while moving… status effect and strength/dexterity debuff is gone. 

And now I am hungry as hell and damn… thirsty… I haven’t eaten anything since yesterday… and I drank only a bit of my own blood… but damn I do feel good. What the hell… 

I got up and after stripping myself I jumped to the lake. This way I can both clean myself and drink… yup normally I wouldn’t do that… but my throat was burning! I could lie there forever… and I probably would if not for rumbling in my stomach. As I got out of the water I started to put up a fireplace. I already had a wood as I am always prepared. It is simply my nature, I do more than I need for the momen.If I would have to replace something I would have the required parts right under my hand. 

Oh I have leveled up, haven‘t I? Maybe I could allocate some points? Okay, it was said that I can put only 1 point per level into each one of luck, charm and charisma. Luck seems pretty nice… even the most useful for now as the charm would have no usage cuz I am not in a human vicinity, and charisma would make monsters run away from me if  raised too high. Okay one point into luck then, and I am left with 9 more…hmm let’s see. I have yet not decided what class I should take, so please tell me dear me, what will help me survive… vitality, endurance and constitution seem nice, for they will allow me to take more hits and get tired slower… strength… not needing right now. My weapon is a dagger and traps and those need dexterity and reflex… maybe rise my “dex” a bit? But my intelligence is high… in some games after you hit certain amount of stat you may be given a bonus… if I hit int to 20 will I get a bonus? Like… fast thinking! Or better trap making? Or my mana pool will be unlocked? Ok, at least 1 point will go to int.. ah! SCREW THIS! LET’S PUT ‘EM ALREADY! 

  
Name:  Zariel 
Level:    2             exp 43.6%  [109/250] 
Age:      16 
Race:     Human 
Class:    None 
Job:       None 
Title:      The one who forge his own fate 
                Champion slayer 
Hp:                        110/100               
Stamina:              120/120               
Mana:                  NA 
Attributes: 
Strength:            8 
Vitality:                                11           (added 1) 
Endurance:        9             (added 1) 
Constitution:     12           (added 1) 
Dexterity:           14           (added 2) 
Reflex:                 8             (added 1) 
Intelligence:      20           (added 1) 
Wisdom:             18           (added 1) 
Spiritualism:       13           (added 1) 
  
Luck:                     5+10      (added 1) 
Charisma:           4+5 
Charm:                 6 
Unallocated points:        0 
Skills: 
Appraisal             level 2  exp 0.88% 
Skinning              level  1  exp 90.00% 



Resistances: 
State: 
  
In the end pushing my Intelligence up to 20 gave me nothing! BUT! What can be bad in becoming smarter? I am a little bit scared of putting those stats in this way as I don’t wanna become jack of all… But as I am classless I really do need all of those stats for living! Okay. Gotta hit lvl 5 as fast as possible. 
                


Aaaand our favorite part now. Stick into stick! 
Rub 
Rub 
Rub 
May I get something like a camping skill? Which would improve the speed of creating the fire? Pleeeease?! 

Ding [Requirements met. For living for more than 3 days in wilderness you have gained a Survival Skill] 

[Survival level 1 
Improve both quality and time consumption of certain actions needed while living outdoors. 
You will find better places for making a shelter, preparing traps and ambushes. Building/creating time and quality of primitive constructions and tools will be improved. 
It will be easier for the user to collect meat and body parts from animals/monsters 
This skill is more effective the higher level it has 
This skill is more effective the more wisdom you have 
This skill is more effective the more intelligence you have] 

As I got this skill the branches I was rubbing caught the fire… 

-         HALLELUJAH! HAAA-LLEEE-LUUU-JAAAH! 
  

Fast Pov change: 
-           
Really Aira? - Emera turned her head in disbelief 
-         WHAT NOW? HE WAS DOING IT FOR PAST 3DAYS! HE DESERVED IT!! – Aira started shaking her little hands like a child who thinks that whatever she would do she would be scolded and it’s impossible to please her mother 


Back to Zari: 

Rabbit’s meat was being roasted over the fireplace, and their furs where drying on a rock in the sun. His clothing including the tattered wolf’s fur was already washed and where drying on his body. 

I took a bite of the meat. It’s all tasty but misses something at the same time. He was lacking both cooking skills and spices to give the meat the right taste. Oh there was plenty of herbs that could be used as ingredients… but he had no idea which ones… Appraisal was still too weak to tell him if some plant is great for headache or will make him die in an horrifying agony… better not push your luck. 

What to do today? I have a food for today, maybe even for tomorrow. 10 portions of small dog sized rabbit is pretty much. Maybe try to look for some diversity in my diet? I could try fishing in the lake… I used to go  fishing… but I had professional fishing rod… I have nothing I could use as string, if I do I actually would prefer to use it in a bow construction. Try to look for other animals? But I doubt that there will be something as easy to kill as bunny. On the other hand I can’t stay in one place forever, I have to at least know my surroundings. 

As I still have no idea how to transport water with myself I drank as much as I could, packed some dried meat into rabbit fur and placed it in my bag pack. I headed into the forest. 

Maybe…Maybe first I should visit the place where I fought with the bunny champion? Ugh, predators probably ate it in the night… but my luck is pretty high, isn‘t it? Maybe it wasn’t spotted. 

Please don’t be spotted, 
Please don’t be spotted, 
Pease  don’t be spotted, 

Fuck. It was spotted. 

His organs where laying half eaten all around. There was also a stench of already decaying meat… already? It’s not even 24 hours after it died… eh. 

As I wanted to take my leave, and start looking for new hunting ground, ya know… I doubt bunnies will come here as there are body parts of theirs champing laying everywhere, I noticed something shiny in a half-eaten liver… 
I leaned to smelly organ and pulled it out. 

It was greenish, perfect round, chicken-egg-sized ball. Appraising time. 

[the lowest Monster Core] 

How do I use it? In different games those have different usages. They could be used as an enchanting materials to power up your equipment, or could be a mana source for mages, or a proof of slaying a monster and then turned into cash… or they could be eaten… Should I eat it? Not now dear me, not now. Let’s think about it back in the camp. I put it into my bag. 

Now keep heading deeper into the forest. Actually… there is a lot of clearings like that behind me, and bunnies - bunnies everywhere! Seems that I won‘t starve in the near future. But it also means I have to dig more traps… maybe I should think about some new type of those? I mean… running through the forest is a bit risky, I would prefer to make such traps that will allow me just to collect already dead animals. It’s all just a meter of effectiveness. Will have to think about it in camp too… 

For now let’s just keep digging. While I was setting new traps I started to wonder… you know what is the worst thing in being lonely in a forest? Not beast. Not hunger. It’s a solitude – having no one to talk to… How I kept my sanity? I DIDN’T! Right now I am talking to imagined friends narrating my life as it is some kind of web-novel! Uhh. This one is done, now it just needs to covered. Done 

Ding [Trap Making skill has been acquired through special action]  

[Trap Making level 1 
Allows user to find better location for traps 
Allows user to create better kinds of traps 
Traps constructed by user will deal additional damage or put an additional effects on targets, like slow or bleeding 
It will be easier for user to detect other traps] 
[A “Trap making” skill has been consolidated to “Survival” skill] 

Oh, a good thing is good. I will tell even more the trap I just made was somehow highlighted in red, showing me it’s position. 

This put me in high spirits. A grin appeared on my face – let’s change this place into some god damned trap field. 

My nails where bleeding I didn’t care. After trap making consolidated with survival, setting a trap got me exp points for it. It was leveling slow, but not as slow as appraisal. I spent here about 4 hours and it was well after noon. I took out my lunch out of the bag. 

This life is not so bad. As long as you work hard, no matter your talent, you can live a pretty pleasant life… of course as long as you live in civilization and not in a forest filled with murderous bunnies, giant wolves, gryphons and god knows what more. I really miss the bed. A real bed with a pillows… I could try to tame one of those rabbits and use it as a pillow… kay jokes aside, Ya done with eating? THEN MOVE YOUR SORRY ASS! THERE IS JOB TO BE DONE!... but mooooom!... SILENCE! I TOLD YA’! BACK TO WORK! 

Auto motivation at it‘s best. I raised from my sitting spot. Should I dig more? Nah it’s enough for now. Let’s walk further into the forest. 

Nothing interesting to describe, unless you are interested in flora of the forest… in names actually… I didn’t believe it at first… but it seems like appraising level up speed slowed down even more. Just how many things you want me to appraise to get some info?! Can’t be picky. Not now as I got those skills. 

A movement in the bushes. I freeze in place and put my hand on a dagger. A drop of sweat slid across my forehead. There was a wolf in the bush… with its back turned to me. It was preparing itself to jump at something. I almost wanted to sit next to him and ask: “what ya’ lookin’ at?”. It could be funny if it was another hunter and not a beast. 

Okay doge, you are all nice and wonderful predator, but one of you not so long ago almost bit my hand off, so yup – we are seeing each other at the dinner, with you being the dish. As I remember correctly, either I am terrible at sneaking or you are good at anti-sneaking… So, I will not sneak, you’re close enough anyway. 

I took a breath and improved my grip over the dagger. And I ran at a full speed jumping at the end of my route. The wolf turned his head towards me, in the mid air I appraised him… a mere 3 level? you are barely better then myself, but I am living for a bit more than 3 days… honestly, what’s your excuse you lil’ sloth? 

I landed on his back, his legs bent under the pressure. Seems that I know your trick little one. You are agile type of monsters, you have very low amount of muscles and they are located mostly at your legs and jaws, this is also why you are so light. I made a one basic mistake while thinking about you – you are not wolf from my world. Your body is completely different, you are actually way less deadly than a wolf form where I came from. It is all because of you preys. You are hunting bunnies, so ya don’t need to be strong, just fast enough to catch them, rest is done by your body size. 

As we struggled with each other bunnies that seemed to be the wolf’s target fled left and right. I pinned him to the ground. How you are you going to move now huh? hahahahahHAHAHA! Oh FUCK! Okay I see, this way. Even as he is not able to scratch me his head was moving in every possible direction to bite my face off. 

[Critical strike executed as a reason of surprise attack, attack damage boosted by 84% for duration of 5 seconds] 

Luuucky! Stab, stab, stab, stab, stab… oh please… you are easier to kill than rabbit champion! What a disgrace for predators are you? Shame on you! 

[You have slain a Young Lone Shade Wolf – 9 exp + 9 exp boost] 

Huh. You was weaker than the one I evicted from the cave… wait… this experience boost I get for month… it’s double? And if I hunt multiple enemies its doubled too? Is this double doubled then? Or are those two independent boosts? Depending of in, my normal boost is either tripled or quadrupled… IT’S SICK! AND THANK YOU VERY MUCH! 

[Skill Dagger User – Beginner level 1 has been obtained] 
[Dagger User – beginner level 1 
Daggers are weapons used mostly in ambushes and as weapons in places without much space for movement. 
User will deal more damage while using a dagger class of weapons 
User will fight faster while using a dagger class of weapons 
User will deal more critical damage while using a dagger class of weapons 
User has a slight chance of landing a critical hit even while non-ambush combat while using a dagger class of weapons
User may deal bonus status effects (like bleeding) while using a dagger class of weapons 
Those effects rise with skill level 
Those effects rise with dexterity 
Those effects rise with reflex 
Those effects rise with luck] 

Are we having Christmas already?... no wait… WHY SO LATE?! WHY COULDN’T I GET THIS BEFORE BUNNY CHAMPION!? Ught, calm down me. It is a good thing… don’t be ungrateful..   


I grabbed the wolf by its back legs and started to drag it in the direction of my cave.. I’ll have to skin it on the way to not leave any traces that could reveal my location… in the end… it was a good day, huh? I should think about fishing soon… it’s a good thing while you can both relax and slaughter at same time… 
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Another day started like those before. While munching at meat with one hand I was examining the monster core in the other one. Somehow I think it will be useful. Uh if I would be a mage I would try to pour some mana in it… and hope it wouldn’t explode, but for now I have no way to check its properties!!! It’s depressing, like if you had a wonderful dish in front of you but you have to wait for the “first star” in the sky to be able to eat it… yes, this is the part of Christmas I hate the most. I am also wondering what this “classy gift” is. As I can “unpack” it as I hit level 5, it probably has some basic equipment for  classes and jobs… like if I would become a hunter I would get a bow, some basic armor and sword if turned into a warrior… Does it mean I get a wand if I become a wizard? Don’t wanna! Staff would be better! Why? Knowing my clumsiness I would sit on it and break it. 

I headed to the forest… I know I have said this stuff in past 3 days like 5 times already… but sayin’ something like: “I stepped into the dark, unfriendly jungle to hunt my prey that will allow me to survive another day…” seems awkward… and pathetic… 

So here is  a wonderful part of never ending story – I am going to find something to hunt down. I walked to the most distant part of the forest I have explored already. As always dressed in my black hoody, black jeans and wolf skin…black one. I like black color and I found it nice that I am wearing clothes that I had in the moment of my death.. I have just noticed, that they seem to be… too well-fitting? I mean I used to be bigger and a bit fatter… ONLY A BIT! I got only a bit of excessive fat then! Ya got it?! 

And one more time. Hide in a bush, spot the prey, wait for iiit.. waaaait fooor ittt. Waa… NOW JUMP OUT! 

And there was something unexpected for me. For when I jumped out from the bushes something jumped out as well from the bushes on the opposite side… a lot of things… and those where as surprised seeing me as I was seeing them… bunnies fled left and right. 

And we were just standing like that glaring at each other… Oy… those things… those are goblins, aren‘t they? Small? Check. Green? Check. Ugly like hell? Check. Wearing all rusty equipment? Check. Was there many of them. Check. Many many? Yes told you already… Many many many? Yes or even more… Oh and one more thing. Appraisal? 

[Green Skin Tribe Goblin Hunter level 6] 

Yup those are definitely the goblins. Okay. Try looking nice to them… they are just fellow hunters. Let’s just greet them and go my way. So I have just risen my hand in a greeting manner. And slowly took a step back… And they pointed their bows at me. 

 Fuck… 

-         Arg’ naar zel Rei? – no. no idea what it means. ( author here – and don’t ask me what does it means for I have no idea either). Somehow I think, that “Aaa makarena” is not a answer they are waiting for. 
-         I have no clue what you want little one. 

Oh but it was shown fast what they want. 2 archers and one holding a curved stick that probably was meant to be a lance took a place behind my back. And as I felt pressure of the lance on my back it was obvious… keep moving. Are they cannibals? Aha, they probably are. Okay easy I still have my… some green hand took my dagger away. You know I have reason to express discontent… those bows pointed at me were pretty keeping me at bay. Okay… so I no longer have it… don’t mind it… 

We were walking for more than an hour. As I had nothing more to do I was appraising… huh? Oh and I was trying to remember the way back too of course. And we finally arrived. Where? To goblin’s village of course. There was a part of the forest that was deforested, it was fenced… about 1.5 meter long… not hard to get through for me , but for a 1.2 meters goblin? Probably a little. Huts made of clay and wood were put around in some random order... no wait… they were put awkwardly but in a circle leaving the center of the village more or less empty. As we walked in some villagers walked outside from their huts or dropped everything they were just doing. There was one hut placed the closest to the center and it was decked in a strange manner. Ya know it can be pretty nice if you like deer’s skull above your doors. 

A strike to back’s of my legs made me fall on my knees. Aha now is the fun part, huh? From the hut some other goblin came out. Uhu a boss? It was not only his hut covered in bones… his entire outfit was from bones! He has some kind of robe but it was worn under his more shocking part of cloths. There was a rib cage on him.  MOTHER FUCKING RIB CAGE! A skull with horns as a helmet and a staff that looked like somebody’s spine. 

[Green Skin Tribe High Goblin Shaman Lord level 16] – ya couldn’t gave him longer name? 

He said something to me… not in the language that goblin hunter used before. 
[Human language level max has been obtained] … now you are telling me that I wasn’t using even a speech of the humans of this world? Um? Why does it look like my own language? No no…  characters are completely different! These are no letters! More runic like? 

-         I ask you hiumanh, what yiu duin in forhest? – ah so that’s why I got the skill… seems like I’ll have to learn the other languages by myself, huh? Okay. Keep your shit together now. You need this. What do you know about goblins? Actually nothing! All I know is based on games and stories from my world, where they are not real!! But… if they are just like those… I should show myself as a brave one? They are hunter and warriors. Stupid, and in their stupidity prideful. Acting time. 
-         Hunting. – wooah was that my voice? I am that badass? 
-         Don’t make funh of meeh hiumanh! There was no hiumanz in forhest for over 50 yerz. 
-         And I am here now. – oho he growled… 
-         Ours hunterz find you on ourz hunting place. Why where yiu there? 
-         Huh? Never seen a goblin there before. – it was not a lie! I was there once and at that time there were no goblins! Somehow the shaman seems confused… wait it looks like they went there  for the first time too… and it looks like the one who found the spot first can take it! Mwahahaha now you have a problem! No.. wait… they can just kill me and take it for themselves… one of goblins came to us looked at me. His gaze was filled with hate. He said something to the shaman. 
-         Ghor askz how did yiu find a wolfz skin? 
-         On a wolf… let’s just say he was still wearing it when I found it. – shaman translated. And this goblin was even more furious now! He was screaming and shaking with his hands… if I was just a bit closer I would have his saliva all over myself. 
-         Ghor sayz that you are a liar. Wolfz are hard to hunt. They are fast. They are deadliz. 
-         Than tell your friend that if he is too weak to hunt one it doesn’t mean others are weak too. – okay I tried to say it as easy as I could. I am just making some goblin warrior pissed off. What can possibly go wrong? Shaman started to laugh. Okay so it seems that insulting one another is normal here. And then he translated. The village became silent for the moment. This green asshole blushed himself. Blush on his green skin… it looked like he has an internal bleeding. All who were around started to laugh aloud too. Oh, he came to me with an axe raised. HOLY FUCK! Fortunately, he was stopped by the shaman. 
-         You are a brave one hiumanh? Not manyz would inzult chiefz warriorz in pozition like yourz. But we do needz thiz hunt place. Yiu are brave so yiu will not give it uz – oh no.. I can give it to you actually… I have like 3 spots more – so there iz only a one way to solve thiz. A death match – fuck – normally 10 warriorz from one vilig would fight with 10 otherz form another vilig. But you are alone – that‘s right so 1 on 1 please? – you will fight with 10 ourz warriroz – fuck. Keep it cool. Keep it cool. 
-         Okay, but come one by one… I don’t want to fuck over somebody twice. – hoarse laughter escaped his mouth again. 
  
In what kind of shit did I just put myself now? But for now I can only choose between an acting like a badass, or ending like a corpse… let’s keep with being badass 

The shaman turned his back to me, raised his hands and yelled something. Uproar. Total insanity, those little buggers seem to like a good bloodshed. The insulted one picks his axe again and headed my way and once again was stopped by the shaman. They said a few words to each other, and a big warrior with displeased face takes his place at the end of the queue. Hoo you left strongest at the end? Quite cunning old fox you are. You want to exhaust me by giving me over time harder and harder enemies? This will be a pain in the ass. Oy, they did give me my dagger back at least. 
  
Pov change: 
-         Kiaa! I left him for 2 hours alone! – Aira screamed completely in panic. Other deity first put a head to her room looking at her and then entered. 
-         What’s the matter sister? – she has a gloomy expression… no, not like she is gloomy right no, it’s more like she always has this face. Her black hair where long reaching almost to the floor. 
-         Heira help me!! Lord Onyx will kill me If he finds out this boy is dead! But he forbid me to help him too! What should I do!. – Aira seem to be completely at loss 
-         Um, he will do it. – Heira seem completely calm 
-         How?! Against 10? 
-         Not at the same time… he killed champion, and those are not champions… but… you want to boost his progress a bit? 
-         But Lord Onyx forbid… 
-         This will be done without violating the rules of the system 
-         How?! 
-         Not for free… 
-         Guh! You are my sister! You want to take something for helping your own sister?! 
-         Now I want even more… 
-         Kuyh… What do you want? – Aira seem to be disappointed by hers sisters action. 
-         We will share him… this boy… 
-         B..b..but how do you want to combine our attributes? I am a nature and you are a darkness! 
-         This will be on my head then… 
-         Umm… fine you meanie! 
-         Look – you do this like that… 
  
  
Back to zari: 
As he was preparing for the battle there was a ding sound 

[You were challenged for a death match 
It is a special kind of duel where you have to slay your enemy in order to continue your battle. 
As this is extremely rare kind of duel and has a high death possibility for the user, you will be additionally rewarded for every battle done.] 

[notice from the system 

 it’s common in goblin culture that if you will win more than a half of the battles you may give up on fighting. You will lose the object of quarrel but you will be treated as a mighty warrior with all honors.] 

Huh? So if I kill 6 of them I may withdraw? That’s a good thing. Okay. Let’s see. Theirs levels are: 4, 4, 5, 6, 7, 7, 9, 9, 10 ,12. 

As I remember correctly in the tutorial it was said that level 1 goblin is weaker than level 1 human… I have no idea how much though… I have to fight my way trought the guys with levels 7, then I can withdraw.. 

I was standing in the middle of the village. In front of me  was some kind of brat…is he a warrior?  He is small even for a goblin! He holds a lance thought… if he is skilled with it things may get problematic… 

Shaman screamed to the air. Some of the goblins started to hit the drums making a regular rhythm. Somehow… my blood is boiling? In other way than until now… for now I was fighting to get food. I took no joy from it… I was alone, there was no one to witness my fights… now I was watched by over 100 goblins and they were screaming! And those drums… my mind gets clear. My body wanted to take part in the bloodshed, yet my mind tells me to wait ( my mind is tellin’ me no, but my body, MY BODY’s tellin’ me yes). I didn’t see an enemy… I saw a throat to slice. 

He is charging at me? Good. I did the same. When we were close to each other he stopped and pointed his lance at me. I did the same thing that I did while I fought a rabbit. Marked step on one side and then used this foot to push myself to the other side. The world almost froze. I saw everything so slowly… the drop of sweat on goblin’s head, a fly between us. I dodged the lance. He wasn’t skilled at all, as I moved past his lance he had no idea how to use it to block me. Now as I was in dead spot of his weapon it was time for me to shine… I saw everything very-very slowly I have time to do everything as I planned. I quickly sliced his throat in one move while still doing my rotation. And then I stepped without looking at him. The whole battle took 10 seconds. Killed my enemy in one move without looking at him. Everything went quiet. It was effective way of killing. 

[You have won the 1st battle of 10. 
the number of following battles: 9 
You have gained 6 exp – boost 6 exp – death match 1st fight bonus 3 exp] 

And then they screamed again. Huh? Are they happy? I have just slain one of them and they are happy? What da fuck? 

2 goblins ran to the provisory arena and dragged the goblin’s body away. Another warrior jumped in. This one, seeing that the lance is not effective, took a rusty sword and a shield… as long as you can call some compacted planks a shield. Shield versus a dagger… not fun at all. 

One more scream and some weird drums music. This time a bit different. Huh? They want to provoke actions? Back on Earth there were types of music used in the movies and games that were forcing some kind of behaviours or emotions. In horror movies they used music that was keeping you tense all the time… now they are using irregular music to force me to make an opening? Those little… 

It seems they were trained in using weapons in some patterns…  if you hold a spear-like weapons you will be aggressive to make a use of the range advantage and if you have a shield… as I thought.  He moved slowly, covering himself and holding sword to make a fast thrust while the enemy shows an opening. Ain’t going to happen. Sorry you little shit my history of war from Earth is definitely wider than yours form your village that is deep in the forest. I ran at full speed just to stop a 1.5 meters from him. He instinctively took a step back and raised his shield higher while waiting for collision… that never happened. He put his balance to the front and while there was no respond he lurched forward. That was a moment when I rushed. I kicked his shield forcing him to take a step back… and jumped over him as he stabbed the place I was just a moment ago, he couldn’t see me jumping over him because of a shield covering his eyesight. As I was behind him I stabbed his neck, it wasn’t a clean hit, but I have time… once more, and again. Another body has fallen. I was getting warmer. The sight of doing a few activities. 

 [You have won the 2nd battle of 10. 
the number of following battles: 8 
You have gained 6 exp – boost 6 exp – death match 2nd fight bonus 5 exp] 

Ohh.. it’s a nice exping place… the more fight I have the more exp from tournament? But why combo exp is not triggering? Guh too much time has passed from one fight to another? Or I have to fight them in the very same time to get it? Looks like goblins are much weaker than humans… they have to be a pain in the ass though as they are intelligent and tend to cooperate better… now I fight only with warriors one by one. If those 2 were fighting together it would be very difficult… I would probably win, but still not without injuries.. and now add bows… and shaman who can probably use magic… even a team of soldiers would have a problem… 

Oho, level 5 comes now… it’s only a 1 level difference that previous one. Okay my stamina is still high, and I have 63.6% exp for next level… looks like today is level up time. 

This one has a 2-handed hammer… you are the strong one? Once again screams and drums. They are checking against what kind of weapon I am weak? But why do they sacrifice they warriors like this? Do they need those hunting grounds so badly? I still think that if I were them I would just kill this one who is making a trouble… is it their culture? Do not kill an unarmed warrior? Some people back at Earth could learn this courtesy from them. 

Meh. Anyway 2-handed hammer, bigger than goblin, is a bad choice. Man, this weapon overwhelms you… are they that stupid? 

He raised his hammer with a grimace and charged at me with a scream. I moved aside but I wasn’t moving that fast. It was him who couldn’t react at all? I looked on the shaman. He was holding his palm over his face. Aha, it wasn’t his idea. I looked at the furious warrior chief. Aha, it was his… the goblin seemed to be stubborn, once again he raised his hammer, and once more missed. As his weapon hit the ground I just took a step to him a stabbed him into eyes socket. 

[You have won the 3rd battle of 10.  
the number of following battles: 7 
You have gained 7 exp – boost 7 exp – death match 3rd  fight bonus 7 exp] 

Every next battle gives me 2 point more huh? Umm the last one will give me 21 then? I need 70 more to level up… this battle didn’t tired at all. 

Level 6 now? He took only a sword? Wider range, he is not slowed down by a shield… sword is a bit too big for him though, but it shouldn’t be so annoying for him like the hammer. Careful now … looks like warm up time is over. 
He didn’t rubn at me, neither did I. instead we started to walk in a circle… I was observing his footing… he also wanted to do same or is he only imitating me? Why am I watching his movements? Oh I read a lots of fighting stories, it‘s pretty fun how many things you can learn this way… kay’ but reading those is one thing and using is another… he is putting his left leg with caution… thanks to his poor clothing I can see a big scar on his thigh. A non treated wound? So let’s attack his left side then. I stopped my movement. As I did he seemed to be troubled. One of those who finally noticed that mindless charge will not work? Looks like he fought a few times already and he learned to not underestimate enemy. 

I walked to him slowly. There is no need to rush things. I stopped about 2 meters from him and started to move in a circle again. Now we shall put some pressure on him. I am close enough, he just need to take 2 steps and strike to reach me. Wait for it. Patience is always profitable. 

And he moved, he took a step and then another he held his sword in both hands and thrust, I parried it with my dagger. Took a step closer to him in order to use my dagger, as I made my thrust he jumped back, making it impossible to reach him and swung his sword from the side. I was forced to duck under a blade and roll back. Looks like he took a sword not only to test me but also because he was pretty skilled with it. but now I am sure. While he thrusts he is making an opening. His left thigh is uncovered while he performs an attack. 

Once more, but maybe now I will start? I rushed at him, how will he swing? Horizontally? From above his head? He put his sword above his head. So strike will come from above, I went to the left and then immediately to the right. His sword fell  an inch from my head as I jumped and dug my dagger to his leg, while it was inside I twitched dagger to all sides to cause as much damage as possible, with my free hand  I grabbed his hand to not let him strike again. In previous fight I got blood only on my hands, now it was everywhere. A ding informed me about putting bleeding effect on the target, good, he’s dead already, he just doesn’t know it yet. 

I made his injury as big as I could before I rolled back from him, grabbed my dagger and stepped back. He has raised from the ground, but the waterfall of blood that was running from his leg showed that he has only about minute or so of life. I didn’t come to him in this battle ever once more, there is no reason to pointlessly risk. I just waited for him to bleed out. It wasn’t long as his body has fallen and another notification appeared. 

[You have won the 4th  battle of 10. 
the number of following battles: 6 
You have gained 8 exp – boost 8 exp – death match 4th  fight bonus 9 exp] 

I checked my stamina …[76/120], this… this one was pretty troublesome, I may have some problem if they would…. Oh shit… 

The next one – level 7 – was wielding dual axes, even more - those were customized for goblin to use. They have almost no handle… how do I fight these? I would have to improvise… I doubt it will work… nah, I have nothing to lose. Before the battle started I went to the shaman. 

-         Don’t you have some spare daggers? – he seemed a bit surprised. Maybe he thought that I want to have as many weapons as my enemy. He said something in this strange growling like language and a rusty dagger was thrown at my feet. Tsh not a good quality, but it is not for I want to use it… told ya, improvising. 
  
The battle started. I walked in his direction, he did the same. Oh boy… this ain’t going to be honorable…pff, like fighting against 10 enemies is… as I was veeery close to him, but not close enough to fight, I have changed my weapons in hands, now rusty one was in my dominating right hand. I changed my grip, now I was holding it reversed, by its blade. Why? It’s simple. I am going to throw it, I am not good at it, and this is exactly why I came this close. Aaand I missed. Um no, no completely. I was aiming at his head  or throat, but dagger was pointing proudly from his shoulder. Oho, the audience did not look to be pleased. SCREW YOU! It’s my 5th fight in a row! Wanna change?! Hah, you are no longer dual wielder? Too bad! 

But it’s still one handed axe… and I have no idea how to deal with it. Not with one handed axe! 2handed? Sure! Those are slow, and even as it has big range those has a blind spots where it was not lethal. 1 handed or not. Improvise man! Keep thinking out of the box! I was good at it! Fight dirty! You are not bounded by their traditions nor fighting style. Okay, he’s injured, his left side is out of combat. Let’s attack there. Ehh no completely out-of-box thinking… ya judge me? Please tell me then how do you think rationally in a death match! 

I moved to right to attack his side. He had problems with keeping up, he couldn’t hold one of his axes but he still tried to maneuver his arm to reduce the damage. Stay still god damned! He tried to swing yet I could already see that he was using second axe not for fighting, but mostly for keeping balance, as he moved his hand to the side in order to perform slice he moved his left arm in the same manner. But as his hand was empty his posture was trembling. Instead of using fast barrage of attacks in order to keep me at bay he was performing attacks, that were meant to be used by two weapons. Oh those would be very effective if not my dagger throw. Let’s just imagine coordinated attacks, when you are attacked from both right and left, when you are sliced from the side and from above, or there is attack once from right and once from left in small time’s intervals. 

I was just jumping in, stabbing, than jumping back. I was aiming mostly at his torso, but if I couldn’t I was leaving bloody marks on his right arm in order to weaken it too. he died this way. In one moment he was just too slow to react and ended with a dagger in his heart. 

[You have won the 5th  battle of 10. 
the number of following battles: 5 
You have gained 9 exp – boost 9 exp – death match 5th  fight bonus 11 exp] 

Ha…ha… 5 out, 5 more to go… I should level up after next one. Oi.. a woman walked to the ring? She’s a woman? I am not sure as she’s almost as ugly as all of them… just slightly longer hair and a bit feminine figure… can’t be sure as it is well covered in an armor… she is level 7 too? Damn… but if I kill her will I be able to go? On the other hand… do I want to quit? I can get stronger here… I may ask them for something if I win… tsh. Bring it on. I will not hesitate to kill her! In the end she is the 6th warrior for a reason… they keep getting stronger and tend to have better equipment. Those are no longer rusty swords or tattered leather armors. Oh another difference between her and males – males have their ears pointed up to the sky, while she has her pointed down. Damn! What are you thinking about! Stop admiring ears of someone you’re going to kill. 

Is this a morning star? It’s the first time I‘ve ever seen one… it’s somehow small. Made completely out of metal – seem pretty light, yet solid… if I would get hit by it I would both bleed and get my bones crushed. Now I have even less reasons to hesitate. I won’t discriminate women… especially in death matches. Oh? She is also the first one with iron parts added to her leather armor. 

Oh she rushed at me… FUCK she’s fast!! Her weapon bend the ground where I was standing just a moment ago, I thought I will have an opportunity to strike, but she raised her morning star to half-of her size and then performed a swing… how did she do it? By rotating her body to gave a weapon bonus momentum. It’s a way better rotation that I used till now, as I used it to dodge the attack and make an opening. Her was both dodge, attack and in same time she disturbed my movement. Oh, and I got hit… I WAS HIT! FUCK! IT’S PAINFUL! 

[21 damage has been taken] 

She didn’t even hit me clearly! Bones seem to be fine… I lose some blood but I don’t have bleeding status… tssh. That bitch! Now I know what I did wrong. I run back instead forward. Actually I am even bigger retard that I thought about myself… she is small green shit, is she? She’s woman… being woman is all right, don’t get me wrong… but woman tend to has smaller bone and muscle mass… why don’t I just… 

I putted my dagger back to sheath. She seem angry, did she think I underestimate her. No, no my dear. I lowered my body and was in semi-kneeling state. She rushed and lift morning star above head.. haha I am courting  death… if this will land on me there will be not much to collect. I accelerated my jump. Her weapon was falling but as I crashed into her she lost both balance and weapon. It hit ground with loud “thud” sound 2 meters afar. Sorry lady but I think I have advantage in grappling combat. I was sitting at her belt preventing her from raising and using her legs. My hands grabbed her arms and pinned them to the ground. I moved them behind her head, crossed them with each other and then I used one hand to pin them both. I am way heavier and she’s not going to move from here. My hand traveled to dagger and then I putted it to her throat. She stopped fighting. She just kept looking into my eyes. There was no fear… only a bit regret? And a lot of pride. I looked at the shaman, it was a shame to kill her. He turned his gaze from looking at me. Tsh, I took no joy from it. NO JOY AT ALL! 

-         I hope you will reborn as strong as you are now – I whispered. She didn’t understand me. 
I didn’t looked away, but for all hells and heavens, I wanted to. Blood from her artery splash at my face. I was looking at her convulsing face. When it was done, I closed her eyes. Fuck. Shit. I sat next to her body. 

[Dagger User –Beginner hit level 2 
all effects will rise] 

[You have won the 6th  battle of 10. 
the number of following battles: 4 
You have gained 9 exp – boost 9 exp – death match 5th  fight bonus 13 exp] 

[You have reached level 3] 

Name:  Zariel 
Level:    3             exp 05.00%  [15/300] 
Age:      16 
Race:     Human 
Class:    None 
Job:       None 
Title:      The one who forge his own fate 
                Champion slayer 
Hp:                        99/120  
Stamina:              64/130  
Mana:                  NA 
Attributes: 
Strength:            9             (added 1) 
Vitality:               12           (added 1) 
Endurance:        10           (added 1) 
Constitution:     13           (added 1) 
Dexterity:           16           (added 2) 
Reflex:                 8             
Intelligence:      21           (added 1) 
Wisdom:             19           (added 1) 
Spiritualism:     14           (added 1) 
  
Luck:                     6+10      (added 1) 
Charisma:           4+5 
Charm:                 6 
Unallocated points:        0 
Skills: 
Appraisal                             level 2  exp 41.18% 
Skinning                              level  1  exp 90.00% 
Survival                                level  1  exp 19.27% 
Dagger User –Beginner                level  2 exp 00.00% 
Human Language            MAX 


Resistances: 

State: 
  
I wasn’t happy, I took no joy in killing a woman. Stop thinking like that! She was not a woman! She was a warrior and treat her like that. If you won’t, you will only show disrespect towards her. 

The shaman walked on the arena himself. Why did he came here personally, just to collect the body? 

-         It waz a good death… yet I am in pain. – I looked at him. I said nothing – Now… hunt with godz my dear granddaughter.. 
I have just killed member of his family, yet he doesn’t seem to hate me… what the.. 

-         I don’t want to fight any longer… Take this bloody hunting ground for yourself. I don’t care… I still had more of them… 
-         DON’T! pleaz… it may be selfizh of me… but pleaz… don’t end now… her spirit will be embarrazzed if she would know the ritual of war would be stopped becauze of her… 

I was taught some things by my parents… never torment weaker… I won’t do it… no as long as I can survive without doing it… to honor a woman… to be humble in victory and graceful in defeat… to honor a woman… to honor a woman…  

FUCK! 

-         Bring them on – I said in a weak voice. He didn’t hear it and asked me to repeat -  I SAID TO BRING THEM HERE! 
FUCK! I am done! I have enough! Why do I feel like this?! She was a warrior! She wanted to kill me!! SHE WASN’T EVEN A HUMAN! SO WHY I AM IN SUCH ANGER?! I put my dagger back and raised her morning star. The shaman wanted to stop me, but he gave up as he saw my gaze. 

It won’t be a battle from now. It will be a slaughter. The battle was balanced because I had only a dagger and my range was shorter. Now I have a blunt-stabbing weapon with medium range. I will be able to swing and blow their heads off before they will be able to reach me. This is also a reason why I raise my strength. 

But there was something strange as I looked into the status there was a [enraged] and [bloodlust] statuses. Each was improving my physical stats, mostly strength, reduced my stamina consumption and gave temporally pain resistance, while decreasing mental skills. And improved charisma. 

As one of them stepped in, I said with teeth clenched. 

-         What are you doing? Bring them all. – shaman seemed confused – BRING THEM ALL! 

I was furious, and tired and I wanted to clean up myself and go to sleep. 

They walked in. The goblin that wanted to kill me at the very start was there too. But no longer so courageous. Charisma boost from bloodlust? I don’t care. I don’t want to think. I want to sleep. I will be able to sleep if I kill them. I just want to kill them. Rip of their spines. BREAK THEIR BONES! DRINK FROM THEIR SKULLS! 

They formed a semi-formation as they tried to surround me. Two of them have spears with tower shields. One had a bastard sword and chief his double handed axe. 

I didn’t wait for them to take their positions. I rushed at one of the shield wielders. While guarding himself with shield he thrust spear at me. Slow. Slow slow slow! Why are you so slow!? You want to die? ARE YOU MAKING FUN OF ME? YOU ARE COURTING DEATH YOU LITTLE SACK OF PIG SHIT! I moved a bit to the side. And struck the shield with my morning star. He trembled, someone rushed at my back. I spun in place, there is no way to completely dodge this spear so I throw my hand in order to grab it. It missed it? No.. it went right through my palm. HAHA I am so stupid. I tried to grab a spear in move? But it doesn’t hurt… IT DOESN’T HURT AT ALL! HAHAHA IT’S RIDICULUS! 

While my hand was penetrated by a spear, I grabbed it with the very same hand and pulled it to myself. This silly creature didn’t drop it so was pulled too. Ah he is so close. Now… I swung with my borrowed weapon and completely crushed his head in one blow. 

I looked at my hand, and at the spear pointing through it. I broke a spear in 2 places on both sides of my palm. There was still a part of stick inside it but I had no time to remove it. Once again I faced the one I attacked first. He regained his balance. And you think maybe that it‘ll change anything? You are still dead! He again thrusts and miss again… don’t you learn? If it didn’t hit once it won’t hit again too..   

It is insanity to do same thing over and over again and expect different result… who said it… back on earth…  who said it?  WHO SAID IT FOR FUCK SAKE!? I didn’t even notice that I asked this question aloud. I bashed at his shield. And again. And again. He fell on the ground but I kept bashing. He was already a meat-bag for I broke all his insides even through the shield… the shield is more effective on swords than on axes, and is more effective on axes than maces… actually they are not that useful versus maces at all. 

I turned back to two alive goblins… they were trembling… they even went themselves? Huh why? In front of you there is only a mere level 3, 16 y.o. boy… all covered in blood, screaming like mad man, ignoring pain boy… thehe… hehe…haha… oy, are you afraid? Wasn’t you the one who wanted a fight? You even wanted to fight as first… now please… do me a favor… I am so sleepy… please.. die fast, ok? 

I rushed at the chief, other goblin took all bits of courage left and stood in the way… YOU FOOL! MOVE ASIDE! ASIDE!!! I hit him - he parried, and I hit him again, he parried but took a step back and at the same time he makes his posture unstable… next blow crushed his shoulder, he felt on his knee. Next horizontal swing blow his head of… literally. Bloody flower bloomed in place of his face… so beautiful… 

 The last one… he was taking a step back… and again… oh, you was supposed to be a warrior… you was supposed to enjoy a battle… you are nothing like this woman… she looked to my eyes till the very end… she was not fighting back not because she was scared, but because she accepted me as the better one, and humbly accepted her fate. She was so proud till the very end… and then there you are… YOU DARE TO CALL YOURSELF A WARRIOR?! I swung vertically. Raised axe blocked it… but I am about half meter taller so my swing was more powerful, I am stronger, for your little body no matter how trained, you will never have the same muscle structure… and I am angry. Another swing, his axe flew away as I hit his hand and it bended in a strange angle.  I bashed his head. Not once… he was dead for 5 minutes, but I still kept hitting it. I didn’t know when I passed out, among the bodies… oh, why do I feel warmth on my belly? Haha I am bleeding… when was I injured? Oh does it matter? It’s so cozy in this darkness… and so warm… umm so nice.. like in bed… I don’t want to wake up now… just few more minutes… 
  
[You have won a death match 
the number of following battles: 0 
You have gained 11 exp – boost 11 exp – death match multiple opponents stage – 20exp 
You have gained 11 exp – boost 11 exp – combo x2  11exp -death match multiple opponents stage – 20exp 
You have gained 12 exp – boost 12 exp – combo x3 24exp -death match multiple opponents stage – 20exp 
You have gained 14 exp – boost 14 exp – combo x4 42exp -death match multiple opponents stage – 20exp 


Ding [Achievement unlocked – for winning a death match you was given a title: [Deadly Arena Champion]] 
[Deadly Arena Champion 
Charisma +10 
Intimidation actions will be more effective now] 
[Achievement unlocked – for winning a tournament you was given a title: [The Great Duelist]] 
[The Great Duelist 
Charisma + 5 
You will acquire more Charisma from future duels] 
  
  

For your info he is 268/300 to level up (if you are too lazy to sum ^_^)

            

    
        chapter 008

    
    
    
    
                New chapter here. This one will be bit boring, BUT! From the next one this will change by whole 360 degree! ( theheheheheheeheh wrote dat on purpose).
Kay, not makin’ it any longer – here ya go:

 
Once again in the darkness… Am I dead again? That actually could be funny… be Re-born in a New Word and die in less than a week.. That would be shortest story ever… uhmmm, so comfy here, almost if I was laying in bed…


No, wait… I am actually in a bed… with someone... that someone is hugging me? I don’t want to move from here. 


The giggle rang in the room.



-         You are quite a sloth, are you? – what a nice voice, I could listen to it for ages… I want to hear her sing…


With all my powers I have turned my position, first I was laying on my back, and now, as I turned direction I returned the embrace and burrow my face in her body. What a nice smell… like a honey and a bit of cinnamon.


Giggle again escaped her mouth. Ah, she was petting my head… how nice. Now I am definitely not moving from here…

-         Can you still remember, who you are? – what a silly question I am Zariel! Boy out of nowhere desperately trying to survive while murdering all bunnies around. But why am I here? What I was doing just n…


Memories struck like thunder. In an instant everything was forcibly throw at my head… the sliced throat… the eyes that were looking at me till very end. The head blew out with morning star… and anger… and then feeling of being completely hollow and worn out. Oh, so I am dead…


-         No, you aren’t dead you little fool. – oh, this voice… please keep talking to me… - aw, what a cutie you are… when I first saw you, there was nothing special in you. Just some soul that broke out from the system… And there was your little journey… your passion, your anger, your greed, your lust… I am feeding on those… but in different way mortal have to feed. Those are a source of my pleasure… I was called a Dark Goddess… I don’t mind it, names means nothing to me… but I do help someone with strong desires… the thief raised on street that want to steal in order to know a luxury… a rejected boy who would never be with one he love, and want to take vengeance upon the one who took it away… a mage that want to violate every single law of nature only because he want to taste a power of gods… I do help them all… they all take my help with joy, sacrificing everything they deem worthy just to get what they desire… and you, you want everything… what a wonderful goal… but there is something in you… you do  reject a help! You want to pay with the only value that is actually worth anything… with your very own blood. How could I not take you for myself… be mine!


Such a nice voice… but… became someone’s property just like this? You know… I may be old-fashioned… but maybe a walk first? Then maybe dinner? Take it slowly! Let’s just know each other better…


Laugh rang in the room like millions of shattered diamonds falling on the floor.


-         I want you more and more – she purred – or, as someone said in your world… come to the dark side, we have a cookies – she was laughing again and again… such a nice aura she has…  I have imagined a goddess of darkness somehow different… ya know, throne from bones inside a torture room, and all in tight leather black cloths… no, no, stop me… this now is just your fantasia…

-         My very special soul – she changed ours positions, I was now laying under and she was pinning me to the soft bed – you thought that you managed to kill them all by yourself? Oh, an enraged status was reached by you all alone, but let’s just say that I have helped you a little with that bloodlust, just a little… triggered the right thing… ignite other and boom – we have a wonderful berserk…battle was still wonderful… and I am soooo jealous for woman who triggered such emotions inside of you… oh I do know, that it was no any kind of love, but simply admiration of worthy opponent… but still…


Door to this wonderfully dark room has been opened and unnatural amount of light was forced inside. DAMN! MY EYES! STOP IT! IT’S WAY TO BRIGHT! THERE IS NO OPPTION THAT SUCH LIGHT IS NATURAL!


-         Uh, I hoped we would have more time together… just for us… goodbye boy, and please, consider my offer… we could cuddle more often then – and she pressed her lips to my head.


And everything went blurry once again.


As the spirit of Zariel was sent away, Heira turned her gaze into the corner of her room. The light has stopped invading her sanctuary, it was only her sister – the deity of light – who politely informer her that she is pushing her luck with her actions. As her eyes laid on the cloud of accumulated darkness – one of her many servants – the devil, she asked aloud:


-         aww you took interest in him too, Bahoru?


As only she asked a cloud took a shape of handsome male in his 30s. In Elegant suit he kneeled while bowing his head


-         please forgive me my impudence

-         haha! No no! it’s fine! It can be even more interesting this way..
 

 
 

I woke up with both headache, and awful pain in my stomach. My throat was dry. I checked my status, but only things I paid attention to were my hp/stamina bar and statuses 


Hp                          [18/120] improving
 Stamina               [27/130] improving 

Status:
Mental exhaustion

 Body exhaustion
 Herbal medicine in use

 Nature recovery magic in use.


I just looked in all direction, only for that I had power left, I was inside a hut. Shaman was cooking something in big pot, and some other goblin was doing something with my right arm. I couldn’t focus my gaze, but whatever this little bugger was doing to me, it hurt like hell. I groaned, and as I did my stomach was screaming in pain even more. The goblin messing with my hand didn’t react at all as he was extremely busy with his job, but shaman almost immediately stopped what he was doing, came to me, checked my general condition, and gave me something to drink. I almost spat it out, and I probably would, if shaman wouldn’t covered my mouth. Taste was horrible, like rotted grass and some moss.


There was a notification saying something about Herbal medicine effect being renewed. But I didn’t  care. After a minute or so I get sleepy again… that horrible drink effect huh?


Woke up again… now both my condition and statuses where better. My mental and body exhaustions were gone and both health and stamina hit over 50%. I raised up to sitting position. There was no one here now… I could now take a closer look for everything. There was a big table on which some herbs were drying, a big pot in the center of hut. I looked on some weird drawings on one of the walls, I looked on some strange tools that looked like taken away from some horror movie about mad surgeon, I looked on my right arm covered is some tribal tattoos, I looked on… WHAT THE FUCK?!


What did they do to my precious arm?! Those tattoos where showing some kind of animals, first my hand, there was a spider picture, 4 of it legs where spreading with my fingers, from pointing to small one, other 4 legs where raised in direction of my arm, then there was a wolf’s head with bared fangs. From elbow and higher the snake was climbing it way to my shoulder, on which the eagle was sitting proudly with one of its wings spread at my chest. There was also a tattoo on my very heart. It was a dragon moving in spiral to the inside… that one has no paws not wings, a bit like Chinese dragon… I don’t like tattoos, I mean.. they are all cool, but only if they have very own meaning… back on earth there were some kinds of skin all covered in tribal tattoos. It was okay, but what was making me mad, was that they were wearing it “cuz it’s cool”. Dude! You have permanently marked your body! You should put there something with extremely personal meaning!


Eh whatever, but now you could see why I am a bit furious. They have marked it as they pleased without asking me!
I raised from bed. I can stand by myself, no dizzy, no walking problem, I should thank to the shaman. I was completely naked. My clothing was near bed, but only a jeans pants. I put it on myself and walked outside. The village was living everyday’s life. The only difference was theirs reaction toward me. They bowed to me as they were passing me, no, don’t get a wrong idea, it wasn’t some kind of bow you offer to royalty, rather to someone who  did a lot for community… did I do something good for their community? Last time I checked I make some shorts in their warriors supply.


The shaman was performing some kinds of ritual under totem. There where hunters there too, knelling on the ground with one hand on the ground used as support and other at their hearts.


The shaman ended his performance and walked to me, but hunters keep kneeling before it.



-         You seem better hiumanh.

-         Yes, thank you for your care.

-         Don’t need to bid your thankz, there haz to be a winner of war ritual.


I stayed silent for a bit. But there was something irritating me to his point I had to ask.


-         What are those tattoos?
He didn’t seem to be surprised about this question… even more, he waited for me to ask about it.

-         Those kindz of fightz are rare… usually when we pick a general among among tibez. The tattoos sayz how one fought hiz 10 fightz. The spider meanz someone, who iz careful, as someone who slice hiz enemy vein and wait for him to bleed. The wolf iz swift attacker who jump at enemy throat, the snake is cunning, he findz other wayz of fighting. Other meaning of snake is someone who pins his prey to ground and slowly killz it wtih overwhelming with power – his voice trembled a little while saying it – the eagle is proud hunter. He iz a king of sky. And he will hunt even a small mouse with all hiz might.

-         And then there is a dragon – he looked deep in my eyes – while they unleash their anger nothing shall withstand the manifestation of their fury. 
 

Aha, and this is why you putted it on my heart? You have me for some kind of psycho that you don’t want to irritate? Thanks mate, appreciate it, really.


-About the hunting ground… I don’t need it, I have about 4 of those and can find them pretty easily.
Shaman turned his gaze one me with shock. He wanted to said something, but simply he lacked words.

-         T..thiz iz generouz of yiu… we don’t know how to pay back…
-         But I do… do you have some bow and arrows? I could even hunt something for you… but don’t get a wrong idea… I am just waiting for something. It could take me a day or weeks, but then I am moving out.

-         …I see… even after we wanted you dead, you still wizh to help uz. Then I humbly accept your generouz offert… you muzt be send my godz..


Oh boy, you have NO idea… The shaman screeched in his langue and one of the goblins run towards the biggest building in the village, guarder by 2 lancers. They didn’t even flinched when the goblin rushed pass them as they saw that he was send by shaman. After a minute he ran back with bow in pretty good condition and quiver filled with arrows, as he approached to us while bowing his head he offered it to me. I grabbed a bow.


Ding [ skill knowledge transfer in process]


[skill obtained: Bow usage – beginner level 4
 Bows are a weapon used by hunters, and specially trained solider. They are excellent both in hunting and decimating enemy forces before they approach.

 User will deal more damage while using bows 
 User will be able to shoot arrows faster

 User with deal bonus critical damage while using bows
 First attack will always land a critical if user is not spotted while shooting

 User may put various status effects on target. Status depends on arrow type
Those effects rise with skill level

 Those effects rise with dexterity
 Those effects rise with reflex

 Those effects rise with luck]
 

Huh, a skill? But I didn’t use it yet… is it because I was quite skilled with it in my previous life? Good things are good. Now let’s aim at that tree there… HOLY FUCKING BALLS! It just.. it was a viewfinder, was it? I mean… as only I stretched a bow a circle appeared in my vision… it was pulsating and getting bigger and smaller every time… and as I shoot an arrow it hit place within it…


It was getting smaller as I hold breath and focused more... so I can regulate accuracy like this too? It probably also get better with reflex and dexterity… I hope I am the only one who can get such cheats… uh.. how troublesome it was to take into consideration all possibilities… wind speed, distance, now it’s all calculated in real life time and depending on my skills the area where my arrow will fall is shown to me.


-         Are yours hunters heading to the forest now?

-          They should be ready soon…

-         Good, tell them to follow me, and move as quiet as possible. I will show them some hunting grounds and methods – he bowed his head in thankful gesture.


I want to hit level 5 as fast as possible. I have enough of this forest. And I want to get stronger. Be faster. Be wiser. I have this mentality of gamer to reach everything that was possible to claim. I want to see sunset in as many places as possible, eat as many various dishes as possible. I want a knowledge to understand as many things as possible.
And fame? Of course too. Maybe I will go to some kind of adventure guild? It’s sounds like fun. But to experience all of these things I have to get out of this nowhere.


I warned them about traps, so there should be no accidents. First we headed to the place where we met each other. My body was a bit stiff after laying so many days in bed, shaman claimed I was laying for over a week. 

We spotted rabbits pretty fast, somehow it seem like their population grown as there were 7 of these in clearing. I wanted to use a bow to hunt them down. Now a good question – why goblins, last time, instead of shooting them from afar jumped from the bushes and wanted to chase them? Because they were small little shits! They were so small that they couldn’t shot from behind of the bush as those were higher than them. So they used to jump from the bushes and shoot to them in open area.


But shooting a rabbit in move is a bit hard task. So they collect not as much as they need. Later I will tell shaman about building some kinds of covered platforms in the forest, where goblins may be able to hide and wait for prey. Showing them traps will do too. For now let’s just exp a little bit


I took a breath and calmed my nerves.  I did it in order to improve my accuracy. I slowly stretch a bow. A circle appear, it was a bit bigger than a rabbit so there was a possibility of missing. I let a string go and arrow flew through the air.
Bunny died in one go, rest of them started to run, but there was enough time for me to shoot few times more. My hand automatically putted new arrow to use, it was a trained movement. If you do this few hundred times a day you will get used to it. Hah I said I did it hundred times a day? I did, but those days where at least a months apart. 


Next arrow flew and hit its target. I have sent one more but that one actually missed by inch or so.


[You have slain an Brown Horned Rabbit – 3exp – exp boost 3 exp]

 [You have slain an Brown Horned Rabbit – 4 exp – exp boost 4 exp – combo x2  4 exp]


If I hunt is same manner rabbits one more time I will level up, then only 1 level left till my class selection.
Goblins ran for the rabbits bodies, skillfully snatched an arrows and bring them back to me. They seem excited and pleased. Killing 2 rabbits in one go is that difficult for them? Ehh, I think I will show them few more tricks in the future… at last this way I can thank them for not letting me bleed out on the arena… actually they were the one who were responsible for injuries… ah screw dat. I leveled up hard there.


We have changed a location and keep hunting. In next go 4 of 7 arrows hit their targets… percentage accuracy of  shots decreased… well at least there was more food for village  and exp for me


[You have slain a Brown Horned Rabbit – 3exp – exp boost – 3exp]

 [You have slain a Brown Horned Rabbit – 4 exp – exp boost – 4 exp – combo x2 4exp]
 [You have slain a Brown Horned Rabbit – 4exp – exp boost – 4 exp – combo x3  8exp]

 [You have slain a Brown Horned Rabbit – 3exp – exp boost – 3 exp – combo x4  9exp]


[You have reached level 4]
 

Name:  Zariel
 Level:    4             exp 08.75%  [35/400]

 Age:      16
 Race:     Human

 Class:    None
 Job:       None

 Title:      The one who forge his own fate
                 Champion slayer

                 Deadly Arena Champion
                 The Great Duelist

Hp:                        71/130  
 Stamina:              67/140  

 Mana:                  NA
Attributes:

Strength:            9             
 Vitality:                                13           (added 1)

 Endurance:        11           (added 1)
 Constitution:     14           (added 1)

 Dexterity:           17           (added 1) 
 Reflex:                 9             (added 1)            

 Intelligence:      22           (added 1)
 Wisdom:             21           (added 2)

 Spiritualism:       15           (added 1) 
 

Luck:                     7+10      (added 1)
 Charisma:           4+20

 Charm:                 6
 

Skills:
Appraisal                                            level 2  exp 61.18%

 Skinning                                              level  1  exp 90.00%
 Survival                                               level  1  exp 26.27%

 Dagger User –Beginner                level  2 exp 14.11%
 Human Language                            MAX

 Bow usage – beginner                  level 4    exp 05.60%



Resistances

State:
One more time jack of all… hopefully for the last time. The goblins want to head back. I don’t. I want to hit level 5. Today. NOW! I am getting about 50 exp now, bow really did speed up my exping. With this and goblins running for me and bringing me arrows back I can hunt to the evening. There are many hunting grounds around, goblins can easily carry 2 or 3 rabbits. I have a bag so I can carry even more. AH! Why those little buggers can’t speak human language!


I made a gesture like as I wanted to show them some more places. They seem to understood my intention. No matter if they will beg me, even if we have to leave some rabbits behind, I will not go back until I get these 365 remaining exp. 

There is nothing to relate… as long as you do not enjoy mindless grinding. Gh. If I had a bow from the very start instead of level 4 I would be 14!! The proficiency in my bow rise at nice speed. It didn’t level up,  but I did! I hit level 5. It took me almost whole day. We were left with over 30 bunny corpses too…I looked like those 6 goblins tried to pick them all by themselves. Oh I did enjoy it! I waited like 10 minutes before I started throwing them to my bag… I will have to wash it pretty soon too. As I did they looked at me as at some kind of ultimate salvation.


I didn’t pick a class right away, nor allocated points. I will do it tomorrow, as I will be fully recovered. 
For today we returned back to the village. When the villagers noticed how many food we have bring with us they throw a party… not. It was not a party. Not in human language meaning, it wasn’t a feast either. First they made a huge fireplace in center of village. Till then it was ok. Then they stated to prepare food. Still ok. But as the food was served… it was a complete  chaos. I would rather prefer to take part in death match again than to try my luck with getting a bite of food. Tsh, prefer to fight with that gryphon that to participate in this eating fest! They use forks? They use plates? Forget about it! Their forks are their claws, and few of them indeed had bowls. Let me emphasize it: A FEW! Oh I did eat that night. Still have no idea how I did it, but I am proud of this! For a moment I thought that I would get some kind of achievement for not dying that night… or a sick exp boost in survival skill… somehow system don’t see some situation as extreme enough.


After this madness was over, I came to the Shaman and talk with him about all possible improvement that they may use. Those were really basic one like those already mentioned. I also told him, that all my business in forest are done and soon I will be leaving… he acknowledge it. As he himself was laughing and singing his eyes didn’t. There was a sorrow, and I exactly knew why. Poor thing… keep strong wherever you will reincarnate. 




For now I went to sleep. Tomorrow is a big day – my class picking day. I wasn’t tired at all. It was even more surprising when the sleep came in… till the very last moment I thought that I hear a song singed by this wonderful voice… oh irony, it was also a song from my world…


“Hush child, the darkness will rise from the deep,

 and carry you down into sleep…”



 


 

So guyz… I both over accelerated his grown till this moment for I want to start the history itself. BUT! Before it, let’s pick his class, shall we? This is a very last moment for you to vote. Tomorrow I shall start writing a story from our new – no longer classless nor jobless MC perspective! Yeey!



Praise me a little, please    (^_^)
            

    
        Chapter 009

    
    
    
    
                Okay, so the mage class has won a poll. Congratulation everyone who vote on this one. Shame on everyone else. In comments under last chapter there were ideas of makin’ jack of all wizard class.


Nope. Ain’t goin’ to happen. But! I decided to make as general class as possible who would have access to pretty nice amount of spell classes and can get upgraded into most of all well known wizards. Ok not all… he ain’t goin to become a priest… but who likes reading about priests anyway?


Ah this is one more describing-like chapter… I promise now! Action will start from the next one! Don’t hurt me please!! :C
 and a class I decided to give him iiiis:

 
 

I was sitting near the campfire. It was early in the morning, the sun has barely risen and most of the villagers were still sleeping. And I was wondering what I want to do with my life. Tha! I sounded like some university graduate who is thinking to what kind of job he should sent his application.


What is a power to me?


 Is it becoming a warrior? A leader of many who leads army to victory? A  hero of nation?


Is it becoming a hunter? Lead a steady life till moment of getting enough experience, and that instead of hunting animals start hunting humans? To take a kings out with one drop of poison? To crush a rebellions with one swing of dagger?


Is it becoming a mage? To understand all kind of arcane knowledge, take a power from the same source as gods? To summon a mighty beast, command the oceans, run a firestorm on the battlefields? Oh this last one sounds nice! Can ya image me standing inside of the inferno, looking at left and right on hell I bring? Oh, I surly can.


Okay, being warrior and assassin surly sounds nice, but! No as nice as being a motha’ fucka’ hellbringer!


-         Status! Class select!


Ding [ there are 3 possible evolution of your current class [None], those are:
 [Warrior], [Rogue], [Mage]. Please select wisely. It’s extremely hard to change one already picked class. There will be possibilities of adding more branches in the future or you can focus on improving already possessed one.]



-         I pick a Mage class


Ding [ Are you sure you want to choose a [Mage] class? Once picked class is very..


-         Yes, yes I know! Hard to change as fuck! Pick it!


Ding [Are you REALLY sure?]


-         YES!


Ding [ Are you REALLY, REALLY SURE?!]


… what the…


-…yes?


Ding [eh, don’t say I didn’t warn you… better bite a pillow]


What the fuck is wrong with the last one message? 


Ding [Your mana veins will be forcibly open now. This process is extremely painful and have high death ratio. The possibility of death is being blocked by [The system]. Proceeding to the 1st stage]


As the BlueBox vanished something shocked inside of me. My stomach get tight and in next moment I threw out my breakfast. Eh it’s not that bad… I get warm on my chest in the heart level. warmth turned into heat, and heat turned into burning like sensation. And then I felt like my heart is being ripped off through my ribs. 


I screamed. No, no just screamed. Saying it hurt like hell is a humiliation for this pain. There is no torture that can cause such agony!


Ding [process of opening Mana Veins is being executed. Time Remaining: 4h:58m:46s]


You are kidding me… OUTCH FOR GOD FUCKING SAKE! And it stopped. For a second in which I took a deeper breath, in next moment that breath was forced outside from me.


From my heart there where threads spreading to my whole body. It felt as if someone would inject acid to your veins. Damn stop it! STOP IT NOW!


Ding [ Command impossible to execute]


FUCK! FUCK YOU! FUCK THEM! FUCK EVERYTHING! GAH! The awful headache was added, my whole brain was pulsating… I would threw out again if my stomach wasn’t already empty. I was convulsing on the ground. Kill me… KILL ME PLEASE!


[Time Remaining 4h:56m:21s]. no… No, No, NO, NO, NO! It’s impossible! Why for fuck sake I picked that fucking mage class? I could pick a god damned warrior! Or rouge! Or fucking fisherman! Make me faint! Please! I don’t want to be conscious!


Ding [ User have to be in awoken state in order for process to end successfully]


No! why! I couldn’t even cry… I have stopped screaming too. It just deny my breathing. I was choking but couldn’t die? WHY!?


[Time Remaining: 3h21m:33s]


I didn’t get used to it. Not at all. Now I felt every single vein inside of myself, but there was something way worse… there were seven … “places”, where the pain was accumulated, every single one of them is located near the line that divide my body in half… the tip of my head, my forehead, throat, heart, solar plexus… wait… those are chakras? You are fucking kiddin me?! HAAHAHAHA oh my god! It’s ridiculous! What’s next? Yoga training? But please… make it stop already… make it stop… I sobbed… I am able to cry a little now… I wasn’t aware of my surrounding till now… seem somebody has moved me… I am laying on the bed… tied up? Ah, in order to not hurt myself… you are sweat little ones.


[Time Remaining: 2h:11min:33s] 


The Pain is everywhere, but I can ignore part of it. I have just completely throw my all thought away, making my mind clear… there still was this annoying pulsating like pain.


Ding [ user is showing signs of adapting to mana flow,


 executing acceleration of mana flow.
 Remaining time will shorten,

 Effects will increase]



[Remaining time: 0h:32min:48s]


What do you mean by mana flow acceleration?

GUH!!! GWAAAH! YOU FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT!
 I COULD WAIT THOSE 2 HOURS!

I LL FIND YOU, YOU DAMNED WHORE AND RIP YOUR SPINE OFF! I’LL EAT YOU LIVER WHILE LOOKING AT YOUR EYES!


Ding [Possibility of permanent brain damage detected, 


         Reducing user’s mental capability for duration of process of execution in order to avoid possible damage]


What do you mean… by…&@(*$!*#^&@(I(@*#^&*@?
**^&$!)(*#^*&!&*#!?!?!  I couldn’t form my thoughts… it was mostly like I felt emotions instead of pain… like most primal organisms… instead of pain it was more like: “Dangerous-run”, “Dangerous-run” … and all the time… I even saw countdown, but sings where completely exotic to me…


[Time remaining: 0h:0m:4s]

3
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[The forced awaken was successfully executed]


[You have acquired the Mage type class [Witch]]


[Mana bar has been unlocked]


[Condition met. You have been given a title [Wild mage]]


[unstable mana within user detected, this mana need to left a user in certain amount of time, please leave any 

friendly habituated places in order to avoid damage]


[time remaining to mana manifestation being unleashed: 0h:0min:59s]


- release me – I said with hoarse voice.
- you needh to rhest… -shaman tried to oppose me

-  if you will not release you all will die in a minute – my throat was burning…


As I said this sentence, eyes of shaman widened. He screamed something at as he did some of his helpers started to cut my bonds of.


[Remaining time: 0h:0m:42s]


I jumped out of bed, my whole body is in pain, but I need to move! First I tried to walk as stable as I could, walk slowly, it turned into jog, and jog turned into mad rush.


[Remaining time: 0h:0m:33s]


I left the village. Further into forest! faster god damn it!


[Remaining time: 0h:0m:8s]


I ran into some clearing… how would it look like? Am I far enough?
3
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1
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Nothing? Uh, I was lifted from the ground… literally! I was floating in the air! My stomach hurt! Like something is being condensate inside of it… it hurts!!! I turned to the fetal position in mid air… there was a ripping sensation, while screaming with all   my might I pushed my hand and legs to direction, and in very same moment a shock wave escaped my body. The nearest trees has fallen, the dust covered everything. And I fell on the ground. Are my clothing were destroyed and now I am completely naked. 


I just want to lay here for a minute or so…


[Witch
The lowest kind of mage that never has contact with magic before. He or she is autodidact, who is bounded with nature or chaos or both in the same time.


As witch magic is weak at beginning it is one of most balanced class, that can grown in any possible direction

A witch gain experience not only by killing, but alos while creating potions and hex bags, and while giving wise advices to common people who seeks her or his wisdom.


In some languages “witch” means: “the wise one”, in others: “the cursed one”, or “the was bringing curses”.
Depending on country and society you may be judged differently while your existence as witch would be detected

Avoid the contact with Holy kingdom, and member of  “church of the light”


The most basic evolution path for witch is [Shaman] or [Druid], but many may be added depending on gathered knowledge, skills and relationship with various organizations and gods]


[Because of [Witch] class the [Alchemist] job has been given]
[Because of [Alchemist] job skill basic potion creation has been given]

[Because of [Alchemist] job skill herbalism has been given]
[Herbalism was consolidated with Appraisal skill and it’s exp level was raisen]


[Appraisal reached level 3]


[The wild mage


The wild mage is someone who didn’t study in any of “Academy of Magic”

 Because of this you are not bounded with [Oath of pure magic], which forbid magicians to follow the path of dark mages. Because of it your class evolution path was greatly improved by classes like: [Demonologist], [Necromancer], [Blood Mage], [Hellbringer], [Curse Weaver], and many more.


Your relationship with all magic association will start at [Bad] level and will be harder to improve]


[You have gain a following skills: [Meditation], [Fire magic], [Nature Healing Magic], [Hex bags creation], [Summoning]


[Meditation level 1


Is a skill, when a user enter a state of higher awareness stance. Improve mental state while used.
 Improve mana regeneration rate while used.

 Improving this skill level will rise mental attribute
 Improving this skill for certain amount of levels will give bonus skills]


[Fire magic level 1


The user of this elements have affinity to fire magic. The stronger this skill the more powerful his magic spells will become. Current Fire manifestation: Ignition, Fire bolt]


[Nature Healing Magic level 1


The user of this magic can speed up regeneration rate of the target, heal the target, and cure it. The stronger this skill is the stronger is healing amount, and stronger state effects can be purified. Current Healing manifestation: Regeneration boost]


[Hex bags creations level 1


Allows user to create basic Hex bags, that depending on user intentions, may contain curses or blessings.]


[Summoning level 1


Allows user to summon creatures from different realms those may be devils, angels, spirits, or spiritually inspired animals. Current possible summon creatures: Raven]

 
Okay. This now… is like a jackpot of skills… they are extremely weak, but! We will work on them… so, the alchemist and nature healing… I may get some cash for healing villagers…


But as I wanted to try those skills I got another ding


[Mana shock wave level 1


Manifestation of powerful raw force. This skill is very risky.


It uses a lot of mana, but has no cast time nor re-cast time. If user is not skilled he may be injured by the unleashed power. It is advised to not use this ability on target , that user is not decided to kill]


So… this skill is kinda double-edged weapon huh?


I got a lot of information that were not contained in boxes… like chants, how much mana skills takes, what ingredients are necessary to hex bags… that regeneration boost works better in meditation state and improve effects of potions, reducing the effects of poisons and sickness… well it’s on level 1 so this “improvement” is almost non-existing. Now… let’s distribute points? 


But… ught all this pain for [witch]? Not master of life and death? You are kidding me!


Name:  Zariel
 Level:    5             exp 08.75%  [12/500]

 Age:      16
 Race:     Human

 Class:    Witch
 Job:       Alchemist

 Title:      The one who forge his own fate
                 Champion slayer

                 Deadly Arena Champion
                 The Great Duelist

                 The Wild Mage
Hp:                        82/140  

 Stamina:              46/150  
 Mana:                  200/250

Attributes:
Strength:            9             

 Vitality:               14           (added 1)
 Endurance:        11           

 Constitution:    15           (added 1)
 Dexterity:          17           

 Reflex:                9                             
 Intelligence:     25           (added 3)

 Wisdom:            23           (added 2)
 Spiritualism:     17           (added 2) 

 
Luck:                     8+10      (added 1)

 Charisma:           4+20
 Charm:                 6

Unallocated points: 
 

Skills:
Appraisal                                    level 3  exp 72.34% 

 Skinning                                      level  1  exp 90.00%
 Survival                                       level  1  exp 31.11%

 Dagger User –Beginner        level  2 exp 14.11%
 Human Language                   MAX

 Bow user – beginner             level 4    exp 36.00%
 Basic potion creation            level 1   exp 00.00%

 Meditation                                level 1   exp 00.00%
 Fire Magic                                 level 1   exp 00.00%

 Nature Healing Magic          level 1   exp 00.00%
 Hex bags Creation                   level 1   exp 00.00%

 Summoning                             level 1   exp 00.00%
 Mana Shock Wave                level 1   exp 05.00%

 
Ha .. ha.. mana boosting first… ye even heard what happens to mage who run out of mana? Yup! Nothing nice. I’ll rise luck to 10… total 20, then I will focus on charm.. reason? Cuz’ I already have all possible relationship debuffs… avoid holy church, avoid holy kingdom, avoid magical association… for heaven and hell! Can I find some neutral kingdom please? Not even friendly one! Just such where I won’t be killed as only I put my feet there!


I had some prize at level 5, don’t I? how do I activate it?


[Do you want to open “classy bag” quest rewards?]

-         I do…
[the witch set has been obtained:


 witch robe has been obtained + 2 defense, mana regeneration up

 wild mage bandana – appraisal-like skill and spells will be less effective while used on user
 the ring of life eater – mana regeneration up, ????, ????, ????

 the staff of traveler – damage 5-12


Those items are soul-bound, it means user can equip and unequip them by will. While unequipped those items enter void-state – will be no longer physical and will not grant any bonuses. Those items can’t be taken away from user]


[Do you want to equip these items?] accept. Anything is better that standing alone in the forest naked.
Oh how surprising! All of those cloths are black!  Robe is completely covering my body, from under my neck to my ankles. All body but my right arm! One of the sleeves was missing leaving my tattooed arm uncovered… really? I am not proud of those! Sure, let’s show to while world that I am a friend with goblins! It will help me for sure!


Okay. Easy me, just easy. Soon I will head to human villages and towns… how do I know direction? I don’t! yet… but this summoning skill… even as it take 100 mana.. is very useful. Once summoned monster  will remain with me until I un-summon it or it will die. And what is better way to know the direction if not sending a raven to the sky and look for some villages?


But this chant… in kinda creepy… aw, let’s do it already!

I have prepared myself and begin to chat…
 

Very fast pov change


Heira was sitting on her throne with glass of wine in hand with pleased smile plastered on her usually gloomed face. She looked on the scene of young witch-boy preparing to use his 1st spell ever.


-         Go, Bahoru. Enjoy yourself – giggle was heard in room.

-         With your allowance, my lady – figure behind became a mass of shadow and descended.
 


Told it will be fast pov, back to MC!:

 

-         Spirits of Darkness, Answer my call,
 For mountains will tremble, And havens shall fall,

 I bid you my greetings, so give your lust,
 For I shall not bow, To no kings nor Gods,

I walk my path, To desire and grief,
 Your torment will end, In moment of brief,

 Walk by my side, Oh creature of night,
 For we shall conquer, This realm of blight,

 Spirit of Darkness, Answer my plea,
 For last hour of light, Is about to be.

 
(yeah I know that last rhyme is to shitty even for this whole shitty chant, but you have NO idea how long I was looking for rhyme to “plea”)

 
As I finished  chanting, on the ground formed some kind of runic symbols (yup, I was expecting pentagram too, but it was not it), within it a mass of darkness was formed, first shapeless, than being to change. The darkens shoot out from the ground make few circles all around and in the very end the cloud of darkness was left by raven.

 
It flapped wings near me, waiting patiently. I have raised my arm, and this magnificent bird landed on my forearm.  What an intelligent gaze it has… it’s big, not so enormous but you still feel some kind of respect while looking at him

 

-         Hello partner – raven flapped his wings in respond. Oh this one is amazing. Guh, even with mana shortages I want to summon another one. But it ain’t going to happen, why? Limit! On current level of summoning spell I am limited to 1 raven!
 

-         Okay boy, we will head now to the goblin village, grab my stuff, and then I will have job for you… do you even understand what I am talking to you? Or my insanity hit finally max level and I started talking with animals?
 

Oh he nodded. HE FUCKING NODDED!  I HAVE FULL INTELIGENT MOTHA’ FUCKIN’ RAVEN! Uh.. make him node one more time to be sure… HE DID IT AGAIN! I AM NOT INSANE! AHAHAHA, cought cought… okay me, easy me, screaming that you are not insane makes you look even more insane.. kay! Next stop – goblin village… it’s not that far away… I was running for a minute…
 

Let’s appraise some stuff on the way
 

[Aurora herb
 Common herb in Dreadful Forest, used as ingredient to healing potion. Can be consumed raw]

 
… a useful info? Did I just get some useful info?

 Ah, my appraisal leveled up.. I put it in my mouth and began to chew. Kay… it’s not mint, but will do… actually there will be no worse smell then that from my mouth after almost 2 weeks without toothpaste... oh I miss shower too…
 

It really wasn’t long till I get back to the village. Shaman was waiting at the entrance with few helpers. Why is he not surprised by my new outfit? Why is he staring at my face? Don’t say… HE HAS A CRUSH ON M?! no, can’t be happening… he had a granddaughter… fuck what am I thinking about! I am straight too!


-         Are you sure hiumanh, that yiu don’t hav a dragon soul? – what now? I am a dovahkiim or what?

-         Last time I checked it was a human soul – I said holding my laughter. 

-         First, you had spiritz of anger inzide you… know spitiz of knowledge… what are yiu?

-         You have no idea how many times I was asked this question lately – I said remembering all those Gods and Deities who kept asking “Do you know who you are”, or “Do you remember who you are”? – but I told you already I was waiting for something. I am leaving. Now. I have something to do… you know, world won’t dominate itself – I said while chuckling… and he was there death serious… don’t tell me he didn’t think about it as a good joke… or as a joke completely…
 

I went to the hut and grabbed by bag with few skins inside… As I wanted to take my leave, I was stopped… and given few additional skins of way better quality then those I get by myself, and some food and goatskin with water… what a nice fellow… you know? After they try to kill you, and you break some ices, they are pretty nice!
 

I bowed to the well to drink some water. And one more surprise for me. My hair turned white. Completely. Not grey. White. Now I am dude, with two different eyes colors, hand covered in goblin’s tattoo, with completely white hair. And I am a witchy wild mage.


Can I mark out more? Oh please! Don’t be shy now! Give me horns now! And scales! And tail and wings, and make me some god damned demon! Oh and put a hunt mark on my head!
 

-         Okay I will take my leave… it was good to know you… even as you wanted me dead…

-         It iz a very rare for hiumanh to step into this forezt, even more for one to step out. Led the spiritz guide yiu…
 

See? A nice fellow. Okay… dude… I’ ll have to name you… can ya please fly into the sky and look for some kind of more… civilized… place… please?! If you could find an inn… where they are serving a pork with potatoes! And I would drink a beer too! Can I drink beer? I am 16 now… gotta see what’s the legal age here..
 

My still name-less raven…. Oh gosh how nice it sounds.. “ My raven”, aw don’t get distracted, flew into the air. He flew higher then trees and make some circles in the air. Then he descended back on my shoulder.
 

Ding [Your familiar [Raven] want to share with you his memory, do you agree?]
 

What. Da… no.. I am heading into civilization. I have to restrict my tongue. Yes, please show it to me
 

Oh fuck, my head! No, it was not painful, but extremely weird! Birds see world completely different than humans… (ya can see it on youtube… I don’t wanna to describe it.. to poor vocabulary – sorry)
 

BUT! On the horizon I saw some smoke! Wee! Here I come my pork!
 

Let’s head there!
 

 
 

Any idea for raven’s name? NO I LL NOT PICK A “NEVERMORE”!!! Ya ve got any ideas what ya want in the future? Some new heroes, skills, countries… I ll probably ignore 99% of it as my story within my head has some sense… but if some ideas I  will find attractive I will gladly fit them…somewhere…somehow… I hope…
Tell me what ya think ‘bout chapter… anything to improve? Oh there surly is smth to improve… but guyz pls… TALK TO ME! I asked you in last chapter to praise me! I was not praised! Do you want deadpools spoilers?! PRAISE ME ! NOW!

 


Oh and tomorrow there will be no chapter. I am going to get drunk.
            

    
        Chapter 010

    
    
    
    
                Okaay, I was given 3rd rating… the low one… 2stars… that kinda hurt… nope. Not because it is low, but because there was no info why you, dear sir or madam, think I deserve it… if you could just mention what you find annoying in my story I could improve… For the future I ask you all for, while you would be rating, write what you find in need to improvement. That would help me a lot!
Another thing… my break between terms at my University is coming to the end… and from next week I’ll have to start writing my bachelor thesis. Yup – it means that I ll have less time to write a story, still I’ll release about 3 chaps a week (at least). I will also start correcting those already posted.

Kay that all I wanted to say right now. To the story!
 

 
I was walking through the forest humming a song and playing with my fire magic. I know, I know! I shouldn’t just play with fire inside of the forest… BUT WHO CARES!? I CAN USE A FIRE MAGIC!


There were just a few discovers about it. It’s not that deadly. Ignition was more to use to set campfire on… or turn on candles. Setting a human on fire was out of question for now. I am just way to weak. Fire bolt at the other hand… could do some damage, but for my greatest disappointment – it deals no exploding damage in contact. Let’s just say how it works:


I can focus  mana in my hand. That mana is accelerating the movement of molecules increasing its friction. Then fire appears. It is basing on heat generated from friction, and as fuel it uses my mana… but don’t need oxygen. No idea why. The more mana I pour the bigger and more condenses the fire ball in my hand gets… to a certain point… there is a limit of how much mana I can use for it. After I exceed 20 mana points, the fire began to be unstable – once calm ball start losing its condensation and began to act violently. I just knew, that if I add any more it will explode in my hand. As I throw it, as I have already said – it will not explode. More like upon contact it will catch its target and start burning. Bolt itself has just enough momentum to disturb stance of its target… maybe it will also force him/her to step back a little but no damage from hit itself.


Oh, it’s not like that I can just by my will in any moment make any kind of fire bolt size by will. If I want to make a big one I have to start with the smallest amount and then keep adding more and more mana while staying focused. To charge it to 20 mana it takes up to 10 or so seconds. Not long? Say it again in middle of a battle. Shit, looks like mages are not overpowered. 


I can empowered it by one more method – a chant. And it do a looooot more than just pouring mana in it. Ball size rises, mana cost decreases (the same power of 20 mana bolt I can achieve with 10 or so), it improves my control over spell ( I can exceed 20 mana limit), but it takes a way longer. Good if enemy is far, faaaar away. Bad if he s just about to separate your head from rest of the body.


So what will I do? I will play with it as much as I can in order to rise my level! 


I was, just now, creating a lighter flame sized fire manifestation on my fingers. On my pointing finger, than I was tuning it off and I was casting it as fast as I could again on another one. Surroundings? I don’t have to be aware of it now! I have my wonderful raven! Every times it spots something he would flew to me, and then he would show it to me! Sooo convenient. From time to time I would get a notification like:


[Your familiar [Raven] has slain an [Forest Green Rat] – 1 exp – 1exp boost]


Exp gained this way is not only boosting my own exp pool, but my summoning mastery too! Who is a good boy? Oh tell me, who is a good boy? Yes, you are, my wonderful birdie!


 It was getting late… I sent my glorious familiar to look for some kind of a cave. He came back after an hour. Found nothing. Bad luck – today we will sleep in the forest.


Huh? Am I not afraid of animals? Not at all. Summoned monsters are not normal animals. They feed mostly on mana I use. Once every few weeks I will have to pour it to them to keep them in my realm. Same way they don’t need to sleep. He will keep a watch for a night and if anything bad would come he would wake me up. Easy? Yes, easy.

I set a campfire, basic shelter from branches and leaves, inside it I made a bed from dried leafs, moos and on top of it I put a fur. Now I was munching  a rabbit meat while looking at raven.


-         I need to name you… any ideas boy? – he stopped scanning our surrounding and look at me with interested gaze…

-         What would you say about: “Abelard”? – he start shaking his head on the sides

-         Not good huh? Then: Walter? Abraham? Richard? … - I was enumerating names for 10 or so minutes – Abaddon? Charles? Pudding? 


SO PICKY BIRD! I looked at him once again. The feathers darker then night, creature so elegant that it looked like he is in some kind of smart suit… butler like… no no no! I know the story about the devil with black-raven feather playing a butler role… don’t tell me…


-         Then… S…Sebastian? -  I don’t believe I want to name my familiar Sebastian… that will not work. I can already see him shakin… he nodded? He just nodded, did he?


Ding [name for familiar was chosen. The [Raven] is named now [Sebastian]]


No. Fucking. Way. 


-         Okay it will be funny if you would be some devil in disguise, that after leveling a bit would take butler role, would it?
He looked at me with fearful gaze, like all his secrets was just revealed… His beak was opened like some child whom some shocking truth was told… like: SANTA DO NOT EXSIST!... OH! Sorry everyone who was believing in Santa! I didn’t mean to! I am sorry! Please forget about this part!


But that raven… no. it must have been only my imagination. It’s a normal wonderful raven and period!



-         Good night Sebastian. – I said while laying on my self-made bed leaving shocked bird alone in the dark.
 

Pov change


Bahoru was left speechless. In about 6 hours from his summoning this little boy just pointed out his existence… how wonderful was this boy perception!? Or was it but a lucky guess? No! not possible! He has just said: “devil butler” HE IS A DEVIL BUTLER! Did he failed? HE?! ONE OF THE GREATES SERVANTS OF MISTRESS OF DARKNESS?! HE – ONE OF THE MOST POWERFUL OF THE PANDEMONIUM!? 
 

He sensed a presence


[Black Killer Warg Elite Boss – level 41]


You little maggot… you came just in time for me to de-stress myself… He flew and rushed at horse size muscular beast and killed it in one go


[Your familiar [Sebastian] has slain a [Black Killer Warg Elite Boss] – 712 exp – 712 exp boost]


He looked hatefully at notification, and it changed instantly


[Your familiar [Sebastian] has slain a [Forest Green Rat] – 1 exp – 1 exp boost]


This will be a looong night.
 

Pov re-change
 

I woke up and first thing I saw was enormous amount of notifications: 


[Your familiar [Sebastian] has slain a [Forest Green Rat] – 1 exp – 1 exp boost]
 [Your familiar [Sebastian] has slain a [Forest Green Rat] – 1 exp – 1 exp boost]

 [Your familiar [Sebastian] has slain a [Forest Green Rat] – 1 exp – 1 exp boost]
 [Your familiar [Sebastian] has slain a [Forest Green Rat] – 1 exp – 1 exp boost]


And so on. There were about 40 of those…



-         Aw my lovely little Sebastian worked hard in the night, is it true? – I said while I was searching for some black bird… instead I found a red one… take a closer look..


-         Sebastian…is that.. a blood? Really? You are completely covered in blood! From tip till bottom! You have to be more careful while hunting you silly! Eh, can you please find some kind of lake? Or river? Or some other kind of water where  I could re-fill my goatskin?


Aww, he is sweet. I couldn’t finish my sentence and he already flew in order to finish his task. He is more and more like butler.


I was putting campfire embers down… with magic. Aha, the Fire magic allows me to do that too… it is pain in the ass thought. Hell’a annoying. Creating a fire? Piece of cake – trying to control already existing one? Nope.


Sebastian returned just as I was finishing my practice. He found some lake… you are still bloody… you really like being covered in blood? You small psycho… okay. I ll have a surprise for you then.


We headed to the small lake Sebastian has founded. And as I filled my goatskin and drink from it, I grabbed raven and put it… him, he has a  name now, let’s pay our respect to him as if he is a person… to the lake. Oh boy, you don’t like it?
 

Pov change:


I AM A MIGHTY DEVIL FOR ALL CRAETIONS! I AM FEASTING UPON BODIES OF MY ENEMIES! I BRING DESPAIR! I AM A FIRE! I AM DEATH! YOU DO NOT WASH A FIRE AND DEATH IN A LAKE!!! I HAVE MY PRIDE!
 

Ghhh, if all other devils would see me now… ME! The one who lead armies of darkens in first day of clash of light and dark! ME! The Harbinger of Agony! The grant General of Wastelands! ME! The… oh its soo nice… he is so gentle… scrub a bit higher… aww yissss… put more strength now… what the fuck am I doing? I am done… I can’t call myself a devil ever again… forgive me my lady… oh crap.. now it’s perfect…. Under a wing… oh.. pure delights… I failed everything… but it’s… I will allow it.. yes! It’s done with my willingness! If I want it there is nothing wrong! I will allow it… for now… if it is this boy… I think I can allow it… a little… from time to time…


Pov change


-         See? You are now clean and shiny again! – in the middle of wash Sebastian gave up and allows me to clean him… Haha! I bet than if he would be some kind of cat he would be purring! Such a cutie you are…


-         We will go now… you can wait on my shoulder until you get dry… is it ok with you? – he jumped on my shoulder… did I say you are cute? I probably did… aww my little birdie, an omen of death and devastation who flies behind armies to eat corpses of fallen… How can you not love him?


And once again, humming, fire playing and more humming. We were getting closer. In the end of the day we should get to the village. How will they react if they would know I am a witch? Or a mage at all? I have NO idea where I am heading right now. Then, I will just walk there, and ask them if they know location of any magicians… if they do like magicians I will tell them I want to study, if they don’t I will play a scene – I will tell then I am a witch hunter, and if they are hiding any they will burn on stakes too… hehe then I will leave this country as soon as possible.


FUCK! What if witch hunters from church has some special uniforms… ah, screw this. We will just burn whole village if things will went wrong… hehehe…hahaha.HAHAHAHAHA! cought cought… easy me.. I am still not powerful enough to… I mean… HAVE YOU LOST YOUR MIND? Who on earth want to burn villages? (the fact that we are no longer on the Earth shall remain silent).
 

The sun was slowly going down as I finally step out from this damned forest.
There was a village… about a kilometer away… hehe. Haha. AHAHAHAHA. 

Something pulled my sleeve… I turned back almost throwing a fire bolt. There was little girl… green hair, green eyes, a bit childish-chubby face that only gave her more charm.


-         A..a…ano… big brother… w..w..would you maybe come back here from time to time, please?
What… I don’t know her… not at all, yet she is behaving as we were almost siblings…

-         And you are…

-         A..Ano! I am sorry! I didn’t introduce myself! I am no shameless! – aaand now she was sobbing. I have just made a little girl cry. Good job me.

-         I am Aira – she said with teary face – I am a deity of this forest… I was taking care of you until now…
Great. Another deity… Do I have some kind of note within my soul, like: deity friendly individual!, or free cuddles with deities?

-         I…I am always so lonely… not many are coming to this forest… it was fun looking at you… as you hunted… as you were practicing.. as you were washing… - kay’ two things: 1. That was extremely creepy 2. She just looked like as she has just notices what she has said.. – t..t..t..that was not what I mean! i.i..i. it’s not like I am watching you taking bath in those lakes! Not at all!

-         Do I have a mole on my back?

-         No you don… - and here we go again – NO! IT’S NOT LIKE THAT! – aw, even as she is creepy she is a bit sweet too… as long as she won’t turn into some kind of yandere… ya know: “ I saw you talking with that woman for a whole minute”, “she was but a waitress, I was ordering a meal”, “oh, crap, ya see… she has an accident, she fell on knife… like 17 times…”. We don’t wanna those kind of actions! 

-         Please! Don’t hate me! - … she really is crying… but honestly… what kind of god would throw her to such desolated area? She clearly is a talkative person! More like goddess of gossip, no goddess of dreadful forest filled with everything that want to kill you… and bunnies… bunnies were okay.
-         So that “tear of goddess” was from you? – I asked, kneeling and putting my hand over her head and patting her a little… we don’t wanna some a bit crazy deity to target us, don’t we? Oh something I just noticed. There were gods and goddess, and they seem to have deities as helpers, but as gods themselves don’t intervene in life of mortals, deities do, and it looks like common people call deities a gods… it’s fucked up.

-         A..aha…

-         Heh, you saved my life then, thank you – I said putting as warm smile as I could on my face.

-         Thehe – aw, and now she is all in cheers. What a easy-spirit you are. You are sad – you cry, you are happy – you smile. So pure little one…

-         Probably I will be back someday, in the end I have made some friends here, but I need to get stronger, I don’t want to be eaten by that gryphon.

-         Oh, no! she is actually pretty nice… she just like to play while eating… there are few others that you should be afraid off… - great. That is what I just needed to know. Boss like monster – a gryphon is but a small fry  there… once more.. how did I survive there?

-         I need to go now… Will you be ok? – how can she be not okay? She is a damned manager of this place..

-         Thehe! Fear not! I will be alright big brother! I will be waiting for you to get back! Yeey! – and while “yeeying” she ran back to the forest… creepy. Sweet, but creepy.
 

Okay focus on most important things! Stay focus! Find a mage!... not a strict one, not associated with mage institutions, then  get stronger! Then… oh is it an inn? To they have a pork there? Yeeey!
But first. Moneys. I headed to the building with signboard on which was painted bow and arrows, the shops for hunters? Will do!



-         We are almost closing – what a grumpy old fat man… where you even a hunter before? You couldn’t even sneak to deaf, blind and completely drunk workman!

-         I would like to buy a skins – no, there is no mistake there. That was exactly what I have said

-         Depending on quality and animals prices are different. What do you want?

-         A Brown Horned Rabbits and Lone Shade Wolfs

-         Those are pretty pricey  - got ya! – for those are living only in dreadful forest and coming out rarely, even bad quality one are worth small fortune – you are digging your own grave old man thehe

-         Okay so how much?

-         That would be from 50 coppers to 2 silvers for rabbits, and for wolfs that would be from 3 silver to 10

-         Huh… Actually… I want to sell them –aaand his face turned even uglier

-         But… then why did you say you want to buy?

-         I am new here and don’t know prices. Didn’t want you to rip me off, you know? – oh if you could see face… 

-         Actually..

-         But I have found such a wonderful merchant! Who didn’t even flinched while saying a price! You must be one of those honest one! So rarely to see your kind in these times! – oh boy, I took a magician class? Not an actor? He was completely at lost!
 

I have putted all my skins on counter. There were 9 bunnies skins and 2 wolf I hunted, and 10 more of those I got from goblins bunnies skin, waaay better quality. Classis 100 copper = 1 silver, 100 silver = 1 gold. My loot was worth 24 silver and 75 copper, but I was given 21 silver. Why? The merchant said that he need to re sell it with profit. I didn’t argue. I got still more than it was probably worth. That man looked like a scammer. Scamming a scammer is not a bad thing! 


As I wanted to grab coins, they disappeared.


Ding [New function of [Ring of life eater] was found.
                 Space Purse – allows you to store any amount of coins and gems and summon them by will. 

 Moneys and gems in your Space purse cannot be stolen.
 Current stored goods : 21 silver coins]


It is… useful…


The merchant didn’t seem to notice it as he was lamenting over moneys he lost. One more thing. I have no idea, if 21 silvers are worth much… Well… we will check it soon!

 
I walked away from the store and headed to the inn. It was loudly inside. Lots of villagers were sitting inside eating and drinking and cheering and… doing all the stuff you usually do in the inn you know? They didn’t noticed me. Not from the start. I walked to waitress in the maid uniform, she was standing with backs turned to me cleaning some table. She heard me approaching and without even looking at me she said with cheered voice, she seem to enjoy her job.



-         What do you want here? We have everything all inns should have! A good hot meals, a nice drinks that will help you relax after hard day, and warm bed where you can sleep. One meal cost 2 copper, a room renting cost 5 copper. If you want, you can buy a packet containing 3 meals and night for 10 copper!


-         For now I want just a meal. And maybe some gossip? I am a traveler and was in wildness for a long time, any recent news?


-         Sure! Just take a sit wherever you please! I will soon bring you… - and she turned to be. Aaaand she almost drop everything she was holding… why? Is it my hair outstanding? Or eyes? Or robe? Or Sebastian on my arm? Probably all of them.


I sat at nearest table. Somehow the situation in the inn turned by 180 degree. It was almost completely silent. Some whispers. I appraised them, you know, it’s better to know who can be a threat to you. Nothing outstanding. Some 2-6 levels, and no class nor job that would be very dangerous. Some lumberjacks, some hunters, and a lot of farmers, fishermens and so on.


The waitress came to me holding my order. She was trembling… why for fuck sake?! I am not some kind of murderer. As she was putting it in front of me, I asked:


-         Can I ask what I am going to eat? – I really was curious about it, some diversity in diet is important

-         I..it’s a ragout of Horned Rabbit with potatoes stewed with own sauce… They were spotted near the village, i..it’s rare for them to appear so we are almost off of it…


Great 2 weeks of eating bunnies… here I come and get what?  A bunny! But! Don’t look like some fussy asshole. If a young lady says you, that they are rare and good, it means that they are rare and good. Smile! Oh crap… I have bandana and robe’s hood on myself…that’s probably why I look like some kind of murderer… I took it off.. bandana was now laying around my neck… it was still considered as equipped so appraisals would be less effective. 


-         I have another question… do you know about location of any magicians somewhere around?


Fuck. Great. Most of them raised from their chairs and surrounded me. Eaaasy… Eaaasy me.


-         W… What do you want from old Hanna? – oho, we have one here.

-         Jenny! No stranger! We have none, we know none. Now get back to your country, you dog of the church! – YEY! Not only they do like magicians, they don’t like guyz who don’t like magicians too!


-         I am not bounded in any way with any church… - and they didn’t let me end…

-         LIES! If you truly are not one of witch hunters proof it!


Great. Back on earth there was a witch hunting. Here those are too, but witch hunter hunting seem to be here too. Oh irony


I set a fire on my finger. Oh crap. Really? Mages are that scary? 


Wait. I just noticed. The waitress is named Jenny. The magician here is named Hannah… aaand I have name like some cursed sword… really?


-         F..forgive us our impudence please! – the waitress said. holy crap. Mages really have nice position here… or maybe because they think I am from magic academy… crap… better not tell anyone I am wild mage… 


-         So where can I find her? I do really need to ask her about opinion… - they seem to like my story. Seem like they are proud of her so let’s give them an impression like I am impressed by her. They have told me everything. Such a nice fellows. Oh! Hannah is a witch! Jackpot. I finished my meal. Paid, thought they didn’t want me to. And headed to the hut at the end of the village.
 

I knocked to the door. Soon they were opened by a young girl with red hair reaching her shoulder.
 

Pov change
 

I need to hurry. It has been  3 days since mana disorder in the forest. I knew what it was. I hoped it would never happened again. I am old. Mages has theirs ways so keep themselves alive way longer than most humans. Because of my age I remember many things I did while I was young. Things I am not proud off.
 

200 years ago there was a war between humans and demons. They surpassed us almost in everything but number. They warriors, they war beasts. The power of their mages and the number of them. It’s pretty rare for human to be a mage. About 1 of 10 000 can be mage, and for every mage about 1 of every 10 000 was a male magician. Some are born with affinity to magic, some can achieve it by years of meditation. And we were despaired so we did something that we should never do. We tried to make an artificial mage. A super-mage-warrior. It was a catastrophe. Women couldn’t be putted to process of forceful opening mana veins. They just died on spot. Males on the other hand… oh no, it was still no success. We took 10 000 males – a thieves, murderers, and so on… in 2 years of researched and tortures of those poor beings, we manage to forcefully create 10 mages. 7 went in coma right away and soon died. 2 went completely mad – they were screaming, seeing things that were never there and throwing spells on right and left. And 1 who was a success… and went on rampage. Oh, he was completely sane. He just abused his power. He was known as warlock Darrion. He was gaining power in insane speed and bring despair and sufferings to both human and demons.
 

That was the only good thing that occurred because of him. Humans and demons sign a non-aggression pact. The warlock was hunted down. We never know how many died while fighting with him.
 

There were few things that occurred while somebody was forcefully awoken… after process was successful, the body of those poor souls was emitting a powerful force – the unstable mana that was created during the process. That was exactly what I felt.
 

There was one more thing. Because of stress they hairs were always turning white.
 

I prepared everything for me to take my leave. I have said everything I needed to Ruby, my apprentice, for she will be in order of treating villagers for next few weeks. I need to say about it to the arch mage. He was there too. He need to..
 

There was a knocking to the door. Ruby opened it. My heart stopped. There was a young boy  in some mage robe, beautiful double colored eyes, but those were an eyes of fighter, eyes of hunter. He has aura of someone who was fighting with powerful opponents, who was forced to be in many fight and came out victorious.
 

And he had a white hair. There is no mistakes. He has the same air around him as warlock!
If my heart stopped beating while he entered the room, then when he turn his gaze from Ruby and looked at me, and said those terrifying words my whole soul went numb:

 


-         Hello Hanna – it was calm voice, to calm. Voice of murderer – I was looking for you.
            

    
        Chapter 011

    
    
    
    
                -         Hello Hanna, I was looking for you. – said a boy with weird tattoos on his arm. – I am interested in becoming your student.
 

Good joke. You will have to wait a little, weird boy.
 

I have been an apprentice of Hanna for 8 years. I am 19 now, and I am living with her for 10 years. Hanna took care of me when my mother died, but probably she did it only because they were pretty close friends. I wanted to study witchcraft as only I saw Hanna healing some villagers, and I asked her right away, but she refused. She took care for me and I could say I was a hindrance for her. 2 years. It took me 2 years to convince her to learn me anything.
 

For 2 years she was refusing a child of her best friend that she took care of, and now some random boy step in and almost demand to be treated same as me? Ohh… this will be good. I like to watch as Hanna is getting mad at somebody else… it’s such a nice variety…
 

-         I… I think I will have no problem with that…
 

See? Refused right from the… WHAT THE HELL?! I looked shocked at Hanna and I have just noticed – she is trembling. SHE! Some nobility from time to time arrives here in order to be treated by Hanna… if she agree… They are begging, threatening, or trying to pay a fortune! Every time  she was looking almost bored! And now trembling in front of some random boy, why? Damn, now I am curious… there are few small spells, that allows you to measure someone’s power… I just chant as quietly as I could a spell. Now the boy is standing pretty far away so there should be no problem. As I ended spell and let it fly to the boy it hit some kind of wall… it’s impossible! Completely stopping a detection spell?! Right away? 
 

The one have to be very powerful to just block such kind of spells without a counter-spell putted on them. You have to posses sick amount of mana and be at last on master degree in mana control to stop it… Kiii! Now he is looking at me?! Did he notice?
 

Pov change
 

What the hell is wrong? Okay, villagers could be afraid of me because mages seem to be  rare… but why other magicians are so afraid?! I am level 5 god damn it! As I step further into the hut and wanted to start a conversation I was given a notification
 

 
[You are being appraised. Appraisal has been stopped thank to [Wild mage Bandana]]

 
 

I turned my head to red-head ... now she is pale too… how to make a situation a bit less tense? So I said in joking manner:
 

-         If you want to know anything about me you could just ask, you know? And I doubt there is a spell or skill that would answer if I want to go on date with you. – instead of making situation easier it went wrong. High luck my ass…

-         Ruby?! What did you do?

-         I..I wanted to measure his magic potential… b..but it was blocked! Completely blocked! And he does not have cloak-spell… Uncle Aaron couldn’t even do such thing! Not to this degree!
 

Aha, so skills and equipment which block appraisal like skills are rare… but still
 

-         Why are you trembling? Am I this ugly or what?

-         Just stop joking already… if you want to kill me then kill me already! – WHAT DA …!?

-         I am done. Wherever I go there is only: “who are you”, “what do you want”, “ leave! Now!”, and now we have: “Just kill me already”… honestly… what did I even do to you?!

-         Then why are you here if not…

-         Told ya… want to learn a little.

-         But… you have a white hair…

-         Oh, you can tell?

-         And.. it was probably you who was responsible for that mana explosion 3 days ago

-         Yup

-         And you weres putted to forcible mana awakening

-         That’s right

-         So you are a artificial mage from experiment from 200 years ago which was executed now…

-         That’s ri… what? Okay. Here we start. You will tell me why do you think I want to kill you, and then I will be able to tell you why I don’t… deal?
 

Aaand there was a story, that you probably already know… a war, a lack of magicians, lets create some magicians,  women – no, male – yes, 9990 dead bodies, 10 successes, 7 went down on spot, 2 gets mad, 1 gets angry.
And then a shit happens. How to say it in a way for them to don’t fear me, but not to the point where they would just get rid of some dangerous fellow.

 

-         Let’s just start with this,  that I am not associated with anyone. I wasn’t created by some mad mage that wanted an army, and blow your small world up.

-         B..but the equipment is needed! The mana tanks that would pour mana under pressure… the life supporting capsules… how did you survive half a year of adjusting your mana flow without care of somebody else?!

-         Well… it took less than 5 hours for me then… 

-         IMPOSSIBLE! It’s is simply impossible! There is no possibility that…

-         Please… I have just… 2weeks ago I have just awaken is forest with no memories about this world… - I am not lying… - I just tried to survive  there hunting anything I found – it’s still a truth… -  then it just happened – see? You can say anything you want without lying at all and give as small amount of information as you want! – I just knew some spells… and headed here… I… I just wanted someone to help me… to understand what is happening… I don’t even know in what country we are… I don’t know any countries at all… I have no family nor friends… I am just some random witch. I am sorry that because of me you had to  recall your past… if you don’t want me I will just leave… - and there was not a single lie! Things get a bit too emotional but… okay we will leave now, if everything was played well we should be stopped pretty s…

-         Please wait!
..oon… see?

-         We can help you a little… I have already one freeloader apprentice – the “HEY!” shout could be heard – so another one will make not a big difference… you told that you can use some spells… what kind?

-         Just some basic… a little bit of Nature healing magic, but I doubt if I could heal a graze with it, I know how to create basic hex bags, but never did it before, something about alchemy… same situation as hex bags, a summoning, and thing that I am best now is setting things on fire…

-         Summoning? Have you summon something already? – oh that’s right. Sebastian is not here. I have raised my arm, and send a thought to Sebastian… no, only basic orders could be given this way, like: return to me, or attack. Couldn’t say him to look for anything  specific. Soon Sebastian flew through open window and landed on my arm.
 

Ruby seem delighted. Summoning is that hard?
 

-         So you don’t have any powerful offensive spells? – she seem reassured… no I will not lie to her.

-         Actually I do… but  I prefer not to use it as I can’t control this power and I get injured in process.- great, this is exactly what you wanted to hear don’t you? You will be teaching a boy, that gained power same way like one of greatest calamities of past millennium, that can blow your hut and you in process of unleashing power… yup, that’s exactly what your face is saying right now.

-         You will start from tomorrow… we have no more bed for you, so I am afraid for now you can’t stay for a night… we will solve this problem soon

-         No problem for me. Looks like villagers likes me already… so see you tomorrow… master, Ruby

-         Wait! What’s your name? – oh crap,  looks like my courtesy was left in forest

-         It’s Zariel – I smiled and left a room
 

Pov change
 

He has a name of old races… Just as I thought nothing more will surprise me today. Those were given rarely today. They have a power and many meanings. If you were not mastered in ancient language you could made a horrible mistake, there were many cases when parent wanted to give his child a powerful name like: the one protected from evil, and by mistakes it would be: the one who is bonded with evil. And it all because of one small rune. His name? it would be… wait .. Za’a’ia’e’re’el - the one raising above the stars and suns.
 

-         What do you think about him, Ruby? – I just need to focus on something, to stop thinking.

-         He looks nice… not like some cold blood murderer… even as he has an aura of such… I didn’t think he lied to us… I saw many liars… it was more like… he didn’t want to say whole truth…

-         I also think this way… but… 5 hours awakening? In natural surrounding? I can’t even think of it as possible…
 

As I wanted to lay in bed something froze blood in my veins… his name – it could be translated as: “the silver scaled black dragon swallowing the suns and stars”… it’s been ages since last time I was using speech of ancestors… maybe I am wrong? I hope I am…
    

 
Pov change

 
As I opened the door to inn I was greeted in waaay warmer way. The smiles, someone even cheered as I step inside.

 

-         How did it go, mister Zari? – aww Zari? I like it. At least it don’t sound as putting curse on someone.

-         Even better than I expected. It looks like that starting from today I will be an apprentice of Master Hanna.

-         Old Hanna took an apprentice? I can still remember how she was tormenting poor Ruby as she asked her for lessons… and she take you right away? Looks like she became soft with age…

-         You better pray to Gods she didn’t hear you, you  fool!
 

A nice people, if they will acknowledge you first, they are really friendly. Oh, I have free meals and bed for as long as I pleased… reason? They said that if I am an apprentice of Hanna I will help villagers, even if not right from the spot, then with time I will make some potions and will help in healing and thus I am free of charges. They will even give me something extra from time to time. A witch in the village has a pleasant life.
 

I walked on the floor to the room I was given… 2 person room. Why 2 person if I am but a one? Cuz I am a witch. Bigger room, bigger bed, bigger food portions, all for witches. I am in heaven. I was even asked what I wanted on dinner tomorrow, before I could act cool and say something like that: “whatever you would cook I will be delighted”, I screamed : PORK!... and I am no ashamed because of it.
 

The night has passed all nice. Aw a true bed… you will not know how much you love something/someone if you would not be separated from it for a long time… yes, I love you bed.
 

To the practice!
 

Ruby was looking nervous at Zariel, panting a little…

-         Now… be gentle, put it in slowly…

-         Y…You know it is my first time? I am a bit nervous…

-         Don’t worry… I will lead you…

-         Okay… I will be in your care

-         Not so rough you block head! Put some feelings in it! 


The atmosphere was filled with tension… he was inexperienced. Hanna? She left for few hours to check a village. Now they were left all alone.


Ding [ you have succeed while creating [Low recovery potion]] 
          [ you have gained 3 exp – 3 exp boost]



-         I did it!!
-         Hoo? First one and already a success? Even knowing the recipe it should take you some time before you would find a good amount of ingredients.
 

Yup. That was exactly what they were doing – learning creation of basic potion… what were you thinking? Easy. I exactly know what… 


The success ratio of potion creating depends of grade of potion, skills of alchemist, and combination of wisdom and intelligence… luck could be helpful too. Oh the tools used while creating was important too, but it’s more like that you won’t succeed at all if you haven’t got required accessory. Basic potion require almost only water  or alcohol and few herbs, sometimes raw, sometimes dried or sometimes putted to some specific process. 


-         Well, you will not cure any deadly disease with it, but it may be a bit helpful with fever or so. Remember - even a basic potion in hands of skilled alchemist can be very useful… oh and from time to time weak potions may be ingredient for stronger one. There is a cure for certain snake venom, that is based on the potion you have just created. It must first lay a week in dark place to mature and gain more condensation, and then it will be a core for next one.
 

Ruby is a great teacher. Oh no, Hanna is teaching me too and she is great, but Ruby has natural talent and take joy from learning others. She would be a great scholar in future. Not like she is going to be. She talks a lot about becoming adventurer in the future, but also that when she gain some more experience she would came back here.


What will I do? Get knowledge. As much as possible. Especially about politics, religions, races and so on. Looks like the Demons are living on completely different continent. They came here from time to time, mostly magicians, in order to study. There is a peace between races, for now. Don’t get me wrong. There are tensions. And racism. A lot of tensions. And a lot of racism. And humans seem to be the greatest assholes all around. They barely tolerated elves and dwarves, and they do tolerate then only because they want to use them. Dwarves has a great technology. Their armors are said to be best in world… okay, not best in world. Those would be a Godlike, Legendary, and Epic equipment. But then there is an dwarven one… on same position as demonic… okay dwarves are not all powerful and mighty, but are a way better than humans in it. And they can almost mass produce those. Elves at the other hand are – here I will shock you – great hunters and magicians! Yes I couldn’t believe in it too! Nah, but honestly, about 90% of great innovations and discovers in magic is made by elves.
 

How many races there are? TO MANY! Let’s just say a beast-kin. I know what are you hoping for – a cute girl with animals ears and tail. How do I know? Easy - I am hoping for it too.
 

After alchemy lesson we started with hex bags. And it was lesson not only for me. Ruby has a great talent in healing magic, potions, and water magic (depending on personality elements are different), but she s a bit clumsy in hex bags. And she completely sucks in summoning. Looks like her spiritualism is a bit too low and she has no natural affinity to elements, like me for nature and chaos. How do I know I have affinity for nature and chaos? 2 ways – 1. I just knew it. It is something you feel inside of you. 2. The deities. One was looking at me while I was taking a bath, another one used me as a pillow. You want an affinity? Go cuddle with a deity.
 

Creating a hex bags was a bit complicated… it’s not just throwing  ingredients to a pot. You have to weave a spell at the same time. You have no idea how mental frustrating it was.


Ding [ You have failed while creating a [Small Luck Hex Bag]] 
 [ You have failed while creating a [Small Luck Hex Bag]] 

 [ You have failed while creating a [Small Luck Hex Bag]] 


FOR FUCK SAKE! Every time, at the very end – there was a moment when I failed. While creating hex bag you have to do two things at the very same fucking time. One requiring body, another mind. You have but a small part of leather, or whatever, in what you are putting ingredients, herbs with high mana capability, some body parts, maybe some catalyst for bigger effect. Huh? Body parts? Yes. To make a luck charm the easiest way was to use… dum dum dum -> a rabbit paw!


Oh if you could see me as I heard about it. Kay, back to main problem. In your mind in the very same time, step by step, you draw a runes. Those assholes are complicated!!! And as you picture it all in your mind you have to be focused to not lost what you have already created. Those 2 thing were going all smoothly, but in the moment when you have link those 2… pure nightmare.. oh, but you will not make me stop that easy you stupid hex!!!


[ You have failed while creating a [Small Luck Hex Bag]]
 [ You have failed while creating a [Small Luck Hex Bag]]

 [ You have failed while creating a [Small Luck Hex Bag]]


Oh you little…


-         Maybe we will stop for now? – Ruby asked with begging voice.


Ding [luck event triggered
           [You have succeed while creating [Small Luck Hex Bag]]

           [You have gained 10 exp – 10 exp boost]


[Small Luck Hex Bag


The hex bag created by inexperienced witch. It rises luck of the person who carry it
 Luck +5]



-         I … I did it… - yes it is still done because of luck… I feel like cheating…

-         NO WAY! – Ruby jumped in my direction and grabbed small bag on thread that was supposed to make it a necklace like accessory… not beautiful, but useful. 

-         It… it is definitely a hex bag… a working one… how did you do it?! – aw that question sound more like accusation…

-         I was just lucky… - I didn’t lied, but it sounded more like I didn’t want to tell her… and now she looks offended. – honestly! I was almost sure I would failed! 

-         If you will get used to it you will teach me… will you?

-         Sure thing. You are learning me so I will be more then glad to return a favor.
She was a bit reassured. Yet I still can see that she is more than irritated that I surpassed her in any matter. You want to take a role of senpai? No problem with me.

-         Oh, and by the way could you please show me the way you have created that mana regeneration potion? I still don’t get this part where… - and she turned into her full mentor mode.
 

Hanna came back after 4 hours. She said that there is someone sick, and he would come in an hour or some to receive a treatment. As it was nothing serious he would be in our care. Crap. You are already throwing me at deep waters (it is something I have translated from polish word to word. I have no idea if in English you have same or similar saying. If not, then please correct me. If not – it means giving someone inexperienced a hard task right from the start).
 

It was one of the lumberjacks that I was talking to yesterday. Christopher was his name? He didn’t looked like in some extreme pain, but he was sweating and his face was a bit pale. He was making fun of his condition, something like : “it’s in not even a cold! In worse state I was grappling with bear and won”. The fact that a bear would break you in half shall remain silence Chris… 
 

We gave him my freshly cooked potion, by the way – he was not all that happy after he heard that he is about to drink a first potion of somebody who is  a witch for four days… yup I did say it to them, and then we begin to cast a healing magic. 
 

My mana was depleting fast. Effects were not wonderful either. Then I recalled that it was said that my health regeneration boost would work better in meditation state. How do I trigger it? Most of my spells works while I think or say it’s name, unlike in meditation. Soo… we’re going to improvise… in the worst case scenario I will make an idiot out of myself… or trigger some mana manifestation that would blow that hut away…
I sat on my own legs, placing bottom on heels. Then I took few deep breaths and cleared my mind. I putted my hands back on Chris and begin to pour mana through healing spell.


[The spell [Health Regeneration Boost] is being used in [Mediation] state.

 Effects will increase
 Mana consumption will decrease

 Gaining skill exp will increase]
 

Aaaaand now waiting. Told you. Level 1 spell is level 1 spell, even if it is used with other mage who is pretty skilled with it. Looks like she is using weaker spell too. Now – why is Ruby using a low grade healing spell, if she has a stronger one, no, no completely strong, or even medium grade, but a bit stronger… answer is simple – because she is a cutie… I mean, because she is dedicated teacher. While we are using same magic type, on same target, our mana flow combines. Thanks to it I can “look” into her magic structure, and this way learn faster. She do it on purpose without telling me so I can in future boost how wonderful fast-learner I am… and now tell me she is not cute… a true teacher that enjoys when her students makes progress… of course until she is surpassed, then she is depressed. 
 

Hanna after 3 hours of tormenting… I mean treating Chris, told us to stop and gave him a potion from table, and told him to take it before sleeping and on the next morning he will be all new…


-         Then… why I was being healed by those two? – Chris was doubting in sense of our actions… well I am not surprised he did.

-         Two reason youngster – first I wanted for these two to get more skilled in using  healing magic, and the other reason… well, you see – this boy has a lot of mana, way more than Ruby right now, and his mana is violent. I was curious if he can control it, and if he could heal his target and not… for example blowing it in the air. – ‘kay. It was not an answer nor me, nor Ruby, nor Christ were expecting…
As Christ rushed away from hut, Hanna started to laugh loudly. Aha, it’s just her sense of humor.

As I wanted to practice my fire magic I get a notification


[Your familiar [Sebastian] has slain a [Green Forest Rat] – 1 exp – 1 exp boost]
 [Your familiar [Sebastian] has leveled up [Sebastian] is now level 2]

 [Your skill [Summoning] has leveled up [Summoning] is level 2]


[Summoning level 2


Monster you can summon: Raven
 Number of monsters you can summon: 2]



-         Would you mind if I would summon another raven?


Ruby looked completely broken, but I think I have a way to rise her affinity… kay, Hanna told she is ok with that, even more I was told every chant of summoning is different and she want to take a closer look at mine. Ki, here we go


-         Answer my call, oh son of the sky,
 Rise your wings, and fly in the night,

 Became my eyes, I will be your guide,
 We will rise to the heavens, which we shall ignite,

 Your feathers are black, like the soul of thee,
 Your anger is wider, then the skies and the seas,

Descend with your might, oh scout of a grief 
 For the war of the gods, is about to be.

 
 

Once again runes and shadows, but waaay less complicated then when I summoned Sebastian appears … Did I screw something? It’s definitely a raven… but it lack that intelligence in eyes I saw in Sebastian’s. I screw. I am sure. Now I have some raven retard… or maybe it’s because Sebastian is special? Crap.. what if… let’s check it
 

Familiar status open – I have said in my minds. And it worked… I am an idiot for not trying it on the spot
 

Name: Sebastian
 Level:                   [2/5]

 Age:                      1
 Race:                    Raven – Summoned beast

 Class:                    Scout
 Job:                       NA

 Title:                     The omen of Death
 Hp:                        [19/20]

 Stamina:             [142/160]
 Mana:                  ?!(*@&^!(*&#%@^&*(!

 
Strength:            3

 Vitality:               2
 Endurance:        9

 Constitution:     16
 Dexterity:           41

 Reflex:                 37 
 Intelligence:      ???

 Wisdom:             ???
 Spiritualism:      ???

 
Skills:

Tracking              level 9
 Hawk eye           level 6

 Night vision       level 3
 

State:
Sealed form

 
[Sealed form

 
The owner of this state is a higher being that is locked in weakened body.

 The power of the owner is greatly reduced because of a seal. 
 The owner can for short duration of time surpassed frailty of his body. If it’s done his mana source that is used to keep him in realm will greatly vanish and will be needed to be refilled by a summoner.

The owner can release his true form and power if certain condition are met:
 - The summoner need to has a high spiritualism

 -The summoner need to has a high level of [Summoning] spell
 -The owner needs to level up and evolve several times in order to get access to his true power ]

 
What. Da… You are really special my dear Sebastian, are you? Ah, the other raven? Nope. Nothing interesting… looks like Sebastian was a jackpot, and this one is but a normal raven. Well, it’s is good to have a spare raven…

I don’t know if I have already said it but: living here is nice. It’s very calm. Or so I thought.
 

At the evening, as I was about to get back to the inn, somebody entered the hut. It was an old friend of Hanna… no, not so old, he has about 40 years. An adventurer. As me and Ruby wanted to treat him with tea, he just waved his hand to not bother ourselves, and said aloud in the Hanna direction:
 

-         There will be a war soon.
 

Yea remember as I was saying about a peaceful life for now? Yup, now I have two more words to add: “Holy crap”
            

    
        problems

    
    
    
    
                As in title. my PC went down, it should be back in a few days, but i doubt i will be able to post any chapters in 2-3 days.
            

    
        chapter 012

    
    
    
    
                Chapter today is a bit shorter, for i don't want to start new thread and then suddenly end with cliffhanger. i will also start fixing mistakes of first chapter right away.



I was meditating at a verge of the forest alongside with Ruby. I was trying to raise its level and Ruby was trying to get an affinity in order to perform a summoning magic. Will it work? I have no idea. Well… meditation is actually very complex process. Of course while performing it you have to wipe out all of your feelings and thoughts, but it’s barely a first step. 


As your mind is empty you have to… “look” inside of yourself… I have no idea how to describe it in any other way… but you see everything, every mana vein, every single thread that connect your body… and mana that flows inside. You have no idea what kind of peace embraced me when I was meditating… then, step by step you saw more and more, but not inside. Every small life form around was like tiny spark glowing it the dark. Even as I saw only for a meter all around me, it was enormous amount. Every tiny bit of grass, every ant, they were glowing like burning forest in the darkest night.


We were told to practice as Hanna and her friend were talking inside of the hut. Even as he has said that war is about to start, it still looks like we have from few months to even over a year. The tension on the boarder were getting stronger, oh between who will this war break? Between The Neira Kingdom (the one I am living right now) and … oh boy wait, I don’t want to twist anything “The Kingdom of Light blessed by Goddess of Purity under the order of Prophetess”… or Holy Kingdom for short. Reason? You want official or unofficial? Well, both of them then… it would be both because Neira is supporting mages, has pretty few magic facilities on its ground, is a nest of wickedness, for mages are being tempted by forces of evil and by abusing their powers bla bla bla…. Burn it all. The other one? Economic. The Neira Kingdom is on the way between one of lesser Dwarven Kingdom-City and Holy Kingdom. As dwarves has no magicians at all (some basic rune enchanters, but they were barely considered as mages) and has great industry and huge deposits of all kinds of minerals, gems, metals and so on, they were one of best possible economic allies that Holy Kingdom could has. Did dwarves liked Holy Kingdom then? Nope. They barely like anyone who was a non-dwarf… okay, they don’t even like each other, but business is business and they have their needs to.


And Neira? It was putting taxes on every merchant walking through its territory. It was completely normal, but if holy kingdom can pay, or not pay and even strengthen its position on politic arena then what will it chose? Oh, Neira was not an easy piece of cake, but who cares about possible losses? Prophetess definitely did not.


So, what does it means for us - the one pretty far from front line that is about to form? It will be ugly, I know, but it means moneys! Aha, how much such things like recovery potions, empowering hex bags and so on will cost? Answer is: more while there is a war going on. I am thinking about spamming my hex bag creation… oh, by the way it is difficult, even more then I thought. It’s not like if I will raise my level of it by 5 or so I will always create one. It’s more like value of attribute rise will increase, and a chance of success will slightly increase too… but it’s not like I will be able to mass produce them as I want. The only good thing about those is that I get skill exp even as I fail… less but it’s always something!


My first luck hex bag? I gave it to Ruby as thanks for teaching me. Maybe it will slightly help her while her attempts to create one…


I was sitting there for an hour. The leveling of meditation is hard. I get about 10% for 30 minutes. Aha, it’s 61,3% now thanks for our pseudo healing session with Christ.


I stood up. Ruby opened one of her eyes and looked at me with question.



-         I will practice my fire magic for a bit now, I don’t want to be completely helpless while I would be attacked – I answered question she never asked

-         Don’t you have this mana burst… or whatever you call this spell?

-         Aha, it’s pretty strong, but I don’t want to dislocate my fingers or break my wrist every time I will be in danger – I said with smile without a bit of happiness – nor blowing my friends away.


She didn’t say anything about that… but honestly, all those small fire creation gave barely any exp… I mean it has raised nicely in past 4 days… but I am not that patience… there is a difference when I am hunting and waiting for a moment to strike and the situation when I have to repeat same action over and over again… well, at least in this world it is always giving a benefit…


-         Ruby… How good you are in your water magic? – yes, you know what I want to do

-         Better then you in your fire – she said with smile. Her eyes where sparkling as she was raising from the ground. Looks like someone want to show who is better here, huh? I don’t mind. Not as long as I will get stronger. – prepare yourself, and don’t hold back. I’ll go easy on you…


Okay.. that attitude is slowly getting on my nerves. But she is magician longer, and level 9 on top of that… oh I didn’t mention it till now? At the other hand I couldn’t appraise Hanna there was only a race of human with red skull at the end of notification. And as I tried to appraisal a skull the notification says:


[Dangerous Individual detected. 


This unit has same rank as user but is over 15 levels stronger
 Avoiding aggressive behaviors is advisable]


So our Hanna is stronger that she says she is… she is over 200 years old in the end…


[User was challenge on friendly duel


This kind of duel is not life-threatening, but some injuries may occur.

 This kind of duel is used to determined the position of two individuals among themselves, or used as practice
 while friendly duel skill exp is generated 25% faster]


Oho, I have just found a good thing… Looks like I will ask Ruby for duels about at least once a day…

 
We have stood in front of each other. I was forcing my mind calm while Ruby was smiling in mocking manner.

I generated small fire bolts in my hands and threw them one after another 4 times. Ruby raised a water shield. It don’t even show any kind of damaging as my fire hit it and  vanished. She was about to say something, maybe joke about me. But those little bolts did their job. After hitting water, a steam raised in front of Ruby limiting her eye sight. I have all time needed for me to gather my 20 mana… in both hands… then I forced both of those into one… crap it is instable! Way to instable… please my dear fire bolt! Go be instable somewhere else! As I thought about if I throw it at Ruby direction… crap. Did I overdo it? 


Not at all. The bolt was in the middle of way as Ruby could see again, as only she noticed the spell she start throwing a small water balls (very small about half fist sized) at one side of the bolt. Huh, size of mine? A big one. About 40cm in diameter? As water start hitting side of my spell, it started to lose its trajectory, and it hit the ground 6 meters behind Ruby after it missed her is safe distance.


She looked at me, smirked, then she nod with recognition and start casting her offensive magic. Ts, as fire mage I will have hard time vs water one. I knew Ruby has smaller mana pool, Hanna herself said it, but I don’t want to win a fight by simply dodging while waiting as she will get tried. It won’t help me to improve myslef. Oy, those are a ice shards, are they? You kidding me? She s not going to throw them at me? I hope not. There is a difference between some burns and  being impaled by god damned ice needles! Fuck, she did throw them at me!


Let’s try same trick as Ruby did. Shitload of tiny fireballs. I barely get in time to shoot them down in midway …


[You have received  9 damage from water/cold source]


I have miss one… FUCK! It’s sticking out of my shoulder! There hasn’t been much damage, but the area it hit wasn’t a fatal one… and she threw a really few of them! If I wouldn’t defend myself from most of them I would be turn into ice hedgehog! You are brutal Ruby! Or not, she does not look like she intended to do so


-         Maybe we should stop here? We should treat that wound..

-         I am okay, it did hit no artery nor vital spot. I won’t be given rest time in battle plus I was already wounded worse… - I tried to convince her. It didn’t work judging from hers face but she kept going… she restrain herself to blocking now….


 FUCK! Why am I so useless? I am sure that she was holding herself back from the very start, yet I still get hurt! I am just lacking both defense and hard offensive power. I can throw spells only in line or in vertical parabolic, while trowing bolt to the front and up while giving it less momentum. In certain point in the air it would stop raising and start falling. Those were not enough to break even through her basic shield, for I simply can’t control the fire as I already cast it. Not to the point of using it in battle.


How to attack her while having as limited patterns of attack as I have at the moment? Something ding inside… not, it was not notification now! I just got an idea. Don’t know if it will work, but what’s the better time to check it out if not now? Ruby saw my difference in behaving. 


I started condensing mana in both hands.. th, it will barely be enough to finish this move. then I will be done. I have once more connected my hands creating a flame that was shaking violently and threw it in parabolic trajectory. Then immediately I started creating another condensated  fire in my right hand, and my left hand was shooting small balls one after another, to disturb those that she sent in order to stop  the grant fire bolt. As my another bolt was fished I shoot it away, but not at Ruby,  but above her. Those 2 bolts collided with each other creating pretty big explosion, that shattered the Ruby water shield and pushed her on the ground. Oh, she was unhurt, it was but a shock wave that was emitted and disturbed her balance.
 

I have almost no mana left. The headache hit me next. And notification about mana exhaustion. I had to sit on the ground. And I fainted. Looks like this whole mana exhaustion is pretty dangerous. Note for future me: don’t deplete your mana to fast. 


I was drifting into warm dream. I hope I deserved some rest…
 

I woke up in bed inside of the Hanna Hut. This bed was used by sick one for the time of treatment. Was I in so bad condition? Think not. My shoulder was bandaged, and strong aroma of herbs was being emitted from beneath it. Uh?


[The [Fire magic] has leveled up [Fire magic] is now level 2


Your control over fire elements has increased
 The power of your fire spells has increased

 You have new manifestation: orb of fire]


 Someone was talking pretty loud in next room


-         What were you thinking? I told you to not use ice magic just on left and right! I know you were curious about how strong it is, but you should be more responsible! And definitely not using it on other human as experiment! 

-         I know… I didn’t mean to… as only I triggered it, it just happened and I couldn’t stop it! The numbers of projectiles were to high! I didn’t want to create so many of them!

-         The mage true power is not how many spells he or she has, not how strong they are, but how they control it… you said… that boy detonated one fire bolt with another? He surpassed his limits of power using trick instead of spell… it would be the same as exploding bolt – a medium class fire spell… to do it, the bolt that is created has two layers, the outside is but merely a cover of fire, its core is another one, violent, that upon contact trigger explosion to both destroy everything it hits and cover it on fire. If your water shield was not that strong, and he was not that exhausted you could be hurt badly too… I have 2 apprentices and both of them are morons.  Just kill each other already and I will have all peace in the world – aw that grumpy side of her. She is showing her care of us by complaining.


Now, let’s check what that fire orb is… you are kidding me? just floating fire ball!? It’s spell used as vision source in darkness… it will have some offensive value in future… but now only if someone would walk directly into it… even more as I could barely move already casted one… GUH. The only thing that made my current humor any better were few notifications of Sebastian and Walter hunting some preys increasing both mine and theirs levels. 


I have nothing better to do… meditation? 2 hours more and it should level up. Okay, let’s connect it with regeneration boost… why not improve 2 things instead of one if you can?


[You are using [Health Regeneration Boost] in [Meditation] stance
Effects will improve

 Mana consumption will decrease]
 

[The spell [Health Regeneration Boost] is being used on you
 you are given +1.8 hp regeneration per 12h]

 
… it’s slow… I still have no idea what is my basic health regen… I want to improve my alchemy… and hex bags… uh! Um… for a moments… jus to check how much is my regeneration boost improving without meditation… 1.1 hp/12h… it’s low! But if it’s also improving the effects of potions and so… guh, don’t wait for me! I will be healed back in about 4 days!


[The [Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up. [Nature Healing magic] is now level 2


The power of nature based healing spells will increase

 The mana consumption Of Nature based healing spells will decrease
 New manifestation: detoxification]


[The [Meditation] has leveled up. [Meditation] is now level 2


Intelligence rise by 1

 Wisdom rise by 1
 Spiritualism rise by 1] 


Oh, that is what they meant by mental capability increase with level… good in “late game” when leveling up will be pain in the ass… but 6 hours for rising my stats by 3? and it will take longer and longer. But meditation improves effects of few spells, which is nice.


Hanna checked me after an hour or so, scolded me for being idiot that thinks only about getting hurt, then she replaced bandage, gave me a book about basic alchemy and throw few ingredients on bed telling me to practice hex bag creation as only I get better.



As I was appraising ingredient I was rewarded with another skill up


[The [Appraisal] has leveled up. The [Appraisal] is now level 4


Appraising target will give more information about target
 If target is not much stronger then user his hp bar will be revealed

 If target is not much stronger then user his state will be revealed
 Gives information about creature/plant/object rank]

 

-         How are you – now the Ruby was the one who walked inside. I appraised her… it was instinct. 


[Name:                                 Ruby Stormcaller
 Level:                                    9/50

 HP:                                         117/120
 Creature Rank:                 C

 Adventure Rank:             None
 State:                                   Curse [Seal of Four Wings]




[Seal of Four Wings
This curse is used to bond certain magic traits of this state owner.

 The Curse is considered as powerful and require long time preparation alongside with rare ingredients.
 Currently bonded trait: Affinity [Chaos], Affinity [Nature], Affinity [Water], Affinity [Earth]

 This curse was casted by Emma Stormcaller]


-         Ruby… do you know someone called Emma Stormcaller – I knew it would be someone from her family..but…

-         It was my mother! How do you know her name? I have never told you! Neither did Hanna…




Crap. Now it will get interesting…
            

    
        question 4 u guyz

    
    
    
    
                So, i have already told you, that story in my head is more or less done, BUT! there is no fun if everything is already created and you just post the shit... let's put some chaos... if you want to... do you like to read about human, and wait till he's 50 to rank up? ot you want me to fuck something up? TO THE POLE!!!
            

    
        chapter 013

    
    
    
    
                Ok., so there is 30% for human and 70% for a monster like one… but what is bad? There are only 3 options for now! A half vampire (with djinn), a demon-ogrish-oni-something and kitsune… really? No, no - those are good but… really? There are so many of weird shit you could suggest… so many mythologist… none from America to throw here some native myths? (by native I mean those before Columbus… Wendigo and shit? I am not too good in those myth), no one from Nordic Nations? I wanted some diversity… kay’ I will not force any ideas into you. In the end I want you to participate in this story creation… but please… spam some ideas… or environment… the semi-flying one? The one that can live under a water? MORE CREATIVITY! Or chimeras. Chimera-kind is good too
 

Oh, and I allowed myself to not take a mecha-pedo-bear-kun as a possibility…  don’t get me wrong, pedobear kun is ok, but I am not that hard into loli concept (yes I know loli is justice…but maybe not… at least not now…)
 

I will wait few days more for more ppl to vote in pole… in the end we can easily say that it’s 3:7 ratio… but it’s also about 20 votes difference – so not that hard to turn a table. But if monsters would win, I want to have a bit bigger pool of monster…so please get to the work  :3
 

 
Before chapter note: I will skill him up a bit till the time you will change (or maybe not) his race. We don’t want to have a demon basing on strength race that will spam only int/wis/spir. So his leveling up will be a bit postponed. And I will threw some quests. Enjoy

 
 

To the chapter:
 

 
So, let’s sum it up. Ruby is strong in magic, but has no affinities, she was being taught magic by Hanna, as her mother died, BUT as she was still living she has her magic sealed… what the… how she could has magic sealed if she was taught after her mother has died?! Something is fishy here.. I think I should talk with Hanna first… but Ruby is looking at me with those eyes that demand an answer… What the hell should I do?!

 

-         Ruby… I think I have to talk with Hanna… in private… right now…

-         Sure thing, as only as you tell me how do you know the name of my mom!
 

 
CRAP! I have to tell something! But it’s probably better to not say stuff like: “I have just obtained power that allows me look into ones souls, determinate it’s powers and states, and I have just found that your mother put a curse on you, that stopped your magic, before you actually learned one…” Not a good idea… damn! Think! You have spammed that intelligence for a reason!

 

-         Something is waking inside of me Ruby… I know stuff I have never learned before… I really have to talk with Hanna! – okay… it was not a complete lie… but now she may think about me as some weirdo… or threat… or weird threat.

-         I… I will call Hanna – a good girl… but Hanna will be in village now, so it will take her some time to find her and bring her back
 

So I decide to practice a little:
 

[You have failed while attempt of creating [Small Hex Bag]]…crap
 [You have failed while attempt of creating [Small Hex Bag]]… oh you little!

 [You have failed while attempt of creating [Small Hex Bag]]… you are kidding me…
 [Luck event triggered]

 [You have succeed while creating [Small Agility Hex Bag]]
 [You gained 5 exp – 5 exp boost]




 
[Small Agility Hex Bag

 
Hex Bag created by Zariel – an inexperienced witch.

 Dexterity of the one possessing it is risen by 4
 Reflex of the one possessing it is risen by 3]

 
It is… incredible good one… or maybe a luck was bad one? Or maybe because luck is a hided trait that you have usually no access to it…

 
[You skill [Hex Bag Creation] has leveled up. [Hex Bag Creation] is now level 2

 
The chances of success while creating Hex Bags  will rise

 The bonus attributes added to hex bags will be higher]
 

Sweet! Now let’s try a little…
 

-         @*&#^*#^!!@#%

 

 
What was that? Some kind of whispers? From where!? I raised from a bed and walked outside the room where injured villagers were treated… I was taking a step by step… into Hanna personal laboratory. She has never told us to stay away from it, but we were not walking in there just because we were honoring her privacy… but this whisper is so alluring… 

 
There were many books, chests, herbs, books, some kind of weird instruments, books, runes, books… and books. I heard it again… more clearly than before… I could almost understood words… DAMN! WHERE ARE YOU

 

-         Here… come closer… I am here… just few more steps… Can it be you can hear me, boy? Turn right… yes, yes! closer! Beneath a table…

-          
I pull… another book. But this one was strange, completely black, covered in leather… and bonded! It was covered in chains, belts, runes and many more…

 

-         Feed me boy… just a drop of your blood… what do you desire? If you pay, I can give it to you… the price is simple – the currency with the true value! A ducat of soul… your blood. Just please… release me from these chains… sign a pact… BECOME MY MASTER!

-         What are you doing here, boy? – it was Hanna.. but I almost didn’t pay her attention… this voice was so tempting… the voice of young girl… the one who calls her lover, oh I did answer her, but it was like I barely considered my actions… like I am doing nothing wrong

-         This book is calling me… I am just wondering how I should open it… - the book was ripped away from my hands, I groaned in irritated manner, as if someone would deprive me of my life supporting resources… - what are you doing!? – I hissed… THE HELL!? I hissed like some enraged snake! For a moment I considered  jumping on Hanna and taking it back!
 

 

-         Hanna… what was that? – I was really confused… I didn’t intended to walk into her private room at all… normally I would turn back…
 

 

-         What are you boy? – Not this question again!!! – you have a name of the ancients, you were putted into one of the most dangerous rituals in order of making a super mage, you can grasp pretty well every aspect of being a witch… everyone has some talents and skills that they would never learn no matter how much would they study… but you do progress like some kind of prodigy… you have said aloud a name of Ruby mother, that you have never met nor heard about her, and now… you are saying me that Grimorie of the Fallen was calling you? It was given to me because the council of mages were thinking, that no dark mage interested in it nor compatible  with it would seek it here – in the middle of nowhere… I will ask it one more time boy – who are you? – Ruby was staying behind her, shit things are not getting better – and now better answer without hiding anything, no more half-truth, or else you can get out of this village.
 

 
 

FUCK. Better and better. I am still not prepared to leave this place! I am to weak! I don’t know the entire map, races, kingdoms and their politics! I can’t afford to be kicked away now! I also want to repay for everything they gave me… I have no other way…
 

 

-         It’s not like I wanted to lie to you… it’s true, that I have awoken in the forest almost 3 weeks ago… but before it I… you will not believe me…. I have met a … - the pain hit my throat. I couldn’t make a sound… something was burning on my neck… CRAP!
 

 
[The [Seal of Silence] was temporarily  putted on the user.

 
 

User is prohibited to mention his connections with gods, deities, reveling any information about circles and the fact that he is not natural inhabitant of this world in any way.
Seal will vanish in: 0h:0m:59s]

 
 

I looked at the mirror that was hanging on the wall of the room. On my neck some kind of sigil was glowing… okay it’s all funny that you have silenced me, but why do it have to hurt like a bitch!?
 

 
Ruby and Hanna looked at each other. Seem they know this kind of spell. As the spell vanished I looked up to the roof in directions of sky…. And probably heavens… and said quietly:

 
 

-         Nice gift you gave me as goodbye, assholes…
-         Zari… I know this kind of spell… it’s rare, but it has some blind spots… we can ask you a question… and you will nod or shake if you can answer it and do nothing if you can’t…
Are you here by your own will?

 
 

How the fuck am I supposed to answer it? I have raised my shoulders with “I have no idea” manner
 

 

-         Are you here to do some harm?
 

Shake
 

-         Are you some kind of spy
 

Shake
 

-         Did you know about this book?
 

Shake
 

-         Where you sent here by someone?
 

Nod
 

-         A king?
 

Shake
 

-         A mage?
 

Oh crap… you want to mention every possible occupation from king to librarians? I start shaking like a mad man.
 

-         Not a human?
 

Nod
 

-         An Elf? -… here we come again? I will break my neck if you keep asking these questions.
 

-          A senile creature? – FOR FUCK SAKE!? CAN YOU EVEN CALL A GOD LIKE BEING A SENILE!?
 

A nod with “ I am not sure”
 

-         A dragons? … no .. I don’t want to play like that…

-         A gods?... – finally. I looked her deeply in eyes and didn’t move.
 

Now she was pale.
 

-         Which one? – I hope I have some time… as I could saw it already the sigil in turning itself on after few words… maybe I will do the same this time too? Let’s try…

-         Everyone! – I yelled before falling on the floor while grasping for air. They helped me to raise. Now the time was longer… needed to wait 2 minutes… 2 minutes of agony! Those assholes… they exactly knew that the pain of fighting for breath is the one I hate the most!... at the other hand… who would be stupid enough to say he is some kind of freak from the other world? I will never tell this again… to no one… ever… but those two… I owe it to them.

-         Never mention it to anyone… never ask me again… please… - I was exhausted I wanted to rest for now… but one more thing… - Ruby… could you leave us for now? I have something to ask Hanna… but I would like to be alone with her.
 

 
Ruby only nodded and walked outside from the hut. Hanna was looking nervously at me.

 
 

-         Answering your question… I have no idea what I am… as I get some power inside of me… I could just “pick” who I want to be… one of possibilities was a mage… and it happened. But there is something I have to ask you… why does Ruby’s mother put a seal on her?

-         How do you know?

-         Can’t answer – actually I can… just don’t want to. – I just know. And I can see that she bonded her magical affinities. You mind telling me how it is possible for someone to have affinities years before she started studding magic? And how we can get rid of it?
 

 
Hanna wasn’t looking pleased. Like I yet again bring some awful memories.

 
 

-         Ruby’s mother was my friend. She was a witch too, pretty powerful one. And Ruby could use magic since a kid, she was one of those who were born with magic. But as a child she has no control over it, such a words like: control, balance, good or evil, were beyond her level of understanding. If some cat would scratch her, she would drown it. Same if someone looked with hateful gaze at her or her mother. Oh, there are few kids with power since birth… but not so powerful, unstable or violent. So her mother sealed them… and erased her memories.
 

 
Okay. It was… cliché? No honestly… if you can imagine a story of someone’s mother who put at hers child a seal… that a reason is almost obvious… “to protect the one I love…” and it’s… boring… honestly… I was almost looking to get some kind of…[Ding]… quest

 
 

[You have been given a quest]
 


 [Your friend – Ruby – is under a curse that seals her powers. As she is mature now and is able to control herself there is no longer a need for her to have her powers reduced.

Create a potion that will release her from her weakening state.
You will require:

Medium potion creation and following herbs:]
 

 
Aaand there was a list… a big one. There was also a possibility of hiring a priest, but there was an info, that my reward will be way smaller.

 
 

A medium potion creation… I have a basic… how long will I have to grind it till it evolve? 10 levels? 100?! Something between?


  
And ingredients - some looks like they are pretty rare… but those are my least worry for now. I know how I will collect those.

 
 

-         Hanna, would you mind if I would break it?

-         Such spells are almost… no, if I can say something about you, it would be that there are no impossible things for you to do… you can try. But do you know what are you even trying to undo?

-         Sure I know. I do even know ingredients required for it.
 

 
Oh, if you could see Hanna’s face… something like “he must be kidding” then it change to “but it is impossible” and finally to “whatever”.

 
 

-         I have but one thing to ask you. Give me every book about alchemy. And as many ingredients as possible. I will start mass producing basic potions, that you could sell… 50% for me? just kidding… 25%? Ok. Deal.

-          
 

I wanted to take my leave from a room but I stopped in the doors. I turned back once again and looked at black book, that this whole time kept whispering… something is wrong… it couldn’t be there without a purpose. Not in all that godlike shit happening all around.
 

 

-         Walter! Sebastian! – two ravens flew to me. – I have a job for you. – Sebastian was looking as calm as ever, but Walter was all fired up. Haha, If I would tell them to go, Walter would fly away immediately and maybe, MAYBE  after 10 or so minutes he would flew back to “ask” what is he supposed to do.
 

 
I have opened a book about basic alchemy, and show them drawings of some plants. They flew away. This way I have secured my herbs supply… just if Hanna didn’t want to give me few of her more precious one… oh it already happened. As I asked her about Silver Blade Grass, and she just shocked her head and told that she will need it to some very specific potion… bad luck. Can’t have everything you want. Now…

 
 

[You have successfully created [Low Health Regeneration Potion]]
 [You have gained 3 exp – 3 exp boost]

 [You have successfully created [Low Stamina Regeneration Potion]]
 [You have gained 3 exp – 3 exp boost]

 [You have successfully created [Low Mana Regeneration Potion]]
 [You have gained 3 exp – 3 exp boost]

 
[Your skill [Basic Potion Creation] has leveled up. [Basic Potion Creation] is now level 2

 
Your potion will be more potent now

 Chances of creating stronger potion will rise
 Ingredient consumption while creating potion will decrease

 Success ratio of creating potion will rise – it still depends mostly on type of potion and how many times user has already created this kind of potion]
 



2 is done… at least 8 more to go. This will be a busy week.
            

    
        chapter 014

    
    
    
    
                We are slowly getting to the point when I will shut the pole. For now non-humans are winning. I will shut it on Saturday. Why not tomorrow? I am going for a whole day to the university, and probably will have no more will left to write anything as I get back.


Ps. There is still too small amount of monsters… at the beginning  I was thinking that I won’t be able to fit them all to the pole… now I think I will have to add  few by myself… you have failed me… :C

 

 

 

I was singing quietly a song from my Word. Oh, I do hope that no one will hear me… it was a bit … dark one? I used to listen kind of heavier music, like rock, heavy metal and so on, so as you can guess the lyrics was not about planting flowers and living a happy life in eternal friendship. More like: “let’s kill them all”, “we will bring war”, “we hail the dark gods”, “the world belong to me”, and so on. Why was I singing? Because after 4 hours of potion making I could do more stuff with my mind turned off – complete autopilot.

 

Those potion were not complicated. Mostly – boil the water, then add some leafs of plant A, wait till the water will get soaked with leafs essence, then add some powder from dried root of plant B, wait till it get cold again, in the other bowl may similar essence from herbs C and D, then add both essences and remove everything that is not liquid. I did fail from time to time, but it was really a rare event. It was slow – that whole exping shit. Oh I didn’t mention it – I haven’t slept this night. Yup I was creating potion all this time. Reasons? I wanna to fix Ruby as fast as possible… and another one is that in few days someone from army would come here to buy as many potions as he can. And I want a cash. Cash is never a bad thing!

 

I was singing a stuff about bringing despair to the world

 

[You have succeed while creating [Basic Health Regeneration Potion]

 [You have gained 3 exp – 3exp bonus]

 

Now some stuff about how I would kiss a sun for goodbye to live eternal life.

 

[You have succeed while creating [Basic Health Regeneration Potion]
 [You have gained 3 exp – 3 exp bonus]

 [Your familiar [Sebastian] has slain [Green Forest Rat] – 1 exp – 1 exp bonus]

 [Your familiar [Walter] has slain [Green Forest Rat] – 1 exp – 1 exp bonus]

That’s a nice life – I can just spam potions creation to earn some money, improve skills, and in meanwhile exp some more thanks to familiar. Even more - those bastards would make a great scouts!... or spies. Just sent them to sit inside of some royal family park and make him watch and listen, thanks to memory link they can transfer everything they saw, heard or even felt… but I don’t like the last one… I mean, while you are doing it you feel as you would be placed inside a bird’s body… weird sensation.


Now… about what should I sing now… O-ho-ho, that will be good… Ding


[You have learned a new skill [Singing]]


[Singing level 1


Depending about what user is singing about, various effects may occur.
 May increase user’s Charm, if right song is sing

 May increase user’s Charisma, if right song is sing
 May increase morale of friends or may put frightened effect on enemies

 The effects rise with user’s charisma or/and charm

 The quality of singing rise with this skill level]

 

…

What

…

The

…

Hell?


I tried not to laugh… I don’t want to be a Bard!!! Wait, what does it mean that the quality increase with level?! You want to tell me that just a second ago, as I was singing without a skill, I was making so terrible sounds, that gods themselves decided to gave me this skill because they were in pain of listening me?!  I WAS NOT THAT BAD!!!


Tsh, I start singing once again. Some diversity now, something peaceful.


-         Oh, somehow you are better… a bit… still I am wondering how all those glasses are intact. Are you using some magic in order to empower they durability? – ah, it’s Ruby

-         I am not that bad! 

-         As I woke up and listen to that… singing? For a bit, I was sure that you are getting tortured. Literally as you would be skinned alive. Now you sound more like you are skinned alive … but with gag on mouth. So yes, just a bit better.

 

You know what!? I am here trying all my best to level up my alchemy in order to cure her, and she’s making fun of me! What a ungrateful bi… easy me. Hanna told her everything.  This is her way to react and distress. But is my singing THAT bad?!


-         Haha! Now you are all sulky! Aww, you really like singing huh? Too bad you are soooo horrible… haha – I will poison her. No, honestly! Instead of cure I will gave her an extract of lailora’s leafs..she will not die… but she will get sooo crazy diarrhea…. the he… looking on ingredients of cure, the color should be same… thehe…hehehe.hahaha.HAHAHAHA ethe, I mean…

-         And now you look like you are plotting something terrible… - damn, she’s good

-         Me? I am as innocent as an angel!

-         … I think we know different angels… Angels in this world are celestial beings summoned by high-priests. They can “purify” whole city in an hour… and by purifying I mean burning it to the ground…

-         … Crap… - actually I do remember similar things… Angels as nice cherubs was shown only as a commercial icon… Meaning of “Seraph” was even something like “the one who is burning”, “the one who carries the fire”… and wasn’t it an Angel who destroyed cities Sodom and Gomorrah in the Bible?

-         No – seriously, you look like you want to feed me with that poison of lailora’s leafs that Hanna showed you the day before… - what the… how is she doing it?! It’s not normal!! – hey… you really wanted to gave me that poison!

-         I… was considering it – I bended truth a little

-         No. You wanted to give it to me before you would gave me the correct one, saying something like, that you make a mistake cuz of color similarity or so… - …how?! HOW?!!? FOR GODS AND DEVILS! Has she some clairvoyance spell?

-         How can you say? Are you some kind of witch?... Wait, don’t answer the last one.

-         Umm… Zari… I do appreciate what you are doing for me… and… I just wanted to say my thanks… I have no idea why you are trying this hard for me… but really, thanks

 

Oh no. No, no, no and no! I can already see what kind of end this path leads. No Ruby! Don’t follow this path! I mean… you are cute and all, but I doubt that I will stay here for a long time, maybe month. Maybe 2. Maybe even half a year. But it will end someday, and you will make things difficult for both of us. I like you, really, I want to help you cuz I really treasure you. But I am but a pawn on chessboard of gods and I have no idea where and when they will move me.

 

They can say that I am the one who forge my own destiny, they even gave me a title, but they kept messing with me all this time and I doubt they will stop it soon. I can’t bond with anyone now, I can’t fall in love… not till I am strong enough to protect all I will find dear from the gods themselves…. Maybe in the future Ruby… If we met ever again.

 

-         I want to repay all kindness you two gave to me. you take me in – a stranger, you taught  me, you showed me the good and bad sides of this world and who should I be wary of. If I can repay just a bit of my debt, I will gladly do… plus I can improve my potion creation in the same time…

-         You are saying half truth again – she smiled. How can she know all this stuff… she is reading my mind and heart as some open book – you just simply have your own way to path. You find yourself not powerful nor mature enough. Or maybe you even don’t want to put us in risk, as you are bonded with all these gods. This only show how strong and mature you truly are. Hehe, someone so magnificent truly can’t be from this world…

 

She kissed tip of my head. Fuck. Fuck. FUCK. FUUUCK! Why did you do this to me? it’s  impossible! Now I will be a threat for both of you! They said that they want me to get stronger, if they would find I can think about living a steady life here… I don’ t want to think about it. What is the problem for a god to sent a small calamity upon a village in the middle of nowhere.

 

I didn’t answer.  Ruby left the room. Then I have said quietly:

 

-         Don’t you even dare to lay a finger on this girl. I will meet your expectations. But I dare you… I double dare you… if you hurt anyone I care for… I will start doing a nasty things.. oh, I do know I can’t hurt a deity directly, but somehow I do imagine that murdering your followers is not pleasant for any of you… Leave. Them. Alone.





Pov change




The black-haired deity giggled:


-         See? Told you he is a smart one. He desire power for many reasons, oh surly he want the fame, glory, wealth and so on, but he also want to gain power in order to claim something he desire to protect… friends, teachers… maybe even lovers? So please Luxia… can you stop them, before he will turn against us?

-          

 

She said it looking at over 200 archangels that were about to descend. If one angel can purify a city… archangel… well, let’s just say is a waaaay stronger angel…

 

 

-         You always have a tendency to use more power to do stuff that is required... by more power I would say that in order to turn on a candle, you would burn a forest – she giggled… how many times did she laugh in past millennia? Once? Twice maybe?! And now she can’t put on her face her normal bored expression. It is not a bad thing thought… 
 

The deity of light stopped her one of most powerful harbingers from descending.

 

-         Such a powerful will and gorgeous courage this boy posses… it’s a bad thing that we is bounded with chaos already… he would be a wonderful paladin, such a shame – one of archangels whispered – even more, an arch devil is kept as his guard… he will have a bad influence at the boy… he could still atone for his sins of impurity and became a saint… but he is swallowed more and more by darkness…

-         Aww, you silly fool, he is way above such thing like saints or sinners… chaos is but a way for him to unleash his powers… to express himself, actually he may even be able to use all three elements of balance at the same time… that would be fun! Nature as neutral can combine with most of other elements… even as it may be difficult with other main… like chaos… or order, ah pardon! You prefer to call it purity? Light? I can’t keep tracking your naming of same stuff as you name it different every decade…. Thehe

 

Archangels were furious. But didn’t dare to move a finger. Not in front of creature that can eradicate them with single word.

 

-         Buuut! It’s getting boring…. Maybe we should… push him a little?

-         Is he the one who should be guided by hand every time he is hitting some kind of bottleneck? He need to improve himself. A child that has rocks removed from his path as he is growing, as an adult will stumble over a grain of sand…  He is still improving faster than any creature around. 5 levels in 2 weeks? Some mortals don’t reach this level for their whole life!

-         And they are useless! They are pathetic! Desire nothing! Improving nothing! And if you don’t want to help him this much, why did you give him this quest?!

-         … I thought you did it…

-         … but if not you… nor I… then w… Aira, really? Again?!…

 


Pov re-change


 

[Your skill [Basic Potion Creation] has leveled up. [Basic Potion Creation] in now level 9]

 

Two and half week. IT TOOK ME TWO AND HALF WEEK! I have no idea how much potions I have made. I know that a military guy is now sending someone every 3 days with a small carriage to collect all these potions… and he is paying a shitload of moneys. With every level my potion were getting a bit more and more potent. Oh, from the last time I can appraise them too! The 1st one I have ever created were improving natural regeneration by 50%. Now, as I can add more effects, it can improve natural regeneration by 450% … and gives small detoxification bonus… and those are worth much more - how much? After some bargains… I mean… negotiation with Hanna I was able to put moneys she gave me from sale up to 50%... and how much gold I do have now?

 

[Ring of life eater

 

Stored :           1 Lesser Monster Core

                        7 Gold 81 silver 11 copper]

 

To your info. It’s a lot! 10 coppers could let you rent a room with 3 meals for a day… I can live doing nothing for next 21,4 years… And I am a newbie  alchemist… not even medium

 

Gilbert flew to me and put a herb on the table, who is Gilbert? My new familiar! Alongside with Remus…. So my summoning is level 4? Actually it’s 5… but I get notification, that I have a slot to summon other kind of familiar. Looks like every time I level it up I can summon another familiar, and every 5 I can get access to new monster type. Why I didn’t summon  different monster?

 

CUZ I DON’T HAVE ONE!!! It says I need to study or tame, or bond or whatever with a creature by myself. Or class up. I d probably get another summon race if I would pick a druid as I rank up…

 

Oh, and I have leveled up! Didn’t allocate points for now. It was tempting to put all into attributes of mind to increase power of potion. But I will do it later. the greatest pain in the ass is that I have no time to rank up my other skills! No time for healing anyone, no time play with fire, no time for hexes! Damn, let’s distress a little

 

I started humming again.

 

[Your skill [Singing] has leveled up. [Singing] is now level 4]

 

Ah, I have no time to level up any skill but this one… kay. Looking at how much it takes to level it up I will need 2 or 3 more days and night to…

 

-         Are you even sleeping? – that’s Hanna

-         Good morning to you too teacher. Yes I have ate already, yes I feel fine, nice you ask, and…

-         Did. You. Have. A. Sleep. In. This. Week? – oho. A pause between every word.

-         I don’t have to. I am running on stamina potions – I grinned. But I still miss a bed. I know, that if I would lay on bed right now I would fall asleep immediately.

-         Your mind needs rest too, the exhaustion of your mind is no less dangerous than a body!

-         And this is a reason why I add something extra to those… - crap. Didn’t mean to say that

-         What do you add boy?

-         Umm some relaxing herbs?!

-         You are making a drugs? Booooy…

-         IT’S FOR PERSONAL USE!  I don’t sell those to some kids from the village… they even wouldn’t have enough moneys to pay for it…

-         If you would get addicted…

-         I won’t! I know how to dose it! Even more! I do know that it’s based on spider’s venom so I am caution with it! I have only about a hour or so of trip in the middle of the night and then I am all ready to go more!

-         … I would forbid it if you wouldn’t be doing it for Ruby.

-          

 

I didn’t say anything from this moment. I want to put my hands on healing potions recipe. Those are different. Completely other class that those craps I am making right now.

 

 

Difference? The regeneration potions, as the name says, are improving already possessed healing ability, they would be great for orcs, ogres, goblins and so on… for creatures with insane regeneration ability. But healing… Regeneration has it limit. You drink it and then the wound that wound normally take a week to heal wound close in 2-3 days. Healing potion will close them in few minutes. They are liquid miracles.

 

 

 And require at last advanced level of alchemy… yes, those would be something like medium potion creation for me.

 

 

There are many different potion too, not only healing one and poisons, there are one that for a certain duration of time would increase your stats, sharpen your senses… make you invisible… aha, I was collecting my jaw from the floor to as I heard it.

 

 

But! There is always but! You need to have a recipe (which I don’t) and rare ingredients (how can I know how rare they are as I have no recipe?)… and they are pricy. How pricy? 50 gold coins and more. I work for ALMOST 3 weeks ALMOST without a break and I was able to earn 7… let’s just say that if I would get all moneys for it (I am not paying for ingredients – some I get from Hanna some my birdies are collecting) it would be about 15. About 2 months of insane work for one recipe! You are kidding me!

 

 

Oh, there are ways to not pay for it… a contract. You would cook those potions for guilds, but you would be working rat for them.  If they find a skillful alchemist they do everything they can to keep them for themselves… bribes… ordering assaults, paying the assassins… funny stuff.

 

 

I stretched myself on the chair, throw a hateful gaze at laboratory devices and started creating potion again.

 

 

Fuck… so close yet so far. If it would not evolve after it hits level 10 I would probably start trying to cook this potion without a skill. As long as my luck would trigger it.

 

 

I am just simply done! If not counting some potions improving stats, that I do not intend to sell, then I would be doing a 2 kind of potions for almost three weeks! Stamina regen, health regen, stamina regen, health regen, over and over again? Why not mana potions? They are not selling well. There are not many mages in army, and they usually take care of their own needs… some basic mana storing rings and so on…

 

 

Did I mention that about week ago my exp boost expired? 

 

 

Okay, first – boil a water, then put a leafs till you get an essence…

 


 
            

    
        Another pole!!!

    
    
    
    
                So... i said i would not shut the pole till tomorrow... SURPRISE MOTHA FOKA! No, honestly i reached conclusion that you would like to have more time to vote, and that human fraction would not win. So . I will not add any races from me. We will base only on what you have created! Maybe this way i will motivate you to talk with me!!!

Oh,i think that i d put at least 2 chaps before i d star all that changing
            

    
        chapter 015

    
    
    
    
                As I am writing it The Foxy-kun is winning. Not far behind the dhanpir and shapeshifter are catching it tail. Then, there is a demon. Kay’ as it looks like those 4 are the one who are winning I will say just a few stuff how the story would more or less follow depending on a race (how he will behave and fighting style. I was cooking it up for this day)

-         Foxy-kun – full mage ( don’t be surprised! show me one kitsune, that is not using magic to nuke enemy down – we’re not counting kyubi!) aaand he will be fluffy cuddle buddy… with some pride. He will have no evolve. Not at all till 99lvl. Every 11 or so lvls he will grown a tail. Oh, I do consider making him a monster instead of beast-kin. Just for lols. As he get stronger he will have one shape shift – to beast mode, as he do it, his physical power will increase, but he will not be able to use most of his magic
 

-         50-50 dijin-vamp – that will be mix of all as the story will follow, will add rogue 1st to make him some self-enchanting assassin, then I will add something like fencing skill – he will be some kind of monster aristocrat… but it will take time too. He will be a hated one (especially at beginning… you know… some evil spirit in undead body is not someone who you imagine as the hero of a nation… or your drink buddy) but then I want to do some stuff to happened and got him a few buddies
 

 

-         Shapeshifter… how shapeshifter is fighting? BY SHAPESHIFTING GODDAMNIT! And he will be some kind of druid – usually druids get shapeshifting by meditation balance and shit… but we will make him more… violent? MWAHAHAHAAHA. The lonely type. Oh it will not be a one-hero story till the end, but it will be more like that he will always stay neutral, not getting permanent bonds with any organization. ACTUALY I think I will name his race something like Divine Chimera, or so. More description in next chapter – no matter of who wins… if I will not forget xD
 

-         The demon – as in vampire, but he will get a warrior 1st. And as he would get a rogue sup class, he would not get any stealth skill, more like who d get more agile… maybe smth like dual wielder? He will grown a bit bigger but not 2.2meter and higher. I wanted to make him semi-samurai. His magic will be a bit… “blocked”? it’s not what I want to say, but he will get harder to summon ect, but his self enchanting (especially pure force) will hit completely new level. I already have for him a VERY SPECIAL magic-related skill. And of course his magic will be mostly nuking one. (bit weak at first, but fire bolt FTW)
 

Keep voting, as from next, or next chapter I will start his non-humanity to begin! 
 

To thy chapter!! 
 

 
 

[Your skill [Basic Potion Creation] Has leveled up. Your skill [Basic Potion Creation] is now level 10]
 [Condition met. Your skill [Basic Potion Creation level 10] will now rank up to [Medium Potion Creation level 1]

 
[Medium Potion Creation level 1


Allow user to create more complex potions.

 Poisons created by user will be 25% more potent
 Healing Potions created by user will be 25% more potent

 Every Potion created by user may have bonus effect]
 

-         Hahaha… ahahahah… HAHAHAHAHA!!! – I went into my completely insane mode… it didn’t took me 3 days to level it up. It took goddamned 5 whole days and nights! No sleeping! Barely  eating! Almost no talking! Who cares that it is the middle of the night?! I fucking did it!!!
 

-         Zair!! What happened! Are you all right? – Ruby was sleeping just now, but it looks like my joy wake her up… and probably half of the village too…
 

 

-         It’s too late for him. I was afraid of it. He finally overdosed that venom…
 

-         HE WAS TAKING A VENOM? AND YOU ALLOWED IT?
 

 

-         In small doses mixed with right potions it is putting the one who takes it into semi-sleep state, helps to relax and removes mental exhaustion… he said he would be alright
 

-         HE IS NOT
 

 

-         I AM ALRIGHT GODS DAMN IT! I just did it! I have almost everything I need! Now I can create that potion! I have skill! I almost have ingredients for I have order my familiars to collect them… I can start creating right n… - huh? Everything is blurry?
 

I have fall back on my back completely exhausted losing my consciousness. Looks like living on energy-drink potions has its limit.
 


 Pov change

 

-         … did he just… fall asleep?
 

-         Seem so.
 

 

-         In the middle of conversation?
 

-         Aha
 

 

-         Just a minute after  he wake a whole village and half of the forest?
 

-         He is not weird. He is just completely insane
 

-         Ruby… for past 3 weeks, day and night he was trying everything he could in order to release you from your seal… you could be a bit nicer for him.
 

-         I know… but he is just too weird! – I chuckled.  That boy is impossible! Walking insanity. He know me for about 3 weeks, and even then he said as he want to study EVERYTHING at the same time. Yet he postponed it as he found out that I need help. He is so pure… if he can do something for someone who is in any way related to him …as friend…  he will  throw everything aside and do it! – we still have to move him from the floor. We can’t let him sleep here..
 

-         But we still have no bed to put him to…
 

-         He may stay in my bed. It’s big enough…
 

-         Looks like you like him more than I thought.
 

I blushed but said nothing. It’s pointless to argue with Hanna. I just drag boy by hands to the direction of my small room
 

 
And again Pov change

 
I woke up, but I didn’t open my eyes. Reason? Something is clung to my body. It has hands and legs. How do I know? For I am completely bind by those! Legs are crossed on high of my pelvis and hands on level of my neck. And hot breath on my check. Honestly! What kind of monster can snore so loud! Is it this famous behemoth!? Bit to small… Mayb…

 

-         Zari.. you can’t… - it was Ruby… it was definitely Ruby… but those words… was she sleep-talking?! WAIT?! Why is Ruby sleeping with me?!?! Did I do it!? WHY CAN’T I REMEMBER ANYTHING IN MOMNETS LIKE THESE?!
 

Okay - lets  open eyes for now. C..CUTE! she is sleeping with mouth opened! Complete grown up child! But how do I release from here!? The most powerful of the dark binding spells – the hell cage, wouldn’t be  this effective!!! Slowly, first, let’s free my hands… my hands… just noticed… what are they doing under her shirt? Am I touching … easy me… easy me… don’t think about it. The Dark Knight shall not rise! Oh, hero we deserve  but we don’t need right now! Remove hands… I don’t wanna… CRAP! Pull them back you perv! But such a nice sensation they give… you normally can’t say anything about her chest area, as her body is usually well covered in robe.. Kay hands are now free… let’s just free my neck. 
 

HOW DID SHE TIED THOSE HANDS AROUND ME?! Human body do not twist this way!!! It will be even harder as I don’t see them… crap let’s just…
 

-         Ahh… - shit! She moaned! No! stay calm little me! it’s not your time! – Zari… slower… - NO!!! DON’T SAY SUCH WORDS! YOU IDIOT! 
 

It took me 30 minutes to free myself. One more time – How did I end in Ruby’s bed? Uh, my whole body is numb – outcome of sleeping in weird position. I feel like I have forgot to do something import… fuck. I am a retard. Potion!
 

Slowly I walked out of the room just to find a Hanna in a laboratory. She didn’t even look at me while greeting.
 

-         How was your night?


-         As if I was laying under a rock.


-         So she still has this habit to bind her victims as she sleep? It was less irritating as she was small, now I can only imagine to what kind of agonizing experiences you were put to.


-         Ha-ha keep laughing. When will you finish?


-          You have barely wake up after 3 weeks of potion creation and you want to start it yet again?


-         These 3 weeks were only in order to get more skillful in creation. Now I will start the right one.


-         How can you get better in doing one thing while you do another one? It’s impossible to know how to do one potion while you make others! – I already forgot they don’t have same leveling up system as I do. How much more weird can I get in your eyes?
 

I just smirked. No need to answer, even more as I have no idea how to tell it.
 

-         I will be done in an hour. Find something to keep yourself busy till then
 

Aaand – I have no idea what to do. Completely. My head is empty. It’s is only an hour, so no point in starting anything complex, yet I find  wandering around pointless too.
 

-         Hanna? Do you have any book about races or geography. I would like to know what country is where…

-         In my room. Brown book on the table. Stay away from the Grimoire!
 

Tsh, you don’t have to tell me such things! Who even want to have something like black, leather, possessing own mind ancient grimoire…. It’s sooo badass! Wait… 
 

-         Why do you even have such thing?!


-         It belonged to Darrion. No one knows where did he find it. They only know that it granted him a great powers by forsaking something. This is how it works. The thing you will lost is random… or actually it’s better to say that grimoire itself pick what it takes away. 


-         What did Darrion lost?


-         Emotions.
 

Crap. An artificial super mage, bonded with evil Grimoire, deprived of emotions… it is even more badass…
 

-         Yet it’s still not an answer  for my question. How did you get it?


-         Why do I have to tell you!?


-         You don’t. I may find it on my own – it was a lie. I have no idea where to even start!
 

-         As the war was a big one and Demon Lord was very powerful, human decided to summon a Hero – … THERE IS A DEMON LORD VS SUMMONED HERO STORY! – the war was progressing slowly, you could say that there was almost no progress at all.  Even if there was victory on the side of human, the demons would soon strike back and take ground once again. And then Darrion appeared. Because of his actions the pact was signed and both human and demon hunt warlock down. The hero killed him, but he died in process. The arch mage made a seal to bond it, but as he had no powers the spell was casted with powers of Demon Lord. Officially it was destroyed. The truth is that we couldn’t do it. You couldn’t tear it, burn it… nothing. So it was sealed and given to me. And as no one knows it is still intact no one seek for it. And even as few suspect that we couldn’t destroy it, they are looking for it in great kingdoms and in libraries of Magic Academy. Now go for that book about geography, hands off grimoire. 
 

 
The brown book on the table. Go take a brown book from the table. The only thing you need is…

 

-         Release meee… I will grant you…


-         Shut the fuck up! Brown book from the table… oh here it is: “Races and Kingdoms of World”, come to daddy.


-         You will come to me… sooner or later… everyone comes… you were not mean to be born as pathetic human… you were mean for greatness. You will not achieve it as..


-         See ya book-chan. We will see each other again, as I will be desperate to throw my humanity away… or as I will be taking some other book to read… till then!


-         You are…


I have shut the door and while humming I walked outside, sat on the bench in front of the hut and begin to read. Oh, there are elves pretty close… uh, it’s close in straight line… you would have to walk through the forest in order to get there, a funny thing – their kingdom is forest too. The author says, that there is simply some kind of boarder between those 2 forests, a line that as you step the dark and lethal forest change drastically into brighter and not any less deadly forest covered in mist. The elven nation is an matriarchy kingdom. There is an equality between males and females, but every representative job is occupied by a woman. So – the queen, the high priestess,  the war general… oh the last one has an advisors, that depending is she is less skilled all more important decisions would be made by him/them, and then she would only give a speech or sign the decision. Why do they do it like this? A tradition! Looks like as the  legends says, elves where made by gods of nature and hunting (our lovely Aira!) and wisdom and magic. Some of stories says that they were made because of some kind of promise or even a debt, the elves says that those two goddesses  had a… sex. Can’t imagine that child Aira to know even a definition of this word. At the end. They were make out of love of 2 female goddesses so their representatives are women too
 

Firstly I thought that this book will be more scientific. And it looks like it is more like data base of all legends about races with locations of their kingdoms. It’s good for me – from time to time I find it hard to force myself to read a full science book. At the other hand - if it is a story I would eat it in one go.


-         Oy, Zari, the table is all yours. – crap! I was reading for an hour!? I was sure that something like 20 min has passed max!
 

As I went inside and started to prepare ingredients I saw sleepy Ruby  sitting in the corner with mug of herbal drink extremely similar in everything to tea.
 

-         Morning sleep-head. You looks like you had no sleep at all at night. And it would be something extremely different from what I have seen.


-         Just give me 10-20 minutes. Soon I will be up. How long are you awake?


-         Just bit more than an hour. I would sleep longer, but someone was snoring so loud that I thought that a sky is falling. – she throw me a hateful gaze


-         It was your imagination.


-         I thought that too, but when I was already awaken it happened again, and as I was looking for Dragon attacking a village I found out, that it was you.


-         You are just paying back for my jokes about you singing?


-         Yes, but I had to say that you scared a shit out of me too…


-         Just start making that potion already!


-         What do you thing I am doing right now? But you really do look terrible… Maybe… I have a potion removing exhaustion… it’s a…


-         Lethal venom of giant spider. No thanks. I am good. I want to stay alive for few more years… without becoming a mental cripple.


-         Tsh, I was taking it for some time and I am all right!


-         You were never sane… - I will give her that diarrhea poison.  Definitely.
 

Let’s get to the job. 
 

[You have failed while creating [Strong Purifying Potion of Leia’s Flower]] -… what the…
 

-         Something wrong? Aww, you screw it? And in night you were acting like someone all powerful and mighty.


-         Be quiet. I have skills needed for it. 


-         Aha, after less than a month of study you want to create such a difficult potion…


-         It’s more like hex bags creation. I would tell you something more about it, but you have no idea even what ingredients are necessary for them, so I will not waste my time…


-         You two are arguing as good old marriage. 

-         WE DON’T!


[You have failed while creating [Strong Purifying Potion of Leia’s Flower]]


-         FOR FUCK SAKE!


-         Watch your mouth boy. By ingredients I can say, that you are making very complex potion. I would be more then impressed if you would…
 

[You have succed while creating [Strong Purifying Potion of Leia’s Flower]]


 [You have gained 15 exp]


-         FINALY! Now it only has to cool down. Huh, you were saying something Hanna? I wasn’t paying attention. This whole process kept be a bit busy.


-         No, nothing at all
 

After few minutes Ruby drank a potion. In the end I didn’t give her that poison. I just haven’t got it under my hand and I was already too tired to make another one.
 

-         Um… how long should I wait? Actually… do you know what did you give me?


-         Haha… a bit too late to ask it now, but…
 

Ding


[Quest complete.


 You have successfully made a potion and gave it to your friend.
 The potion will take some time to eradicate a curse.

You have been given 250 exp
 You will be given a special reward in time

Reward calculating in process…]
 

-         Oh, you can be calm about it. It will take some time to start working, but it definitely will.


-         I will trust you… this time
 

As I was in mood to joke around a bit, situation didn’t let me too. Some of the villagers screamed:
 

-         RUN! EVERYBODY RUN! BEHEMOTH IS COMING!
 

I was said that those beast are strong. Ridiculously strong. How strong? Hanna did tell me, that she was an adventure some time ago. As she was being appraised by Appraisal Stone in guilds she was said to be level 38. And she couldn’t beat one. Not alone. Maybe with help of 2-3 other as skilled adventurer, and even then it was extremely hard task. We were in deep shit. From this moment everything changed. My whole life changed. The one of last things I heard as human was but a small giggle:
 



-         I did tell you, that you will come to me sooner or later… what will you do, dear child? Will you run? Will you let them die? Or will you fight? Tic-tac, time is running, hi-hi-hi  
            

    
        chapter 015 part 2

    
    
    
    
                Kay’ I wrote this chap cuz i can’t sleep… and of course because i want to give you a closer look at monsters of my World. So here we go:
 

Professor Kleir was walking through the hall of Magic Academy. His lesson has started 10 minutes ago, but he did not care. He was an amazing researcher, yet principal decided to give him a lessons. HIM! His academic achievements were greatest! Most amount of published scientific works! And now he have to teach some brats from reach families! What a pain in the ass!


He was a grumpy old man, but he could allow himself to be grumpy, vulgar, annoying and many maaany more! Every week he was declining application of students that wanted to conduct researches under his eye. What a disgrace.
He entered a classroom. As he did all whispers went silent. Oh, boy. He could already saw how his lessons will be going. He has to live through this one, gave some theoretical speeches, then he would gave them literature they would have to study for next lesson, and then he would gave them a test that will last for duration of whole lesson. Then he would gave some more literature   and the cycle would never end.


Of course he wouldn’t be the one to check those tests. He has assistants for that.

 

-         Okay! Listen to me lads! My name is Professor Hieronymus Kleir, I have title of Grand Magus and I will have this torment on myself to teach you stuff that you would probably never understand.  As I don’t give a damn about you I would be very glad if you could tell me what lesson I am suppose to bring.
 

The whole class went simply dumb. A teacher that have no idea what he is suppose to teach!? But  they were told that he is really brilliant… and to not provoke him
 

-         Ummm. It’s supposed to be a “Knowledge about magical races and monster”, sir. – a shy looking girl from first row said


-         Tsh, of course it is…. In the end it’s my specialty… listen here! The magic itself is not fully understandable phenomenon! We just know, it came from gods… or whatever you want to call those higher beings. We divide them in this order. There is The First Magic, called also as The Magic Of beginning. No mortal has access to it. It’s domain of so called gods. Then, there are 3 elements of balance. Those are: Nature, Chaos and Order. I don’t think I have to say anything about those. If you have no idea about them, then it mean you’re a too dumb to study here!
 

He took a small break for breath… he will need to describe it a bit… just to continue his thoughts.
 

-         The nature is neutral and can combine whit every other magic. It do has some problems with other elements of balance but it’s not impossible.  At the other hand chaos and order and fighting each other. It’s extremely rare to find a creature that would have both…


-         Sir! Sir! How rare it is?


-         So rare, that if you would find one I would pay u fortune so I could dissect it and learn anything about it! Now, where did I… ah, yes. There are many lower elements that can combine mostly freely and they came out of attributes of balance… from chaos that can be all kinds of curses, shadow magic, dark magic, blood magic… from order it would healing magic, purifying magic, light magic… and from the nature those would be elements. Even as elements of balance are mostly unstable between each other, they sub-elements can mix freely. Even if they are coming from chaos and order. There is problem in creating blood magic of light. 
 

He take few steps in the classroom as he was walking left and right
 

-         Now we shall proceed to monsters and races… we could talk for years about it, so my question to you is… do you have any particular race you want to talk about?


-         The strongest one! Or rarest! – it was a boy… 14 years old max… tsh, no naïve! The strong  one! Such people tend to be blockhead. If he could, he would throw a boy outside. BUT he was almost sure that his parent are making generous donation on Academy…


-         Kay lad. We will start with those… hmm so called celestial or godlike creatures… who to.. oh. Let’s start with  rare and powerful. So rare that one was not spotted in millennia! Tell me boy, what do you know about mostly evil spirits living in the middle of nowhere. I will give you some tips, they have a physical body! Nothing? Djinn! Nothing? No one? Who am I teaching? There are magical creature that have tendency to eat humanoids. Have powerful bodies and much more powerful magic. They are said to be a devils variation those can be from low one like High Ghouls to powerful and terrifying Ifrits. They love solitude, and can leave millennia without eating. But if they would find some mortal walking through their domain they would be eaten immediately. Huh? What did surprise you? Ghouls?! IT WAS HIGH GHOUL YOU DUMBASS! High ghouls and ghouls are 2 totally different species! Ghouls are but mere undeads without a bit of intelligence! In the same time High Ghouls as they are partly undead have very powerful magic. They were named also the witches of nowhere! They are extremely intelligent, self aware, and deadly.
 

-         As I can see you are not interested in Djinns I will proceed to next one… maybe? No… you will not know them… they are almost myths… tell me kids. What do you know about kitsune? Nothing? As expected. Those are humanoid fox beasts… NO THEY ARE NOT BEAST-KIN!!! The truth is that they are extremely similar. But trust me. If you would ever seen a fox beastman… be wary. They are tricky. They can give you a candy… or eat your heart. As young one has not much power, the old one are walking calamity. Even dragons tremble in presence of old kitsune. How can you recognize one? Tails. The stronger kitsune the more tails it has. Tails are their true weapon. As they grown they gain special ability that drastically improves their magic. And by drastically… as they have no tails they are like every other human, when they got 1st one… it’s the only thing we know about them – they magic pool would double… impressing is it? And it’s but a one tail! And every next is stronger! One more thing… they are celestial class. It means they have special aura around them. They are for beatmens the same thing that angels are for humans. They worship  them. So if you would ever see beastmen throwing aside everything they were doing aside, just to kneel to some other beastmen… it means that the other creature is not the beastmen. Run away. Or play dead. Or whatever as if they have ill intention you are dead anyway.
 

He drink some water and continue lesson:
 

-         Now about one more… casual. You know… if not you are too dumb to even breath… that at other continent there is a race of demons living. We have a non-aggression pact with them. From time to time one of them came to our kingdoms, academies to be accurate, to study and grow “bonds of friendship”… however ridiculously it sounds… there is a special variation of them. They are called Oni. They are more common. There are pretty few of them. They magic power is a bit limited, but they physical capability are top-notch. They are as strong as whole battalion. And as they are pretty numerous they are spreading terror  on battlefields. They are elite of demon nation army. Skilled in every kind of close range weapon. There are rumors about their higher variation, but our knowledge is lacking in this mater.
 
 

-         Now… please… anyone can say me anything about chimeras? – one of the boys raised his hand. By nodding he allowed him to speak


-         T..those are monsters that has part of their bodies from monster of different species. The most common are so called chimeras warriors, they are creatures mostly changed by environments containing high mana condensations… or magical expirements. They have high breeding potential, and they offspring may have yet other body parts modified… then there are noble chimeras. Those are also called as wild beast mens, those are centaurs, minotaurs… they have part’s of their body changed, but they are one race creature, their offspring are similar to parents. Then there are Royal Chimeras. We can say that those are Gryphons, Hydras, Manticores… they are legendary, powerful and rare monster with high magical condensations. They are known for their racial attribute.. like hydra's regeneration… they also grow monster core inside of them.


-         Very well. But you didn’t mention one kind. And I am not surprised at all. They are mostly extinct. So called Divine Chimera. The gods or Kings for every other chimera. They have also another name: the Devourers. Those are humanoids. What is so magnificent about them? They are shapeshifters! And they gain more shapes as they eat. When they grown older they grow a monster core inside of them. And now a question – what is so rare in them? Many monster has monster’s core! THEY HAVE MANY OF THEM! Yes dear students! Every time they get older… or more powerful they grow monster core. It’s used as DNA data base. As they eat the memory of monster they have eaten are stored in those. And by pouring a magic they can get some traits of beast they eat. Let’s just say they have 2 cores with memories of wolf and eagle. They can combine them in any way they want. Imagine a werewolf with eagle talons and wings! There was one confirmed body of such creature. It contained 137 monster cores. No one know how exactly it died, for we know it could live for whole eras. We know one, by damages on bones – it was killed in battle. We didn’t find what killed it. And for hell and heaven we are glad for it.
 

-         Something more worth of attention? – he made a dramatical pause – oh! Of course! How could I forgotten! – he did not, and everyone know he did not. He was a bad actor – you know about angels, you know about devils. What is between? 
 

-         Um.. sir.. do you mean a high nature based monsters? Those would be dragons, leviathans…
 

-         NO no no! I mean half angel, half devil. – everything went quiet
 

-         Sir… it is impossible for such thing to live…
 

-         Is it? Then please tell me what I am studding  in dungeon of this very academy? – if it was quiet before, then now even souls frozen – yes my dear. We have very low information about it. Mostly the scripts of the ancients. We know, from legends, that 3 eras ago there was a  war between chaos and order. Between light and dark, life and death. Angels and devils clashed, and this realm was a battlefield.  It was taking a millennia. But in one moments one of devils commanders fall in love with Seraph. And she fall for him. And they had a child. It’s a magnificent creature! Horns surrounded by halo! One wing black, one white! We called him: the purifier, as he was a reason to end a war. No one won, no one lose, everyone has returned to its realm. But it’s body stayed here! In perfect conditions! It was frozen in mana crystal, and is now in sleeping state. What would happen if it would awake? Maybe a prosperity. Maybe end of the world.
 

-         Ah we could talk about it till end of the world! About dragons! About manticoras! But as we are running out of time, I will tell you last legend – about silver scaled black dragon. 
 

-         B…but sir… the name of the dragon comes from the color of its scales… how can he be both black and silver? There are no variation! The dragon is manifestation of one element… he can’t be in 2 colors!
 

-         Very well! You are not so useless as I thought! But here we have a story about it. He was a calamity of 2nd era! He had 2 colors and 2 attributes! Order for silver, Chaos for black. He was completely black… but he has some silver scales, not many, but they were there. From his head through the spine till tail, and on tips of its wings were silver scales placed. He was bringing despair and pain. He destroyed everything on it’s path
 

-         Sir… how was he defeated?
 

-         It wasn’t, he fell asleep. Somewhere… and he would awake … when? Hope in the same time as this little pal below our feet, so they could kill each other.  Now coming to conclusion – the monster of …
 

 
The doors to the classroom opened violently and small girl wearing glasses rushed in, she was named Deira and she was one if professor assistances. 



-         S..sir!!! there was an awakening! A celestial level creature was awoken!


-         Aw Deira… you have just probably hit measuring devices… 


-         I…I thought that too… but soon we get communication from other research stations on whole continent! They say it too!


-         How many of them did say it? There could me mana violation… it could be…


-         NO SIR! Every single one of 312 stations reported it! Here! In this kingdom! It was just born! 
 

In his whole life he couldn’t be more happy. It was phenomenal event! They are born once every few millennia! He wanted to study it’s grown! His behavior! 
 

-         Dear class. We will end in now. Go to do whatever you want. There will be  no more lesson. Ever. And I don’t care what principal will say. It’s the moment I was living for!
 

 
 



Kay guyz. I will not check it, if there are any mistakes here. You can report it in comment, and maybe I will take care of them as I wake up. It’s 5 Am now and I don’t give a fuck about errors now. Will be up in smth like 8 hours as I wake up. cya
            

    
        chapter 016

    
    
    
    
                You assholes. Really? First I thought, that vampire would win. I created almost everything for him. Everything! The story, the items, the fighting styles, the unique abilities…. Then kitsune start winning. I was a bit mad, but I like challenges so here once again I started creating everything! Once more, story, fighting styles, abilities… Kitsune was winning for 3 days. The vampire could surpass him a bit, then was Oni, and then was shapeshifter. With smth like 8 votes? Can you please tell me how it is possible for shapeshifter to win? I wasn’t paying attention for god damned 6 hours!!!
Okay. It’s cool. let’s improvise a little. Actually I can write about anything but that nian thing. If it would be the one who d won, I would take smth like 3-4 days break for literature. But. As I am honest, and I have said, that I will be writing about what you would chose, so here we are.
Enjoy!:  
 What is a Behemoth? Imagine an ape… a gorilla, to be accurate… you know, supporting his body with its frontal limbs.. but make it completely bald. No fur, no hair at all. It is bad thing, because you can see its abnormal muscles. Lower jaw extended, and it’s tusks are pointing out of its maw, for they are too big to fit inside of its mouth. Oh, one more thing. It’s big. Very big. 5 meters high and 2-3 wide? With one strike they could kill a horse. This is a thing that invaded village. 
 Ugly, big, powerful and even more ugly mother fu… swearing will not help us now. Actually I doubt anything would help.
 
-         How do you think, Hanna, can we win? 
-         You should ask if we can buy enough time for villagers to run. And answer is: “I have no idea”. I will keep it busy, Ruby! Try to restrict it movements with ice magic! Shred his legs! Froze him to the ground! Zari! Ruby will focus on lower parts of its body! You have to aim for upper!   
 It will not be a walk in the park. First time ever, I used chant for fire magic.
 
-         Sebastian! Walter! Remus! Gilbert! Aim for its eyes! 
Spirits of anger,  answer my call, Here I stand, battled and torn
 Yet I will not falter, I will not fall I will raise from the ashes
 Like a phoenix before Here I am, naked and cold
 Yet my story, begins to unfold  I stand alone, With wrath in my soul
 Answer my plea, so I can walk above
As the ancient codex saith: Burn my enemies. Turn them to ashes!
 It’s a simple chant, improving power of fire manipulated spells. Fire into fire. The peaceful layer that hides an violent manifestation. As behemoth was busy by driving away ravens from its eyes, I have all time needed. His legs were  freezing to the ground. Slowly, he barely paid any attention to it.
I throw that self made explosive ball. It hits it directly on face. Feeling of relief start filling me, only to be replaced by fear in no time. It didn’t damage him! He barely took a step back! I was pretty sure that that explosion could blow the whole hut away, yet he only seemed to be enraged. You must be kidding me! I can’t do anything at all!Monster rushed forward. The ice covering it legs shattered.  As he hit Ruby with its palm, she flew few meters and stopped on the tree. She groaned , spited blood and fainted. Crap! It’s bad! I can run… easily. But.. do I want to? They are first individuals ever that welcomed me in this way. Even as wary at beginning… Ruby is my friend… Hanna is my teacher… THEY BELONG TO ME YOU 2 TONES SACK OF SHIT!
 This is why I need power. To can protect what truly belongs to me! What is important in this whole humanity, if you can’t hold things that are truly making you a human?!
 
-         H…Hanna. How long could you hold him alone?
-         I can keep him for few minutes! Go evacuate a village!
-         Sorry Hanna, it’s not something I intend to do…
-         What are you doing?! – Hanna was looking at me with disbelief… and disappointment? She probably was thinking that I want to run away... 
I turned around and walked into the hut. Then proceed to Hanna’s room. 
-         Sooo… in the end… here you are…everyone desire power… not many wish to pay for it… it’s actually normal… if you want to learn magic, you have to study, if you want to be a fighter, you have to improve your body… people are giving away time to get a power… I just require something else… will it be something you love? Will it be something you hate? Darrion was in pain. He was tortured! Every night he was wakening with screams! Yet he was the one called black mage! He was being hunted! Everything I could do, was to take away his emotions… he know peace for this small amount of time till he was murdered. He had this one peaceful night… it was all I could offer. Who is good? Who is evil? The one who you want to protect is not as kind hearted as you think she is. But… you know it already…  there is no such thing like good or evil… one greeted as Hero in one place will be villain in another… do you wish to forsake something? Do you wish to immerse yourself into the gray? No good nor bad. You will know true, without any false. You will be the one bringing the shadow to the day… and light to the darkness. Do You Accept Me? 
-         I do 
-         Then feed me with blood. 
I cut my hand, and let blood drops fall on the book. Every single one was removing runes and bonds. Belts were releasing book without me touching them. As the last chain fall of, the book opened itself. The pages were moving rapidly showing  many monsters, runes of complicated spells… there was a drawing of human turning into wolf… other growing a fangs… and other growing tails… such a knowledge… How it could be forbidden? The book stopped on the drawing of human that was step by step changing. He grow a wolf head, eagle wings, scorpion tail, snake scales… oh crap… how many modification does he have? 
-         You are never the same. You keep changing. You can be happy just to cry in very next moment. You can love someone just to hate him in the very next day… you are shifting… so will your body. Embrace a change boy… normally it would take some time… tell me… do you have some… mana crystal? Or magic orb… anything that could be used as catalyst… Oh you do… monster core… it will do… eat it! Normally you would be left defenseless… but I will give you a gift… one time used only… Now… go and fight! 
	You are going through shapeshift process.
Current avatar: [Werewolf variant: Harbringer of Nighmares]
	Assasin class temporarily obtainedWarrior class temporarily obtained
Strength rises by 49 pointsVitality rises by 21 points
Endurance rises by 39 pointsConstitution rises by 31 points
Dexterity rises by 124 points
Reflex rises by 92 points



Something changed… I was getting sick amount of notifications… screw this… my whole body is in pain… I felt like my body structure is changing… I was getting taller… I had problem with walking outside of the hut… I needed to bow my head in order to fit in doorframe. And then, I saw it - the beast that was responsible for this whole situation… it was not looking so terrifying any longer… it looked at me too, roared, and charged … why is it so slow… no… really. I see it like some kind of extremely slowed down movie. Not only beast was slow. Hanna also was taking about 10 seconds just to turn around and look at me. She got pale, eyes widened.. what wrong? Ah, no matter, no matter… this pal over there looks… appetizing… heh? Why do I thinks such things? Why do I want to open its chest and eat its insides still warm and bloody… haha! What a stupid question! Why do I even asks such things!? If I want to, then I will do! I wanted a power to save those 2 girls I love, so I took it, I want to kill this maggot, then I will kill it… why should it be different if I want to eat it? 
I changed my position. Landing  on all four limbs… it was comfy like this? Why? Oh, who cares! Let’s eat already!! I jumped from the spot, and begin to rushed on all four legs in zig-zag pattern. I was a bit faster… but everyone else are sooo slow! Oy! Are you mocking me!? ME?! YOU MERE MAGGOT!  
And I ducked under the beast and burry my claws in its leg while still moving. In process  huge chunk of meat was ripped from its rear leg. Again roar, this time of pain. HAHA! SLOW! SO SLOW! Why am I getting excited? WHO CARES?! Why am I feeling joy while tormenting other being… I used to kill to survive… not for fun… WHO CARES!? Ah… it’s even better then lying with Ruby in bed! It’s better than having the tip of your head kissed! IT’S BETTER THEN LEARNING ALL THIS STUFF! IT’S BETTER THAN SLEEPING! IT’S BETTER THAN SINGING! IT’S BETTER THAN LIVING! 
NOW I AM ALIVE!!! HAHAHA! 
Another injury on its leg! He is getting unstable! Soon you will fall! Soon you will have your neck bitten, your blood drunk, your heart eaten! This thrill of the hunt… now he knows why wolves are leaving the forest in order to hunt for humans! This excitement!  
Once again He jumped under its belly, rotated while passing it and jumped on its back, shredding it’s skin. He was getting information about putting on target bleeding effects… WHO CARES?! Who could ever know, that tormenting weak was such fun! Weak? THIS MONSTER IS WEAK! It throw away everything for pure vitality and strength! What’s the point of being strong if you can’t land a single blow! I jumped off it’s back just to strike its legs again. He has fallen on his back? Has he? HAS HE?! On those poor, scratched backs?! Aw, you cry? Let me hear it more! MORE!!!
 Oh, you have no power more to even resist? And you dare to call yourself a monster?! Pathetic!  Tsh, you gave me some fun, so know my mercy!
 Claws were swung with abnormal speed. It’s blood was everywhere. Now… let’s eat him. What can we get for eating him? Huh? Someone is calling me? Not important! I am … sooo…. hungry!
 I burrowed my fangs in its body. Ah.. so sweet… how can blood be this sweet? I have no idea how I fill so much inside of myself. No matter how much I ate I was not getting full! I was done after half of it was eaten… to be accurate, when I have found its monster core and ate it.
 Why am I tired? Heh? This feeling of weakness… my body changes again? No! let me stay like it for a little bit more! I don’t wanna! In this fur… it’s so comfy! Nice and warm! Sto… What have I done? Was it me? I have killed it? I HAVE ATE IT!? My claws are turning back to nails… teeth are getting smaller… my whole body is getting smaller! There was no more feeling of frenzy… just … what am I feeling? It’s not regret! I have saved them! They are safe! So.. why is my heart itching? Like its being poked by small needle? I looked at villagers, they are terrified. At Hanna… disappointed… and happy in same time… at Ruby… she is awake? She saw me? her expression is blank.
 
 	The monster DNA cannot be obtained. The user has not appropriate [Monster Core] to store it's DNA
Curently possessed [Monster Core] - [Lesser Monster Core]



	You have slain [Older Behemoth Grand Elite Boss] level ???
You have obtained 2950 exp



	You have leveled up



 	You have leveled up



 	You have leveled up



 	You have leveled up



	Your skill [Survival] has ranked up beacuse of your race
Your skill [Survival] is now [Predatory]



	Conditions fulfilled. Your class [Witch] has rank up to [Black Druid]



	You have new summon available [HellHound]



	You have new [Magic Branch] [Nature Manipulation level 1]



	Nature Manipualtion level 1
	Allows user to interfere with Nature.
Curent manifestation: [Grow Acceleration]



	Your skill has been changed due to your racial trait [Meditation]
	[Meditation] allows now to grow a new monster core, or imrove value of already exsisting.



	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[10/NA]   [102/1250 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Black Druid
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fateChampion slayer
Deadly Arena ChampionThe Great Duelist
The Wild Mage
	Health	123/210
	Stamina	111/170
	Mana	200/260
	Attributes
	Strength	16	Vitality	21
	Endurance	17	Constitution	19
	Dexterity	24+4	Reflex	18+3
	Intelligence	26	Wisdom	24
	Spiritualism	18
	Hiden Attributes
	Luck	8 + 10
	Charisma	4 + 20
	Charm	6
	Unallocated points	70  [as he got race change he gets 15 point instead of 10.
 you know... celestial and stuff]


 
  
- He is a monster! Did you see him? Oh gods all mighty! Have mercy upon us!
- He protected us, you fool! Show him your gratitude, no fear! Don’t you remember the legends! As our ancestors was settling here, the wonderful Aira gave them a wolf to protect them! He is our savior send by Aira herself!
- he is but a werewolf! He will eat us as he only get hungry! He saved us?! More like he saved his food supplies!
- he healed you, you ungrateful bitch! And your daughter too!
- maybe sick one taste bad! 
And so it was going. Praises and curses were being throw one after another. I didn’t care. The only person I cared back then was Ruby… and her face… why was she looking at me with such fear? And why was I crying? Why my heart hurt so much?! STOP LOOKING AT ME THIS WAY! JUST STOP! PLEASE! I BEG YOU! EVERYONE BUT YOU! I CAN’T LOST YOU! NO WHEN I JUST FIND YOU! I DON’T CARE ABOUT WORLD ANY LONGER, NOR POWER! LET ME JUST BE WITH YOU! SO PLEASE! STOP IT!
-         Zari… I am afraid, that you have to leave… for your own sake… - it was Hanna… she don’t seem to hate me, more like she measure everything I did and ways I did it… and after she acknowledge that I did it in order to protect them, she started to think about best options. She always did. 
As I wanted to answer some screams could be heard from the side of the forest 
-         Big Broooootheeeer! – As I turn my head in that direction something small, green, cute and fast blow me off and throw me on the ground  - I AM SO SORRY! I HAVE NO IDEA HOW IT HAPPENED!  PLEASE DON’T HATE ME! – aaand there was a crying. A loud one. How could in not sense this crying calamity approaching? 
-         Behave yourself… Just a little? Please? Now-now, everyone are all right! I have changed into some abomination, so as you can see everything is all right…
-         I AM SORRY! SO SORRY! SORRY! UAAA! – oh, please. My head is in pain! 
Villagers for a minute stopped their argue as they have no idea what to think about some unknown girl that at super-speed  jump on completely bloody monster. That monster is me. 
-         Zari… who is that girl? – Hanna looked confused, Ruby  changed her expression just a little bit
-         Do not ask. You don’t want to know. Step back… go to your business.. or whatever. Just don’t…
-         Uh… I once again showed by shameful side! Please, excuse my rudeness. I am Aira, Zari’s supervisor in this district… 
Aaand yes, things get weird now. Some were falling on their faces, some started to getting pale and returned to their houses, some just thought little girl is telling lies. And Hanna took a step back.
-         Aira… it’s pretty bad moment. I think I will have to change location for some time… 
-         So… you can come to forest… i..i..it’s not like I am lonely… and bored… in anyway… and not like I want to take advantage of your position just to enjoy myself… not at all… Ah! I know! You are stronger now so you can survive in the forest now! Aaand as your race changed, you will find most races in my forest! You will become much stronger! And as it is wilderness you will not harm anyone as your will be getting used to your powers! And from the forest you can walk to most of the kingdoms! Yes! It’s win-win! Yeeey! Zari come back!
-         You are pretty happy, as for someone, whose creation almost destroyed village.
-         Uuuu..
-         Give me some time… I will just take some stuff… bid my farewells.. and I will be ready to go…

-         I will wait for you at the verge of the forest!  Weee – she is insane. She was sad, then happy, once again sad, and here we have her happy. All took … 45 seconds?
 I raised my gaze at Hana. Looks like really is time for me to leave.
EVERYONE!!! LET'S SAY: "THANK YOU" TO CYBERNIGHT FOR SHOWING ME TABLE
even as it was pain in the ass
            

    
        chapter 017

    
    
    
    
                I was sitting back in Hanna’s hut, preparing some goodbye gifts… well, those were also gifts for myself. What exactly? A Hex… not exactly bag. More trinket. Special kind of them, and I have no idea if I will be even able to create them soon… nor if they would work as I want them too… Yet I will not leave until I made them.
Those were small, wooden pendants… 


[/table[table]




	You have succeed while creating [Medium Hex Bag of Call]



	[Medium Hex Bag of Call]



	Pendant class Hex Bag created by inexperienced Black DruidIf the creator of this Hex Bag would die the pendant shall break
The creator of this Hex Bag will always know the direction of location of this Hex Bag
If this Hex Bag would be broken, the owner would know about it










	For  creating a Hex Bag you have obtained 8 exp







-         Hanna… may I take few books? I would really… 
-         Take whatever you need boy… I already memorized those and can teach Ruby by myself… be safe wherever you go, don’t do anything stupid… don’t look for troubles… actually you are one of those that is being found by troubles whatever they do… and…  
I hugged her. She is like a mother... I know that I can’t stay for much longer, in good case they villagers make attack me or make me theirs idol. In bad case Hanna may ask me to stay. Even as she was the who told me to leave, she said it for me own sake.
-         I have something for you too… - I said raising my hands with pendants to Ruby and Hanna – If you would take it… well you would know if I would die… and I could find you in the future… and if you would break it, I will come. No matter where I would be I will answer you call. 
Hanna took it with sad smile on her face, Ruby at the other hand took a look somewhere else… just to not look into my eyes… it hurts… why does it hurt so bad? You don’t want it? So be it… while forcing my tears to not fall I broke pendant. I got notification about it and the place I was standing appeared in my mind. At least it works… I went to the inn, took my stuff, I headed to the forest, haha I am coming back to that forest so fast, huh? Oh irony, back to where it all started, with bag in my hand, dagger on my side, bow, the gift from goblins, on my back, and staff in other hand I went into direction of Aira. As I was pretty far from the village I said: 
-         Remus, Gilbert… I have a job for you… take care of them… no, take care of Ruby. Watch upon her, but don’t interact. Stay hidden all the time. Every week one of you would come to me reporting what you saw. Then the other one would still be looking at her. As one of you came back to watch upon her again, another one would fly back to me. And so on. 
Ravens flapped their wings and flew away back to the village. Idiot. Someone has to take care of you. I do feel bad about it… but I will not lose you. I reject an option to be alone ever again. And I will not leave you. Not until you will say it to my face. Not till I will hear your voice… even if that would be the last  time. 
-         Are you ready, big brother? There are many fluffy animals to kill in the forest! it will be fun! – for a moment I forgot she is a goddess of hunting… seriously, couldn’t your avatar be more… sinister? You look more like someone who would cuddle them, no kill them! 
-         Forest… here I come… no longer as prey… - in the last moment I appraised one of new skill I get… just from curiosity 
 Pov change
  
The inside of hut was silent. Hanna was preparing herbs for potions and Ruby was sitting with blank expression. There was no need for Hanna to made them now, but she needed something to distract herself. She liked a boy. It was strange, for usually she was the person that find it hard to make new friends. She was just  grumpy, overprotective and old witch. Yet in these past 3 weeks this kid made a very strong impression on her. He was hardworking, stubborn, loyal… and extremely weird… almost like herself as she was young… maybe she wasn’t that weird… you know, it’s hard to be weirder then artificial mage marked by gods… 
-         It will be quiet without him… - she didn’t intend to say it aloud. 
-         But… Did you see his face? Do we even can call it a face? I mean… when he was fighting… His eyes… He slaughter a Behemoth with ease… and he was grinning! All this time… was he a monster this whole time? – this poor idiot… she has no idea what happened… she only saw a monster site of Zari in that battle 
-         Do you know that Codex Diabolicus is missing? – she probably do not know… let’s show her how this battle was really going… 
-         He… He took it?! And you allowed it?! How more dangerous he can get… 
-         You are misunderstanding something. He took it in the middle of battle, that monster you saw was the power he gained to save us all… now you get it?  
-         He.. he forsaken his humanity? Just to gain power? – you idiot… the power was not his goal… not the ultimate… not in that moment. He forsake it to save us… to save you… but you have to understand it by yourself. Maybe you will find him once again… if you would proof yourself worthy. Do you even know the fact, that he love you so much, that he can throw away his humanity? Not for power… for you… stupid, stupid child. 
-         Hanna… I will leave soon. I want to become an adventurer… don’t stop me… 
-         Stop you? I will go with you.. NO! I will not go to become an adventurer ever again. I just want to meet someone, so we can head in the same direction. 
-         And.. what about the village? 
-         I have no true job for past 50 years in this village. No serious illness. I will leave them a few potions, and receipt for basic one, even those idiots can create it as long as they can cook a chicken. Start preparing yourself. We are moving in 3 days. 
Pov change 
Professor Kleir was sitting in the classroom almost burning from rage. Even as he told, that he will not teach them ever again he was forced to do so again. If he wouldn’t , the priority of researches about this new-born monster would get that bitch – Morgana. HA! As if he even allows for this to happen! She won’t get it even if she would walked for it upon his own corpse! NOT! PERIOD! His ideas of just repeating tests as way of teaching were prohibited too. He has to teach. Word by word… GUH! 
-         So… what do you want to know? I have no such thing like teaching program… any ideas? Any questions? 
-         Umm.. Sir? There was a celestial monster spotted? Do you know what it is already? 
-         We can suspect… it is probably Chimera… yes, the Divine one… so things may get nasty. They are usually violent… tend to start wars… 
-         Sir? Last time… there was something said by you, that make no sense for me… You have said, that chimera is an monster with body parts of other monster, yet Richard, as you asked him about Chimeras, mentioned Centaurs as one of chimeras… Aren’t they beast-kin? I mean… they have other body parts… but those are humans body parts… 
-         And who told you, that Beast-kin are no chimera? You think, that having human parts make them even less monstrous? The only difference between those is, that beast-kin change their name to not be treated like monsters, and they tend to live more peacefully with humans, elves.. other so called “high races” and tend to build countries and cities. Chimera is not exactly the monster possessing other monster body parts… it’s actually the creature that have body parts of 2 different races. So it can be combination of monster and elf, dwarf, human… they just need to posses at least one trait of monsters… And as the beast-kin hail kitsunes, Chimeras used to bow their heads to Devourers. Kitsune can be violent, but usually is not leading wars, unlike Chimeras. Just imagine the super monster leading all those centaurs, minotaurs, arachnes… gryphons and hydras… on war. This is why we have to find it! And we should kill it or at least convince to not spread aggression. Aaand instead of that I am sitting here with you, cuz your parents are giving high bribes… pardon, donations on  this academy, and I was threatened, that if I would not teach you all about this stuff you don’t care, I will get no founds for my studies! NOW DO YOU UNDERSTAND HOW WASTFUL THIS IS?  SO PLEASE ! GO TO PRINCIPAL AND BEG HIM TO LET ME STUDY ALONE, OR WE ALL WILL DIE IN MOST BRUTE WAR SINCE DEMON INVASION!!!
 He lost himself, the whole lesson from this point was containing only his cries and swearing about injustice on this world.
 Pov change
 In mountains, far, very far on east in small village a little girl with long dark hairs was sitting and eating a candies in same time. What was so very special about her? Maybe her wonderful white dress with red marks, or maybe her cute animal ears that were twitching happily as she ate. Or maybe 7 tails that were moving all around… yes, that would be definitely those tails that were special.
 
-         U…umm. My lady? Is something wrong? You are eating a lot… usually you do so when you are nervous… is there any way we can help you? 
Oh, she was nervous, and fact that her nervousness was pointed out make her nervous even more. Such a nervous situation can make anyone nervous! Are you, dear readers, nervous yet? 
-         Bad things may happen. – she said while munching. 
-         How bad, my Lady? Oh, do you mean that there may be no rain soon? If so, it is really a bad information! Without a rain, rice would no grown, and then we couldn’t make you favorite dishes… 
-         No! Not so bad! That would be a calamity! It’s something less important… just some war possibility, nothing you should be wary of. 
-         Oh I see, it’s goo… WHAT!? A WAR!? MY LADY! HOW IS THAT NOT A BAD THING! 
-         Nyahaha! Fear not! I will protect you! Some young Beast God is nothing that I would have problem with! 
-         BEAST GOD!? YOU MEAN CHIMERA?! DIVINE?! IT’S A TRUE CALAMITY! A CATASTOPHY! Last time we were saved by your mother! But she was ancient! She had all 9 tails! You have only 7! And chimeras used to grow stronger fast! In like a year he can be a challenge!!! 
-         Hmmm… hm…… HMMMMM! Kay! I ve got this! Fear not! I will go to him! And talk! And if he will not listen to all my ultimatums then I will nuke him down! NYAHAHA! I am a genius! Tell me Chloe, am I as smart as mommy yet? 
 She defiantly wasn’t. her mother was known to be the sage. Yet Chloe has no heart strong enough to break imagination of this little foxy. Even as she was 742 years old… if she acts like a child, looks like a child. Then she is a child. Age has no meaning.
  
Pov change
 




	Predatory



	This skill evolved from [Survival] skill. As your race changed, you are no longer weak creature that is stranger to the forest.You have became the being, that lurks in the shadows, that hides in the bushes and waits for prey.
Rogue classes will be more potentYour fighting capabilities rises in unhabited places
You level up faster in unhabited placesYou learn faster in unhabitated places
Your senses where boosted (smell, sight, hearing)You can track other creatures
Assasinastion attpemts will be more potent






 
 I was following Aira. She said, that she found a great place for me to live. Not some awful, sticky, smelly cave… as she called it. It was a clearing close to  the river… she want to peek at me again… does she? I asked her when would we come there. She answered “soon”. How long is “soon”? well, since then we were walking for 4 hours and we still had “a bit” to go. Again, how far is “a bit”? I preferred to not ask. She is a goddess, a century for her is as fast as blink of the eye. Yet honestly, how long does she intend to… oh, here we are. It’s nice but… empty?  There is a tree inside of it… nothing more..
 
-         Um, Aira… how am I supposed to leave here? I mean, there is nothing where I could lay… or anything… you know… it’s really nice here but lack of shelter may be bad for me. 
-         You silly! You will grown one! – … what? Grown a house? She is insane. 
-         Can you please tell me how anyone can grown a house? 
-         Umm, were you hurt in the head, Zari? Isn’t it obvious? You have a magic! By improving grow of plant you can also shape it the you like it. You have to accelerate the grown of the tree! This is how wood elves may they primitive houses at new place before they start to make a city! 
-         But.. you do know, that it’s level 1? How long would it take? 
-         Not so long! A month? Maybe two? 
-         … Aira… I think we have different definitions of “no so long”… 
-         Ahaha… you can still use it in meditation state!  It will be faster this way!! 
-         By how much? A week? I will still have to stay 2 weeks more under sky… 
-         Uhhh… i.i..i..i.if you want, you can stay at my place till you finish it… - now… why is she blushing like mad… no, wait. She can’t be that dumb… she wanted this to happen from the very start… this little.. 
-         And where this “your place” is? You know, I doubt I can enter gods realm by will. 
-         No! it’s here! In the forest! by occasion I have it prepared… a..a..and by occasion my bed last time get somehow bigger, so it can easily accommodate 2 people… if we would sleep tight, that is… - “By occasion” you say… wait, I hope you didn’t prepared  it, as I said that one day I would be back… did you? Oh crap… why do I have chills running through my spine? 
 Okay, don’t be rude for her. She is a goddess, we can spoil her a little… but for now I should have other things to do. Once again I have checked how many arrows I have in quiver. 12 – it’s normal amount for this size of quiver. No need to drag alongside bigger, it will only  disturb movements, it can be halted by branches of bushes and so on. Plus in the end hunter do not need more. Actually they need up to 5. As they kill prey and bring it with them. 
 To kill you need, depending on animal size, from 1 to 3 arrows, 2 are extra as you would miss. I have 12 so it means I am allowed to miss more times. Or to hunt bigger mother fuckers. No. no reason. My core is still not big enough to contain bigger monster…
 
~ actually you have no monster core left at all, that one has DNA of human… if you would lose it, you couldn’t hold this form… well actually if you would lose it now, you would die… why are you so surprised hearing me? Oy! I merged with you, don’t you remember? Probably not. You have better things to do, then to pay attention at some book, don’t you? 

Great. That freak is inside my head now. Fucking sweet. I really have to keep myself busy… once again.. how many those I have? 12? You sure? Better check one more time. I prefer to have one arrow to much then be ripped apart. So… 12? No matter how much time I count it’s 12… GUH! LET’S KILL SOMETHING ALREADY!
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                	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[10/NA]   [102/1250 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Black Druid
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fateChampion slayer
Deadly Arena ChampionThe Great Duelist
The Wild Mage
	Health	149/250
	Stamina	147/200
	Mana	289/400
	Attributes
	Strength	20 (added 4)	Vitality	25 (added 4)
	Endurance	20 (added 3)	Constitution	25 (added 6)
	Dexterity	35+4 (added 11)	Reflex	25+3 (added 7)
	Intelligence	40 (added 14)	Wisdom	30 (added 6)
	Spiritualism	29 (added 11)
	Hiden Attributes
	Luck	10 + 10 (added 2)
	Charisma	4 + 20
	Charm	8 (added 2)
	Unallocated points	0


 
Everything is ready for hunting. Huh? Why did I throw all of my point like that? Yeah, I am a mage so I should spam mental attributes, but in village I have met a brutal truth. I am weak. My magic is weak. Even as it has a great potential I doubt that I could run away if one of those Behemoth would cross my path. I can’t make a lake evaporate nor move mountains… yet! I am ambitious… but to reach all of that I have to grown stronger, to grown stronger I need to hunt and survive. And for now, for surviving and hunting I need my bow. And bow needs Dex and Ref. Easy? Easy. 
I will train my magic between hunting… and while I would … ethem… grown my house… actually I hope that I could practice it even while all that nature shifting stuff. I need to meditate too if I want to grown cores… GUH! Too much to do! 
But for now… I took a look at the hellhound. Yup, I did summon it. If you would imagine a hellhound to be wolf sized, muscular, terrifying, completely black dog… well, you would be right. But who cares? I missed my dog sooo much since I came here and now, thanks to this pal, maybe my heart would warm up a bit… 
-         Who is a good boy? Oh, tell meh, who’s a goodh boyh?! – even as he looked at me as at some kind of madman, then soon him grim expression brighten up and he let me to pet him, aww, that was exactly what I needed! You ever had a problem with girl? Who would cheer you up more than dog? Well… some friends would do too, but they are not so wonderful as dogs! We are unworthy of their company! 
-         Oh, tell me, who is the most terrifying  creature of hell? Oh, who is the mightiest hunter in this forest… well actually that would be those behemots or gryphons… but then that would be you! Haha! Already showing a belly to scratch? What a spoiled brat you are? Tell me, do you wanna to kill something? – he almost jumped from his laying position. I have no idea how did he do it… - so tell me, can you smell something? Just not something extremely big, please? Foxes? Wolves? Deer? I am not sure if I can hunt dragon yet… 
He walked in circle few times sniffing both in the air and near the ground. Then he took the trail. But he didn’t rush like some hounds from earth, he crouched near the ground, low on legs and began to slowly march deeper to the forest. That what I call a hunter. Always steady and calm. With you hunting should be easier. I would no longer waste time just to look for animals. 
We were walking for 20 minutes. FAST! Normally I would need to first by occasion find some place. Then hide and wait for hours! Oh my wonderful doggie! Guess who will get a great chunk of meat even as he do not need to eat… oh, guess who? 
I took an arrow from quiver, put in on string. Now.. slowly, no need to rush things… a lone deer was standing in the middle of forest eating something… wait… is it corpse? It’s eating a corpse?
	Bloody Deer level 16
	Hp: 129/150
	Carnivorous type of monster.This monster is both fast and strong. It uses to impale his enemy on his enormous horns.
Dodging may be not as effective on this monster because of its high Reflex and Dexterity



In what kind of shit I have stepped this time? Easy me. let’ just aim for now. If something would get wrong I still can send hellhound at him for distraction and run by myself. Yup it’s not nice of me, but I can re-summon him! As they die in this world they are just being sent back to their realm! And well , if I would get killed, then I would be dead. Once again. Breath slowly, pull the string, now take a deep breath and hold it… a viewfinder appeared again, much smaller than last time, reason of raising dex? It’s a good thing, my shoots will get more accurate now. 
I start aiming at its head, the viewfinder was once again pulsating getting bigger and smaller. It depends on it how excited I am, of my heart beating rate and many more. It gets bigger, and now smaller, again bigger, and smaller… now prepare for, I hold my breath once again… bigger… and smaller… now… 
The arrow flew through the forest with whizzing sound. Monster raise its head to look for its source and got hit in the neck
	Critical hitFatal hit
Assassination attempt
	You have hit vital spot of your unaware enemy.The bleeding status was cast on targer
-114 hp



The deer roared in pain… it didn’t sound like deer I know… but it’s almost dead. Even as he would run now he should bleed to death. So, let’s spoil our little new friend now? 
-         Go get him! – hellhound as only waiting this whole time for this command rushed on weakened enemy. The deer raised from the ground and tried to run, but as hound caught up with it, he jumped at its leg and with powerful bite crushed its leg crippling it. As it could no longer run away, the hound run from its side and clung to its neck reaping it apart
	Your familiar [Hellhound] has slain [Bloody Dear]
	You have obtained 15exp + 5exp


 
Umm… this +5 is for what? Predatory bonus? It said that I can level up faster in all kinds of forests and dungeons and whatever… kay’ whatever. I still have long way to go. From level 1 till 10 I needed 100 exp more and more for every level I gained to level up… now it’s 250. Looks like every 10 levels it gets harder and harder to become stronger. Well, killing a behemoth is getting more and more tempting… haha! Nice joke, I will thing about it again when I could turn into werewolf again! Well… even then I would think it twice, not cuz of monster, but because of me. When I changed, I was different, no I was not possessed or anything, it was more like all my most primal desires got stronger. I hate mindlessly torture animals. If you need to kill it, no matter of reason, do it fast. 
Yet I was there enjoying reaping it bit by bit, shred by shred. This madness was me. twisted version of me, the one that want to show dominance, that want glory and fame, to make everyone bow to me from fear… I have to control it. Even as my race changed I am still human. You are not a human because you were born as one. It’s your emotions and your deeds what makes you a human. I refuse to get lost in madness. There need to be a way 
~  actually, there is a way… while you absorb the parts of other creature, depending on what kind of monster it was, certain aspects of your minds, emotions and so on, would get empowered. You can say, that for a time of using its powers you gain it’s mentality. Buut…you can change a monster core… two of them to be accurate, and bind them with those emotions. Make one and anger, another compassion, one love while other would be hate. One would be honorable, why other tricky. You would need to eat both violent and peaceful monster for them to be balanced… and you would start hearing even more voices! Haha! It would be fun as I have no one to talk to… oh, be at ease, you could easily silence them… those would be your advisors, your most hidden parts. You would not get wiped off emotions, yet you would not lose to them. Create them! As time would call for it… every wolf needs a lamb… a yin needs yang… so… as you would have some time, go to some peaceful place, and create 4 monster cores. It will be easy to fill them. You would fill 2 with wolves – 1 with body, one with mind, same with bunny, lamb, rat… whatever. It will be more useful then you can even imagine. As they would be depending of your existence they would never fight you in order to gain body, they will not lie nor disobey. Actually you would split your personality… many of Chimeras like you did so… as they got somehow intelligent… it was simply useful, for as they were fighting they were not blinded by bloodlust. Consider it boy…
  
Okay, in future I will probably do it. What can go wrong? I am just listening to some voices in my head that took origin in evil book. See? …but better not to repeat it in public.  
I pulled arrow back from deer’s body, wiped it of blood and put it back to quiver. How many times I will get lucky? Oh, I am speaking about arrows – they tend to get stuck inside the body… halting by fat, muscles and bones, and while pulling it back they break. I would need to go to the goblin’s village, gave them some stuff and ask for few spare arrows. 
I took a corpse and drag it in direction of my soon-to-be-house. There was a nice place when I can “store” bodies through the day, and skin them at evening. Am I not afraid of animals and monster, that could smell the blood, and both eat them and kill me? This is why I have yet other Hex bag. If it would work in right way, it should deter animals from coming near place that it is putted. Well, I have no idea how strong it is thought… we will see. If it’s the last time we are talking, it means that it didn’t, and you should not try it at home… well, actually you shouldn’t try most of things I am doing right now at home. 
Sebastian and Walter flew back to me, flapping wings furiously. They really wanted to show me something… 
-         Okay, easy boys, now, now.. show it to me. – I let them rest on my arms as they show me a memory through the memory-link. 
It was a cave, well hidded, even as entrance was enormous, for it was covered in vines. Why were they so excited just because of some… UGHT! What a smell! It smelled like blood… and bodies… not fresh one. Haha… guess where would we come now. DEFINITELY NOT THERE! As I wanted to turn around and walk into completely different direction. Raves flew at my face pushing me back to direction I didn’t want to follow! 
-         Are you two nuts? I know, that you as the one who eat corpses really enjoy such stenches, but I would prefer to not step there! Not only because of smell! If there are bodies, the one that “collect” those bodies would be there too! And by smell I can tell – there is no but a one or two corpses! More like a whole village! 
Nope, they didn’t stop! They actually get even more violent! 
-         Okay! I got it! I will check it! But if I will say that it’s dangerous then there would be  no such force on heaven and hell that would stop me from running! 
So we head there. Kaito was weaving his tail happily… yes this is how I called him, and yes,  I will honorific him now as human too. 
So, here I am, yes is smell as bad as in memories, now what do we… 
	You have found [Wolf King] natural dungeon
	This dungeon contain 48 floors.
	Sudgested level to complete this Dungeon is 35+
	For being the 1st person to discover it all exp gained here will double.


 
No. no. no, no, no and no. Once again no. As simple as that. Not going there. Period. Yet those two are still forcing me to walk inside 
-         WHAT THE HELL IN LEVEL 35+ DON’T YOU GET? Last time I checked it I was just a little bit lower than 35!!! I will get here back! I promise! I know that 2x exp boost is broken, but I will DEFINETLY not put my life to risk just to get some exp! I will n… YOU FUCKERS! 
Yes. I was dropped from cliff. Yes, just about meter or so from entrance was 3 meters tall cliff. I landed on my back. The shout was stopped in my throat as breath was denied from me.
	You have entered [Wolf King] natural dungeon



Sweet. It’s so fucking dark here! I casted orb of fire. The fist sized, bright fire ball raised to the air illuminating  surroundings. Fuck. Too late. What was seen will never be unseen. The dungeon was painted red… and it was not paint… HOW THE HELL CAN YOU COVER A GOD DAMNED CEILING 6 METERS ABOVE WITH BLOOD?! I hope I don’t have to finish it in order to get away! Well I can’t go back the same way for sure. If th… what was that? Kaito growled quietly at approaching monster… what the hell … 
	Shade Wolf Abomination level 19
	Hp: 92/110
	This monster used to be a Lone Shade Wolf, yet it was denied death.Now with undead body and possessed by evil spirits it seek for a warm, fresh blood to feel how it was to be alive once again
This monster is EXTREMELY agile and feel no pain.This monster cannot bleed 
This monster receive 25% less damage from death/dark attribute sourceThis monster receive 100% more damage from holly/light attribute
This monster receive 50% more damage from fire attribute


 
Well. Fuck. What to do… WHAT TO DO?! BE CALM! BE CALM DEAR ME!!  HOW CAN I BE FUCKING CALM YOU IDIOT! THERE IS AN UNDEAD DEVIL WOLF TWICE MY LEVEL FEELING NO PAIN! AND SO WHAT IT GETS MORE DAMAGE FROM FIRE! MY FIRE SUCKS! What to do? WHAT! TO! DO
 Idiot me. same thing we always do! We will improvise. I putted arrow on string and pulled it. The tip of arrow was getting covered with fire magic, the explosive spell. As my fire level is too low, I can’t do it from autopilot mode and will need more time and focus
 
-         So , gentlemens, can you buy me some time? – as I said it 2 ravens and 1 hellhound jumped on monster. 

-         The music is playing and guests are on floor, now, shall we dance, young lady?
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                I am in deep shit. From heels till ears. Reason? First – I am a disgrace as fire mage. My spells are greatly restricted. Without a chant they do almost nothing (except explosive one), and the chant…  well it take long, way too long to be useful in real battle (maybe during wars it could be used as artillery) but… IT ALSO MAKE IT TOO POWERFUL! I am in bloody cave (hehe, it’s bloody literally… crap, poor joke)! Have you ever seen someone using explosives in caves? No? you want to know why? Because they never lived long enough to tell about it to anyone else!
 

And another reason – there are undeads here. If you could pick a weapon to fight with undeads, what would it be? Axes? Sure! Hammers? Oh, hell yeah! Swords? Would be enough!
 

And now, why would you use them, and no daggers or bows? For those deals stabbing type damage! And stabs are used to bleed enemy out or to pierce through organs of your target. And here we have that asshole. No bleeding, nor working organs. So here we are. My magic is weak and weapons useless. Sebastian… Walter… we will have a small talk. We will see how fast can your grown your feather back after I will pull off every one of them.
 

Kaito was jumping forward and backward repetitively to annoy undead as much as possible, while ravens were aiming for most valuable place – its eyes. Oh Sebastian managed to completely destroy one if its eye. He looked like he didn’t even notice it missing. Damned pain resistance!
 

-         Boys! Step aside!
 

As only they give me some place I fired an arrow. The tip of it was glowing in orange flames pulsating all the way of its flight.  With one eye nonfunctional it was hard for him to react on time. Oh, he did dodged… partly. What fun it would be if he would die in one go? The arrow hit its leg. Upon contact the explosion was triggered and it (the leg, not arrow) was blew in all direction. So this is one way  to paint this whole cave… what the hell? Dude.. you do know you don’t have leg?
 

You are fucking kidding me. he was still supporting his body like nothing happened! He rushed in my direction. He was fast! I have no idea how some undead without one leg can be fast! It not normal! You asshole! Stop cheating! I dropped bow and pulled dagger. Kaito was at his tail, as he wanted to stop his charge. Crap. No point in running now, he is still faster. Wait for him to attack… then react… I hate it. I hate to wait for someone’s move! As he was 2 meters from he jumped. So…  he look to be brainless and controlled by most primal aggression. I ducked under him, rolled and raised as fast as I could.
 

Not fast enough he pinned me to the ground. The ETREMELY fast in its description was not a joke! Oh god! The smell from his maw! What did you eat?! Wait, I don’t want to know!
 

I guarded my face with hands, this time I didn’t put it into his mouth.  With one hand I was pushing it away and with other I buried dagger in its neck. Oh he didn’t care. The only thing that occurred was, that now some yellowish-greenish-shittish (yes Kandoral, I know the last word does not exist :P) liquid was all over my face. Oh crap! Was it the substance that replaced its blood? No! I didn’t ask! Don’t answer me!
 

Kaito jump again moving beast away from me. HOW DO I KILL IT?! So bro, we will cut you bit by bit, till you won’t be able to move any longer. Now he was pinned by Kaito, as he was biting its neck and holding at the ground restricting movements. This abomination is fast, but looks like it has no much strength. His weight seem to be reduced too, as most of his insides were missing.
 

I cut off remaining legs. Now, how will you move now, bitch!?
 

-         Kaito, step aside. Listen to me, pretty boy, I would gladly gut you alive… but first – you have no guts, second – you are not alive, and finally – you are still biting . this is why we will roast you. It gives me no joy… fuck, I am lying. I will love to burn you, but as I am shitty with it, it will take some time… so tell? Are you in hurry, or do you… hehe… have some place to go?
 

No reaction, he was still glaring at me with hunger in eyes… pardon me, eye… crap… I do really enjoy tormenting this pal… it would be more funny if he could react… kay
 

I set wolfie-chan on fire
 

-         I seeeet fiiireee to the rain… Waatched it pour as..
 

	You have slain [Shade Wolf Abomination level 19]
	You have obtained 28 exp + 5exp + 28 dungeon exp boost



 

-         OH COME ONE! So fast?! I didn’t even start the song! Stupid shitty shit wolf. Aaaand now, Sebastian, Walter… I wanted to do it later… but can I ask you two to come a bit closer to me? I only want to talk… YOU FUCKING BIRD BRAINS! HOW AM I SUPPOSED TO GET OUT OF THIS SHIT-HOLE?! I mean.. honestly! You better pray to the devils bellow, for gods will definitely not protect you from me!
 

I am to soft for them, I scratch them, I pet them… DAMN! I even cook for them! Yes I do. Yes they don’t need to eat, and one more time – yes, even as they eat for fun they can it meat raw. But they looked so adorable as they ate meat I cooked for them! And now… those meanies… snif, they hurt my feelings. First Ruby, now those two… fuck. Okay. Screw this. I will become a hermit. A grumpy one. If someone would ever  visit me I would scream: “WHO DARE TO WALK UPON MY LAND! LEAVE ME ALONE” and shout the door. But I would be a genius potion maker, and 100 of those would come to me to study, and I would put them to some cruel testes, and…. Why the fuck am I “anding” (same situation like with shittish word…put your pitchfork aside) such story?! Who want to be a hermit?! Please… help me… I am losing my mind here… I just want to cuddle… sniff… ( I really want to cuddle :C <- author). And I want a friends too! Some that would not look at you as on some monster, nor throw you to dungeon of sure death! 
 

I will get off of this dungeon, go to Aira place, drink some tea, burry in skin and go to sleep while cuddling. I have already enough if all this shit.
 

Kay. I am going forward. And I don’t care if you would be some kind of devil or dragon, if you cross a path between me and my cuddles and tea I will rip you apart!
 

But… it’s dark here, and if I keep just spamming those orb of fire I will just attract more monsters… and it’s getting late… and… oh, is it a core?
 

	You have found [Lesser-Low Monster Core]
	This Core belonged to abomination wolf-type monster found in Dungeon [Wolf King]
Once shiny, but now corrupted by evil turned purple

Contains Elements: [Earth], [Chaos], [Death], [Blood]



 

… maaaybe I will NOT  eat it? This whole corruption and stuff sounds cool… ups? Did I drop it? oh, and completely by accident burrow it under the ground? What a shameful and clumsy person I am!!! okay, maybe we should…. Camp here? Oh I don’t like this idea either. But first all this march through the forest, then some hunting and now I have met my first undead. Sebastian and Gilbert has a Night Vision skill, so it’s not like I will have completely no idea if something would be creeping in my direction.
 

I ate some food from bag (always carry some with you, guyz – you never know when you can find some wild dungeon full of undeads, so always stay prepare!) then I turned lights out (yes fire orb) and while pushing my backs on dungeon wall I turned on my meditation. Both to relax a little and start creating cores. It’s better to have them, and never use them, then to not have them and be in deep shit when the time of Shitocalipsa comes.
 

	You entered [Meditation State]
	Your mental attributes will rise now
Your mana recovery will rise now

Creating [Monster Core] in process. Current progress: 0.02%



 

Tsh, it will take some time. I doubt that I can finish it in one go. I didn’t even knew when the tiredness hit me. I have no idea when I felt asleep.
 

 
 

I woke up with my body stiff and in pain. Meditations turned itself off as I was no conscious… yeah, that would be broken if I could just grow them as I sleep. What’s my progress then?  47.9%? something about it. I have stayed few hours in the end… there are three factor that are responsible for speed of my monster core creation. 

1.      The number of already possessed cores

2.      The level of Meditation

3.      The quality of core. Now I can create only lesser. It will change with meditation as well
 

	You have learned [Night Vision] skill
	Night Vision	Level 1
	Allows user to see better in dark places.

This skill has merged with [Predatory]



 

Hmm, oh no, it’s not like I can see all clearly now… it’s just not as bad as it used to be.
 

So, before we march on, let’s check our possessions! Two shitty ravens that wants to kill their master? CHECK! One wonderful doggie, that actually is useful and protects his owner? CHECK! Bow and dagger? CHECK! Arrows? 11 – check!... why 11? Oh, you didn’t perhaps thought, that after casting explosive magic on it and blowing wolf’s leg away it would stay intact? This is also a reason, why I don’t want to fight with undeads. 
 

Okay boys! Move on! We walked into some abandoned chamber, there was nothing interesting here… but something changed and it was not letting me to stay calm… what’s wrong?!
 

We walked to the next roo… Ow, bloody fuck. It was not a room… the dungeon just got new meaning… I mean… have you watched all those Lords of the Rings movies? Oh, I bet you do, you bunch of nerds, then you should know how Dwarven castles where build. Cover it all in vines, add a shitload of wolfs everywhere… oh and walking human corpses… and you have what I have seen. It’s huge! There was a lots of some… well calling those bridges would be an exaggeration. Just some passages hanging in midair, and if you would look below, you could see many of those going deeper, deeper and deeper. Let’s just say that if you would fall, you would have plenty of time to re-think your life… like 20 times before you would die.
 

I headed to the entrance to the other room there was nothing and no one here too… if there is no…
 

-         H…Help me… - I jumped terrified. How the… oh, I thought it was some kind of sculpture covered in vines. But it was a person cov… connected to vines. Literally, they were entering his body. Wait… I think I know this men… - W..witchboy? is that you?
 

-         Yes, it’s me. Who are you?
 

-         I am one of the hunter…Greg… t..they told me… That I shouldn’t.. enter the forest… Please… kill me.. 
 

-         I will help you, but definitely not kill you! Tell me better how can I release you from those vines…
 

-         Ha..boy, I am already dead. Those… things… are only supporting me from collapsing. Thehe…
 

 
Now, I have just noticed… he… he is no longer human… his teeth are sharp… his nails longer and he has some fur clumps in different places of his skin, what the…

 

-         T..this is a Wolf King Dungeon… The Wolf King is a Dungeon itself. I am connected with it… I see what it is… he was… a druid… long time ago… ugh, it’s no longer important… he lost his mind… he think that wolfs are mightiest creatures of world… but they lack… aggression… he tempt them inside… and corrupt them… and I know how powerful his minions are… you have no chance… maybe, if you turn around now, you will manage to run… maybe… but please… kill me… burn me…
 

-         Just tell me where this motherfucker is...
 

-         I am dead you fool! He… he is done with wolfs as they are now… he want to… empower them… the most wonderful hunters… the one that can take form of humans… but as he don’t want to sacrifice wolfs… he first tried to turn me in a wolf… and I am a failure. I am dead, my organs aren’t working… but he kept transforming me… it’s so.. so painful… even if you would kill him now… I would just simply die… but I can’t wait any longer… just please… have mercy boy…
 

 
IT’S FUCKED UP! I will not kill a human! I will not…

 

-         Please boy… - he was crying… fuck…
 

His body and veins caught a fire. The smell of burning flash filled my nose… DAMN! SHIT! FUCK!
 

-         T..thank you… - YOU ARE NOT HELPING WITH THIS “THANK YOU” YOU IDIOT!
 

Fuck… FUCK! This fucking dungeon… I will fucking burry it under the ground!
 

	You have slain [Human] level 6
	You have obtained 60 exp + 5 exp + 60 dungeon exp boost



 

SHUT THE FUCK UP! I had no other way! I could kill him or let him suffer! I know the pain that makes you ask for death! But still! I am not sad. I am angry. 
 

Growling could be heard from around a corner.
 

	Mad Black Wolf level 14
	HP: 192/200
	Higher form of Shade Wolf. Because of spirits influence it lost its mind turning into blood lusting creature

This monster forsake its agility for pure raw power to rip preys apart


 
 

Right on time. I just really need to distress myself. Familiars rushed at it and gave me time to aim… but my arrow flew before they reached a monster. I shoot almost without aiming at all. This also the reason why arrow instead of head hit it’s back. Almost no damage… who care. It ignored ravens, pushed Kaito aside, and charged at me. once again drop the bow and pick dagger… but I do intend to feed you with something else. Just come closer you fucker. 
 

Do you know other attack pattern, then just jumping like mad?! Whatever. I didn’t move. Just stab its belly and lifted is as much as I could.  Oh, boy. I wanted to use it for so long, I was just afraid of side effects. It pinned me. I burrowed hand under it neck and spit words
 

-         Mana Shock Wave… Motherfucker… - 50 mana was channeled. I felt burning sensation traveled from my heart, through  arm and hand all the way to fingertips. And in very next moment its head was blew away.

	You have slain Mad Black Wolf level 14
	You have obtained  23 exp + 5 exp + 23 dungeon exp boost




	Your skill [Bow usage – beginner] has leveled up

[Bow usage - beginner] is now level 5




	Condition met. Because of [Bow usage] you have obtained [Hawk Eye] skill




	Hawk Eye	Level 1
	If the user of this skill will focus, he will be able to see more distant things clearly




	The skill [Hawk Eye level 1] has merged with [Predatory] skill




	Your skill [Mana Shock Wave] has leveled up. Mana Shock Wave is now level 2
	Damage of this skill increase
Range of this skill increase

Damage dealt to user decrease

Max amount of mana that can be used in this to channel this skin increase



 

FUCK! My fingers!!! They were bended in different direction! Honestly! You ever saw a fingers, that in the middle would be bended back? I can see them right now!

	The user is under negative status effect [Dislocated Finger - left hand]
	Strength will be reduced by 10%
This hand cannot be used for most activities till cured

Dual wielding is blocked
Two-handed weapons usage is blocked

[Mana Shock Wave] is restricted to be executed by this hand



 

Thanks for info! I couldn’t say it, if not your help! This monster also contained a core… I have no willingness to appraise it. Oh, how do I know there was a core? I was so pissed off that I ordered Kaito to eat this fucker. Core and bones were left.
 

With my right hand I pulled out Recovery potion I have no idea how much time it will take to cure it, but I have no other way, as I can’t put my fingers back to their place… yes yes, I cannot set them back… I mean I can… but it hurts like a bitch, so I won’t. Am I a pussy? You called me a pussy? Go dislocate your fingers and them put them back by yourself! I am not a Steven Seagal to take away 20 bullets from my stomach, then pull katana and kill solo remaining 50 enemies.
 

I drank potion in one go…. YEAH YEAH RECOVERY 320% UP! WE KNOW!... now… let’s kill few more birds with one stone… natural healing magic on, meditation on…
 

Now… recovery magic improves effects of potions, and meditations improves effects of magic… meditation will also improve my mp rate so I can go longer… and make core in same time… 
 

My fingers started to itch… it’s a bit uncomfortable… I really want to scratch them… and this not nice heat sensation… SNAP! One of fingers went back on its position. NOT NICE FEELING! I want to move it… guh… don’t wait for me guyz, it will take some time.
 

 
 

I am back guyz. All fingers are back were they should be… but I have 97% of monster core progress so I will wait a little bit longer… in the end there is something I want to do… Can you give me 10-15 minutes more? Thx pals. 
 

	You have succeed while creating [Lesser Monster Core]
	This is smallest possible to create jewel.
It was made by [Divine Chimera], so it can store much more mana then others cores

It is very valuable and lots of Magic Associations may pay fortune for it.

It will allow user to store DNA of monster he eats. Please take a note that most of DNA is located in brain, heart, bone marrow, liver and monster cores



 

Great. Sweet. Now… I grabbed monster core of Mad Wolf… they are all small… just enough to swallow… GULP
 

	You have consumed [Lesser-Low Monster Core] of Wolf-kin
	Do you want to absorb this monster traits?



 

Just change me into those fuckers already
 

	You have absorbed Wolf-Kin Traits
	As it's you first monster eaten you have to be aware of conditions of absorption
 

Depending on rarity of monsters and their magical power you will need to eat  exact amount of them to gain all of traits that this race can offer. 

In this case your attributes will raise in different speed. It will also may take more time for you to receive Racial Skills of those races




	You have two [Monster Cores] filled with DNA of different races
	You have gained access to your Body Forge
You can gain access to Body Forge by [Meditations]

Then you will be able to create various Avatar Types, that you will be able to change into
Having already prepared Body structures is a great convenience, because it will allow you to change your form by will, even in the middle of battle.

This will allow you (as you gain more DNA to combine) to switch your fighting stances between assassins and tanks, or combinations of those and many more




	You have consumed the body parts of different Race.
	Dexterity: +1

Reflex: +1





There were so many notifications, that I allowed myself to skip them… Do you wish to open Body Forge now? Blah blah… SURE I DO!


And… as I have not much things to combine I just added as many traits to my human form from wolf as only I could. And… I saved is as “Newbie wolfie”… yup, I know.. but as I will have more of them at once, I can switched between those by will! They have to have obvious names so I can remember them! If I would have like 3 forms of werewolf named A, B and C… well let’s just say I can screw up. And it’s temporary… oh, I have full “human” too… just in case.


	You are shapeshifting into [Newbie Wolfie] form
	Strength: +1
Dexterity: + 2

Reflex: + 1

Vitality: +1
	Your skill [Night Vision] that is part of [Predatory] will be improved

Your skill [Enchanted Senses] that is part of [Predatory] will be improved



 

My nails grew longer and became harden. I could feel same thing happening to my teeth. My pupils became vertical helping me to see better in dark. The smell of blood and rottenness was stronger now… but it was way less irritating.
 



-         So… Wolf King… you wanted to change a human into wolf? Let me show you how it’s supposed to be done!



Kay guyz... sorry for delay... but i had really shitty day today,and this may be also a reason for using word "shit" and it's varriation so many times.

Can you praise me? just a little? please ?  :C


Kya
            

    
        chapter 020

    
    
    
    
                I renew question I asked in comments section under last chapter. Most of you probably didn’t even seen it, and as I am too lazy to rewrite it – go to the chapter before and read comments. Because I have sooo MANY active commentators you will not be looking for it to long… like 20 sec  or so? 
After I absorbed wolf’s core I noticed also other side-effect. My heart was pounding. My mind was both calm and crazy at the same time… strange, huh? I was looking around, seeing every single object that normally I would ignore, but in same time I was seeking… what was I looking for? EVERYTHING! Just a moment ago I was both angry and scared as…. As something very scared! No questioning!  Just scared! Period! Now, the fear was replaced by… excitement?  
I wanted to find him! I knew it was crazy… but still… before shapefit I was looking on powerful enemies as threat… now they were worthy preys… just trophy that I want to possess. I was not crazy! Yet. Book-chan mentioned making other cores to store instincts in those. May be good idea. I still remember my fight with Behemoth. It was stupid. I do overpowered it, but I was playing around just to please myself, instead of killing it right on spot. It was stupid! Idiotic! I put everyone in danger! It only need one strike to kill me. yet I was playing over and over again! I don’t want it… But it was powerful werewolf variant… My core is too weak to allow me to turn into werewolf, so I still have time. I will do it. Right after I would leave this dungeon. 
What a wonderful feeling… have you ever felt like whole world belonged to you? As if nothing could stop you? STOP IT! You have one task now – survive! While doing it seek for exit. If it floor would be more or less easy, level her up a little. Not pushing anything. Not risking. 
Step by step. It looks like some abandoned mine? Just 10 times bigger? And used to other purposes? What kind of purposes? I don’t know. I don’t want to know. But, this scheme of rooms… now leading long corridor and lot’s of small rooms on the sides. It’s a prison… and now a room that looks like torture chamber. Most of tools were missing, but still the purpose of this room was obvious. The smell of death itself was getting stronger. I jumped back. It was what my body told me.  
If I would stay there my body would be cut in half by great axe. One side of axe was ended with huge double edged blade, on the other side it was ended with 2 meter tall undead executioner. 
	Undead Hangman level 12
	Hp: 380
	This man was known for his brute strength and cruelty, the same way as for his clumsinessHis prisoners were dying while interrogation so in the end he was given the job of executioner
As he is dead, his pure power was increased, but his speed is almost nonexistenting


 
What the fuck is wrong with his health points?! I moved at the other side of chamber. And he followed me. He took a step. After about 5 or 6 seconds another… Really? If he catch with me I will be dead… if I won’t move at all… so if I would want to embrace a death and stay still he would be next to me in about 5 minutes… You are kidding me? it’s not even funny… I mean, he would be a pain in the ass if would be a melee fighter… but I have enough time to put steak on his head, put him on fire, and he will be dead and in good distance in the time when  the steak would be well-done… it means this steak would be completely inedible… honestly?! Who likes steak to be well-done!? 
Fire bolt, fire bolt, fire bolt, fire bolt…. Guh.. can I get burning effect on him, please? I have no idea what will hit 0 first – my mana or his hp… well if it would be mana, I could just sit, meditate, and go on… honestly, it’s not even funny! Even the wolf inside of me has no joy out of it!
	Your skill [Fire Magic] has leveled up. [Fire Magic] is now level 3
	New manifestation avaible: [Wall of Fire], [Fire Trail]


 
That’s a one nice thing I get from tormenting this dude. Wall of fire allows me to, you will never guess! Put a bloody fire wall in place I want! YES! I was shocked too! The fire trail is same as fire wall, put it appears after I step on some ground. Nice idea when you are running and don’t want anyone to follow you, bad cuz it leaves burned marks on the ground. But if I take a form of some monster… and then used it… HAVE YOU EVER SEEN A WEREWOLF LEAVING FIRE MARKS?! SOOO BADASS! 
	You have slain [Undead Hangman level 12]
	You have obtained 28 exp + 5exp + 28 dungeon exp boost


Aw, already!? My fire magic almost leveled up again! But my mana… crap
	You have drank [Mana Recovery Potion]
	Low grade potion
Increase basic Mana Recovery Rate by 280%


BUT WHAT IS MY BASIC MANA RECOVER RATE!? THERE IS NO INFORMATION ABOUT IT! 
 I kept heading deeper, and as you can guess, the deeper you go scenery will get only less and less appealing . 
	You have left [Wolf King] Dungeon floor 1
	You have entered [Wolf King] Dungeon floor 2


… it did not look like an exit. Hmm we have 48 floors… so, boss class monster may be every 24, 12 or 8 levels. I doubt they are more frequent, then they wouldn’t be a boss monsters… or they may be no bosses at all… I both hope and doubt in it.
So what do we… aha, it s an undead bloody dear, is it?
	Undead Bloody Dear Variant [Moon Dear] level 22
	Hp: 220
	Even stronger and faster version of Bloody Deer, but completely lack any form of intelligence
You can suspect only most primitive forms of attack


Ha! Knew it! But still, we are still in narrow corridor. Basic attack patterns? How is this possible to execute any others patterns here?! 
 Shit, again. My heat start beating like mad. Is it because it has form of deer? I didn’t even realize that I put my dagger back. I just wanted to burry my teeth in its rotten neck… damn, this whole racial influence is bad… especially if I see most primal nemesis of that race. Does it means that if I would see a red sheet in bull form I would turn nuts too? My nails? Nice and sharp, but I doubt they would be that useful, but I couldn’t pick dagger back. Just couldn’t! like if I would use it all my pride would vanish. You see a deer – you kill it with claws and fangs. That was the only idea floating in my mind. 
 The deer looked at me. And I was left speechless, now as he is closer I can see it clearly such a wonderful creature. It … it bowed to me? Like a knight greeting another before a duel… no intelligence, but still so proud… He charged at me… but he is getting closer way to fast.. huh? I am running too? I see… I was looking for you this whole time? Looks like this dude seriously injured mad wolf whose core I ate. All my instincts cry for revenge. No important now, I just know one thing. You core will be my main dish today. You are simply way to beautiful. Now, silence this idiot who just keep screaming to jump and bite. Crap, I would really like to use dagger now, haha… wait. I am an idiot… he is way to deadly to just charge at him, my mind-kun will never forgive me this, but we will not die here for some stupid pride. That is simply sad! My fingers were just placed back where they supposed to be! Plus I start relaying on this skill way to much! 
 Yet still he is moving so fast, that even as I would shoot it to his face, the residues would still hit me… and his body looks heavy!
 Channel mana from heart… my limit was recently risen? Good then. As much as we can. Now…. Oh fuck! My body is burning! No, not literally, just hurts like bitch. To the arm… Deer was getting closer and closer. Fist… 2 meters away. I have no more time to transfer it to fingers… haha! It will hurt.
 Instead of shooting it at deer I kneeled and hit the ground. The explosion was pretty big, the Deer flew above my head, as it was ejected by explosion in the air. Its limbs were probably broken… my wrist was not in much better condition… he.. I am crying now… can I get some pain resistance skill? Pretty please? The notification said, that the damage received by user will be reduced! Lies!
-         Guyz, dinner is served… - groaned. I will never get used to it. Bah, if it gets any better from next time as I would level it up, I would probably never use it ever again.
	Your familiar [Kaito] has slain [Undead Bloody Dear Variant [Moon Deer] level 22]
	You have obtained 42 exp + 5 exp + 42 exp bonus
	Your skill [Summoning] has leveled up. [Summoning] in now level 6
	Your familiar [Kaito] has leveled up. [Kaito] is now level 2
	Your familiar [Walter] has leveled up. [Walter] is now level 4
	Your familiar [Sebastian] has leveled up. [Sebastian] is now level5
	[Sebastian] has reached maximal level of his race. As he would obtained max. exp points, you will be able to decide his next evolution


Soo… Sebastian-kun… I hope that there will be some evolutions that would be a some kind of disgrace for you… You seem to be a proud creature… how would you like to be changed into something like [Sweet Pink Raven of Love and Friendship]? I never really directly act gods for anything… this time here I am begging you… give. him. this. evolution.
 One more time meditation and stuff? Yeah yeah notification about fucking up my hand one more time. Thanks for obvious info… is there any way to turn those off? “MENU”! “CUSTOMIZE”! nothing.
 So… let’s get it done… looks like it will take me some time to get out of this… Aira will get mad…
  
3 Days later, POV change. 
I was sitting in adventure guild. I have separated with Hanna yesterday. I have registered myself then too. I was given G rank. It’s normal. Everyone gets it as they first time sign in. No matter your race, family connections. Bribes wouldn’t give you anything too. You want to rank up? Go on missions. Everyone can take a job that is rank higher than his own. It means I can take a F rank missions now too. If I would do certain number of F missions, I would be promoted by two ways: or was my powers measured by appraisal stone and then I would be spared with instructor  who would decide if I am good enough for promotion, or could take a “promotion mission”. Very dangerous one but also with nice rewards. 
I have already finished my first job – herbs collection. Piece of cake if you know where to look for them. And who can be better is knowing grown spots of herbs than witch? Salary is pretty nice. I will not buy a house for now, but it can easily cover inn rent with food and something extra. Now I just want to get drunk. 
-         Would you mind, if I would keep you a company? – Some well mannered men asked. He is pretty on his face, his behaving tells that he is a son of some noble. Brown hair and same colored eyes. 
-         Actually I would. I am not in mood for any kinds of talks, dates nor party formation. Whatever you want you are wasting your time. 
 He winded his eyes in disbelief. Looks like you are not used to refusals of any kind. Too bad, you see, I am drinking now because of some boy, so it’s not good time for you to start your court shipping.  
-         I…I see… if you would change your mind… My name is Richard Blackwood… If you would like someone to keep you a company, both in talk or while adventure, you can count me in. 
I just waved him away. My mood is even worse than before. Really? If you see a girl that just want to get dead drunk first thing you do is to seduce her? Or whatever? They are pathetic… all of them… wait, no all of them. There is at least one who is pretty decent. Too bad that he is changing into blood lusting monster…  
Haha! Fuck! My whole life if but a one great lie! My memories of early childhood were swapped by my mother, I have no idea how she died, for Hanna didn’t talk about it. Every time I asked her she was changing topic. There was a boy when I was teen that I liked. We were friends even as I wanted something more. I was foolish. He was there only for dew months, just traveling through the country and stayed in our village for winter. Both he and his father were thieves. As he vanished one morning, so did my silver ring. The only thing that was left by my mother. And now Zari. He is cute, he cares about me, he has great talent. And he forsake his humanity. I know, he did it to protect us… but please… I just want a normal life! No mysteries! No Thieves! … no monsters… 
Tears were falling from my eyes. Another glass of vodka vanished in my throat. We drink seriously in very rare occasions, mostly while celebrating… and when we want to keep ourselves busy, just to not think. Guess which one I am now?! 
Some of other adventurers were looking at me with sorrow in eyes. They understood that I am after harsh moments. No one came to me after Richard. I was grateful for this. their gaze was also reassuring. You could feel, that they want to help, but they honor you will to stay alone. Who knows? Maybe adventurers are not so bad guys, as they are spoken to be. 
  
POV change. 
 
	You have succeed while creating [Lesser Monster Core]
	This is smallest possible to create jewel.Number of possessed [Monster Cores]: 5 [Lesser Monster Cores]
[Lesser Monster Core] - filled with [Human] DNA[Lesser Monster Core] - filled with [Wolf-Kin] DNA Warring, in order to gain more DNA of this race, improve your Core
[Lesser Monster Core] - filled with [Bloody-Deer] DNA[Lesser Monster Core] - empty
[Lesser Monster Core] - empty


 
Finally… you had no idea, what kind of pain it was to fight with those two races instincts! The wolf was yelling to bite the throat and bleed them out, while Deer wanted a “clean” duel while charging at enemy… and when you would combine those two… My head wanted to explode! It was like those two were rejecting each other all the time. I hit max level of DNA storage of wolf kin… I have no idea how many of them I ate… I am just 6 floors deeper, at 8th now. No Boss for now. If book-chan was not lying to me it should get better as I would separate body of those monster from their instincts. I get stronger a bit… in the end the number of monsters,  their power and… diversity  was only improving. Have you ever seen an undead Dog sized spider? I did… what is worth mentioning?  
Me leveling up? Twice? Improving dagger mastery to level 5? As I did, I get passive skill [Weakness Sensing] that was allowing me to see most valuable  spots to hit, as well as some place that were not guarded. It will be great in duels. Yup, it merged with [Predatory]… actually all skill that look in any way connected with predator way of working were merging with it!! It’s a good thing and bad in the same time. Good, because as I use one, the whole skill would level up so I get stronger in every aspect, bad because as I would normally level up my night vision like 10 times… the skill itself leveled twice… so my sight here is still not as good as it should be. BUT all other senses raised to, which is nice. Bow usage is 7… and I have 3 arrows left… meditation 3, fire magic 4… not much change here. No new manifestation, just upgrade of already existing – fire orb has became will-o'-the-wisp…  difference? Those are blue… and moving like mad. Looks like they have same purpose for fire mages as ravens for summoners – scout. They are brighter but have one, wonderful ability! They can attack! If they do they will vanish, but will change enemy into beautiful walking torch. A good ability! Finally! Then I got [Hand to Hand Combat – beginner] that hit level 2. Healing is 3 with a very weak “purify” effect… can weakened effect of curses, in future maybe take them off completely.  Mana shock wave is 3… and singing hit 10… as I did it I got notification saying, that from this points my songs will be considered as good one, and will have greater effects… YOU WANT TO TELL ME I WAS BAD BACK THEN?! IT WAS BEAUTIFUL! WHERE DO YOU HAVE EARS IF YOU CAN’T NOTICE IT?!?! 
You are all cruel! You have dropped me in a deadly hole inside of deadly forest, and then you have said that my singing is bad! You really have no mercy!!... My stats? Ah, here they are! 
Let me just tell you, that I got 2 str and vit  from deer dude, and 3 point dex and ref from wolves. Then it said that core is to weak and have to improve them in order to gain more DNA. 
	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[12/NA]   [509/1750]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Black Druid
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fateChampion slayer
Deadly Arena ChampionThe Great Duelist
The Wild Mage
	Health	149/250
	Stamina	147/200
	Mana	289/400
	Attributes
	Strength	25 (added 3)	Vitality	30 (added 3)
	Endurance	22 (added 2)	Constitution	27 (added 2)
	Dexterity	44+4 (added 5)	Reflex	30+3 (added 1)
	Intelligence	44 (added 4)	Wisdom	34 (added 4)
	Spiritualism	33 (added 4)
	Hiden Attributes
	Luck	10 + 10
	Charisma	4 + 20
	Charm	10 (added 2)
	Unallocated points	0


 
Huh, Sebastian? Yes, he evolved, no there was no Sweet Pink Raven option. What he is now? [The Omen of Chaos]. YES! IT SOUNDS COOL! So great, that even as I wanted to change him in the way for him to be disgraced, I simply couldn’t pick anything else! On the other hand I could pick [Black Raven] and [Plague Bringer]… not so great. 
 Sooo my current forms? There is [No-So-Newbie Wolfie].. his parameters raise a bit while change, and I am uglier in this form… I have more animal figure… still bi-pedal but I hunch my backs, my ears are a bit elven like… not. They are completely not like elven! They are longer, yes… but they are so ugly… I look like some abomination… All my senses are enchanted wo its nice.
 Then we have [Newbie Horny-guy] … and yes. I gowned horns. Nothing more, but somehow in this form my natural magic is boosted. And I can impale stuff… IT IS SO FUNNY! Till moment when you have to take a corpse off your head, which is pretty difficult.
 And they I combined all of them human- for basic figure, wolf for claws and fangs, and the sense acceleration and Deer for muscle structure and horns… smaller one so I will get nothing impaled of them. My head was also some weird hybrid between deer, wolf and human… I wouldn’t win any beauty contest… have you ever seen a face with long jaw, extremely sharp and long fangs with small a bit curved horns from its forehead? This is me now. Like some kind of devil from mythology back from Earth. This is why I called this form [Fiend]. In this form I also gained… a body size. It’s… a horse size. Great in forest… a bit harder in small corridors. Even as it’s named Fiend… it has till long way to go to fit into beliefs and mythology.
 Okay, are we done with admiring me? Now… the mind of wolf to one crystal…. Deer to second…
 Finally I was getting truly calm… all those smells were driving me crazy for last 3 days. I was always excited. If I wanted to get some sleep I needed to turn back into human. All that madness… desires to eat them alive… that unfortunately happened few times… were drifting away.
 
	You have succesfully filled the [Monster Core] with emotions
	The [Greed] has been borned


 
	You have succesfully filled the [Monster Core] with emotions
	The [Pride] has been borned


 
~ Hello master! AHAHA! ARE WE GOING FOR A HUNT!? LET’S KILL SOMETHING! KILL IT NOW!!!
~ How Savage! I  would rather prefer some wonderful duel! Ah! The feeling of meeting the worthy opponent! As you stand in front of him and prepare to charge! And clash!
~ You are insane! Don’t listen to her, master! It’s simply idiotic to fight on same ground with pathetic bugs! Who would even to duel with sheep! They are mean to be slaughtered! Not faced! Bite in the neck is all they deserve!
~IGNORANCE!EVERYONE is worth to be tested! Everyone deserves a chance! Even among sheeps you can find a worthy opponent! If one pledged his or hers life to fight then it is no longer important if he is a dragon or a fly! It’s the pure heart what is truly splendid!
~ Oh, shout the fuck up!!! I want to taste a blood! If we can skip all those whole honorable parts and taste the flesh, then I will be more than happy! We are devourers! Not challengers! Or maybe while charging you hit your head to many times to understand such simple matters!
~ Soon I will show…
 
-         SHOUT THE FUCK UP! BOTH OF YOU! 
Now I have two more voices inside my heads… even as I can silence them… it’s not a good thing… what have I done?


There may be few mistakes more then usually, as I have no more strength left to proof read. I was writing it for over 4hours... for you to not forgot: any ideas for quest reward? Or items to be found in dugeon? I have few ideas already, but maybe you have  better...
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                In the capital city of so called Holy Kingdom the most wonderful building was located in the center, at the crossroad of four districts. Those were: District of Nobility, District of Merchants, District of Holy studies, and District of Visitors. They were placed all around this wonderful structure, for they were mean to be equal. Well… in the end those districts were a bit different from each other. The Nobility was actually area enclosed for everyone who were not part of so called high-blood-line. The city guards were patrolling this district precisely, and everyone who would be found inside of it was punished severely. The District of Holy studies, could be also viewed as one big campus. Everyone found worthy (so nobility and children of reach-men) could sign here to receive education. You could follow a path of a Knight, a path of a Priest… or witch hunter… but actually the last one was both not so easy to study, and students were picked after very strict selection.
 

It was not rare, for those people to be chosen by Grand Inquisitor… or even Prophetess herself. Just to say about last two districts: the Merchant District was a place that everyone else who was a inhabitant of city, without a noble title and not studying any of High-Arts, was living in. What was  the most famous place inside it? That would be a slums, were the so called Underground was placed. It was a place where you rather not to lost yourself.
 

And the Visitors District… well, if a pilgrim would came here in order to see a Prophetess, this would be a place where he would rest. It was mostly inns and bars all over the streets. 
 

But the location of those in not important now. The interesting meeting took a place in this one, big building in the middle of city. What this building is? It was a citadel, basilica and accommodation rooms for most skilled and… “honored”… members of Holy studies users. Those were Paladins, Bishops… and the office of witch hunters under Grand Inquisitor supervision. Of course by The Office I mean also whole dungeon underground, were… “guilty” could… “confess” their crimes… willingly or not. Ohh, one more time, sorry, looks like I am getting distracted about small things, for it is also not place, that we want to talk about… yet.
 

In the highest room of this citadel, the private rooms of her majesty: The Grand Prophetess, Seeker of Knowledge, Vicar of Light, Spokesman of True Words, Redeemer of Lost… (put 42 more titles here)…  Ruler of Holy Kingdom – Alicia, were located. And yes, this is a place we want to… “investigate”. 
 

Why? Maybe because she is powerful person ruling a Great Kingdom by herself… with just a tiny bit “help” of council of bishops and Grand Inquisitor? Or maybe because she is about to start a war with her neighbor? Or maybe because she is being visited by High-Angel? Yup, that would be the last one.
 

-         What is your wish, oh servant of light? Is the only true goddess satisfied of my service? – Alicia humbly asked bowing her head to celestial being.
 

-         My child, you always was making her proud of you… but now it is not her wish for me to be here… I have but a egoistic request to you by myself… will you listen to me child? – the voice of angel was filled with sorrow and fake kindness. She knows that this puppet will do everything she would say, but playing a guide for her and this small pathetic Kingdom makes everything easier. In the end they are forbidden to act directly without command… or without being summoned. 
 

 

-         Of course! Everything you ask will always serve the good of believers of light! – oh, you poor, poor idiot… you have no idea what you are about to start
 

-         A creature was recently born… by the filthy experiments of mages on body of creature sent by gods… and this creature became an abomination, completely devoted to violence and darkness… the gods… with our beloved Luxia decided, to just simply watch it grow… and they do not react at all! It’s killing everything it see! The more it eats the more powerful it gets! Now it is still weak, but soon it can be a threat for everyone… I came here alone, without My Master permission, for I can see, that it will bring despair to this world… please my child… be in hurry and be wary! It has a body of human, yet it is not a one. It can change its form on spot, and use a magic… nature, dark and fire at the moment… but the progress that normal mage achieve by 5 years of training, he can achieve in a month… I…I have to leave now… please, child act now!
 

 

-         Wait! My lady wait! What am I looking for?
 

-         A white haired child, eyes blue and green, marks of spider, wolf and eagle on arm and dragon on heart. It’s a Chimera… the king of all beasts. Look for him in Forest of Dread…
 

 
Angel vanished in blue smoke leaving a Prophetess speechless. 

 
~ Forgive me, my goddess… but I can’t stand  this filthy creature to live on… He is surrounded by darkness… Even a devil as it’s servant… it has to end. I don’t care if I will be punish… in the end… I do it because I love you…

 
In the very same day, the hundreds  of witch hunters, some even leaded by inquisitors were sent to the forest. Many were trembling on the very sound of its name, but no one dare to oppose a wish of Prophetess herself… they were told it by her face to face! Such a distinction!

 
 

 
Pov change

 
 

Ruby finished another simple task she was given. She was not in hurry to rise her rank, now she just want to get some information. What monsters are living here? Who is a bigfish in the country? In the end she will just stay here for a week, get experience and move on to the capital. Hanna is there. She didn’t want to stay, for she has some friend there, in main department of Magic Academy… his name was…? Professor Kleir? Ah, it is not important. She took a plate with her dinner and headed to inn’s part of adventure guild to sit and eat at peace.
 

And she groaned. The only place left was opposite Richard, that was looking at her with “I am innocence” gaze. “Tsh, I will eat in my room” was what she thought. As she was passing by him he yelled:
 

-         Please! Stop! Honestly, am I so bad, that you don’t even want to talk a little?
 

-         Actually… yes. I simply don’t like your type. You are importunate, and can’t understand that “no” means “no”, or from time to time even “fuck off”! Look, I had a really bad week, so… just step aside.
 

 

-         And because You had a bad week, you have to treat everyone else like shit?! – well, he has a point… - I know how it is to have a bad time, and I also know, that if you would shut yourself, it will only get worse and worse. So no, I will not let go. I will do all my best to improve your mood, or else you may find yourself doing something you will regret.
 

He REALLY has a point… She was all grumpy for past 5 days, barely talking. Just raise from bed, do some basic task, and get drunk. Oh she wasn’t drinking because she was addicted. She was drinking to force herself to sleep for some time. Maybe… maybe he is not as bad as she thought? She put a plate on table. As she did, Richard put a warm smile on his face.
 

Two ravens were looking at this scene from a tree. Ruby was unlucky enough to sit near window. As those two looked upon each other, one flapped its wing and flew away.
 

Pov change
 

Fuck. FUCK!!! No, honestly! If I could find any words to describe my situation I was in, the: “fucking fucked fuck” would be most suitable. I was on 10th floor now. And everywhere I looked there was a wolf! As exping became easier, I thought that it would be good idea, to simply run through the floor. BUT! As I run past one wolf, I noticed that he would chase me no matter  how long I would be running. Then I passed another one…. And one more… so I was being chased by three of them… but it was at the beginning… the more I run, the more wolf keep chasing me.
 

… you want to know how many of them wolves chase me now? Wait a sec… lemme take a look back… heh 14? About? So.. now you know why instead of, “hello guyz” I greeted you with “fuck”.
 

I may be a nice wolfie myself now… but back from where I came from, there was a saying, that to beat a wolf, just have to bring a bigger one, or more of them.
 

Haha, yes, I know… the situation may be funny from other perspective… probably in 2-3 weeks I will be laughing from this situation….  IF I WILL BE ALIVE IN THOSE 2-3 WEEKS!!!
 

Honestly? How do I lose those guyz? I turned into another corridor. From here, forward, ught I am getting tired… if a miracle won’t happen I will be in deep shit. Is this…? It is one of those hanging bridge-like passages. Haha! Oh crap! I am lucky! If there is any deity of luck or/and cheats – THANK YOU! I get on the other side and looked into wolves running one after another… can I do it? You will not hate me for this guyz, will you?
 

-         YOU! – I screamed moving my arms on side in blocking path manner – SHALL NOT! – now I raised my right hand above and shut my hand into fist – PASS! – I bring my glowing with mana fist like a hammer on the bridge. Mana Shock Wave brake it apart. In next moment I saw more than dozen of monster falling to the deeps of dungeon.
 

	You have slain [Mad Black Chaos Wolf level 18]
	You have obtained 41 exp + 7exp + 41 dungeon exp boost



 	You have slain [Mad Black Chaos Wolf level 16]
	You have obtained 37 exp + 7exp + 37 dungeon exp boost + combo x2 - 37exp




 	You have slain [Mad Black Chaos Wolf level 17]
	You have obtained 38 exp + 7exp + 38 dungeon exp boost + combo x3 - 76 exp



 

… there was pretty few such notifications, and last one said:




	You have slain [Mad Black Chaos Wolf level 14]
	You have obtained 32 exp + 7exp + 32 dungeon exp boost + combo x13 - 384 exp



 

… did I… Did I just got over 3.6k exp? I mean…
 

	You have leveled up




 	You have leveled up



 

	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[14/NA]   [1126/2250 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Black Druid
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fate
Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion
The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage


	Health	265/330
	Stamina	121/240
	Mana	195/480
	Attributes
	Strength	28 (added 3)	Vitality	33 (added 3)
	Endurance	24 (added 2)	Constitution	29 (added 2)
	Dexterity	49+4 (added 5)	Reflex	31+3 (added 1)
	Intelligence	48 (added 4)	Wisdom	38 (added 4)
	Spiritualism	33 (added 4)
	Hidden Attributes
	Luck	12 + 10 (added 2)
	Charisma	4 + 20
	Charm	10
	Unallocated points	28



 

Oooh, pure sweetness… but… I will not be able to take their cores with me… for now I was taking every one I found with me (as eating wolf-kin no longer gives me their traits, for my core is to weak) and I do not want to meditate here. Last time as I was growing those 5 cores I was attacked… twice. If not my beloved Kaito it could end bad for me… oh, you just noticed, that there is no Kaito here? Well… as we start running and I told him to ignore wolfs… well there was such a small situation… GUH! Fuck! He throw himself of wolves in order to buy me some time ok!? And then I got notification, that as he was forcefully kicked out this realm I have to wait 6 hours to re-summon him. Yes, I know. I have fucked up. Okay, okay mom! I will improve so stop nagging!  For now let’s just laugh over those dead dumb wolves bodies…
 

As I step near the edge of deep abyss were those asshole fall, to literally mock over their stupidity, I was pushed there… Yes. Sebastian again. I. Will. Tear. Every. Single. Feather. He. Has.
 

I stopped 4 meters lower on the other bridge…
 

	You have entered 11th floor of [Wolf Kind] dungeon



 

I raised groaning and in next moment ignored notification about losing 10 hp.
 

-         Sebastian, I swear… I will – damn! I dodged, for he wanted to push me off one more time!- ARE YOU NUTS! WHY ARE YOU EVEN TRYING TO… - I forgot about one important fact as I focused completely on Sebastian. To be accurate I forgot I have one more raven… in results I was falling one more time, and one more time I was stopped by another bridge. 10 hp were lost one more time.
 

-         W..what did I do to you? I thought we were friends!
 

	You have entered 12th floor of [Wolf Kind] dungeon
	Warring!!!

Prepare for Boss encounter!!!



 

-         You pushed me all way here just to face a boss?! You really want to kill me! you assholes! I really do consider un-summoning you! – Walter started flapping wings in nervous matters, but Sebastian only throw me gaze of some old teacher who is giving his student difficult task in order to improve him… NOPE! I STILL HATE YOU NO MATTER WHY YOU DID THIS! If you wanted me to go faster on those levels, you could simply said it… you can’t talk? Then show it! Whatever! DO NOT TALK BACK!
 

But, boss… huh? As I remember that Behemoth was Boss type monster… and Elite Old boss.. or something? I took a look on the sides. On the left a bridge was going all long route to stairs leading on higher floor. On the right the very same bridge was leading to pretty big doors… a Boss Room? 

 

Cliché Allert!!! The level of cliché here is over 9000, sir!!!
 O…over 9000!? It is impossible!

 This is what measurement devices shows, sir!
 We will have to be strong, private! Stand tall in the name of motherland!

 SIR, YES, SIR!
 

… but honestly… I am running out of potions… one hp and one mp left… well there probably won’t be a better time for them. As I drank them I sat in meditation position. Sebastian throw an impatient gaze.
 

-         No need to hurry. I am pretty hurt, tired and my mana is on so-so level. I want to fight with Kaito’s help too. So yes, I will sit here for next… - I took a look on count-down near Kaito’s name in Summoning menu – 5hours 31 minutes. Enjoy yourself till then… asshole
 

 
 

 
After the time passed Kaito was once more greeting me happily by licking my hand… cute monster. I have to get soon new type of summon monster, for I don’t want Kaito to die over and over again… can we evolve some ravens to meat-shield class? I know two, that would fit perfect to this role…

 
So, here we are about to face a Boss on Dungeon Floor. Breath in…out…in…out… AH FUCK THIS SHIT! If he would be a pain in the ass I would simply sacrifice few of my bones and nuke a shit out of him with shock wave!!!... or not… as I  can see, it is extremely close range skill. It affect only 2-3 meters in cone radius. After it reach certain distance it’s turning into but a breeze. So what if enemy is agile and would dodge? Or a range fighter? There is a very simple answer: “I will be dead”.

 

-         Fire orb. Wisp form. – the fire orb shined in the air, and soon was ignited with even stronger, blue flame and started moving like some curious animal all around.
 

I raised 4 of them… mana fall by 100. I was fighting inside of myself to not create more. They are useful, but I had no idea what boss monster is. In video game they tend to have some kind of special abilities… and resistances as one of them… it was common that if boss is water type monster it will receive lower damage from water source, and completely nullify fire damage. One more time. Breathe in .. out
 

I pushed doors and walked inside. It was a cave. HAHA cave inside of a cave! Who is a manager here!? Or interior designer!? The center was bright, almost eye hurting, while edges was hidden in shadows. Normally it would make everyone standing inside the bright-zone unable to see anything on its edges. That was also probably an idea behind this whole construction. I saw a movement in the shadows. Lazy one. Like if someone has just step aside from his/hers business and came to eat a lunch in break. “No time to rush things, here we have meal and we will enjoy a moment”.
 

It stopped. Its head, whatever it looked like was faced in my direction. And I was looking into his… oh, this is what surprised you? You wanted to take me from behind or sides, jumping from shadows? And as you noticed I am looking in your direction you start thinking about new plan?
 

Irritated growling filled the cave. It stepped into bright zone… GUH! NOT NOW! Pride was screaming! This stupid girl! He just found someone who is her new opponent… she even told me something about honoring him, and I should bow! What the… I focused all my power to silence her up. I can do it… if not I would be banging my hand over the wall right now to “silence voices in my head”
 

	The [Wolf King] dungeon 1st Boss

Vairo - the Chaos Warg level 25
	Hp: 620/620
	Agile, powerful, and intelligent monster

It is advised to encounter this monster in party of four



 

 
Okay. Oookay. 620 hp? No problem. Fast, strong, smart? We will be okay. Party of 4ppl? Me, Walter, Sebastian and Kaito. It’s four no matter how much I count. We will be all right, We definitely will be alright… 

 


Please tell me that we will be alright…
            

    
        chapter 022

    
    
    
    
                ~ Master… you are not ready to face him… You are still naive… Let it go… Just relax, I will show you how a beast should Wight… - Greed said in low growling-like voice.


~Sure, I will give you control over my body, what can possibly go wrong? You are but some murderous instinct generated from beast I killed…


~ This is what I meant telling that you are naïve… I am not a beast… YOU are one! As you feed, you don’t get parts of personality of monster… those are boosting only those you already have… We are you. Greed. Lust. Hunger. Pride. Gluttony… Desire. Do you hate us? Are you disgust by us? Then… you hate yourself. But it’s not important. If you will last in this stupidity, you will die. Here. Now. 
 

Warg growled and start moving in circle. I was all tensed . Barely could move.
 

~ See? We were created for moments like that. Pride wish for battle, I desire hunt… and you barely wish to survive… this is why you want to run. But here is an opponent which if you show back, you will be dead. Release your Hunger… unleash beast… Uncage us!  
 

I didn’t like it. Not at all. I promised myself, that those two will never tell me what to do, that I will be the one in charge… not like I have too many options now.
 

~ Pride… you will have your duel… you will be in charge of defense… is it ok with you?


~ Don’t be so worried about me, dear wolf, I will do what is needed


~ As you wish, lamb, as you wish…
 

My body was shifted in the I never used before… my human part was completely omitted.
 

How big a warg is? Four horses that would be standing near each other. Looking at that big monster that has legs like columns in ancient building… completely covered in muscles. And it’s movements… so patient. So slow, but even of its huge body, you just simply knew he is extremely agile. I was to afraid to blink my eyes.
 

On the other hand, I was smaller, barely bigger than normal wolf. What a creature I am now? I wanted to “look” into its structure… but I was forced out
 

~ Haha, no master… knowledge given, not reached, is useless. You will have to find by your own all patterns of creation. All variants. Combining same two creatures in different ways can give two completely different results… or even more. Here is but a clue. You are holding your human shape too much. Human is great… when you have a weapon. But here, on this enemy no bow, nor dagger will have any use. Humanity will only slow you down… Now, look how beast fights… Are you ready? Pride?

 

~ Surely more then you will even be… Greed…

 

~Here our hunt starts…

 

~ We will clash

 

~ We will tear and rip
 

~ And we will feast… - … Why did I said that? It was more like natural reaction for me…
 

Now my body was moving on all four limbs… it felt so natural to me… I was still afraid, still wanted to think as much as possible about different ways of fighting. But I was forced back. I was but an observer… wait…


~Greed… You will move my body as Pride will be in charge for defense reaction?


~that’s right… You don’t like it?


~ then… You have no one to use magic? – I tried to order to move wisps that I summoned before. They reacted on my thought…


~That… will be helpful… - I almost saw Greed face grinning in pleased manner.
 

We were waiting for something… no, I have no idea for what. I just knew, that the one who would may a first move will be, depending on time, in good or bad position… Step by step… how did our legs didn’t tangle as we moved? No idea... tsh, my bad habit, every time I am stressed I am looking for something to distract myself. It can be deadly, I have to get rid of it.
 

We jumped. As we, as Warg. In exactly same time. We were moving low, near the ground, while warg was jumping in powerful, high leaps. Aw we were near, about 4 meters from each other , Warg jumped extremely high in order to land on our back. Greed slide under him and raised his head to hit his belly. In the very same time I ordered one of the wisps to hit it face. Ravens are useless now. He is too fast, and could kill them with one bite. On the other hand, wisps were inedible… and as I raised my fire magic they were also clinging to the skin like a napalm… very weak, easily putted down napalm… okay, they have still long way to go, to be called a napalm… but it was enough for now. He was temporarily blinded, and saw nothing as he was in midair. 
 

My new body had horns, but because my skull was deformed in way I couldn’t recognize, they were embedded more steadily. As they were pushed into belly of warg, some painful whine could be heard. The body of monster was thrown behind us and landed on the ground with powerful thud.
 

It was not enough. Definitely not. We get some notification, but once again, those two didn’t let me to see it.
 

~don’t get distracted. Fighting knowing life power of your enemy, is a great convenience, but only if you are skilled enough to use it. Now it will only distract you, and give you false feeling of having a control over a fight. We are far from controlling this combat.
 

As if to confirm Pride’s words, Warg stood up. Angry. It hit its face with paw to completely put out rest of embers of fur on its head. Now as it has partly bald head it looked both uglier and deadlier.
 

~how strong our bone structure is now? I am not sure if I should use Shock Wave…


~only if we will be forced back. No matter if we will or will not receive damage from it. It’s powerful skill that shouldn’t be shown from the start. Even is chess, the pawns go first… 

 
I felt like I am on some survival trip with experienced teachers. Even as they made situation to look dangerous, you just couldn’t feel unsafe near them.

 
In next moment, my opponent rushed once again, but this time in zigzag pattern. It was fast. Way faster then as he was charging forward. I could barely read it’s trajectory, even as my head was moving exactly after him. As we were about to strike each other we both took a bi-pedal stance, like a bears and forced ours body mass on each other. Oh yes. He was heavier, but somehow my rear legs were empowered… was they made more powerful by weakening frontal? Than how are we going to attack?!

 
~I would really like to use shock wave..

 

~not yet!!!

 
Great. I will just sit here and wait for us to be shred apart.. but there is something wrong. He is way bigger than us… Greed force our frontal limbs under his armpits in strange manner, restricting him from reaching us with his own limbs, and as he was taller by more than head-high, he burrowed his teeth in its neck, and as he hold it grip he started moving our head violently on the sides. It was really nice play. But aw we have no strong grip power to keep him in this position. The warg moved back and separated himself from us. Then he swiped his paw. We were hit on the side. As our skin was tore by its claw we were sent flying in same time. Somehow moving in air Greed managed to land on all four limbs… we were now with our backs faced to warg. And I heard it leaping again at us.

 

~Wait Pride… wait.


~ I know my job!!!


~Master… As Pride will move you will execute shock wave on rear limbs…
 

And then, as if I could I would piss myself, and Boss was extremely near, the whole weigh of our body were transferred at out frontal limbs, in this moment I started transferring as much mana as I could to rear legs. In next moment Pride raised our rear legs and executed powerful donkey-like kick. As one of            hoofs… yes, I just noticed frontal had claws, rear had hoofs… landed on its head, with power boosted by Mana Shock Wave, I could hear his skull cracking. Yet, the power of skill break my limbs… not rear! Frontal! They were weaker and they hold whole impact for striking over 1 tone heave monster.
 

In the end my face was burrowed in dirt as we couldn’t support our posture. Crap! It’s painful! Those limbs were fragile! I have no idea what kind of grotesque creature I was now! Our body was just forced by greed to role on the side to look at the Warg. 
 

~ A draw huh? Tsh, next one who will rise will win the whole battle. We had not enough of deer DNA to empower our frontal limbs…



~Not necessary, we still have Kaito, who can finish him up!

 

~Boy… warg can still bite even with his head cut  off… even as he lies here with skull cracked, he still can kill this small dog while missing all its limbs…
 

~ Greed…
 

~now it all will be a battle of fight spirits!
 

~Greed…
 

~the one who is a better hunter will raise!
 

~Greed?




~WHO WILL BE DOVURED!?
 

~GREEEED!
 

~what!?
 

~I still have more than half of my mana left… can’t we just… cook him? I mean… I have this fire wall spell… it’s pretty useless on fast enemy spell… but if he can’t move…
 

~…
 

~…
 

~…
 

~ so?
 

~just do it boy…

 

~haha! Greed forget that he is a monster in body of magician! He completely focused on animal-like battle!
 

~ SILENCE, YOU LAMB!

 
The body of Warg was covered in flames. It took me a minute of repeated casting to finally catch him for good. Soon whining, groaning and growling like sounds could be heard in the cave.

 

	You have slain [Vairo - the Chaos Warg level 25]
	You have obtained 270 exp - 7 exp - 270 dungeon boost exp
	For defeating A dungeon floor Boss, You have unlocked a Teleportation spot.
	Teleportation spot will allow you to leave a dungeon, and re-enter it from 12th floor




	You skill [Appraisal] has leveled up. [Appraisal] is now level 4
	New information about appraised target are available




	You skill [Predatory] has leveled up. [Predatory] is now level 4
	All your senses will be improved
Critical rate improved

Critical Damage improved
Stealth skills improved [skill locked - lack of required class]

Assassination attempts will be improved

Learning in uninhabited places will be improved




	You skill [Fire magic] has leveled up. [Fire magic] is now level 5
	Damage of fire base spells will be improved
Cost of Fire based spells with be reduced

Control over Fire element will be improved

New manifestation unlocked: [Explosive bolt]




	You skill [Mana Shock Wave] has leveled up. [Mana Shock Wave] is now level 4
	Damage dealt will be improved
Damage taken will be reduced

Max. Mana used by this kill will be improved

Distance of this skill effect will be improved




	You skill [Hand to Hand Combat - beginner ] has leveled up. [Hand to Hand - Combat beginner] is now level 3



 

-         Haha… - the control over my body was given back… - We are alive… - they didn’t say word again in that day… like they powers were completely drenched. My body also turned back to human form…  with broken arms… really? I have no more potions… but I have about one more day of exp boost… as I can see by my skill leveling up in sick speed, the boost also apply to skill exp. So… what more do we have to do? As I secured the warg core, I sat and began to meditate while healing my arms. Somehow I can focus on part I can heal… it will still teak me some time to heal it up completely… and then… I will have business with some two raves…


	You skill [Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up. [Nature Healing Magic] is now level 4
	You skill [Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up. [Nature Healing Magic] is now level 5
	The effects of your Nature healing spells will improve
The cost of your Nature healing spells with be reduced

You have new manifestation: [Enchanted Vigor]

[Enchanted Vigor] has been locked till you would improve [Hex bag Creation] to level 10



 

Oho, looks like I can’t use some spells if I haven’t got sufficient knowledge… it was said that hex bag creations are both curses and blessings… maybe it’s the lowest form? Will it separate to both, curses skill and blessings skills as it level up? Ah, screw this… I have my both arms somehow useful… and few hours to exp boost to perish… and two ravens as “volunteers” to “help” me “improve” my healing magic… what a bad luck, that in order to raise its level someone has to… GET HURT!
 

-         So boyz… we are done with this dungeon for now… but I have to show you my GRATITUDE for SHOWING me this wonderful Dungeon… and helping me to get inside and deeper 3 times from 4 METERS HIGH LEDGE!!!
 

So, yes in the end I ended pulling off their feathers, than healing them back… it was weird looking like they grown back, and then pull the back again… and well, I was not pulling them back by one… rather as many I could grab in one time… Sebastian was somehow  enduring it well… can’t say same thing about Walter. How long was I doing it? Till exp boost perished of course! So about 4 hours? But, in the end I leveled up my Nature healing! And Vitality enchant that is still can’t use. Bad luck.
 

As we were finished, I gave some…. Polite recommendation… to say what they want from me in future in more… civilized way… if they don’t want to have their legs pulled off next time…
 

The teleportation spot was some glyphs that appeared in the center of cave. As I step inside in next moment I was transferred to the entrance… I am completely exhausted. I want to wash… then eat something… and then go to sleep…. While cuddling… will Kaito be enough to be used as my pillow? Actually there is some in the forest, that would be better for this role…
 

 
Pov change

 
 

It was seven days since Zari disappearance and Aira was worried. She simply know every existence in the forest, but then Zari simply vanished from her radar. 
 

First two days she was crying that somehow he died, but then she was told by other gods, that he is still alive, and he is located somewhere in the forest…
 

Then she was curious, she thought, that he is playing hide and seek with her…
 

After two more days she was angry, for she didn’t find it funny.
 

And after two more days she became furious, for she reached a conclusion that he is hiding from her cuz he don’t like her… after all she did for him…
 

You know how it looks like when deity gets furious? The whole forest went mad. Trees were shaking like during gale, all animals became acting like sick from frenzy savage beast, attacking anyone and anything, even each other.
 

And then after seven days he appeared. Aira completely restricted herself from moving right now… in semi mad-calm state she watched what he would do. He didn’t went straight to her. First he went into some lake, washed himself… it took him even longer then that… is he relaxing?! She is going mad here and he is swimming in a lake for fun? She took her time for first 4 days as he was missing – she build a house in tree for him, for she thought she would be praised. In next 3 days she was fighting with idea to destroy it, and half of the forest in progress…
 

But then he moved. Now in almost straight line in her direction… She waited with angry expression and hands crossed on her chest, puffing her checks reddened from anger.
 

And he step to the clearing… as she wanted to yell at him she noticed all those marks- awkwardly healed bite and scratch marks all over his body, leaving small scars.. those would vanish over time, but for not they were proofs of battling day and night. Shadow marks under his eyes… he was sleeping about 2-4 hours a day? He also lost a bit of his fat structure… even as he never had much of it… instead of yelling she asked:
 

-         Where have you been?
 

-         In dungeon. Those two assholes literally dropped me in, and I couldn’t get out same way, so I needed to clear 12 floors and kill boss to get out… Nice house… you made it? – house was nothing to laugh at. The tree itself was pretty powerful in structure. Huge, if you wanted to call it by one word. Way bigger than before Zari has left. And now all around it branches a really big house was made.12 or so rooms, everyone with windows covered in shutters. She was extremely proud of it… wait, it’s nothing she should pay attention now…
 

 
In. A. Dungeon. There are not many of them in the forest, and everyone is extremely difficult… well, at least for mortals. And this boy survived a whole week there? And she was mad at him as he was desperately fighting for his life! Now, she felt like an idiot.

 

-         S..s..s..s..s. so, y. y..y.. you don’t h.. h.. hate me?
 

-         Why should I hate you? – Zari simply couldn’t understand in which direction she is thinking at all. He never knew what is inside of this little green head ended in both sides by sharp, elven like ears. Now she was standing there, with head kept low, getting more and more red, now from embarrassment.  
 

-         Actually… I had no good sleep in past week, so would you mind if I already go straight to bed?
 

She minded. She missed him and wanted to talk. A lot. But she has to be responsible as deity! With all her might left she simply allowed him to go.
 

-         Good, then you are coming too. - … what? She simply didn’t understood meaning behind this sentence and was looking with questioning gaze at him. Now he looked a bit abashed – well… you see… in this dungeon I was nervous for this whole time… and I think I would sleep better… with someone else… - if she was red before than now she was all up in colors of ripe tomato. 
 

Zari was sleeping peacefully for the first time in a week while embracing Aira in big seized bed. Well, Aira, as deity, didn’t need to sleep at all, but as she excuse herself in her own eyes, that Zari is safe now, and can’t be safer anywhere else more than in deity embrace she allowed herself to fall asleep too. 
 

So here those two were laying, with blissful expression of their faces.
 

 
 

 
Okay, here is a chapter. Once again I have barely any time to read it once, so some mistakes can be spotted… 



well, in comets there were few ideas, about the nearest future of the story, about angel, Richard, and all those witch hunter entering forest. I didn’t answer them not because they are bad in any way nor wrong. I simply didn’t do it, for I had no idea how to do so with not giving spoilers right away. But I like yours ways of thinking guyz. At least you show you are really into story. \(^_^)/   <-- here you have a hug from me
            

    
        Fast note

    
    
    
    
                Guyz i am really sorry for a delay, but today chapter will not be added. I have pretty few stuff to do as yesterday as today.  i have still one more thing to do and i already know, that as i will get back to home i ll be to tired to write anything. 

But i can ensure you, that tomorrow chapter will be posted, and i ll pay back for delay in weekend as i will have a bit more time than usual.



Gimme a hug plox
            

    
        chapter 023

    
    
    
    
                Richard is not as bad as I thought He is… well, He really helped me a lot. Looks like he also had few tough experiences, well, this is what I am thinking as he didn’t share those with me. Yet he truly was a great help. Every time I wanted to drink another cup he just talked about his adventures and people he met. He was so good in telling stories that many times I was listening without noticing that I am holding cup near my limps not drinking at all.
 

He also took me on more difficult missions, I didn’t rank up yet but it is not my main goal so I didn’t care… and then I discovered that it was what I needed. Those where not extremely hard, but you still had to look your back. If you are focused on so many task in same time as looking for enemy, checking what your position is in order to not get lost, and taking care to not walk into an ambush, then you have no time to think about stupid stuff like feeling sorry about yourself. We were hunting some aggressive wild goblins. Those usually are not that challenging unless they hide in some caves or forests, as they tend to know those places they can prepare some basic ambushes… few rookies were dying because of them every few months.
 

Yet from time to time I had those feeling that something is watching me, few times I saw some  bird-like shadow on the verge of my vision… I have no idea why I felt so anxious… those may be just some normal birds… even if those are ravens… there is no point if worry for them to be connected with HIM… please tell me those are just some normal birds…
 

Pov change
 

I feel no pain at the moment… well if those small “tortures” could be even called as one. I was titles as Arch devil, the Knight of Gehenna, the…. Well it doesn’t matter… my point is, that as a devil I was more or less used to tortures. And by tortures I mean here all kinds of skinning, opening stomach and pulling out organs, braking limbs… sorry wrong word was used here… those limbs were disintegrated… slowly. And here this boy just pull of my feathers…
 

Don’t get me wrong! I am proud of him! Together with Walter we were… mocking him a bit. He just treat us to friendly! Same this dog! He is  simply spoiling him! He have to understand that he is supposed to be a master, not a friend! I put his life in risk? Ha! Not on my watch! I still could forcibly break seal… it would get weird, but he would definitely not die… because of me… if he will get into trouble by himself I will not help him… he have to mature… in this life or next one. But still… I am glad. As he had limited tools he just  improvised with punishing us. As I could say watching Walter, it supposed to be quite effective… maybe in the future I could show him some tricks…
 

What is this feeling!?…  Hyla, you foolish angel… You want to lead to another war!? The war od gods?!… what did you do…
 

Pov change
 

I woke up, for the first time in many days from truly peaceful sleep. It was not one of those half sleep half vigil state where even louder breath of Kaito could wake me up. Ugh, I want to say a bit longer… somehow I feel like in future I will not be given such luxuries…  
 

Groaning I raised up leaving in bed Aira with stupid smile on her face. How can you nor love her? Such a type of younger sister she is. Ruling whole forest, creating monster god like little sister. Jackpot.
 

Near the bed small Monster Core was laying in the ground. The Core of the Warg that I am not able to consume right now, but somehow I feel like meditating for whole day just to improve one of cores inside of me was a bit… inefficient way of using a day… I have to many skills that I want to improve in the same time. Huh? None of my summonings are here?
 

	Your familiar [Walter] has slain [Green Forest Rat level 1]
	You have obtained 1 exp + 3exp




	Your familiar [Kaito] has slain [Brown Horned Rabbit level 3]
	You have obtained 3 exp + 3exp



 

Boyz are working for some time huh? Yet… because of predatory I gain more exp from skill itself than from killing rat itself… actually it looks like that if I would summon shitload of ravens and let them hunt by they own I would get more exp than… ehh, this game is broken. Manager! I want to speak with manager!
 

No point in just staying here… I want to improve my hex bag creation so I can unlock the blessings from nature healing magic… but this core looks soo tempting… yet, how the progress of core improves my abilities it is still a mystery to me…
 

~ As you improve your core you can store more of theirs DNA, this is what you already know, but what you don’t know is that with your current core and DNA stored in it you are limited in your shifts. For now you will not be able to turn completely into wolf. There are following stages of core: Lesser, low, low-medium, medium, medium-high, high, and large.

Every time you gain bigger core you can use more traits n the same time. When you fought with the warg, you used DNA of deer and wolf, but you couldn’t turn completely in one… well you actually couldn’t create this form too, but as it was made by Greed, who has more knowledge about anatomy of those monster he could maintain form by changing only external body parts and muscle, while leaving all internal organs those of humans.

 

If you would use all of your DNA of wolf to add to your human   form, you would looks like half-breed of beast-kin and human, at the next stage you would look like… some possessed wild beast-kin, then on next stage you would gain access to completely monster form, than to werewolf. On next level you would get some variation of those. As I change you for the first time, I used combination of two large Cores – Werewolf Variant[Walking Nightmare]  and Hell Beast Variant [Soul Devourer]. Those are possibilities of combining two high beings. Both of those creature has ranking S++, and are marked as extremely deadly… why didn’t you killed Behemoth right on spot? Because you are moron unused to operate in such a body! 

 

So, you have to chose by yourself, if in your free time you want to grow new core for other monster, or improve already existing. Both decisions are extremely important, for one allows you to gain more traits and be more adaptive to new environment while other will improve you pure power dramatically. Oh, and here is a small tip from me. Don’t consume this core right after you improve already possessed one, for warg is… a really big DNA source and have more than Low core can store. AAAH! I will give you in other way. To completely dill lesser core you have to eat about 10 wolfs, than as you improve it to low, you will need 25-30 do again completely fill it. Then 50, 100, 250… those are all approximate values for one wolf is not equal to others… and Warg as powerful evolution of wolf contains value of about 35 wolfs.. so you would waste about 1/3 of its total potentinal…
 

~ ummm, thanks?
 

~ Ha! You fool! You should fall on your knees, hit floor with your head, and pray to me like to the god for my greatness! 

 

~ All I can give you is but a friendly “thanks” (someone remember similar scene from comment section? Somehow you inspired me Garro ^_^, for I didn’t intent to put it here … <-from  author)
 

~Guh! Meanie! 

 
~ A..anyway, what your name? it kinda weird to address you as “book”

 

~ You will give me one soon. My name changes with every master I have. As You reach certain level of power you will simply “find” my name… and then you will get stronger… We both will. As you remember I am a book… You will get access to knowledge I hide.
 

~ So for now, you are only a “book”?
 

~ Add “chan” at the end, make me feel cute!

 
~ Creepy.. 

 

~ DID YOU MUMBLE SOMETHING?!

 

~ Not even a word… Book-chan..
 

So much annoying stuff to do to gain a power… guh. Boyz are leveling for me, so I should start meditating too… it is so inconvenient that I am both mage and chimera… I mean, if I would be a rogue then I would double my pure damage potential. The mage stuff also will broke my utility, but it will take some time.
 

Aira still sleeping? Really? Hey, do you even need a sleep?!
 

I sat with my legs crossed.
 

	You have entered [Meditation State]
	Your mental attributes will rise
	You are currently cultivating your [Lesser Mana Core]



 

 
Pov Change

 
I was sitting at the verge of the Forest of Dread. We are still waiting for a signal. I used remaining time sharpening daggers, checking if poisons are in the right place and all my charms prepared by priests are working. We are witch hunters. Job as good as any other. We are almost like private mercenaries. Just our job is a bit more risky… and we are waaay better paid. We are supposed to hunt “abomination” this time. I don’t really care how they call it. They used to name every mage as an abomination.

 
Do I like my job? Do I think that the world would get any better thanks to my job? Not at all. Every time I am about to capture someone or kill it, I asked them about forgiveness… oh, don’t get me wrong, there are a lot of maniacs that turn completely mad if you just mention about witches. And they wrongly interpret my asking for “forgiveness”. They think, that I see a good thing in every witch, and I gave them Honors by asking them those phrases. Even one of high-inquisitors while lecturing other mention me in his speech “always remember, that witches are but a humans, that took a wrong path, we are not supposed to hate them, but feel pity toward them, as we are making them atone for sins they have committed. There is one among you, young witch hunter, who truly knows how sad their life is. He tend to ask them for forgiveness every time  he judge them! He is feeling sorry, for taking away their option to atone by themselves…”
 

Fools. They are not one who should be pitted, but you. Bunch of murderers, rapist, monsters. Wearing expensive cloths doesn’t make you human at any point!
 

Why do I do it? I was a criminal. Nothing serious, just some smuggling, stealing. From time to time kidnapping for ransom. We never hurt those who we deprive out of freedom, nor sell them to slavery. If someone couldn’t afford, then we were lowering prices, or even completely releasing.
 

But we were caught. All of my friends were dead. Only I was given a chose. To die or to take this job. I want to live. I want to survive. This life is pretty good… when we are not killing anyone… Hopefully I am not in charge of “questioning”. I simply can’t torture other beings.
 

As I was few time asked to “interrogate” other I “accidently” killed them in process… finishing their suffering. It was all I could do for those poor souls. I am working in this job for over 29 years. I am good, but because of “lack of ambitions” I was not promoted. Not even once. I didn’t care. One more week, and I will be done. I will be able to stop doing this horrible job, and leave a peaceful life  as I will retire. This is my last mission.
 

    Last job of Merciful Simon. 
 

There was a signal. The thing we were waiting for. It took some time, but we will enter forest from few place at the same time. We have no idea where our target is located, so we sent a message to our other facilities in other countries. We were spies, priests… whatever our role allowed us. 
 

But this is first time when so many of us were mobilized to a single job. To a single target. Normal witch could be taken by a single witch-hunter, the strong one needed a squad made of 4 witch-hunters and one inquisitor, or elder-hunter.
 

The forest was entered by 10 squads. 40 hunters, 4 inquisitors and 6 elder-hunters. There was not such a hunt in the history.
 

I pray to gods, that the number is decided only because we are entering a huge forest, so we can find him faster… and not because of its power. Please… gods of nature, order and chaos. Spirits of elements, devils and angels. I don’t care that those prayers are considered as blasphemy, just please. Let it be a normal witch…
 

Wait… the signal… was it the magic impulse? IDIOTS! YOU WANT TO TELL EVERY SINGLE WITCH IN VICINITY TO SAY THAT WE ARE HERE?!?! Who the hell is in charge of this missions!? Please.. gods and spirits, I change my prays, let it be extremely inexperienced witch!
 

I have so bad feeling about it!
 

 
Pov change (somehow I feel I am making too many povs, but all of them are really needed!... well, not this one, this one was made as semi cliff-hanger to make you more nervous and make a chapter bigger :D )

 
 

Professor Kleir was looking at his students  like a wild, hungry and even more wild animal. He has obligatory lessons twice a week. 3 hours each. They took 6 hours per week from his precious time!
 

-         What. Do. You. Want. To. Know. Today? – he said every words with about 5 seconds break. He was trying to scare them off, so he could say, that class was not cooperating and he couldn’t made a lesson. BUUUT, everything is more terrifying then old, short professor. 
 

-         Umm, professor? Even as every race is different of other… are there a race that has a great diversity within itself? I was thinking about be..
 

 

-         Beast-kin? They are not so different. There is a race way more diversified then some beast-kin, that have only a bit different ears size. Undead. Huh, what wrong? Undeads are counted as completely different race! And here we can say, that to undead belongs: humans corpses, elves corpses, dwarfs corpses… dragon corpses… every single one corpse… that is moving. But it’s not why it is so different. They have many forms. You know skeletons? Just some moving bones. But they can grow in many ways, they can become both death knight and liches… on the other hand we have walking corpse… variant undead. Way stronger and more durable then skeletons, but pay with speed. Those can become ghuls… and ghuls can grow to other beings, but as this matter is connected with black magic and necromancer we shall not divagate further about corpses “evolution”… as if we could call it an evolution…  and …
 

-         Professor? – The old magician was looking as someone who really don’t want to continue his lectures…
 

 

-         And spirit class… ghosts, phantoms, nighbanes, banshee… poltergeists…  nightmares… I have seen nightmare once… and trust me… you can be afraid of behemoths, of werewolves, of vampires… fuck, I was supposed to not speak about those… AH! DAMN! How do you recognize a nightmare? As they would settle is some house… of course, it starts with bad dreams of everyone living inside. Then… you are slowly being suck into one… you have problems with saying what is dream and what is a real life… even as you are awake, but you were marked by this…this… this creature… you will have hallucinations… it feast upon your suffering, your pain and fear – professor was trembling while saying it – you will not be able to leave a house. It simply ticks you… showing door where there are none… and then the moment comes, when it completely sucks you inside. You are living inside a nightmare… in the last stage of this… parasite disease, you are slowly turning insane… and dying. There is only a one man that  was said to survive the last stage of nightmare manifestation…
 

-         Sir? Who is the man you are talking about?
 

 

-         You are talking to him right now… - the class went silent.
 

As he was about to continue the lesson someone entered a classroom. In next moment he turned to the doors and wanted to scold the late student. But it was not a student who has entered.
 

-         Hanna? Is that you? After so many years! So good to see you my dear friend!  
 

-         As strict as always? Hieroni… I came to you, for I was told that you are looking for a… creature.. that have appeared a bit more then week ago…
 

-         Oh? A! the measurements of mana flow said, that it may be..
 

 

-         Divine Chimera…
 

-         How do you know it… the records were not published yet…
 

 

-         Hieroni… I know him… it was my student… and we may have another problem… but lets speak about it in private, shall we?
 

-         CLASS DISMISED! 
 

 
As everyone left the room he looked with sparkling eyes at her waiting for her to say more

 

-         Let’s start with this, that he is a really good boy, promise me, that if you would find him, you would not hurt him…
 

-         I… don’t like this idea… but it’s not like I can refuse you… in the end, if not you, I would still be struck inside this nightmare… but you mentioned a problem… what is it?
 

 

-         You know, that such transformation require a powerful being or environment as catalyst? 
 

-         YES! We already have so many speculation!? Blood of ancients? Tears of the fallen? Env…
 

 

-         Codex Diabolicus.
 

-         It… it is not a problem. If the council of archmages would know it… if he would have any connections  with Darrion…
 

 

-         He has white hairs… Hieroni…. And yes, those are not natural… he claim it was natural manifestation… and it took him 5 hours to became a mage…
 

-         It’s not a problem Hanna… it’s beginning of the pure madness… I will drop lecturing now and I will FORCE you to help me. in a week we have to make a report. And in this report we have to make him look like the most fluffy-cuddly nice pet. I have no idea how we will make it, but… it would be also best if he could came to the council and say same things by himself. In other way they may say that he is hiding in order to launch a magical attack… Hanna?
 

 

-         Yes?
 

-         You know we and this boy, are now in really deep shit?
 

 


-         I do, Hieroni, I do…
            

    
        chapter 024

    
    
    
    
                I was sitting bored in this god damned meditation state… can’t you install here some games? Poker? Chess with NPC? Whatever? Gosh! Access to youtube would be fine too! Instead of this I am counting my breaths! Stay calm dear me, as I got angry the process of creation and exping this skill up is slowing down… breath in… out… yes, just like that. I am calm. I am a flower. I am a bloody flower of fucking lotus floating peacefully on this shitty lake of motherfucking peace..  I AM AS FUCKING CALM AS WHOLE GOD DAMNED TRAIN OF MEDITATING TIBETIANS MONKS FOR FUCK SAKE!!! … I think I did it wrong somewhere in process… but honestly … how long?


	Core cultivation time remaining: [02h:26m:11s]





GUH! 2 and half hour of blissful nothingness…  maybe I should try writing poems? I think that this whole chimera race is a worst possible race for someone like me. I. Am. Inpatient. I will tell you it one more time. There is different when you are aiming to an enemy waiting for good opportunity to kill him and from such pointless action as just sitting around while looking at clock. 
 

And then shiver ran down my spine. No… It was not getting cold. How to describe it… it was something like…
 

~huh? Someone is using magic device in vicinity. You felt that, did you? Sure you did. But don’t think to high of yourself. You was able to do so only because of meditation raised your magic perception. If you don’t want to get into trouble in future you have improve yourself, you lazy peace of….              

 
Okay, okay, we’ve got this book-chan. Thank you for disturbing my chitchat with readers… As helpful as always. But… why someone used it? Well, as I could.. “felt” it was a bit like….

 

~the impulse was packed with light and order magic, so those were probably used by some kind of priests, paladins or any other class using those elements.

 
Yes. Exactly what I wanted to say… But still, it’s pretty str…

 

~it’s strange that those appeared so close to the forest, don’t you think? I mean, there is nothing here! No country, no magic school… literally nothing to infiltrate, check nor explore. There are also no chapels of gods and spirits they may worship. The only thing that is at any point worth of any action… is you…

 
And it is even more weird as there…

 

~But there is no one who knows about you!!! Some villagers, but they are not traveling very often nor travelers visit this particular place, as it is both far from trading routes and is not reach in any particular resource but food! Even if there were one or two travelers they wouldn’t be able to send massage so fast, yet to speak about reaction from the church! The only who would be able to do anything like this would be Hanna and Ruby, but they have no reason to do so as they are enemy of church too…

 
Breath in. Breath out. Stay calm… Book-chan only wanted to help… yes, she is not some mean girl that talks only to take your fun away… Okay, but finally there was one more thing that was supposed to be considered by me, namely…

 

~But, how will you react? You can take aggressive or passive actions towards them. Namely attack them or ignore them. Forest is big, so it will takes them few days to find you. Even more if you would use ravens to patrol surrounding areas to seek for their positions. Well, I would recommend you to be passive for now. You are in better position. You still should be able to rise core by two grades till the end of the day… then you could devour core of warg, gain more raw power and challenge them.

 
Haa. Haa… easy me… easy me… okay. I am calm once again… I wanted to say this stuff and sound like some great strategist…

 

~Ne, ne, how do you like my plan?
 

~ It’s… brilliant. I probably couldn’t find better myself… - she answered me with cocky laugh.
 

As I wanted to focus back on meditation I got another notification 

	Reward calculation finished.
	For healing your friend by potion of your own creation you are given [Codex Tenebrarum]



 

In next moment some old, damaged book landed on the floor in front of me
Woah… it took it a week to gave me a reward? But what it is…

 

~ TAKE IT!

 
~hey… maybe first you will take me what it is… you know, I have strange phobia of touching ancient grimmoire with sinister names…

 

~It is… part of me. I was once a bit… bigger. The whole name of my volume was The Grimmoire of Sacred Hellish Seal. I was created by greatest warlock… 3 eras ago. As he was dying he divide me on 7 parts and gave those parts to his students. This one is weakest of all parts, while I am the strongest. But this is also a reason, why you can’t get access to knowledge I store. But this… as you absorb this part we will be combined and I will give you possibility to learn basic spells of Chaos, Dark and Shadow elements… well, not all of them from the very beginning… in the end you still have no affinity to shadow nor dark, but as they are sub-elements of chaos you will get your hands on them, sooner or later. NOT TAKE IT FINALLY! I was separated from myself for over 2 000 000 years, you idiot!

 

	Do you wish to absorb [Codex Tenebrarum]?
	Warring!


	The Knowledge contained within it will have impact on your evolution/classing up pattern



 

Like I even have an option... yes…

	Your affinity to [Chaos] unlocked new Magic Branch [Chaos Magic]




	New skill gained[Chaos Magic]
	Chaos Magic is element that was always caused controversy
By few, especially Church of the light, it is called one of the most corrupting Magic Branch

As Council of Mages did not place it on the list of forbidden magic, you can study this Magic Art in most of the Royal Libraries

Yet everyone who practice this kind of magic is under strict supervision of Truth-Seekers in order to avoid possibility of Dark Mage to rise.
	This magic take its source from all kinds of disturbance of nature harmony, and will greatly improve your Curse spells

This magic is used mostly to bind your enemies and summon evil spirits.
	Improving this Magic Branch will give you access to [Blood Magic]
Improving this Magic Branch will give you access to [Dark Magic]

Improving this Magic Branch will give you access to [Necromacery]
Improving this Magic Branch will give you access to [Demonology]

Improving this Magic Branch will give you access to [Shadow Magic]




	[Chaos Magic] level 1
	Current manifestations: [Dark Binding]



	[Summoning] level 7
	New summon available: [Shade]



 

Ohhh crap, my head… it’s too much! Too much! Book-chan, everything all right? There was a silence on the “other side”, where this annoying brat should be heard. The answer came after over a minute
 

~I am all right. Everything is all right

 
… well, if you could only tell me, why you sound like completely different person, that would be great. She sounded… older. As I heard her for the first time, she was like some kid that was whispering some sweet words. Now, more like teenager? Hey! Don’t you even dare to tell me, that if I would find all of those pieces you will turn into some grandma! But this skill… oh crap it is so tempting to use it right now… 

 
Behave yourself! Damn! You are not some spoiled brat to get excited for every spell you learn!

Back to the meditation! We have still a lot time till it will rank up!
 

 
POV change

 
We stepped into the forest. The atmosphere turned heavy instantly. We were supposed to move fast in order to find a target as fast as possible. We were told that he is able ob gaining power in abnormal speed. I couldn’t believe what they have said. Someone who is getting stronger from day by day? It is impossible! Progress is made by efforts that was continued for months! You can’t simply pick a sword and after a year be the champion of world! Neither with magic! Bah! The magic is actually even harder to learn. Yet here we were told about mage that get access to magic about month ago, and now he will soon surpass apprentice level. If it is truth, then it is not fast. It’s  a true monster that we should leave alone, not provoke!

 
How would we find him? Normally we would use our seeking device, but there is a problem – this device is looking for every kind of magic. In normal town of village we can more or less guess the position of mage in one kilometer radius. 

 
But this forest is created from magic itself! Some stronger monsters generates magic by itself too! If we want to find him we have to either in very close distance, by very close I mean that we have to almost bump into him, or wait for him to use very powerful magic.

 
The inquisitor leading us is but a kid. Mostly got his position due to family name nor his own achievements. It happens. Rarely, extremely rarely, but it does. We are supposed to be elite squad, yet there are always some idiots that thought we are catching some harmless girls  and them burn them on stakes. Oh, we do catch a little girls, but those little girls have already killed 8 friends of mine.

 
We encountered some difficulties, wolves – those were not a problem, not when they are alone. But we were also attacked by forest snake. Nope, not the animal. A monster. The body structure is pretty the same… just size is a bit… bigger? Oh just mere 4 meters, nothing serious. Did I mentioned this forest is magical? Yes, I did. But did I add, that it tend to corrupt normal animals? First they are but growing in size.. to a certain degree. Then, as certain conditions are met, they are growing even bigger and depending on animal: they are faster, stronger, more intelligent, their venom and/or poison is getting more potent, fur is making more and more forest-like, no, they are not merely changing a color. There were told to be a beasts, that fur of them were turning into wood. Step by step they were changing into more plant then an animal, yet they do not lose their ability to move… nor eat or feel hunger.

 
In the process we were forced to take a break. Robert was bitten and now he is lying on the ground in semi-sleep state inducted by poison and antidote warring each other. The night was coming and we made a camp. Please, all gods, let us survive yet another night.

 
Enormously big raven sat on the branch near the camp and looked upon us… with pleased look! I can tell you! If he could he would be smiling right now!

 
… is that Omen of Chaos? Such a rare animal to appear! They were told to herald of bad, very bad things that are about to happen. One was seen day before the human-demon war.

 
And now he is here, looking directly at me. I sense a magic within him, the measurement devices are going crazy. Yet he just sit there. And look.

 
Why is he so late here? It’s already evening! Almost night! It’s not time for ravens to hunt!

 
As I entered forest I had a bad feelings. Now I am barely stopping myself from turning back and running.

 
Pov change

 

	You have successfully upgraded your [Low Monster Core] to [Low-Medium Monster Core]
	More DNA can be stored.



 

	You have devoured [Monster Core] that once belonged to warg [Wolf-kin] monster type




	Time remaining to absorb DNA: [01h:59m:59s]



 

	Your skill [Meditation] has leveled up. [Meditation] is now level 3
	Intelligence +1
Wisdom +1

Spiritualism +1
	New [Monster Core] will be generated faster

Time of cultivation already possessed [Monster Core] will be reduced



Ahh, finally! A whole day! 4 hours to made it low, and 7 more to low-medium level! I am mentally exhausted! 

 
Oh, I ate today, wanna know how is that possible as I did not hunt? KAITO! The only one that truly thinks about me! he came with rabbit in maw and dropped it at my feet! Who has more wonderful doggie ever? I will  give you a little tip, here it goes: the word has 2 letters, it start with “M” and end with “E”.. I will give you some time to answer  this riddle. I will just co wash myself and sleep for now. In the mi…

 
Oh, Remus came back from spyin… I mean his watch duty to report. Lemme see…

.
.

.
So, Ruby had some problems… with herself… oh, isn’t she drinking too much? She is getting dead drunk every two days… wait, she met someone… a friend? Well it not bad to meet new people… As long as he stay as friend…

 

~Maybe… just to be sure… we will kill him… and make it look like accident?
 

Greeed… can you have just a little bit trust in others?
 

~ I disagree, Greed!
 

Thank you Pride! Thank you!
 

~We should stab him in the heart while looking in his eyes.
 

… forget what I just thought about you Pride… 
 

~Guyz… You know that… Ruby is not with me is this way… nor actually in any other… So it is not like she is my property or something…
 

~If we find something we like, we are taking it for ourselves… It is normal to think this way…
 

~agree… we are conquerors. As we see, we claim..
 

~ IT’S WRONG! 
 

I will turn mad with those two… pardon me, three… what is wrong with their twisted way of looking at other beings! Yet now… why am I mad at Richard?! He did nothing to me! bah! He helped Ruby!
 

Yet I am mad… really mad…
 



Sebastian came back showing me some camp of four people. One was injured, pretty badly. Oh guyz, it is your bad day. As only I will absorb this core… let’s say I will pay you a visit… Oh, better for you to be bad guyz, I don’t want to have regrets…
            

    
        chapter 025

    
    
    
    
                Did I mention that I am angry? And I have no idea why? Oh, I used to have some problems with anger back on Earth. Such situation, when someone was walking in front of me on the pavement a bit to slow in my opinion and I have no way to get past them, was driving me into such an anger that I am pretty surprised I didn’t kill anyone back there. 
Now I feel pretty alike. Or even more. I am angry and I have no idea why!!! Even more, I know that whatever reason is I should calm down, get my shit together and do something productive. Instead of this I will vent my anger on some random guyz. Well, they are probably here to hunt me down. ME!!! I am a fucking predator here! You want to hunt down a wolf while you are a ship?! You are insane guyz… You are disease… And here I come, as a cure.
	Time remaining to absorb DNA: [01h:11m:21s]


 … faster… ugh! Why does it take so long!? This whole process of endless growing, cultivating devouring, absorbing… as I ate wolfs in dungeon I got DNA almost immediately… 
 
~It is because the monster you just ate was more powerful then you. Actually you were not supposed to kill it… well, if you wouldn’t create Greed and Pride before you would be… um… a bit enraged right now. Instead they are busy keeping warg instinct at bay… but as I see your behaving right now I can tell, that they have some problems.
 Great. Tell me more. No, honestly please just tell me more about Sebastian and Walter dropping me to place where I was not supposed to came back alive… 4 hunters… 3 arrows… but wait, one is lying on the ground fighting for breath… tsh, this forest is more scary than I thought.
 Should I wait till I get DNA of warg? I am going mad here… literally.
 
~If you would release your rage… just a little bit… we would have better time with controlling… this creature… 
Great. So it is decided. Here I come for a small slaughter.   
Why. Are. They. So. Far. Away… How far away are they, Sebastian? In my mind the location about a kilometer away was shown. I pulled bow out of my back and kept heading forward. Finally, a wonderful feeling of hunt filled me. A peaceful feeling of having everything under control. A feeling of owning someone’s life… But there was something more? This sick excitement… is it because now I hunt on humans? 500 meters. My enchanted hearing could grasp bits of conversation. Still, I can’t understand a word. Are they idiots? You are on hunt, not camp party! Or is it because you just entered forest and you do not suspect to encounter anything dangerous yet… well. Looks like the  fact, that one of you is almost dying near you didn’t teach you anything.  
300 meters. I can see a light from fireplace behind a trees.  From time to time a single word can be understood. Still not enough to get whole meaning… but I can hear from 300 meters?! It is sick! Those pointy ears are really doing their job… ok I think that predatory skill is taking part in it too.200 meters
100 meters… 
With every milestone my speed was decreasing. Walter came back. He once again showed me the camp, just to be sure if everyone is still there. It would be terrible if I would be attacked in the back from someone returning from… well, you know why you are leaving a camp in the middle of the night, don’t you? Some urgent needs that they can’t be… “executed”, while you are in company of other people…50 meters. I stopped here. But… what if they are a good people? Wouldn’t I turn into monster if I would…
 
-         …and then she start confessing. After 4 days! She was denying her sins for 4 days, and she “changed” mind after torturer Jacob take care of her! In the hour! He is a true artist in making evil one to admit their sins. She was tortured by puncturing sensitive spots with burning needle, she had her limps dislocated, she had iron tanks filled with boiling oil putted on her body, so her skin was getting of her, and she didn’t even flinch! And then after a hour Jacob did something that 4 others torturers couldn’t do! 
-         A truly holy men! This whole seed of evil should be purified by flames of… 
 Okay, forget last part. This lovely guyz will die here today. Or not today. Depends on how skillfully I will keep them alive… In the end I still want to know if they are the only group… it should be enough… let’s look at them… black cape dude, black cape dude, silver cape dude, bl… wait… really? Let’s play a game called “guess who is a commander”. I bet on silver cape… One more time, back where I came from, in military squads commanders on the battlefield were hiding they military distinctions to not be recognized. 
 And here is this guy shining like diamond in the night… I would hit him with an arrow with my eyes closed! But how many of them do I need to question them? Only one… I have pulled string of the bow. Gh, the viewfinder is pulsating more than usual. Calm down, for fuck sake! I hold my breath. I will suffocate, but I will kill this asshole! My heart slowed down. The arrow went flying.
 Looks like I can’t be as lucky as usually. Two of them were sitting near the fire, another one was laying about meter away, and the last one was sitting with his back on the tree. Normal humans would have problems to notice him.
 As I shot an arrow, the gentlemen in silver cape decided to stand up. Because of it arrow hit his stomach instead of throat. FUCK. I came here to let my anger go away. NOT TO GET EVEN MORE PISSED OFF. Fuck this bow. I will do it with my claws! Dagger?! FUCK THE DAGGER! AND FUCK THIS GUY! 
 Gh, even as he is still alive he will have hard time fighting. 2 more to go…
 ~Greed! Can I get my hands on warg DNA yet?
 
~Impossible. To dangerous! Potential gains are too small to put yourself to such risk! 
DAMN! I really want to get wild here. Screw this, back in dungeon Greed told me, that I focus on human form to much… well, I still think that going into full animal-mode is weird… in the end I don’t have enough DNA to fully transform into… something that will not be a total abomination. You, let’s be a fiend for now. 
I charged  at full speed, even as I did, there was almost no sound of me moving. There was screaming in the camp. The silver dude was holding his stomach, his chitchat companion was looking in all direction like some idiot… I mean… honestly, can’t he just look into direction were arrow came from? The dying man didn’t even noticed anything as he was… um, busy with dying… and stuff… There was only one men calm. More like calm I could said that he was, um, ready for what is about to come? He didn’t pull his sword, nor knife. He just stand there and kept waiting. I jumped out of the bush, in mid charge I grabbed the only men that could be a threat for now, and with brute force I jumped with him to bushes on the other side of camp. This… idiot, was holding a sword. Oh, don’t get me wrong. Sword is a wonderful weapon, but not in grappling fight, it is simply too big. It would be a problem if he had a knife, for he could stab me with it as I was sitting on him. But now, because of small distance between us he just couldn’t get a good swing for it to be useful. With powerful swings I tore his throat apart… why his blood has such sweet smell? Not important now! One down 3 more to go.
 The silver dude pull of arrow of his stomach.. well, a part of it, as arrowhead was still inside his belly. You have just destroyed one of my precious arrows you asshole! Then he grabbed a sword and faced me.  Damn, it will get more annoying now, for I don’t have an effect of surprise anymore. The last man was still not moving from under a tree.
 
-         What sort of abomination you are! Filthy beast! I will put you out of your miserable life! 
-         You are calling me a filthy beast? You was just admiring someone torturing other beings. Who of us is a beast here? 
 He was left speechless. Hm? Looks like he found me to be another mindless monster… WHAT KIND OF MINDLESS MONSTER USE BOW AND ARROW, YOU IDIOT!
 Wait… he really is an idiot… so, what if… no, he can’t be so dumb! No one can! But… what can I lost? In worst case scenario I would be left without Kaito, in good  one scenario I woul have an opening.
 Kaito… - I sent message to my familiar. A simply order, for nothing more was possible. “KILL”. In the end he was not as quiet as I was. He jumped from the forest growling and howling, se silver guy had a time to react. But not on both of us in the same time! If you are attacked from two different sides you should change your location so force your enemies be in front of you… and not battle with both in same time!
 Sebastian and Walter also showed some activity as they in same time targeted his face. With talons in the eyes, Kaito’s fangs in the thigh and my claws burrowed in his stomach, he died soon too.
 The sitting man didn’t even flinched.   While walking in his direction I “accidently” steeped on the poisoned.. he is probably poisoned, men throat. And hold my feet there for a few nice seconds, till he stop breathing. Then I start moving one more time. I sat on the ground one meter from the last one alive.
 
-         I think we will have a talk – I growled in low voice. There was but a small nod from him. 
-         But why should I say you anything if I am going to die anyway? 
 
-         It depend how long you want to be in “dying” state… I can all try on you few of those.. “techniques” your comrades were talking about. Hot needles? Boiling oil? Oh, we don’t have an oil here… but water will do, will it? 
-         I… I really didn’t want to come here.. nor to come to this particular place… will you… will you spare me? I will tell you anything! Just please… I had one month more to just stop this whole shit that I… 
 
-         I will not kill you, if you would tell me whole truth… Everything. How many of you came, why are you here, who send you… 
-         First of all, we were told to hunt some boy… he was said to be a monster using magic… we were told he has white hairs, tattoos on his arm and heart and eyes in different colors… you could just ignore us! If you do we would simply… 
  I changed back into my human form. He didn’t say a word for more than a minute. And then he told everything. Number, probable location of them, who is in charge, who send them, ranking system… It took some time.
 
-         I am glad for your contribution… Now, rest in peace and try to resist as least as possible… then you will die faster… 
-         You said that you will spare me! 
 
-         No, I told you that “I will not kill you”… - I stand up and headed back to my new home. Walking away I only said  a one word – Kaito 
521 exp total?  Looks like I found my new exp source 
I considered making a new core for human… but after some time I abandoned this idea. I am not mentally prepared for it. 
It was like a command. I never actually told him what to do, yet as he heard his name being mentioned he jumped to men’s throat… what a busy, busy week we will have… 4 down, 46 more to go. There was nice information among all of them. There are all teams made out of 4 people, but one. Those were called the angelic wings duo. Two high inquisitors specialized in hunting powerful witches. 
I can’t wait to find you. I will sharpen my claws till then…

sorry for not making blue-boxes, but i was writing this chap in secret from my family, for they are yelling all the time: "do you bachelor degree thesis!!!"... so i was writing it long and slowly... for they were walking in and out of my room all the time... duh.

Oh, and about the party - i am alive!!!
            

    
        chapter 026

    
    
    
    
                We were after a mission and we were walking through the town. With who? Witch Richard of course! He is a great friend and I am pretty embarrassed of how I treated him when we met for the first time. I got my humor bad few times and then he would came with his big smile on face telling stories about his adventures or just some random jokes.
 

Well jokes were very clumsy and seem to be funny only for nobility, but the way he was saying those was enough to make me laugh. 
 

Um, well… we were walking through this town… holding hands. I have told you already – I really like him! Even as he said already that soon he will have to leave and go back to capital I am ok with that. In the end, I will go in the same direction after few day. I didn’t tell it to him. I want it to be a surprise.
 

There were small restaurant mean for nobility… not because of some strict dress-code but simply because of prices of food served there. Richard push me there almost by force telling me that he will not listen to rejection and he want to treat me with it.
 

I was red all over my face. I am only some witch out of village that was far from everything that could be called civilized. And here I am – in most expensive restaurant in the town.
 

Even as it was called restaurant the dishes they served here were strange. Not like food you usually get on dinner. More like desserts only.
 

I was given a apple-pie with coffee. COFFEE! I drank it only once in my life when one of Hanna friends step in to greet her as he was on the way back to capital. He is a bit… overprotective.
 

In cute way, so don’t get me wrong, but I don’t like being treated like damsel that can’t do anything alone… well… we will fix it, I guess.
 

It was really great day for me. we have visited many places and I was told stories about them that I would never suspect to even exist! Like there is an inn called “Under demons tooth”. I found it pathetic… but then Richard told me that ancestor of owner and the one who build it was on the war 200 years ago and bring a tooth of enormous devil he killed with himself…
 

Oh, I am getting distracted am I… He walked me back to the adventure guild, where I have my room. He is not sleeping there, one of his relatives is living in the town and he stayed there.
 

-         Thank you for your company Ruby, all those places are not as funny when you are not nearby. I hope that we would..
 

I silenced him by kissing him in the lips. We stayed like that for a moment. As we parted our lips I run into inn section of guild, rush into my run, jumped on bed and covered my red face with hands. What have I do…
Pov change

 
The raven who was watching the lovely couple for the whole day was moving his wings furiously, yet he was still staying on the branch he was sitting at. The orders were clear. Wait for your comrade to return and then come back to report. It was still about 2 days more for him to return and then it would take two days to get to the master. It will have to wait. For now.

 
Pov change

 
I.Am.An.Idiot. Why? For I head back to house without checking what they have! Moneys are good! Even as I am now in the forest and it will have no use for now, I can store them! And who knows when I would leave it again or found some smuggler who would want to sell some of his goods!

 
I was almost under my tree-house but I was forced to turn back. After this sick slaug… I mean after the battle I was able to distress myself and get calm once again. But here I am mad once more.

 
~what the hell! Why am I pissed off because of such small matters!

 

~Be at ease. The process of core absorption will end soon. The creature is not pleased to be devoured… it fights even on DNA level. Usage of his Trait may be a bit… problematic. Wolves usually are guided my most primal greed… the greed to own territory, the greed to  have most wonderful meals… or mating partner… they are really easy to walk from this path to gluttony, lust or pride… but this anger in extraordinary… I may not completely dominate it…
 

~SO NOW YOU ARE TELLING ME THAT I WAS MEDITATING FOR WHOLE DAY ONLY TO NOT BE ABLE TO USE IT!
 

~calm down master. It is not your anger.
 

Shit! Even if I know it, it does not make me even a bit calmer.  Tell me you have something useful bastards!

	]Ring of Witch
	This ring is given to someone as he is being chosen to be a Witch Hunter. In Holy Kingdom everyone who would show this ring would be treated with respect and have certain privileges. If someone would be found to use this ring without permission the strict punishment would be served.

[/color]
	Light magic based spells are 10% more effective

 [Appraisal level 3] skill is contained in the ring




	]Ring of Inquisitor
	This ring is given to someone as he is being chosen to be an Inquisitor. In Holy Kingdom everyone who would show this ring would be treated with respect and have certain privileges. If someone would be found to use this ring without permission the strict punishment would be served.

[/color]
	Light magic based spells are 15% more effective

 [Appraisal level 4] skill is contained in the ring



 

And here it is. Useless garbage. I have no Light magic and I already have Appraisal at this level.
 I tried, skill does not stack, so my appraisal didn’t raised even by 1%. But now I do know how do they find witches. It would be a bit funny if the situation would be same as in medieval Europe. Woman drown – innocence. Woman swim – let’s burn her on stack. No moneys. I also don’t like those swords. Daggers are same quality so I took two of them. You never know when one would be damaged or lost…

 
But I picked rings. Don’t get me wrong – I don’t want to walk into this whole fanatic lair saying left and right I am witch hunter… It’s a memento. I think that in future that will be nice… “persuasion token”, if I would find someone to threaten… You know, men is screaming: “it’s a blasphemy! Witch hunters will get you”, and then I would show him a necklace of those rings saying “tell them where to find me”.
 

Damn I have to get my shit together. It is evening and I have to go to sleep already! I have no idea what I will do from now on. They are not so strong  so maybe… I am trying to convince myself about something that did not happened. I won probably only because one of them was lying half dead, another one was not fighting at all, one was immobilized through almost whole battle because of an arrow in his stomach, and last one was taken by surprise. I actually didn’t fight back them at all. It was only a one side hunt. I may have no so much luck in the future.
 

But this spell of chaos magic… Dark binding was it? I am curious how it works… and shade as summon… what the fuck the shade is anyway? I am a bit afraid of wasting my summon slot for some random monster… in the end I have only two more. I doubt I will summon more ravens, but I may be in need to ask for help few more hellhounds… they are really useful… but it is so tempting… AH SCREW THIS
 

-         Oh, darkest black, Who creep through the night
 Whispers of Heavens, The place where we die

 Disgraced by sins, Forsaken by Light
 Raised once again, to seek for the Life

 Answer my call, Oh, stalker of Void
 To live once again, so we will rejoice.

The mass of darkness crept to one place. It looked like the shadows of everything in vicinity moved into one place – in front of me. It started raising from the ground, and transforming in humanoid shape. Extremely creepy, extremely thin human. Actually it looked more like one of those aliens from shitty sci-fi movie. Big head on extremely frail body, with long limbs ended with something like claws.

	]You have summoned [Shade]
	Those creatures were not living before and were bring to semi-life state by the user. Those were made of random soul-parts, that were not yet putted to purification process. [/color]
	This being is considered as undead-evil spirit. If origins of this creature would be linked to the user, he would be considered to be a necromancer, and then – an Dark Mage, or Evil Mage



 

THE FUCK! NECROMANCY! NO!NO!NO AND NO! undo! Undo! Unsummon! Abra-Kadabra! Bannana! Whatever! Fuck! Take it away! This is all I need to make even more enemies then I already have!
 

-         Greeeetiingsss Maaaasterrr – IT CAN TALK! FUCK! – Thaank yooou foor graaantiing meee a liiifeee… I wiiill seeerveee yoooou weeell…
 

 

~Ho? You made a shade? To be honest I never expected you to do it… something like stupid morality or frail fear. You did surprised me, in good way. It is good to know that you are not afraid to study the most frail of forsaken knowledge… I am so exited right now! It was ages… wait nor, actually millennia since last time my user actually studied the path of the Spider arts… But you know how do you use it, do you?.. HAHAHA! You don’t! You have summoned him out of pure curiosity! IT IS WONDERFUL! To break laws of natures just to find what would happen! You are truly amazing! Here me now. The shade is creature without any battle capability. It is used mostly as spy… were you have plenty of those, but they can’t do the same thing that shade can – it is a parasite ghost type. It clung into body of its target, stealing life forces and weakening it... well, at last is should. They are weak. Very weak, if they are not empowered in any way, if they would be attached as they are to the newborn body of human, then by whole process it would shorten his life spawn by 10-20 years… not anything spectacular. But you have to know that by this process they would evolve into more cruel forms… they will become ghosts, specter, phantom… after ages if they would be not founded earlier they could become even a nightmare… They don’t um… “level up” in same way as others. After they absorb enough life  power they would just simply evolve.

 

But use them carefully, they are very vulnerable on holy and light… they are so fragile that they can barely exist in day light… ah! Stupid, forgetful me! There is one other usage of those. You can force a curse into them, they will be more powerful and as they would find a host they would add another effect.

 
I am a necromancer… I am a necromancer… I am a… huh, someone said something? I have enough. Simply enough. I am going back to the house… wait, I am here with a motherfucking undead that can get hurt only by light… it’s a nigh… I have no light magic… I kinda doubt that light generated by fire will be this effective… Well, I was told he can’t even last in daylight… but I was never told he would die… what if he would come back? Hehe, fuck. Let’s be nice for him… yiss, let be nice

 

-         Welcome in our small family… please get along with each other… Do you have some name?
 

-         Fa…mi…ly? – FUCK! DON’T YOU EVEN DARE TO SAY “ED..WARD”, EVER! DON’T! – I am… haaapy…. Naaamee iiis…Greeeg.
 

 
Fuck… did I just turned into low undead village hunter I met in dungeon? In what kind of shit I will steep now!? Come on! Bring it! Send me a fucking dragon just to…

 
A violent roar shook the whole forest. Whatever it  may this sound, it is big, it is bad and it is hungry… okay, I am sorry, forget the part about dragon, please…. To the home now… I am tired. I want to wash and sleep.

 
The shade was levitating in same direction as I was walking… I think I will give him some order to, umm “get some power in order to protect each other in the future”… please make him fall from this…

 
This was a bad day. I did absorb whole core, yet for now I will try to avoid dangerous situations for now… I get shitty equipment that has no usage purpose for me, and I became a necromancer… from the name, thanks god I don’t have my class upgraded.

 


And it was but a beginning of whole whit that was about to happen.
            

    
        bad info

    
    
    
    
                there will be no chap till Wensday. I was told to give 2 chapters of my bechelor thesis till then. and no, i still don't have them done.
I will repay for this.

Somehow... Someday
            

    
        chapter 027

    
    
    
    
                Okay guyz, I am back and I have a surprise for you -> I AM ALIVE!
One more thing… I have a problem… with familiar leveling… my wonderful computer decided to restart itself and clean data not used so often. I was able to get back most of my story (thx god the status is back with whole experience and stuff) but data about familiar exp is gone… actually I used to forgot update it from time to time so… um… you will not be mad if I would just simply inform you when they are going to evolve? Hope not, for I am not going to count it all once again :/

Kay… I have to reread few last chapter to know where the story ended xD. I made few modification to the story… I mean the story itself that I am going to write. FOR IT WAS TO EASY TO PREDICT! Well, knowing you, you will simply catch along and fu**king predict it once again.
Here we go:

 
Did I mention that I have to many skills to level up? I probably did… My combat skills are lacking, even more as I can’t rely on best form every time. Why? I can’t simply turn into werewolf or similar beast in the center of the town. Even if the citizens won’t be some religious fanatics they will not be please to see beast wandering in the city… I want to gain skills, knowledge and experience, and then became some adventurer… or mercenary… or assassin.

 
Yes, I am not picky about job, even more as I see that I have no problem with killing humans… as long as they are assholes… hopefully as assassin I will be able to pick my targe… wait, I am going way ahead into the future. For now skilling up and leveling.

 
Birdies are flying all over the forest and bringing me some plants parts and seeds of both healing and poisoning herbs. I want to grow them all around my tree-hut. You never know when you will need to cook some potion. Or poison. As I was waiting for them to came back I was throwing daggers at nearby tree. Once again, now I have few daggers spare. If I could eliminate an enemy before he will be able to get closer to me, well only good things may happen.

 
Aira was sitting on one of the tree’s branches, while moving her legs to front and back while humming. She is a god, doesn’t she has any better things to do? Checking her domain? Answering prayers? Creating some more bigger than barn monsters?

 
Throw, a *thud* sound, another throw, another *thud* sound. After all daggers are in tree… or well, behind a tree if I wouldn’t hit my mark, I was collecting them and proceed to do it over and over again. I could really use the help of instructor… or sparring partner. It is not as effective as I wish to simply throw stuff at unmoving object. Yet if I would go on hunt, I would only lost daggers in process. And I will not throw daggers at Kaito! SIMPLY NOT! It is out of the question! … at the other hand… Seeebaaastina? Where are you my dearest fellow? Guh! Still in the forest? You will be safe… for now.

 

-         “Zaaari-iii!! I am booore-eed!”… You are kidding me?
 

-         “What are you usually doing to keep yourself busy?”
 

-         “Hmmm… I am looking at pretty flowers! Or listening to pretty songs of birds! Or..”
 

-         “Or killing stuff and making deadly monsters?”
 

-         “H…H…How do you know that?!” Oh, crap. She really looked confused.
 

-         “Intuition. Aira, I can understand The flowers stuff, and songs stuff… even killing stuff, but shy monsters!? Just why?”
 

-         “For flowers to be safe?” She said it like she was trying to convince herself at the first place.
 

-         “And how monsters make flowers safe?” Let’s take it step by step. Like talking with kid,
 

-         “U..um, human are coming to the forest, and destroying flowers… and taking them away… and…”
 

-         “But you do know that suck creature like behemoth, if he would walk through the forest, they would destroy even more flowers then whole village by the month of exploitation?” She is now as red as ripe tomato… wait… it is not a case, could it be… “Aira, is it possible, that you don’t care for flowers to be destroyed, but that someone would has or even see same things that you treasure? You spoiled child…”
 

-         “But I was the one who made them! And they came here and take it without permission!”
 

-         “Did you talk with them?”
 

-         “N..no?”
 

-         “Then how do you want them to know?! Can’t you send some priest to them, and, I don’t know, make a deal? For whatever you want! Like taking herbs only from particular place, or even trading? Is there anything you want from them? Aira, it will not be a polite question, but how old are you? Where you… um, recently put to life or…”
 

-         “No… I was made almost at the very beginning… I almost can’t remember All-father, but I was made millions worlds ago.”
 

-         “… I have two things to ask now: first, for all this time you simply couldn’t find out that easiest way is just to talk with humans…”
 

-         “But I have so few followers! Only some elves! And Beast-mans!”
 

-         “The other question… who is the All-father?”
 

Aira turned pale. Not just pale, she went blue, then white, and then almost transparent. Someone was not supposed to talk about something. Should I ask? She will not be willing to answer… well I always can ask less direct questions as some time pass, then get some part information and put them together.
 

-         “Aira… Everything ok? It is ok, if you don’t want to answer. And regarding your situation with humans… I think I can be a messenger... But first I want to get a bit stronger and…”
 

-         “CAN YOU! REALLY! YOU WANT TO BE MY APOSTLE?!”
 

Wha… no, no, no, no wait my dear, I can just tell them one time or so but getting into “permanent” connection with god is a bit…
 

-         “I know, that being one is greatly desirable by many mortals, for it gave bigger access to godlike domain, but you are so-so-SOOO special, and I always thought that you don’t want to be bounded to anyone or anything! I AM SO HAPPY! I WILL UPDATE YOUR STATUS AS ONLY YOU LEVEL UP!”
 

… Now… how will I get out of this shit?
 

Aira jumped off the tree… from 15 meters, was it a hero landing? IT WAS A HERO LANDING! (I just couldn’t  not put it here forgive me fellow readers), wait, why are you charging at me? hey, aren’t you suppose to slow down now? Oy! If you will not slow down now you will… 
 

I was literally blown away. I was embraced in mid charge, yet still as she was really little her head hit my stomach and left me fighting for air to breath.
 

Now she will cuddle me till death. Or till she will get bored again. Now, now. Just stay easy for now. And keep thinking how I will get out of current … misunderstanding.
 

POV  change
 

I woke up, stretched and yawn loudly. I was still sleepy, yet I have to get out of bed and keep back on my journey. I still have my mission to fulfill. I slept in the spare room of one of the villagers. Because of how cute I am I can get most things just by asking. The-he. Cuteness is most powerful weapon! My teachers used to tell me that it is knowledge, but when I made my puppy-eyes they were withdrawing. This only means that mu cuteness is more powerful!
 

Uh.. I get distracted to easy… back to job. I have to thank the householder and then move on.
 

I went into the kitchen. The whole family was already awoken and sitting by table.
 

-         “Oh, young lady you are awake? I was just abound to send Joseph for you. The breakfast is ready. We know you have to go, but maybe you will eat something with us? You will need strength for the journey.”
 

Joseph is son of householder. He is about 15 years old. He is a nice guy, but the way he is looking at my tails is getting on my nerves. Well, in the end as we were alone I have told him that if he would try to touch them I will tear off his heart and push it dawn way into his throat.
 

Cuteness with terror. This a real deal.
 

Don’t get me wrong! I am not some two-faced girl! I am behaving cute all the time! It is just touching my tails and ears is a big no-no. There are only few people who are allowed to touché them, and all of them are women – my maids and tutors. Even as I want to have some friend everyone is acting near me like to some goddess… um, well. I am a godess. Half-goddess, but a goddess indeed!
 

This is what a kitsune is. A high spirit that was given a body. And same things are devourers. The only difference is our rarity. Shame to say it, but those… creatures are way rarer.
 

There is at least one kitsune every generation. Devourer once per era.
 
Haha! Sorry! I just remembered, that humans thinks about as to appear in same time intervals as devourers.  If we are not founded by those fools they simply thinks that we do not exist!

 
After meal, I thanked, and went back on the trail. The “smell” oh his existence is fading away. Why did he appeared so far from mountains on the east!? Pain in the a…. ahaha, bad word, almost said a bad word.

 
Beast gods and beast goddess. Mean to hold a balance. Fist who ever appeared were a couple. A husband and wife. A mates. 

 
Peaceful Kitusne, made out of humans. Incarnation of magic.

 
Hateful Devourer, made from beast that by constant eating more intelligent beings gain higher level of awareness. No longer mindless beast, but still in eternal hunger.

 
The first couple was not happy. They were to different. Kitunse wanted a peace, so she could dance and sing in the nights with friends. Devourer wanted a war, so he could feast upon bodies of enemies he slain.

 
The war break loose. Beast goddess  leading demi-humans, like cat-tribe, wolf-tribe and many more. Beast god leading monster abominations… and demi-humans that loved violence. Arachnes, harpy, lion tribe…

 
This chimera appeared why too early. Maybe because my mother broke a circle by killing previous devourer before he gained higher awareness? Oh don’t get me wrong. He was powerful, but he ate only mindless beasts, so he was still “to young” to lead army to clash.

 
It is told by envoys of gods, that if the beasts will not lover each other the war will begin.

 
How Beast Gods are reaching “adulthood”? kitsune – while growing second tail. Devourer… well, it is complicated. As they have enough power and intelligence, they will manifest their existence. By roaring. It is a sound that is mean to be like a trumpet of archangels heralding end of the world. Every creature connected to beast will feel its presence. Worshipers of Kitsunes will tremble. Worshipers of Devourer will get into frenzy. And then, they will answer. 

 
This is why I have to kill him before he will get mature, as he is not a threat. I was practicing for this day. I was gathering as much mana as I could. My spells are in mess, but I still can simply manifest its power in most primal form. If I will have to I will blow every forest, every cave and every hollow in where he could hide. Then I will be able to live a peaceful life. Eat and sing and dance. In few centuries or millennia I will fall in love, then I will give birth to my child that will live a happy life. This is why past few hundred years I was meditating and gathering powers. Pure force I cannot control. I will have time for all this balance techniques as we will be free.

 
But for now… where should I go? CRAP! I lost track of him! Crap crap crap! Where to go! What would mother do? What would mother do?! She would said: “trust in your instincts”. So this is what I did!

 
Nya-ha-ha! Fear me, stupid beast god! I will soon end your life!

 
 

What kitsune didn’t know was the fact. That she pick a path in almost completely different way than her destination.
 

 
 

Pov change. 2 days after.
 

 
I was sitting meditating under a tree on which my hut… well actually house, located. In same time I was using accelerate grown on seeds and herbs brought by ravens. Some of herbs were almost good to harvest. In the same moment as I was doing those core-growing, herb-growing stuff I was reading a book. A “Elvish for dummies” was the title. Yes yesterday I have noticed that I can do other stuff while meditating. It was hard to both use spell, grow a core and then keep yourself busy with reading. After about every 30 minutes I had to take a break for I was getting a headache. 

 
Language was hard. Very pretty and very hard. It was more like singing. And the grammar!!! What kind of masochist made it?! You couldn’t simply say: “a weather is beautiful today”.

 
I mean by word – to – word translation. Weather is “ ajaki”, is or to be at all is “en”, beautiful: “havaki” for woman “havako” for males.  Today “asoon”.

 
Normally you would then said: Ajakin en havaki asoon. BUUUT NOOO, instead you have to said: “Ajakin est en havaki grahi asoon, tav-e-khal” which then would mean: The weather is is beautiful greatly today, praise the nature”. No, there is no mistake there, there is a double “is” in sentence which is, btw, supposed to be normally added to different “gender” of spoken noun.

 
You simply couldn’t make it shorter, for them it would be considered as rude, impolite or even vulgar. Why? Dunno. It was said that elves simply loved their speech and want it to be as long as possible. Also because they love all kinds of pranks and making humans confused by listening their conversation was… “funny” for them. I don’t want to meet elves. Talking with them will be a pain in the ass. So why am I reading it? Aira told me that is an alternative way for getting exp. Just think about it. You are obtaining exp by making potions and hex bags. If you would be a blacksmith you would get it by making swords, armors… ever horseshoe. 

 
If you are a merchant you will get it by every transaction you make. If you are magician by reading a books too.

 
Yes, Books are knowledge. Fighting itself means getting experience (knowledge) of dealing with enemy while improving your body. It is only one of the way, not the only one. This is also why Hanna was so powerful. She was reading, practicing, reading, making potions, reading. And so on. Books also gave a specific skills. I was told that 9by book-chan) that as only I get stronger I will be able to read her. Specifically the parts I get from quest. Codex daibolicus is still too… “sophisticated” for me.

 
 

So I was sitting, reading, meditating, and growing plants.
 

	Your skill [Nature Manipulation] has leveled up. [Nature Manipulation] is now level 4
	Current manifestations: [Accelerated Grown], [Blessing of Earth], [Blessing of Air], [Blessing of Water]



 

Another blessing? Those were spells that could be only applied to plants. They were making the ground on which they were growing more nutrient. I could earn a fortune for accelerating grown on some farm belonging to noble.
 

Yet I wish to encounter no noble. I am simply sick of this type. The only things that they would be good for is to became yet another source of nutriment for oak trees.. HOLY  CRAP! STOP THINKING THIS WAY! I am turning more and more into dark druid… just wait for me to start preparing a magical pot for villagers to stop army of empire…
 

-         “Zaaarii-i” not again… “I am bored!”
 

-         “I am busy sunshine, is it something important?”
 

-         “Where are you going to kill all of those witch hunter?” she was rolling on the grass. On stomach, then on back, again on stomach and again on back. I was hoping it will keep her busy for some more time.
 

-         “Killing is never as absolute option. It will only push into moving the chain reaction of hate. Murdering ones will never bring an…”
 

-         “So, when?”
 

-         “I will start tomorrow. Is it okay with you?”
 

-         “Yuupie! We are going on hunt”
 

 

               [th]The quest [Hunting a Hunters] has been obtained[/th]



	You have to wipe out every Witch hunter and inquisitor in the forest.
Quest progress: [4/50]

 
Rewards:

 
- experience points

- depending on your killing methods a new skills may be obtained

- depending on your killing methods and time that you will take to finish this quest a weapon of high grade will be given
	Restriction:
 

- if you will not start your hunting tomorrow a godlike punishment will be imposed onto you



 

-         “Aira… what does this part about punishment is supposed to mean?”
 

-         “Why do you care? You are going to do it anyway, are you? You wouldn’t lie to me, would you? If you are not going to break a promise then you have nothing to worry about!”
 

That little… 
 

-         “You are making such a horrible security devices, but you couldn’t get the idea to talk with villagers!”
 

-         “Ne, ne, Zari. Were you thinking about breaking a promise? I am sad that you wanted to lie to me!” she was not sad at all. She was simply mocking me.
 

-         “The promises are not only meant to be respected by one who is promising. It also means that you should believe in me that I will do it. Now it is no longer a promise but ultimatum. And I am the one who is sad that you have no faith in me…” And now she is laughing. Looks like you find yet another game to keep yourself a busy. You made a game in the game, both to get rid of invaders inside of the forest and to mock me… Nice one chibi-chan. Nice one.
 

 


Looks like I can no longer postpone my trip to goblin village. I need arrows. I get up from sitting position, dusted off my robe and head into direction of the village. It will take me a whole day to get there… maybe just before the evening if I will have luck. As I head into its direction, the Kaito jumped off his lying spot and barking happily rushed after me, same was one by two raves.
            

    
        chapter 028

    
    
    
    
                

Edited by: KenChi死


This. Goddamned. Village. Is. Way. Further. Than. I. Thought.


I am in this uncomfortable state between exhaustion and being well, you know, covered in sweat, feeling warmth all over your body, having a rapid breathing, the feeling of needles in your throat, stomach and lungs… yet not being tired itself. I simply knew I could be going for about a hour or more before needing a break.


So I kept walking. The reason is simple – I really need those arrows, so I can start hunting for those inquisitors as fast as possible… why? Because I have no idea how do I active it! Do I have to simply be willing to kill them and start looking for them? Or will I need to kill at least one of them till the end of a day? It is important to know the difference, for I don’t want to have some punishment thrown onto me.


Even more as Aira was giggling every time I asked her about it… It’s probably nothing serious as I could tell by her behavior… Nah, I still don’t want to see for myself what it is. This is also why I started acting so soon.


There is but one thing that is making me feel a bit less irritated by this whole mess with hunters. The one that I interro… I mean who told me everything by himself, was almost sure that they will be at lost position, especially at the beginning. The reason is simple – they used to hunt magicians in villages and cities. The problem was not to fight a witch, but to find him or her. In cities villages and so on there was always someone who could be bribed or threaten.  They would tell them the location of witches and then hunters would wait for a good opportunity to take them by surprise. Even if it would not work they would have an advantage of numbers.


And here they are. In a forest. No one to ask. Lots of ugly monsters.


And I know they are coming for me. Even more – I can be the one to attack them before they would even notice me. Plan for now is simple. I took a Walter with me – he will be scouting Area around me as I am heading into a village now. Don’t wanna meet any dangerous animal, nor the hunters themselves on the way. In same time Sebastian is looking for the other troops. Kaito will be here with me, cuz he is so fluf… I mean a wonderful friend and great support in close-range-combats. As I will get arrows and supplies… If I would get them… I would start killing them team by team… or even one by one.


I do already know the forest a bit, they don’t. I have familiars that are showing me the safest paths, they don’t. They are used to live in a city, I’m not. They have some food supplies, as they would get short they would have to start looking for other sources of food and water.


Well, an idea to exhaust them by destroying their current food supplies and them poisoning some small water sources was tempting… but as only Greed heard about it he started throwing himself like a mad beast in cage on left and right… Reason? The quest notification said that my rewards will be based on time that I will take to finish it. As this way of dealing with them would be definitely more time-consuming, reward would have a worse quality. Aaaand he didn’t like it. “We are worthy to use the best accessories!” and some more stuff like that. Pride was also not extremely happy… saying something like “Those creatures are not powerful enough for us to use such cowardly tactics! Only claws and blades!”… or something like that… I wasn’t exactly listening to them, so I can’t be sure. Acting with your intuition is good, but I found surviving a bit more important than putting your life in danger just to get a slightly better reward… ya know, what use would I have for a weapon, if I was dead?


Oh, there is also Greg…. Crap I have Goosebumps just by thinking about him. Well, he get power by eating life force of living creatures. I was veeery pleased when I found out that all kind of plants can also be his “food” supplies. I was told it “taste awful” but also that “Your wish is my will”. I enchanted the tree that is the current host of shade with a few buffs, so it wouldn’t wither to fast. Of course the tree that is the new house for Greg and the tree I am living in are two completely different trees…  and by “occasion” they are about a kilometer apart. Only thinking that I couldn’t sleep in a haunted tree-house was bringing a nightmares on me.


Craaap! Now I am exhausted. Looks like a tempo I imposed upon myself was a bit too high. Walter was patrolling surroundings and Kaito run into the forest looking for late dinner for me. Yup, without command. Isn’t he a lovely creature?


Pov change


There was a commotion is the adventure guilds in the country. There were two reasons for that. First: It was said that agents of church have entered the country – a forest of the dread to me exact.  Why? The most believable reasons were that as the forest in almost not guarded place they can invade a country from almost every possible direction. Why the forest was not guarded? Oh, it used to be, but every time when a garrison was build on the verge, after 2 or 3 days a monsters would completely destroy it. This is why it was not guarded. Even the villages around the forest were built in the places blessed by gods or powerful magicians, in order to keep the beasts away. Well, it was sure that many of them would die before they could even reach the center of it… but it was enough for just one of them to penetrate the structure of kingdom for tragedy to break lose.

The other reason was gossip of new monster. Also in the forest. Those were a gossips spread by villagers and adventuring merchants.  And because of it, the information was not as precise as everyone wished for them to be. But they have the same origins and start. It is a story when a village near the forest was attacked by a monster. Also every story tells it was a Behemoth. And it was protected by another monster that was disgusting itself as a human. And now everything went wild. As many story as many events. One says it was a creature that one of the parents was a human, and the other phoenix or dragon, for it was breathing a fire that was making rocks melt. Other says that it was a beast so ugly and terrifying that everyone who would look upon it would lose his/her mind. Another story – that it was a werewolf, but completely sane… everyone would yell then that he is a lycan… but no. A werewolf. Completely sane werewolf… no idea how it is possible, so it is probably one of fairy tales.


It tore the behemoth apart… talked with villagers and then ran into the forest. As it was still pretending to be a human it was practicing magic as a student of a local witch. He made lots of medicines and cured a few of inhabitants.


He protected a village and as his nature was shown he ran back to the shadows. Many were wondering what it truly was. Few wanted to make a hero out of it. Protector that steped out of the forest to help the average humans. It was told that if you would be lost in the forest, he would help you came back.


There were also those who saw him as threat. The monster that wants to understand its possible food source, and the fact it’s completely sane and able to use magic was making him just a bigger danger then an agent of the church.


Many were hoping that both of those “problems” would solve themselves by simply killing each other.


Yet job request to investigate if this creature is hostile or not, and then possibly kill it were placed in almost every guild in the country.


The stare of adventurer considered as powerful was stuck in this particular request. He/she was almost completely covered in a black coat. Only toxic-green colored eyes and pointy ears were protruded out of the adventure’s robe. He/she took a quest request from the board and hid it in his/her pocket. Then he/she immediately left the administrative part of the guild and headed to the inn part, where his/her comrades where sitting while drinking a bear after a task that took them a month to finish.


His/her comrades were a cat-girl that took a role of scout, a man completely covered in green scales – the lizard man, archer and assassin. He was also responsible for poison making. No, he was not an alchemist – he simply could produce a neurotoxin by himself. Then there was a lion-man. Those were normally hunters. Normally. This one was always despising his kin for not standing tall. He was heavy armored wielding a two-edged axe.  The last one was a harpy. She was also wearing a black coat, for her race was considered as highly violent. She wouldn’t gain more fame, as she wouldn’t tell that she was a mage a blood mage.


The owner of black cape took of hers hood showing the tanned like deep brown skin and almost completely white hairs. The dark elf said in low voice.



	“Prepare as fast as you can. Finish all your business. We are leaving tomorrow.”




Her words were not met with applause



	“Aren’t you using your position as team leader to much? We have barely finish one quest. We deserve a few days break…”





	“The monster was noticed in the Forest of Dread… A shape-shifter, fully aware and sane monster.”





	“Nee-chan still hopes to meet him? When will you understand that that creature is almost a legend... I was also wondering, why are you obsessed with it so much? You are not even a beast-kin…” The harpy said in a sweet voice. “But, she took a good care of us, didn’t she? I mean, we were all criminals that were supposed to hang on the tree… So leave her be Raggo. If Nee-chan says we are going on yet another adventure tomorrow, then we do. It is fun this way, even if we would find nothing…”





The Lion-man named Raggo growled in low voice. It was true that he owed that woman a lot, yet he came from a patriarch clan. Even as a woman back in his village she could say a word or two, if they would be beat in the fight they would have no right to oppose in anything. And here is this woman. Weak. Wielder of daggers and short swords. If he would challenge her he would clearly win. Yet he had to obey. It drove him mad. He oppose her every time he could, even if it’s pointless… just for sick pride… He will help her… for now. Till he finds the time when his debt was paid. Then he will leave her… or kill her… or take her with him and force her into marriage. In the end she is a warrior… Everyone in the village would envy him… just a little bit more, and his pride to shine all around.


The dagger was put at his knee under a table. He felt a cold steel on his skin in place where armor has a slit. He shifted his gaze on to the lizard-men who was only shaking his head slowly. They knew each other for a long time and can easily tell what other is thinking. This reptile bastard had protecting his ass way more times than he could count… he will give up on the idea to force her into a marriage… for now…


Pov change / next day.


I stayed in the village for night. The shaman was actually glad to see me again. Looks like the new techniques of hunting I showed them wes more then successful. I was given a full quiver of arrows right away, almost without asking.


Oh, no, don’t get me wrong. It wasn’t completely free of charge service. As we were talking and shaman finds out I am able to make some potions, he force me into divagations about herbs usage and stuff. Also I was carefully intero… politely asked about all ways of hunting.


Well, I am not a true hunter so instead I told them how to protected each other better. Like instead of wearing some rusty armors, that because of age were giving almost no protection and making too much noise, I suggested coloring leather cloths to make it looks like surroundings… something about making fence bigger (here I completely change the way they build it so far. They used to impale the branches and sticks to the ground and then tie them to those already standing. Instead of this now they will dig a hole, make parts of it on the ground then put it in the hole and burry it. It will be more stable and durable this way) and  making only 2 or 3 entrances guarded by watch-towers…. They have no clue what watch towers are… Well, it was still a bit too much for them to make usage out of  right away, so I told them that I would be back in the couple of day I will show them more…


I was not only given the arrows, but also more than dozen arrowheads. This way if arrows would be damaged, I could make a few by myself. Yes, I know that quality of those would be poor, but it’s still better to have bad arrows, then to have none at all.


Now I was sitting by a fireplace, preparing for departure. In my head the theme song of “Rocky” was playing. I was putting some dark powdered tree bark mixed with clay on my face and body and hairs. Not comfortable feeling. I hate being dirt, but as my hairs are not perfect material for camouflage I had no other way.


Sebastian flew back about 30 minutes ago. He had found 3 teams… one was pretty close, but other two… more than a day time of travel apart… how did he find them? Don’t ask me. No idea.


Craaap. This feeling of excitement filled me. Even if I know I still have a few hours till it gets dark and have a lot of time to spend… I know I will be calm once again when I’m close to my target, but for now… crap. Crap, crap, crap…


Is there anything that could keep me busy? I have 2 new cores for now and the one holding deer was empowered. I could hunt some monster, get few new traits that would help me… that was a good side of this idea. The bad one was that I couldn’t find something that would keep me busy for too long and it would get too dark even for me.


As I am using wolf’s eyes I can see a bit better. Also effect of Night vision of Predatory would help me… But as the level it’s still to low. My sight after dark was not amazing. I would lose too much time to get there without making them aware of my presence… ught. No. too risky. If I would be late the Aira would play some prank on me. For today let’s be fully prepare for those humans. Lions hunt the rabbits with all their might… or something like that.




.              .              .              .              .



It was already dark and I was lying in dirt several dozens meters from hunters camp. And It was already pain in the ass. Those were completely different class enemy then those I fought earlier. I was too far to appraise them, but their experience in camping was definitely higher level. Two of them were watching surrounding while two other were resting.


There was one fireplace in the middle of camp that was a source of heat for them, and in 20-30 meters from the camps itself a few other were sat around. Those were scaring animals away and granting a vision. Between those fireplaces was a camp itself hidden in the dark. I could barely saw the watchmen, I found him out after more than hour of waiting as he moved.


Sneaking to them was impossible… looks like it will be extremely hard to kill all of them in one go… Maybe one by one? Night after night? Or while they would be traveling? I would still have to consider this. Yet one of them is going down tonight…


Now... I stood up, and aimed. I was covered in darkness itself and was standing in place that was supposed to be in the blind spot of the guards.


The viewfinder started pulsating around the shape of human in the dark.


I calmed my breath and released an arrow.






What is a good story without a cliff?

Actually my parents are nagging about cleaning a house. Ya know, clean your windows for Jesus and stuff.

Plus I wanted to renew question I asked in last chapter – the one about skill you would

  
    
    
What is a good story without a cliff? Actually my parents are nagging about cleaning a house. Ya know, clean your windows for Jesus and stuff. 
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The arrow flew through the darkness right into its destination.  A grin appeared on my face as I was looking at its trajectory. It will hit. Without a doubt. There was a sound of arrow hitting something hard. And then nothing. No groan of injured enemy, no falling body… there was no sound for about 5 seconds. And then I barely can tell what happened next. Someone shout:



	“We are under attack! Mannequin was hit by an arrow!”




A mannequin?  A MANNEQUIN? They were supposed to be amateurs! Tsh, I was outsmarted… For what am I holding this Predator skill… I knew I should retreat… reconsider tactic. But there was a small problem that prevented me making any rational decisions. I was using a wolf’s traits to improve my coordination and senses. I was at peace for all this time, yet when I saw that some assholes that barely know how to keep themselves alive in the forest, almost without problems were able to neutralize my assault… something in me broke. The anger I felt a few days ago while I was absorbing a core hit me back empowered dozens of times.



I had no idea what I was shifted into. I was almost sure that I was shifting all this time. The roar shook the air of the late night sky. Was it my roar? I am still not sure. The witch hunters used some spell, device or substance that as it was thrown into fireplace it threw almost blinding light all around. A substitute for a flare? Those were told to be amateurs…  Anger grew into Wrath, Wrath turned into frenzy.


The whole advantage effect of ambush was lost on the spot. As fast as possible I rushed on the enemy that was standing nearest. It was a bit clumsy looking charge, for I was  running changing my posture from all four to two limbs. It was only looking clumsy, for I was never so fast before. My enemy unsheathed his sword and put it on his side in order to execute a horizontal slash. Or so I though.  The anger made me… a completely stupid fool. I was not paying attention to my surroundings.



One of the remaining hunters was holding a crossbow. In the next moment a bolt was shot into my direction and mercilessly ripped  the flesh of my thigh. I looked at him with hateful gaze and in abnormal voice I spit out words. My voice sound like it was spoken by several creatures in same time. It was sure that everyone who would listen to it would have goosebumps from fear.



	“The Anger inside of me, Desire of flesh,
   Rivers of blood, will find a sea,   Burn those, who oppose thee,
   Angels will fall, to bow on their knee,




You little fools who dare to oppose me, not even ash will remain to tell a story about your crimes”

An explosive bolt was sent into the direction of crossbow owner. He tried to jump away. Oh, he actually jumped away, but the fire spell strengthened by a chant even as it exploded over a meter away from him, the shockwave and flames it created were still able to catch its target.


I turned back to face a sword wielder from before, just in time to avoid sword falling on my head. As only I rolled to the site, the pain in my leg left a burning sensation. I start this idiotic brawl because of anger. Anger that was getting stronger with every bit of pain I felt.



	“Oh, mother above us!



  Be our guide!
   Purify those who violate the ancient pact…


BLAH BLAH BLAH! SHUT UP! Your annoying voice makes me dizzy!!! My claws were on its way to sword mans throat, yet I had to jump back. The spear hit the ground when I was standing a second ago. The swordsman spearman, user of crossbow and priest like exorcist. That ‘s what I call a party.


The blue light shined on my side. The spell was executed. Looks like it fire containing the holy elements… well it is all a guess of mine. I have never seen holy magic before. Yet the spell never hit me. Walter and Sebastian attacked the face of priest, and even as it was not enough to do any serious damage,. But it was still enough to disturbed posture of magician that as he lost focus he released spell into the forest. Kaito jumped into swordsman backs trying to bite his neck off. His job was more difficult because of some nice armor and a helmet. I pushed all my body weight into swordsman, in order to throw him on the ground, where my claws and fangs would have better usage than his sword. Kaito ran away from under his back as we fell on the ground.


Another sting of pain in the back. I growled and roared into the night. A spear was stuck in my side. GWAH! That son of a bitch was moving to the edge in order to make my injury more serious. If this will keep going like this, I will bleed to death.


Kaito now jumped at the spearmen. Somehow the spear was struck in my bodies and he was not able to pull it back, so now he will face Kaito unarmed. I had all the time needed to say hello to my new friend – the sword wielder.


in next moment I buried my fangs in his neck, as I removed his helmet in the process.

Kaito also finished tearing the human apart… So… one is left? The bright flash of light blinded me for a moment. As I turned my head into the direction where the priest was standing just a second ago. Now there were only my ravens, also blinded and confused…


So as we start losing we decide to use a flash-bomb and run away? Grh… the pain… I pulled the bolt out of my thigh. With the spear I had a problems… you know, out of my reach. Kaito helped me here too, pulling it off with his teeths. He did it very unskillfully… he has no hands in the end. The crimson drops were falling of my thigh and back. I was growing weak… but still one is left. I will not fall till I will find him…



	You have slain [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 17]
	You have obtained 91 exp + 7exp 



 	You have slain [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 18]
	You have obtained 97 exp + 7exp + combo x2 - 97exp



 	You have slain [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 15]
	You have obtained 84 exp + 7exp t + combo x3 - 168 exp






…. I have 2150 out of 2250 to level up… I dare you asshole, you better be level 18 or higher you little shit… I will find you and kill you. Slowly or even slower.




	“Come out, Come out, Wherever you are…” My voice once again disturbed the silence of the night. My body was slowly turning weak. I have to find him. Fast. Or even faster. Walter, Sebastian and Kaito run into the forest looking for a survivor. I also stood on my rear limbs and start sniffing. The smell of my own blood was disturbing me. Guyz, better have more luck then me, or I may distress myself on you.




Somewhere a sound of branch being broken was heard. I tensed up. And then smiled. Someone has a really bad luck here…


I moved in the direction of the bush, that funny to say, was trembling. I moved to the sides of the branches and with grin I hissed:



	“Here’s Johny!” - he panicked and a flash light appeared in his hand, that I forced close with my own. A spell was triggered in his fist making a small explosion and burning him.




We will dance now a little. You and your friends are responsible for my ouchy-ouchy… Who cares that you were just protecting yourself? Ouchy-ouchy was made as now the same ouchy-ouchy will be casted upon you… well, I lied. It will be the worst ouchy-ouchy.



The peaceful night was once again disturbed by screams. The fire magic was cast. I was roasting him, cutting him and gutting alive. And now everything was getting blurry.


~You have lost to much blood master… You have to… refill lost… Best way would be eating as much as you can flesh and drink blood. Then let us be in charge of the body… we will heal you… maybe…


Eating a human? Killing is one thing… but eating?


~Then just give us control over your body, we will use a healing magic in your name…


…It is not such a bad idea? Is it? In the end it is still better than dying? I slowly drifted away. Last thing I remembered was as Greed and Pride were tearing off parts of meat from the witch hunter, and carrying it into my mouth…  don’t tell me that they are going to….


 My senses were completely numb as my mind fell asleep.




Pov change.




	“… ending my report I just want to once again say, that individual that can be marked as wild, artificial mage, that somehow acquired shapeshifting ability is not a hostile creature. If he would be unprovoked, the chances of him attacking other intelligent beings are almost non-existing.” Hanna finished her report in front of the council of mages.




To become a senator of the magic council – the archmage of Obsidian Tower you had to be both powerful, wise, skilled in magic, have connections and be well-known by citizens. Why did she make a report in the first place? To make every single mage aware of his existence. And it was not because of her selfishness, greed or anything. If he would be “discovered” by a wandering mage he could be targeted as monster. Because of his uniqueness many would like to examine… ah, screw the polite formalities, dissect him. In scientific purposes of course.


Yet there is a small chance, that if council would mark him as “unique” or “one of extinct race”, he may get a formal protection. From the mages sides at least.


Yet here, the room went silent.



	“If I get it right, Miss Hanna, you not only found a mage that could have the same origins as Darrion the Warlock, you not only gave him a shelter, but you also taught him magic?! You were marked as a hero, You were given the Codex Diabolicus, The faith of all of us was given into you. Yet you showed arcana of magic to a wild mage, you let him take a Codex and finally, you let him go away… Even if he truly is so friendly as you say, your actions were simply foolish. Plus, as I can say, you want us to give him protection… is it right Miss Hanna?”




She was nervous. Really nervous. She didn’t like any of the council. This was also why she refused offers to becoming one of them. And now she came here to ask them for something. A politic. She hated it. She was sure that they will not simply give such an order. They will want something in return. Maybe not now, just a promise to one day pay a debt. The council of mages was truly a pit full of vipers spitting venom right and left. The only time they were not fighting each another, was when they were fighting someone else.



	“yes. I would be glad if the council would mark him as a protected being”





	“Are you afraid for this abomination? Miss Hanna?” the archmage of Shoola Islands was smiling in pleased matter.





	“No, Archmage Arihukee, I am afraid about all fools that would challenge him. I told it already. His growth speed is truly extraordinary. He killed a Behemoth, a being with high magic and physical resistance. He literally ripped it apart… He… I just want to say that what I am going to say now is just a speculation… He may be a Divine Chimera.





If you would like to name the situation that now was displayed in Senate building, then ”Chaos” would be most sufficient word. The greatest reaction was shown by the demi-humans in the room. It was a really delicate topic for them. The cat-tribe shaman had her voice trembled as she was demanding an investigation, on the other hand the Curse-weaver of the Dulloh tribe (a hybrid of human, bat and something with pretty sharp teeth that looked like it can tear the really big piece of meat from its prey, even covered in 2 layers of iron armor) kneeled with hand raised above his head, whispering something about right time to purify those who have abandoned the path of instinct.



	“Miss Hanna… you know that what you have just said is denying what you said about it peaceful nature? Silence! Everyone in the chamber! We are Archmages for gods sake, so act like we are one! Note to everyone, who may not know it yet. It is true, that the magic devices all around the continent showed that a new celestial level being was born, and the location was shown near the forest of dread, where Hanna came from… The situation now may get a bit more… complicated, Miss Hanna… I… I think that it would be best, if so called Zariel the witch, would came here personally, state his business. After some… negotiations, if he would be truly shown as someone desiring of peace… we could… make a bond of mutual friendship. We could even make him a special task executioner, as a Obsidian Tower Agent… Now, dear brother and sisters we shall vote. There are three option. Who is voting for marking an individual named Zariel as protected being? Thank you. Now, who is voting for marking an individual named Zariel as Hostile being and establish a Bounty over his head? Thank you. Who wish to postpone this voting till the time when we could interrogate the individual named Zariel? Thank you. Those are all the matters we were supposed to discuss today. We will meet next week. You all may go back to your daily tasks. Meeting of council is dismissed.





Everyone slowly went out of the chamber. Many were talking to each other. The result of voting? The last option won. Every single one voted to be able to see the named individual before making any decision. In the end, Hanna achieved nothing.




POV change



I woke up with all my body in pain… hehe, the last one was level 18 indeed… good for me..



	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[15/NA]   [21/5000 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Black Druid
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fate

Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion

The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage



	Health	265/330
	Stamina	121/240
	Mana	195/480
	Attributes
	Strength	29 (added 1)	Vitality	35 (added 2)
	Endurance	25 (added 1)	Constitution	30 (added 1)
	Dexterity	50+4 (added 1)	Reflex	33+3 (added 2)
	Intelligence	50 (added 2)	Wisdom	40 (added 2)
	Spiritualism	35 (added 2)
	Hidden Attributes
	Luck	13 + 10 (added 1)
	Charisma	4 + 20
	Charm	10 
	Unallocated points	0










               [th]Because you have reach certain level you can upgrade your job/class[/th]

















              

              

              





              

              

              






	Dark Hierophant
	Demonologist
	Rogue



	The leader of Circle of Dark Druids.

The abilities are focused on both nature and chaos, for they know that true balance in obtained by combining peace and disorder.

They have access to magic that can predict the future.

	The Druid that have forsake the path of balance. There magic is way more violent and focused on curses and fire.

The summoning skill will be affected by this class. All familiars evolution path will be affected by this skill

	Combine already possessed Magician with Rogue path.


Access to stealth skills will be granted.


Access to assassination skills will be granted.









Oh well.  Now, it is pretty confusing. Every single option is tempting. The stealth skill of rogue… the pure force of demonologist, seeing a future? That also is nice…







              





              






	You have absorbed a [Human DNA]


Because you already have access to all physical traits of this race, the skills of individuals will be partly absorbed




	Following skills have been obtained:


[Sword Usage - Apprentice level 3]

[Spear Usage - Beginner level 7]

[Tracking - level 7] - this skill has been merged with [Predatory] skill and will improve its exp

[Holy magic - level 4] - WARRING! Lack of sufficient affinity detected. The skill will not be added

[Interrogation - level 6]





  



…. SAY WHAT?!!? No. no and no. I told you! I HAVE FUCKING TOLD YOU, YOU DUMB PIECE OF SHIT! First, I didn’t want to eat it, just because I find it wrong! And now, other side of the story… WHAT DO YOU THINK EVERY POSSIBLE HUNTING ORGANIZATION WILL DO IF THEY WOULD FIND I ATE HUMANS?!


~You would die without it… to be hunted by those… “associations” you first had to survive a night…


Got it, got it… guh, I feel like I have to puke…


~Master… I thought about something… we can’t control the anger of warg… I think, that it is time to add another sin to your collection….



Now, look all around. Sun is shining, Birds are singing, flowers are looking and smelling nice… such a nice day, and here I am - covered in blood, sweat, and injuries on my thigh and back.


 I am going back. Enough of human hunting for today.








That’s it. I don’t wanna make pool. I am too lazy piece of shit. Write it in comments.


Love ya,

            

    
        F-ck me and my life - a pole

    
    
    
    
                In the end i decided to add a pole, for i found, that i am being followed by 300 or so ppl, yet i have 1.5k views. it may means that 1.2k ppl have no account on royaroad.


So here it is to allow everyone say his/her mind
            

    
        chpater 29 1/2. Reasons and fractions

    
    
    
    
                
Edited by: KenChi死



Side story. Reasons of fractions



Senator Polimus of the Archmage Council (Senator Palpatine lol) was grinning as he was wandering through the corridors of the Senate.  This… opportunity! The council was lacking skillful agents to execute its laws.


But here a powerful being appeared! Not only this, he is a wild mage! An artificial mage! By his one word, he can be hunted down if he would oppose. He would just give him an option: became a scourer of Obsidian Tower, execute its law. Fight where, when and whom we tell you, and you will live a steady life. Who knows, maybe with time he will raise in the structure, becoming a Senator himself. But till then he will already be one of them.


An ultimate tool in fighting against the Holy Kingdom, that as we can tell, is hunting him now too. Enemy of my enemy, and so on… Ho? How do I know that? Please… don’t be foolish, the Council has spies too! And presence of Hunters in the forest is well known already. Adding Witch hunter in the forest, specific Witch in the forest, and the whole “love” that Holy Kingdom pays to witches… and magical creature… You really don’t have to be a wise man to combine such easy facts.


The messenger was sent to the forest, alongside with a message both from him and Hanna. In her letter Hanna wrote, how the situation here is looking like, that we want to “investigate” his case, whatever possible outcome may be, what are threats and chances. Finishing that he will do whatever he wants. She really likes that boy. This Hanna! Hanna the witch of the Wilds!


Oh, it’s not like he would be used by me so ordinary! With such tasks and responsibilities the privileges follow… He would have free hand to kill anyone he wants… to study with most powerful magicians… he would even be able to study all patha of magic… even those forbidden…


If it would not be enough… the council is in possession of one more part of Codex of the Fallen…



Pov change



On the way to the forest the party of dark elf and beast-kin made a camp near the road. Now they were preparing a meal while sitting around the fireplace.



	“Sssso, young lady” the lizardmen said “Can you tell usss, why are you ssso obssssesssssed with our king and god?” They agreed to not ask her about her reasons… but as he was raised in the village that was worshiping the cult of war, hunting and murders he was also worshiping the beast god itself. Oh, for him he was but a fairy tale spoken to the too nice kids in order to stimulate their instincts and wish to survive. But this woman… depending on her intentions she may be accidentally be killed. Even if it’s just a story, legend, myth… he loves beast-god. He is an incarnation of desires of his tribe.




Everyone in the camp went silent. The elf-girl for some time was thinking how to put her mind into words. She didn’t like talking at all. Finally she has spoken:



	“You may not know… but I am an agent of Demon Lord Kiara. As the current Demon King is thinking about retiring… The new Demon King or Queen has to be chosen. There are 2 ways of becoming one. You have to be chosen by previous Demon King… or if he/she won’t be elected this way… there will be a tournament. A violent one. Where the Demon Lord and his/her most powerful followers will clash in a royal game. I was saved by Lord Kiara. I owe her this life of mine, my tribe, and many, many more things. I will never pay my debt. Not even dying. My children and children of those children will serve her and her children. But… why do I look for him? Even if it’s not a beast god itself… if I would be able to find powerful beings that would wish to follow her and help her becoming a queen… Even if only for the Royal Game… I will put my life at risk. I was wandering through 3 continents for over 7 years… but there was no one worthy… if this… creature could help her… That would be one of most wonderful days of my life…”





	“You wish for a beast-king…. For a beast-emperor… FOR A BEAST-GOD TO SURVE SOMEONE!?!? THE INCARNATION OF GREED, LUST, GLUTTONY, WRATH, PRIDE, ENVY AND SLOTH TO FOLLOW SOMEONE?! Your so called queen may not be worthy to eat dust from under his magnificent feet!” The Lion-man roared. He was mad. He also was worshiping the incarnation of war.





	“Not to serve… Not if he won’t pick this path… But… if he could be a mercenary… well paid for his deeds… I don’t care what would he demand for his contribution… gold? Army? If he would demand it I would gladly gave him my body!...”





	“Thihi. Lil foolish sister” a harpy tweeted slowly “If he would ask for it? The god demand, not ask… plus… you want to give yourself to him for something? Every single beast-woman of War-fraction would beg with there face in the dirt for him to look upon them…”





	“The men you know nothing about?”





	“Ohh, we know him…” she was speaking almost seductively “He is powerful. Desire of most of Beast-woman is to give a birth to a strong child. A strong child needs to have strong parents. What parent can be more powerful than a god itself? But… you only wish to present an offer? You will live, but elf girl… one more night…”





The beast-kin focused back on their tasks. Every single one of them was of War-fraction. Even the cat-girl. It will be better is she would reconsider the formula of offer she wanted to propose him.


What was she thinking… she just wanted to simply went into celestial being home and bluntly ask him to join to the case he know nothing about and don’t care at all.


But she will obtain his help. Or Die trying.


If it will not be enough… he may be interested in one of the part of the Codex of the Fallen… if he would be interested in it…



	“On a journey to find a beast-god. Hnya?” the cat girl said. “We are like pilgrims from legends… how do Nya think? Will we find him?”





	“Even if he is but a legend… it is a good thing to do. It is not something we should be a shamed off… so, we may travel with our dear elf for some time. Till the time when our debt will be paid… or we find the beast-god…”





No more words were spoken this night.

            

    
        chapter 030

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死


When I get back to my current dwelling place the sun was already raising. I was exhausted and the injuries were pulsating with dull pain not letting me forget about my recent fight. I was angry at myself. There were many reasons for it. Firstly: I failed ambushing someone who should have bin a total newbie in forest survival – simply, because I underestimated my enemy. Because my first encounter with witch hunters was a great success and I allowed myself to grow in pride… no, not pride. I was simply arrogant.


In the future I may pay for it with my life.


Then I was angry… simply because I couldn’t control the instincts inside of me. As Greed and Pride said, I will have to sacrifice another core in order to make a “Wrath”… but which monster would be sufficient as both vessel and avatar of Wrath?


~A Dragon will do… actually if you say a word about wrath a dragon would always be what you would think about…

And what are my chances of winning with dragon?


~There are none. Your most powerful spells would be exploding bolt and Mana shock wave. The bolt wouldn’t even bent his scales and shock wave wouldn’t awoke him from its slumber.  Physical attack are out of question too. You would need a master level of weapon mastery at least… and magical weapon… actually I have never heard a story about someone damaging dragon without ancient type weapon…


How could you say anything at all? You were born a month ago. Plus you guyz, are animals… all I can tell about animals is that they don’t chat among each other about dragon slayers.


~Tsh, you look down upon us… we are not but a one animal. We are not animals at all. It is.. complicated. It is like we have the knowledge of every single animal of our kin. We are all wolfs and deer of the world… Plus as we were merged with you… and you know that you are a special case. We were given an access to some commonly known facts of this world. Like stories for kids, some basic legends… Someone wanted us to be your… tutors? Is that the correct word?


Yet you never told me it?!


~Information given to someone that does not desire knowledge is useless… We will answer your question to some extent… Depending on situation… and our mood…


What do you mean situation?


~let’s say you would ask us now about the name of the  royal family members in this Kingdom. It is a knowledge that almost every single inhabitant of it will know… well, main branch, at least. Then we will tell you.

But if you would like to pretend that you are in anyway blood related with them, and you would be caught and interrogated, and the question would be ask to say all names of members of “your” family… we would not help you…


The FUCK?! WHY!?


~If you would rely on us every time you would be in need… You would be a useless fool that would be easy to manipulate. You have to form your own instincts, lying skills. And you have to treasure knowledge of all kind…


Bastards. Ungrateful assholes. Here you waste cores to give them a self awareness and they will be bitching around and acting all mighty… Well, actually I created them so I would keep my sanity… AAAAH! IT IS SO FUCKED UP!


I laid under a tree with a groan. I wanted to relax a bit before I entered meditation state and heal my injuries. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, opened my eyes, and then I almost get a heart attack. About 20 centimeters from my face, another one was looking with curiosity directly at me. A face of a child with green hairs and eyes. Aira… she was hanging from a branch of a tree upside down.



	“Zaaari, why you haven’t pick your class upgrade yeeeet?”




Ah, that’s right. I was focused on pain all this time as I was heading here that I forgot to pick class improvement… But all of those are so tempting! Well… if I would become a demonologist… on the one hand.. a pure, brute power! On the other one I doubt that demonologist is someone that would casually walk into a bar, order a beer and no one would pay him attention. The rogue… Stealth skill? Sweet… but even as I pick a mage class I still have my magic a bit.. lame. So a hierophant? That would boost skills I already possessed. And future predicting? IT IS A GOOD DAMNED FUTURE PREDICTING! Do they have casinos here? I will be horribly rich. Hehehe…Hahaha…Mwahahahaha!



	“Zaaari? Why are you drooling?”




Drooling?! Who? Me? impossible… oh wait… damn…


I mean… anyway… let’s pick already goddamnit!






               Are you sure you want to pick [Dark Hierophant] class upgrade? This will be permanent and will affect your future class evolution path













Yes… please this time don’t ask me several times…






               [Dark Hierophant] has been chosen




              










	Nature related skills will be improved

Chaos related skills will be improved

The skill [foresight] has been obtained












               Foresight level 1




              










	The [Signs] are everywhere. The owner of [Foresight] skill is more aware of their presence and has an ability to interpret them. Those individuals have a potential to become oracles one day.

Depending on [Sign], [Foresight] level and [Spirituality] power the quality of events is improved. 








As I pick the class… Everything for a short time went quiet. The Forest, all animals around… What a peaceful feeling. I took of my shoes and step on the grass with bare feet. The vibration was sent through my body to the earth, it resonated through the whole forest and after few seconds came back to me… Everything. I felt everything! Every blade of grass, every leaf on the tree. Every animal… and human.


I took a deep breath… what clean air… I know, comparing it to Earth every single place would be cleaner… but it was completely new sensation. I could almost taste the air! I closed my eyes and started meditation. Usually, as I meditate, I enter some blissful dark place. Like a wonderful dreamless slumber. But not his time. Every living creature appeared like a small spark on light in everlasting night. Insects – sparkles, clumps of grass like a fireplaces, trees like beacons. I activated healing magic. Another thing that had changed. Its power was definitely improved. As I used it before I could felt it as a bit warm sensation. Now this heat was so intense that made my skin crawl…


Wait… my skin IS crawling! The healing was boosted so much, that  effect of healing could be visible! Normally I would have healed myself for about 2 days to heal such wounds… now it will be done in few hours! INSANE!


Aira was sitting all this time next to me. After a few minutes she laid her head on my shoulder. She was patient. She knew that it is completely new experience for me and allowed me to get used to it… ha, sometime she acts like some spoiled brat. And now… like a forbearing mother. Well, she is weird. Lovely, helpful even cute, but also weird.


I focused completely on healing.



Pov change.


Richard left town 2 days ago. He came back to capital for his father called him back. I still have few things to do here. I didn’t pick this place by occasion. Tomorrow a friend of Hanna and my mother, who is also a skilled water magicians will enter this city. I was told to wait here for her.  I will travel with her and study under her protection for the next few months.


In a few days she will also have to enter a capital and stay there for gods only know how long till her business will be finished. Then we will move on. But for those gods only know how long I will be able to meet with Richard… I can’t wait for it.


I overreacted. With that kiss… he is nobility, and as he told me that he treasures me, he will probably marry someone who would be pointed by his family in order to improve its position. Ha-ha. The luck of mine.


Yet we are still friends. I am not ok with it. Not at all. Maybe I will raise my position? Become a Mage of court serving to a royal family? Haha. Far way. Still to far way. But I have to improve. I will no longer be helpless. I will no longer be the one who will be in need to rely on someone else. I will seek power. No one will have to sacrifice himself in order to protect me. Never. Again.


Pov change






              






	Your skill [Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up. [Nature Healing Magic] is now level 7







Sweet. No new spell? Bad luck. But even if it only improved the healing power it is still a good thing… I could possibly earn a small fortune by healing some nobility… what should I do n… oh. I am a bit tired. I could rely used the “energy drink” that I was taking while making medicine for Ruby. But I have no venom of Trigaia Araneae, the giant spider monster. It is pretty common. They exist almost everywhere… but not in this forest… High luck my ass.


Sooo… dear lady and gentlemen, we finished, as I recall, on picking a monster for Manifestation of Wrath. The suggested monster was dragon. BUT! As we all know it is shitty idea, here I am waiting for some new…


~A Bear? Those are mostly retarded.. but will do..


~M…Maybe a.. Honey badger?


A badger? Really?


~You better don’t joke around about those little devils. They are insane. Completely fearless! They would steal food from giant cave lions, and if they would try to attack them, they would lose there eyes. Or lives. You don’t make Honey Badger angry. They are anger itself!


So a Honey badger!


~NOO! Go better fight with a bloody dragon! You will die in fast, peaceful death!


SO WHAT THE FUCK YOU WANT ME TO DO? … actually… are there any Honey Badgers in the forest?


~I doubt it…


Guuuyz….


~We are idiots… something way easier to kill and find. A boar


A boar?


~yes, a wild boar. Big. Angry. Stupid. Killable. It sees enemy? It charge. It sees ally? It charge. It sees a tree? It charge. If you will be lucky enough you could find one already dead, for it could mistook a stone with a tree, that would be mistaken as an ally mistake as an enemy. The death ratio is high among them. Not because of predators. They are simply a threat for themselves.


Do I want an idiot as companion?


~For the last time. You will only have emotion of those and avatar of boar. Intelligence will be based on you, for it’s your mind that will be “separated” in order to give it awareness…


So… we will hunt a pig. Great. Piece of cake.


~I know, Greed told you it’s is killable, but don’t get to cocky. You should have killed those human last night without them realizing they were dead…


Don’t even mention it!



	“Sebastian! Walter! New job for you. Find me a piggy. A decent one please.”




~Good. The Boar will do as vessel… for now.


What ya mean for now?


~Ho? If you would find a more sufficient vessel, it’s avatar would change. You can have a Boar avatar of Wrath, then if you would be powerful enough and kill a dragon, it would be changed into a dragon avatar. Who knows?! Maybe as you would reach one day a godlike power you would find yourself brave enough to challenge a Honey Badger!


… It was not funny Greed… not at all.



We still have some time till the boyz(ED:I assume this was intentional) will find a boar, and because we don’t wanna be turned into a lazy piece of shit (like an author) we will get something productive done… It is time for our favorite time of Hex Bags creation!






              






	You have failed while attempting to create [Vitality Hex bag]







FUCK! I will have you done you little wookie sack of…






              






	You have failed while attempting to create [Vitality Hex bag]











              






	You have failed while attempting to create [Vitality Hex bag]










              






	You have failed while attempting to create [Vitality Hex bag]








WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH ME?!


~a hex bags are a very … fragile magic form. You have to be completely focused on your task. You are way to irritated to even dream about making one…


And you are telling it to me know?


~You never asked before…


You little…






              





              





              





              






	Luck event triggered 



	You have succeed while creating a [Powerful Vitality Hex Bag]



	Vitality + 7

Endurance + 6

Constitution +8

Regeneration speed up




	You have gained 11 exp + 7 exp






Ya will not succeed. Ya’r to angry. We’re so wise n all mighty!

 SHAME ON YOU FURY BASTARD!


~Tsh


Hoo? Was I just Tsh’ed?


~Dumb always has luck


Did I heard some mumble?


~Sir, no sir.


Good.

I will have to get along with this bastard soon. Um, that bastard was made out of me… Am I really such an asshole?


~Deep inside everyone is, to some extent, something that no one would suspect. Virtuous people may have some sexualy twisted imaginations (ED: Lolicons). Someone who is helping other out of good heart may at the bottom of the heart wish for everything to burn down… And we, sins, are never the same. Greed is under specific process now, so he may be… irritable. He simply can’t hold all this anger inside . Yet, if you think this part of you is a freak wait till you meet Lust…


Even if you are laughing… why do I sense a threat?



Oh, boyz are back? Ya found something? Good.


Bow? Check! Arrows? Check! Daggers? Check! 2 assho.. ravens? Check! Doggie? Check! Here we… woaaah. Almost forgot to check how Greg is doing. I prefer him to not corrupt half of the forest.


The tree he was … um… parasitizing? Was somehow still working. But, to be sure, I boosted it with some more nature magic. Just in case.


We headed into the direction of the boar. I noticed something… a bit too late. As I was getting closer, through the ground vibration was transmitted. No, not like before, when I actually became one with nature… more like something really big was shaking the ground as it was moving.


And here it was. And my blood froze and heart stop beating for a moment. I forgot, that we are not back on Earth. Here rabbits have horns, so why boars should not be different?


What I saw was a really big, really ugly creature just a bit smaller then Behemoth. Its legs were looking like columns of muscles. It tusks where as big as sabers.  And its name and rank was not a soothing sight either.






              





              





              






	[Black Tusk Killer Boar Champion] level 24



	Hp: [618/630]

Sp: [812/920]

Mp: NA




	Big. Strong. Dumb.

It can move fast while charging forward, yet has problems with changing direction.


Tip:

Better avoid being attacked








Best. Tip. Ever.


No, honestly. With such help the battle is already won. What can possibly go wrong? Let just slay 1.5 tone of charging muscles.


But how do I deal with it? Daggers? Good joke. They wouldn’t penetrate the fat layer.


Tsh, the show must go on.

oresight level 1




	The [Signs] are everywhere. The owner of [Foresight] skill is more aware of their presence and has an ability to interpret them. Those individuals have a potential to become oracles one day. 
Depending on [Sign], [Foresight] level and [Spirituality] power the quality of events is improved.






  
As I pick the class… Everything for a short time went quiet. The Forest, all animals around… What a peaceful feeling. I took of my shoes and step on the grass with bare feet. The vibration was sent through my body to the earth, it resonated through the whole forest and after few seconds came back to me… Everything. I felt everything! Every blade of grass, every leaf on the tree. Every animal… and human.   
I took a deep breath… what a clean air… I know, comparing it to Earth every single place would be cleaner… but it was completely new sensation. I could almost taste the air! I closed my eyes and started meditation. Usually, as I meditate, I enter some blissful dark place. Like a wonderful dreamless slumber. But not his time. Every living creature appeared lie a small spark on light in everlasting night. Insects – sparkles, clumps of grass like a fireplaces, trees like beacon. I activated healing magic. Another thing that have changed. Its power was definitely improved. As I used it before I could felt it as a bit warm sensation. Now this heat was so intense that made my skin crawl…   
Wait… my skin IS crawling! The healing was boosted so much, that  effect of healing could be visible! Normally I would have heal myself for about 2 days to heal such wounds… now it will be done in few hours! INSANE!   
Aira was sitting all this time next to me. after few minutes she laid her head on my shoulder. She was patient. She knew that it is completely new experience for me and allowed me to get used to it… ha, sometime she acts like some spoiled brat. And now… like a forbearing mother. Well, she is weird. Lovely, helpful even cute, but also weird.   
I focused completely on healing.   
  Pov change. 
  Richard left town 2 days ago. He came back to capital for his father called him back. I still have few things to do here. I didn’t pick this place by occasion. Tomorrow a friend of Hanna and my mother, who is also a skilled water magicians will enter this city. I was told to wait here for her.  I will travel with her and study under her protection for next few months. 
  In few days she will also have to enter a capital and stay there for gods only know how long till her business will be finished. Then we will move on. But for those gods only know how long I will be able to meet with Richard… I can’t wait for it. 
  I overreacted. With that kiss… he is a nobility, and as he told me that treasure me, he will probably marry someone who would be pointed by his family in order to improve its position. Ha-ha. The luck of mine. 
  Yet we are still friends. I am not ok with it. Not at all. Maybe I will raise my position? Become a Mage of court serving to royal family? Thaha. Long way. Still to long way. But I have to improve. I will no longer be helpless. I will no longer be the one who will be in need to rely on someone else. I will seek for power. No one will have to sacrifice himself in order to protect me. Never. Again. 
  Pov change 
  




	Your skill [Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up. [Nature Healing Magic] is now level 7






  
Sweet. No new spell? Bad luck. But even if it only improved the healing power it is still a good thing… I could possibly earn a small fortune by healing some nobility… what should I do n… oh. I am a bit tired. I could rely used this “energy drink” that I was taking while making medicine for Ruby. But I have no venom of Trigaia Araneae, the giant spider monster. It is pretty common. He exist almost everywhere… but not in this forest… High luck my ass.   
Sooo… dear lady and gentlemen, we finished, as I recall, on picking a monster for Manifestation of Wrath. The suggested monster was dragon. BUT! As we all know it is shitty idea, here I am waiting for some new…   
~A Bear? Those are mostly retarded.. but will do..   
~M…Maybe a.. Honey badger?   
A badger? Really?   
~You better don’t joke around about those little devils. They are insane. Completely fearless! They would steal food from giant cave lions, and if they would try to attack them, they would lost they eyes. Or lives. You don’t make Honey Badger angry. They are anger itself!   
So a Honey badger!   
~NOO! Go better fight with a bloody dragon! You will die in fast, peaceful death!   
SO WHAT THE FUCK YOU WANT ME TO DO? … actually… are there any Honey Badgers in the forest? 
  
~I doubt it… 
  Guuuyz…. 
  
~We are idiots… something way easier to kill and find. A boar   
A boar?   
~yes, a wild boar. Big. Angry. Stupid. Killable. It sees enemy? It charge. It sees ally? It charge. It sees a tree? It charge. If you will be lucky enough you could find one already dead, for it could mistook a stone with a tree, that would be mistaken as an ally mistake as an enemy. The death ratio is high among them. Not because of predators. They are simply a threat for themselves.    
Do I want an idiot as companion?   
~For the last time. You will only have emotion of those and avatar of boar. Intelligence will be based on you, for it’s your mind that will be “separated” in order to give it awareness…   
So… we will hunt a pig. Great. Piece of cake.   
~I know, Greed told you it’s is killable, but don’t get to cocky. You should kill those human last night without them realizing they were dead…   
Don’t even mention it!   
-         “Sebastian! Walter! New job for you. Find me a piggy. A decent one please.”   
~Good. The Boar will do as vessel… for now.   
What ya mean for now?   
~Ho? If you would find a more sufficient vessel, it’s avatar would change. You can have a Boar avatar of Wrath, then if you would be powerful enough and kill a dragon, it would be changed into a dragon avatar. Who knows?! Maybe as you would reach one day a godlike power you would find yourself brave enough to challenge a Honey Badger!   
… It was not funny Greed… not at all.   
  We still have some time till boyz will find a boar, and because we don’t wanna to be turn int o lazy piece of shit (like an author) we will get something productive done… It is time for our favorite time of Hex Bags creation! 
  




	You have failed while attempting to create [Vitality Hex bag]






  
FUCK! I will have you done you little wookie sack of… 
  




	You have failed while attempting to create [Vitality Hex bag]







  




	You have failed while attempting to create [Vitality Hex bag]










	You have failed while attempting to create [Vitality Hex bag]






  
  WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH ME?! 
  
~a hex bags are a very … fragile magic form. You have to be completely focused on your task. You are way to irritated to even dream about making one…   
And you are telling it to me know?   
~You never asked before…   
You little… 
  




	Luck event triggered



	You have succeed while creating a [Powerful Vitality Hex Bag]



	Vitality + 7 Endurance + 6 
Constitution +8 
Regeneration speed up



	You have gained 11 exp + 7 exp






Ya will not succeed. Ya’r to angry. We’r so wise n all mighty! 
 SHAME ON YOU FURY BASTARD!   
~Tsh   
Hoo? Was I just Tsh’ed?   
~Dumb always has luck   
Did I heard some mumble?   
~Sir, no sir.   
Good. I will have to get along with this bastard soon. Um, that bastard was made out of me… Am I really such an asshole? 
  
~Deep inside everyone is, to some extent, something that no one would suspect. Virtuous people may have some sexual twisted imagination. Someone who is helping other out of good heart may at the bottom of the heart wish for everything to burn down… And we, sins, are never the same. Greed is under specific process now, so he may be… irritable. He simply can’t hold all this anger inside . Yet, if you think this part of you is a freak wait till you meet a Lust…   
Even if you are laughing… why do I sense a threat?   
  Oh, boyz are back? Ya found something? Good. 
  Bow? Check! Arrows? Check! Daggers? Check! 2 assho.. ravens? Check! Doggie? Check! Here we… woaaah. Almost forgot to check how Greg is doing. I prefer him to not corrupt half of the forest. 
  The tree he was … um… parasitizing? Was somehow still working. But, to be sure, I boosted it with some more nature magic. Just in case. 
  We headed into direction of boar. I noticed something… a bit too late. As I was getting closer, through the ground vibration was transmitted. No, not like before, when I actually became one with nature… more like something really big was shaking the ground as it was moving. 
  And here it was. And my blood froze and heart stop beating for a moment. I forgot, that we are not back on Earth. Here rabbits has horns, so why boars should not be different? 
  What I saw was a really big, really ugly creature just a bit smaller then Behemoth. Its legs were looking like columns of muscles. It tusks where as big as sabers.  And its name and rank was not a soothing sight either. 
  




	[Black Tusk Killer Boar Champion] level 24



	Hp: [618/630] Sp: [812/920] 
Mp: NA



	Big. Strong. Dumb. It can move fast while charging forward, yet has problems with changing direction. 
  Tip: 
Better avoid being attacked






  
Best. Tip. Ever.   
No, honestly. With such help the battle is already won. What can possibly go wrong? Let just slay 1.5 tone of charging muscles.   
But how do I deal with it? Daggers? Good joke. They wouldn’t penetrate the fat layer.   
 
Tsh, show must go on.



Okay guyz, as maybe you probably noticed it already, i had some problems with table editor. somehow the site of Royalroad table editor is simply not working on my comp any longer, i had to find some other site with bbcode table. and it uses a bit different script to make ones, this is why few last table where not working as they suposed to. this is why i made few of them my myself. aaand it looks pretty good. 
 
Anyway enjoy the chapter.

            

    
        chapter 031

    
    
    
    
                PLEASE READ THE NOTE BEFORE CHAPTER:


I have no idea if the question asked by me in comment section under last chapter was ignored because you simply don’t read a comment section, or cuz it was “posted” some time after it was released so I will ask it now:


	Do you want the story to follow more into the romance (it will not be the main theme of the story, but it will be an important part of it)

	If yes do you want it to follow a bit into Harem genre (I am not a big fan of Harem genre, but it is only because most of such show woman mostly as hollow vessel that only drool while looking at MC. I wish for every protagonist in the story to have its own history, affairs, connections – to not be putted only to “fill” a gap. There is a great art made by Dragomir – “100 luck and dragon tamer skill” it is one of the Harem stories that I actually treasure. Aww, I am getting distracted. In the end ya want harem story with a bit more “intelligent” woman protagonists? That would have actually a reason to follow MC, not only cuz he is cute?

	Question asked by “Night”. Lemme quote it: “Loli Aira first waifu?”. Originally I didn’t want to make her into “Waifu” type at all… but fck this. she is adorable and I may “boost” her charm and story a bit. Question may be considered while answering “No” in 2nd





Hmm, I feel like I had to ask something more… but lost it on the way, so I may still ask some questions at the beginnings of future chapters



To thy story! ( I wanted to make it a bit humoristic. Tell me if it was good)



Edited by: KenChi死



Aira was now in the “chamber” of gods. She was supposed to report progress of the individual named “Zariel” till now. In the end she was elected for his guide and protector in this world.


She was a bit nervous. She used to stay in the shadows, for she is not a talkative person. She had some confidence if she was in really small group of friendly people. Or animals. Or plants. Yes plants are great… not judging you even if you are clumsy… You can tell them lots of stories! They are great listeners too! And they have really constructive feedback! Hu? Ya didn’t know flowers can talk? They do!


Gwuh! She lost herself in thoughts! And all deities and gods are waiting! What a foolish act of her to lose focus in such important moment!!!


She loaded a memory into projector to make something that on Earth would be called a movie, as background of her presentation and she start her speech.



	“A…ano… so, the individual named Zairel which is a first case of soul that show the signs of awakening is showing a very rapid speed of grow. In the past 3 months he was able to surpass 15 levels on knowledge reaching….” Something was wrong. Something was definitely wrong. Many gods were simply speechless and behaving like they have no idea how to act. Emera was completely pale, her sister Luxia the Owner of Order was red, Heira supported her chin with the “bridge” made of her connected hands while saying “oya, oya” and The ol’ good Onyx was whispering something like: “youngsters… it is good to be young huh?”.




Without knowing the reason of such actions she turned her gaze onto projection she was playing.


And from the bottom of her neck she started getting red. As her “redness” reached tip of her pointy ears the color only start getting deeper. Reason? She played the wrong video. Actually this one was supposed to be in her “private collection”.


The displayed movie was showing Zari. Taking a bath. In a lake. Completely naked. Even more, as the shot was taken from behind a bush. That was a veeery good spot, for she was completely invisible for everyone outside, yet she got a very … let’s call it “steady” view into… umm… “plot”.



	“E…excuse me”… she turned video off and loaded next … “ as I was saying… He reached 3rd rank up of his class and became a Hierophant type magicians focused on…”




Heira was pointing again on the projector with soft smile while licking his lips.


The memoryscreen was divided into multiple separated films. On one there was a Zari changing his cloths, Zari eating, Zari sleeping. An loooots of Zari in all kind of topless stretching positions. The gods and deities “sitting” closest to Aira could seen a steam like clouds leaving Aira ears. The completely new level of embarrassment.



	“Aira, we get it. You were… overseeing him with … passion. Now, we would rather focus on his battle capabilities… so if you could…”




Aira only nodded. Her throat was too dry to even say a word. So she just played the movie… this time she make sure that she would play the correct one.



	“Humans? He fought with the humans in the Forest? How did they get there?”




Aira looked on Luxia and with painful heart she said what she considered to be true.



	“I-it would be but a speculation, but I think someone give them an order to hunt Zari down… He made contact with humans not so long ago, but considering the fact that they were sent by a church from far away… I think some other divine or celestial level is standing behind it… and because it is a church… it can be from the order faction…”





	“Are you accusing me sister?! “ The voice of Luxia was like thunder.





	“I-I-I doubt it… I just wanted to say that it should be someone connected with your domain… sorry sister, I know you would never do that! So please! Don’t shout at meee.”





Aira was almost crying. And the gods went wild. Individual named Zariel was too precious to be lost. Especially now, as his extraordinary growth was confirmed.



	“Tsh, so he picked the path of a dark druid… If he would pick a demonology… I could have him all by myself. I have no idea how you convinced him sister, but you win this round”





	“Stop treating Zari like that! He is not a toy!!!” Aira once again turned red, this time because of anger.





	“Ahh! Aira!” Heira embraced her older sister and start rubbing her check into her “just stop being so adorable or instead of boy I will start targeting you!”





	“Your Honors! I have but a selfish request!” Luxia stated her mind. “I wish for permission to speak with Zariel in order to clear this misunderstanding!”





	“Luxia… did you know that you had no restriction in meeting him from the very beginning? You were only forbidden to stop his growth nor manipulate him in order to pick your attribute…”




And now Luxia was left with her mouth hanging wide open. All those restriction… all those austerities… For nothing?



	“ Finishing our meeting… Aira, can you please tell us what he is doing right now?”





	“W..well, he should be fighting with Black Tusk champion…”





	“… One last request, can you go there and… “spectate” in our name this fight? It will give us lots of information in our researches about awakening… Luxia, if you could wait with your meeting till the fight is over…”





Just few more words were spoken on this meeting of gods.



Pov change



The show must go on! I said in high spirits, took a step forward… and then a few back and hid behind a tree.


Nope. Ain’t goin’ to happen. Look at that shit. It can dumb at has problems with coordination. But one mistake of mine and I am dead… on the other hand… I would eat him for a week… with such food supplies I could sit on my ass, train skills, from time to time go out to hunt some hunters…


NOPE. Bow and daggers are out of question… this fat would be burning pretty nice if I would melt its skin… but I have almost no confidence in my magic… killing bunny? Yes! Wolf? Too! Human? No problem… but such a big no-no is pretty scary… should I ru… I mean perform strategic retreat in order to regroup?


~Why won’t you use me?


Book-chan? Um… please state your mind. Your feminine voice saying “use me” can be misunderstood, ya know?


~Silly, getting nervous again? You are always becoming a bit over arrogant and your jokes go weak when you are nervous… I’ve told you that as you reach certain level you would gain access to codex? Here it is. Summon me.


  Whaa? Anyway, book has knowledge and knowledge is power… but I doubt that with this over one tone sack of muscles in vicinity I’ll be able to focus on study…


~Idiot! Grimmoires contain spells ready to use! They are like collection of multiple usage scrolls! Just fill the runes on page with mana and you will be able to perform a spell! Well, weakened form, but it is something?


I drew hands in front of me, focused on book and soon a Grimmoire covered in black leather appeared in my hands.


~I will help you here… hmm, [Equilibrium] will do… it a very useful spell out of Blood Magic category invented byte  Great Dark Mage…


Usage please… history lesson my wait…


~HMPH! Very well! In short, you sacrifice your blood, and you would gain boost to your pure magic power. Well, you could use the blood of the other as well. The blood quality is important too. The most powerful is self-sacrifice, then blood of magical beings, humanoid… virgins are good too. But as we have no time to look for magical humanoid virgin… nor to even hunt a bunny, self sacrifice would be best… wait… actually… you are a magical humanoid virgin who is going to perform a self sacrifice… pft…


Ha-ha. So funny. How do I use it?


The book opened itself on certain page covered in runic symbols and sketch of a human with veins and arteries marked.. “places of blood extractions”… nice naming of murdering someone in order to get your hands on their blood. A nice thing is that I don’t have to literally cut myself. It will be bit of pain and lost of numerical value of hp…


Here we go… OUCH! That was not a bit of pain!!! The hand that was touching the runes  on the book was covered with black  veins that has been drawn into book. The book is a catalyst? Changing blood into mana, then mana was forming a spell boost blessing inside of it and then was transferred back to me… aw… that… feeling… even if it’s painful.. So this is what being powerful feels like?


~Don’t get addicted… power is poison nt weaker then the venom of a manticore…


Sure thing cupcake… it will be only for emergencies. How much hp should I use? Well, I will be dead if I would be hit just once… so the more is the better. Yet I still need to have some safety margin… half? Half sounds nice… Tsh… Gyah… what bliss… Ha? What is it?


I was covered is some purple coat… and for gods… I felt gooood.


~You have about 10 minutes of boost. Kill him fast.


Okie-dokie sunshine… Hmm, I have never used this chaos magic in true combat. Let’s give it a try…


I stepped out of the bushes and faced the boar… or not… can you face someone with who has his back turned to you? Facing someone ass… sounds like the title of some bad porno-movie… Jokes aside.. focus, focus…



	“ Darkness beneath me, Bind my prey,
 Bring on the madness, Till the end of a day,



   Grow on with Anger, and feed upon a fear…


In this moment a boar turned into my direction with irritated expression. Its eyes with bloodshot were pointed at me. It Dug the ground with it’s hooves, moved violently head on the sides and charged.



	…and stuck into enemy like a deadliest spear…



Dark Binding”


The mass of darkness left my palm and followed into the direction of charging Boar. Few meters before it those masses landed on the ground making dark pond 3 meters long. As the Boar stepped on it black threads emerged from it restricting its movements while tying its legs and bodies. The darkness was constantly moving and pulsating.


The beast roared from anger. It was in pain from binding, by this pain was more like boosting its anger then dealing any real damage. Slowly the beast start rising from the ground as it tensed its muscles to fight the ties. It will not stop him for long. Even if the spell was empowered, it is still the most basic spell of chaos domain, which is level 1.      

Walter, Kaito, Sebastian. Will you be so nice and will keep some company to our new friend? Just for some time so I can prepare another spell?


Ravens, as they use to, start  trying  to peck eyes out of the bore while Kaito jumped in the air and bit into its rear leg. He was now hanging off of it, holding himself just by teeth buried in flesh while moving violently on sides to tear lumps of meat.



	… and leave nothing behind,
 No blood, no bone, no ash.” (Couldn’t resist myself)




The explosive bolt went flying. As familiars saw it coming they left the beast and ran a safe distance away. A powerful explosion shocked the forest.


I was still in a semi-drunk state… and didn’t pay attention that the blue box saying that I have killed the target didn’t appeared. I was getting dizzy so I decided to turn around and to lean on the tree.


The agonizing roar could be heard behind me. I decided to jump aside out of instinct, and it was the only reason why I am still alive. The tree I was using as support was destroyed by some burned abomination. Carbonized skin on one side of its body and almost cooked on the other side were making a terrifying sight. The lumps of meat were hanging out of its body. There was even part of its skin covered in fat, that was covered in blisters… still moving because of heat. But the most frightening part of it was that this creature was still alive. Alive and ready to fight.


Why can’t it die?!


An explosion ripped part of the flesh out of its head exposing a part of it skull. And a monster core stuck in it.


Tsh. I am getting out of mana. Everything is getting blurry, and a giant motherfucking monster wants me dead. Ha, this life will not let me be bored… HAHAHA! Oh my good… I will probably never be bored near such a boar. If such a puny joke makes me laugh, it means I am in really bad condition…


I located myself on the other side of the clearing. Think… your enemy is dumb. Outsmart anyone you can’t beat and beat anyone you can’t outsmart.


Wandering Fire… [Wisp]s were summoned. 4 flames hanged in the middle of the air surrounding me. I will have one go. Soon I will be out of mana, out of buff, and somehow I think that the spell I used will have a backlash. The abomination charged once again.


I raised a fire wall a few meters in front of me, to disturb its vision, then I raised Wisps on its head level… somewhere, where eyes should be located.


The beast jumped through the fire, right into flying fire spirits that exploded upon contact, caysing its eyes to literally pop out. The colossal body fell on the ground to exhausted and in to great pain to even move.


Ha…ha… I won, bitch! Well, not yet, but…


I stepped to it, hold the monster core with both hands and activated mana shock wave with my hands as I was pulling core out of its head. There was a resistance. It was stuck in the skull, while it was also attached to its brain. Unfortunately for you, I am not going back without a core.


My hands were covered in blue light, and as I decided to use more and more power, it was slowly turning purple. The beast was whining in pain. Stop screaming that life is not fair! Big fish eat small fish, and a Divine Chimera eats everything!


Soon a cracking sound could be heard as I finally pulled the crystal out.






      





      






	You have slain [Black Tusk Killer Boar Champion] level 24



	You have obtained 381 exp + 7 exp











      






	Your skill [Predatory] has leveled up. [Predatory] is now level 5











      





      






	Your skill [Fire magic] has leveled up. [Fire magic] is now level 6



	New manifestation available: [Coat of fire]











      





      






	Your skill [Chaos magic] has leveled up. [Chaos magic] is now level 2



	New manifestation available: [Painful touch]











      





      






	Your familiar [Walter] reached maximal experience pull designated for this race.

Evolution shall start now




	Your familiar [Walter] has evolved into [High Raven - Marrow eater]











      





      






	Your familiar [Kaito] reached maximal experience pull designated for this race.

Evolution shall start now




	Your familiar [Kaito] has evolved into [Hellish Hound - Pit Fighter]








Oya, oya. What a wonderful day… Sun is shining, birds are singing, the giant murderous champion is lying dead. I think nothing will screw my mood today!






      





      






	The [Magic blood rush] has ended. 



	Because of blood loss, you are under [Anemia] abnormal status effect.

Your wounds will heal slower. Your stamina will be lowered. Your stamina regeneration will be slower.

In order to cure this state effect fill the loss of iron in your blood plus receive [healing] state effect.








Forget what I have said a second ago. Craaaap. I really feel like some jelly-man.

I sat under the tree filling my lungs with air greedily. I looked upon a still bloody core in my hand, rubbed it with edge of my robe, and swallow it.


Walter sat on one of the branches. Hes now gray, eyes where looking with hunger an the corpse of the boar. His beak was thinner and longer than before. It was also curved. Not your average beauty that you keep to sing to you before a bedtime.


Kaito laid his head on my lap. Oh, my bloody… your not as cute as you used to be! Evolve back! Undo! Undo!!!


Before he was looking like some German Shepherd, now more like a bulldog. An ugly bulldog! No fur! Lots of muscles and drool instead! Furless dog is not a dog!!! Gimme furry  Kaito back! Who will I hug to now?!


This. is. Worst. Day. Ever.


Don’t forget to answer questions… X_X

            

    
        chapter 032

    
    
    
    
                First of all to GET NTR – see a post I wrote on second page under last chapter dedicated to you (if you did not read it already). To this is just wanna say one more thing that I forget, you mention that Pov’s are out of place. No, they are not. There were put both as break from the story (like some time was supposed to pass), to gave information about other point of view that were important for action (maybe as explanation), or to show part of the story that will lead into some important event in the future and I want to show you the whole way till then doing so. Even more, I have no idea how could I do it in other way… for example where I put some Ruby’s Pov it is usually about from ½ to 1 ½ page long… I do not even imagine making completely separate chapter in order to make it. Such chapters are simply too short and I find it pointless to post them, nor will I make them longer. But maybe I wrongly interpreted your suggestion, if so please correct me. 


To everyone else: I decided to act some classical classic from harem/romance/comedy I have watched last night. The Anime itself was a shit, but the scene was nice.


Edited by: KenChi死



I was being carried on Kaito’s back for I was too weak to move by myself. Every few minutes I was passing out and waking up back. Can I please finish a battle without a near death experience? Should I go back to rabbit hunting? Well… it may be a good idea for leveling up my skills. I can try hunting stronger beast/hunter after I would rank my fire magic to at least 10th level… as I recall, I have just leveled up fire/chaos magic… coat of fire is a spell that simply cover me in fire, grant small resistance bonus against fire and water, and may damage anyone who would be in vicinity. Painful touch on the other hand looks like spell transferred through my body. I can use it to interrogate someone or as enchantment – all strikes dealt by my body would apply [Pain] status effect, that has small chances to apply [Confusion]. Of course because of [Pain] enemies battle capabilities will be reduced… the biggest debuff was attached to reflex stat. Actually it’s pretty logical. You will react slower with headaches, don’t you?


Once again I passed out, this time I had a dream. I was standing in the middle of great wasteland and I was surround by three trees. The normal one, what do I mean by normal? Green leafs, brown bark… normal means normal. But this implies that the others were not normal? Exactly. One was silver, the other completely black and looking dead. This last one was surrounded by 5 sprouts of same looking black tree.


And now: the action. Silver tree’s branches and root attacked normal one, tearing, reaping and shattering it. The normal one was fighting back and doing pretty well. At the same time, sprouts started covering the big black tree, fighting each another for dominance over it. The normal tree and one sprout that was losing the “dominance battle” spread their roots to me, like looking for a source of nutrition. Am I water? Will they have problems if I would not help them? But what if I reject help?


In that instant the roots spread by those two came back. The battle between silver and normal tree was stable, bah silver one was even loosing. But as one of the sprouts completely covered the black tree it started to grown stronger. The dead looking tree was alive once more and the rest of the sprouts surrendered to the winner. On the one side – a battle, on the other a rapid grow in power. But – the leafs of black tree turned sharper and from its branches a deadly looking tree juice was soaking. As it was strong enough, the black tree attacked normal and silver completely destroying them and corrupting the ground on which those were living so far.


Far, far away I saw lots and lots of other plants – trees, cave mushrooms and so on, gathering together under command of small golden bird preparing for battle… no… a war. And then those sides clashed.


And I woke up covered in sweat.






               





               






	 Your skill [Foresight] has leveled up. [Foresight] is now level 2 



	The quality of visions and premonitions will improve







I was back at the hut tree. Aira was cooking with her back turned to me. Well, or at least she tried do cook something, because as I could say by words she was mumbling to herself like: “That shouldn’t look like that…” or “Is this suppose to be moving?” it was obvious that she is not used to cook anything. Well, why should she? She is a goddess and don’t need to eat at all. With a groan I raised from the bed and headed her direction.


And as I looked over her shoulder all I did was mumbling a finishing quote of “Heart of Darkness” wrote by Joseph Conrad:



	“Horror, horror”




All I saw was a battlefield both in the room and in the pot. It’s the first time I saw the piece of meat carbonized on the one side and completely rare on the other. Some fruit that were put into jar with boiling water, but as the quality of those was doubtful, on the top of it the worms were swimming.


Aira dropped a knife as she jumped hearing me directly behind her back.



	“W..W…W…What are you doing?! You should be resting! Go back to bed! Soon I will prepare you a fine meal that will help you to get back to normal! Just leave it to me!!!”




Oooh boy, the most frightening part was that she actually believed it what she said. No, ain’t goin to touch that.



	“You know… I don’t like being a freeloader. Let me help you a bit, will you?”





	“B..but! I wanted to prepare something for you!”





	“And you will. I really feel tired, so mostly I will be talking to you, not going to do anything. And there is no better place to get better than near you” Actually my plan was to guide her while she would be cooking in order to not serve me anything poisonous. She will be happy and I will be alive. Wolf will be fed and sheep will be alive (it’s a phrase out of my language that I found no direct translation. It literally means dealing with problems while pleasing both sides even as their businesses may be in conflict).





Aira twitched her ears happily… oh, my… she can twitch her ears… Have you ever watched anime, where some cat-girl or horse girl would move her ears depending on her mood? Same situation here with elf like ears… Every elf-loli-younger sister type fan would be knocking on heaven’s door right now.


So I sat near her, helped here with peeling. And then…



	“Not like that, first wash them. Ok, now cut into small pieces… not, not like that… how are you holding knife? See? This finger has to be put on the top of the dull side of the blade… No… don’t push knife down, you will not cut meat that way, maybe yourself, instead of pushing try slicing by pulling your hand back to your body… aha, support the whole peace with the other hand, to keep it together. Very well, now try rolling it over its back… yes, now slice it in same matter. The fire under pot shouldn’t be too small, it would take forever for water to boil… but it shouldn’t be too small… I didn’t mean to burn hut down!” laughing I calmed the fire from under the pot. Well, in “hells kitchen” she wouldn’t last 5 seconds... But she tries her best… “…now the vegetables. First you have to know which taste good with other, and which one should never be mixed, let’s start with…”




And so Aira’s adventure in the kitchen continued. It took “us” about an hour longer then  it would normally if I did it alone… but looking at this lil’ girl trying all her best just to cook something edible  was a good entertainment. She was having a good time too… or that is what I think… And… there was something even more important. Having someone who would care about you in this way, even if extremely clumsy, can make your heart melt.


This nice feeling of warmth in my chest. True bliss. Should I even move away from this forest? Why did I wanted to grow stronger in first place? To see as much as possible, to travel, to taste as many things as possible. To truly live.


But this place makes me feel like I belong here… If I could only interpret completely the vision I just had. I am afraid, that if I would not make a move to “help” the normal tree or sapling of dark tree this unpleasant future may come true… but how my action will affect them? Which tree should I help? A normal one? A black one? And what does those trees means anyway?



	“ ..ri? Zari? Are you there?” I just noticed I was not paying attention to some little, very annoyed, mad cook.





	“Sorry lil’ one. I spaced out.” I smiled to her. No need to put my worries on her shoulders.





	“Hmph! Next time you will get bones for dinner!”





 wait… what “next time” supposed to mean? There will be next time? Heaven and hell, please no…


And there was a dinner. Because I was in charge of distribution food for both of us, “accidently” I put all parts that looked not so poisonous on Aira plate. I will have to use all my acting skills to use in order to convince both her and myself that it’s tasty. She was trying so hard, that possibility of showing any kind signs that it was bad is out of question.


If a little lolly-half elvish – younger sister type goddess is making a dinner for you, you have many possibilities, but complaining is not one of them.


I took a first bite…


…


…


…


Smile… put a god damned smile on your face. Whatever may happen, do not stop eating…



	“Zaaari? How is it?”





	“D…Delicious…”





	“Are you sure? You don’t seem to be well…”





	“it’s because of the last fight. I am still exhausted. But with your meals I will be back in no time… better tell me – how is yours”





	“Hmm, it is not perfect, but it is enough to fill a belly… are you sure you like it?





	“Of course. Actually I put the more delicious looking part on my plate… sorry for this…”





	“Zari! You meanie! Let me have a bite!”





Ohhh, no… With speed I never suspect a human body could possess, I gulped in one go the whole meal. Almost without chewing…. I see the pearly gates…



	“Sorry, I am afraid that there is nothing left…” DON’T THROW UP!





	“W…what the… Zarim why is your skin purple?”





	“A..Anemia…” I almost can’t say a word. This is bad…





The bright, confusing light appeared in the corner of the room, and soon a woman covered in silver armor, looking like made out of light step from it. Long blond hair tied in pony-tail was hanging all the way till waist level.



	“Zariel, the chosen of gods, my name is Luxia, the Lady of the Light. I came to you to…”





	“SISTER! Zari is looking sick!”




Oh, crap. Can it get any worse ?






              





              






	 The core of [Black Tusk Killer Boar Champion] has been absorbed. You have acquire trait of [Boar]-kin 



	The process of separating emotion was successfully executed. [Wrath] has been born.







Why did I even ask?


~Here I come from the abyss of madness to conqu… GWURH! WHAT IS HAPPENING!? WERE WE KIDNAPED BY HUNTERS?! ARE THEY TORTURING US?! THE PAIN! UNBERABLE! SOMEONE KILL US! SHOW MERCY!!!


Just to let you know. No, Wrath was not overacting. It was this bad. I think that, few next dinners will be made by me alone.


Excuse me now, please. I will be busy with not-dying.

            

    
        chapter 033

    
    
    
    
                Sorry for delay – I was in mountains for past 2 days, with no PC.


Dear “Source” thanks for feedback, yet I wish to ask you what do you mean by saying that MC got “silly” and act like “clown”. Well, as I intend to present him as semi intelligent dude planning his stuff… I wanted to make him act a bit semi crazy as he is stressed or put under a pressure… but maybe I made him be a bit more “idiotic” without paying attention, so if you could point out or describe situation you found annoying, I could fix it out in the future. Saying only that he is stupid doesn’t really solve anything for I have no idea what to attention to.


Dear “John kash” thanks for rating. Btw. First thing I wanted to do as you pointed out that there are too many polls was to make a poll asking if there are too many polls… (nope, I am not joking here)… but I have to disagree with you, that the story is out of my control and I do have a confidence in myself. The only time I let you to really go wild with the story was while I made a race poll. Every single poll that was made has a variation of answers I wanted to pick, simply have problems with deciding.  So you were picking one of the option from pool of already approved ;)


Okay, that’s all I wanted to say, now to the chapter!


Edited by: KenChi死


Am I really the type that has to encounter death at least twice every week? I know, what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger… but sometimes it is what doesn’t kill you that makes you a cripple, so I would prefer to avoid such situations…


Yet the cooking skills of Aira are terrifying. I thought that they will only taste bad, not that would give me a food poisoning, especially such dangerous one. And she was able to “achieve” it as I was guiding her – does it mean that if I would eat meals prepared completely on her own I would be dead now?


Pffh, I wished for it, probably I would be dying in agony for a month… but she was trying her best! BUT IT IS STILL DANGEROUS! BUT…  ahh, I am done. Injuries, anemia, and food poisoning… what else is going to happen to me?


I have to stop lamenting over the little things. I have died already, so what is bad about it? I would have my memories wiped out and have to start everything from the scratch. 


Just noticed, it’s no longer that painful? Actually I feel nice and warmth…



	“We are getting him back, my Lady ” Some strange voice said. It sounded very pleasant… to pleasant. Like some child acting to be cute in front of her mother.




I opened my eyes and took a look around. What a crowd. There were six individuals staying inside  without counting me: Aira (of course), some woman dressed in shiny armor, with blonde hair. She was almost emitting light. And four… angels. No matter how I would look at them, they are angels. White wings on back? Some sort of Halo? To cute punchable faces? You all can say those are angels.



	“Zaaari? Are you all right?” Aira asked sniffing with her nose and wiping her eyes with the corner of her sleeve. “Why did you ate it if it was bad?” Now, how to tell her that I didn’t want to get her angry or sad?





	“Magnificent! Truly splendid!” One of the angels said while looking in some distant place like a lunatic. “To sacrifice his own health! To put his life on the stake for sake for another’s smile! Order is strong in this one! He should be marked as a believer… no… as blessed one… or as a Saint!”




Sure thing, make me an inquisitor right on the spot. Nobody expect… uh, that would be a puny joke.


So, Aira was sniffing, Angles were acting like they would overdose on some shit, an… The last one was looking at me with uneasy gaze.



	“We are here on business. Leave as alone” The woman said. She barely finished a sentence before the angels vanished in a flash of light. “You to sister. I would like to talk with him in private.”





	“But!”





	“No but’s here, it will take only a few minutes. I am not going to kidnap him nor to force him in any alignment. I am not like Heira… I will honor the agreement of the gods.”




I don’t feel like I would like to stay alone with her. Somehow the air around her is the same as the one you see around a dictator. Not a nice one.



	“Something wrong?” She asked




Crap. Did she notice that I am a bit uncomfortable around her?



	“Y… you are Luxia am I right?




Nod



	“I just imagine you to look a bit different…” I said putting on an awkward smile





	“What do you mean by different?”




It wasn’t a nice tone. Great, leave it to me and my skill to piss everyone.



	“You… just look a bit different then forms that Aira and Heira showed me”




She nodded… and nodded – not answering me, more like she was thinking about it. Then she hit the fist of one hand into open palm of the other as she reached some conclusion.



	“I see, so that is your type. Well, if that will make our conversation better…”




And once again she was surrounded by a light so intense I had to squint. When I opened my eyes the tall armored woman was missing, instead there was an armored kid.


Armor looked to be a bit too big for her, hair still blond but now instead of falling to waist were cut in boyish manner… And I could swear that the silver looking sword was replaced with a wooden one. Cheeks puffed and red… Now, you made me look like some kind of pedophile, didn’t you?



	“I don’t like wasting time for pointless, worthless and stupid matter so let me get to the point” Her voice was no longer proud, instead it was very high and… well, she sounded like some spoiled princess that looks upon everyone like there some butler or maid… Great.





	“You know that you have been marked by the Church of light… my church… Well, of course you do, you have already killed eight of them, didn’t you?” Crap… “One of them was a good man, you know?” Fuck.




She let out a sigh.



	“It probably could have bin done other way. In war no technique is forbidden… I just want you to know, that it was done without my order nor permission…”





	“ SO, can you possibly ask them to get the hell out?”





	“No”




I was dumbfounded. So what the hell do you want from me?



	“Then… you want to me stop killing them?





	“No”




WHAT IS YOUR PROBLEM THEM, WOMAN?



	“If you could halt from making any acts of violence toward my believers… then of course would I stay neutral to you… You would have my thanks”




So… You want me to not take vengeance upon civilians? Are you mad? Why would I even want to do so?!



	“ I think you whole journey here was not necessary. I am not the type of person that would harm someone who did nothing to me… if there would be no gains for me…”





	“You do not seek for revenge?” Her eyes were open wide.





	“Um, well... I do. But only on those inquisitors… maybe the prophetess for setting up a bounty over my head… but what is the sin of some peasant living in the Holy Kingdom?... but may I ask why you told them to hunt for witches? In the end this is what… one of hunters “told” me.”





	“This is an honorable part of you… and I never told them to kill magicians. I told them to seek purity as in life as in magic. I only gave them knowledge and basic laws. The rest is up to their interpretation of those. Wasn’t it the same back where you came from? One of deities gave your people ten commandments. One of those was “do not kill”, yet for millennia those rules were interpreted like: “do not kill unless he is an unbeliever” and so on. It will take some time for humans to fully understand what the one they worship truly wanted to say to them… I am grateful for your understanding… stay healthy and aim high, young one. You may have a splendid future just in front of you”




… Weird. But I should thank them… they did cure me in the end. As her presence vanished the doors to the room opened wide with a “slam” sound. Aira was standing there. Both sad and angry. Guess who is going to be grounded?




Later




I was called an idiot, mindless fool, retard and so on, and so on… And I was literally kicked outside. I had to keep myself busy for some time… till one lil’ loli deity will stop being mad at me. How long can a deity without lifespan be mad? I think that I don’t want to know the answer for this.


Aaand she is now trying to improve her cooking skill. I was also told that she would call me when she will find those to be good. Looks like I have a few centuries for peaceful hunting.


So, what is the best way for a man to do, when he tries to wait the the storm of a woman will calm down? He would go fishing! And what fishing is? It is a wonderful time when you can both relax and kill something! So it is literally a hunting. And what is the best thing to hunt here? Rabbits? Meh – not enough exp, and I would rather to not add them to my monster traits yet, wolf, deer and/or boar? Sound nice, but I wish for some serious bloodshed now. So - humans.


I still remember the sensation I felt when I upgraded my class. The feeling of being one with the forest… it could be a nice scanning skill. How did I do it? Wait…


I took off my shoes and step on the grass. I felt mana gathering on my body, then send it to the ground to spread itself out in a circle. Then it would come back to me. Something like echolocation used by bats, but instead of sound I am using magic, and instead of air it’s the ground and all living forms.


The signals get back to me… And it was a failure. No one said it would be easy. One more time!


And I stand there… like an idiot I probably am, wasting precious mana resources for something that I have no idea that will even work.






               






	For constant performing of action you have gained a manifestation of [Nature Manipulation]










               





               






	[Nature Manipulation] manifestation - [Echo of Nature]



	Allows the user to detect presence of beings in his vicinity.

The distance and accuracy improves with level and spirituality.

This skill can be used together with other detecting skills.

This skill can be used together with presence hiding skills.

User can be detected by skilled magicians.

User may not detect skilled magicians or if targets has an appropriate tools.








… I thought it would take me longer to get it…


~”He? It already took you long enough. This is pretty basic skill out of earth/nature domain. And you already know how it worked plus your level of Nature magic even is not very high, it is also not low either…”


I can create my own skills?


~”You didn’t know? Upsie… But, yes actually you already did it. You have combined bow usage with explosive bolt. You also used explosive bolt without the skill itself. Magic is both easy and hard to use, for you posses a limit only to your imagination… well, and mana pool. Here is a tip… if you would use ice spell together  fire spell… how can it work?”


Ice is a water… and water is oxygen and hydrogen… and both of those are highly explosive and may act as fuel for the fire… if the flame has enough of heat to melt, and then further evaporate, then shatter the structure to separate atoms… it can act as a boost for explosive power?


~”aha, but shh, “chemistry” is not well known here, so keep it for yourself.”


By the way, book chan, when will I be able to get my hands on other of your spells? Than blood magic seem pretty useful too, so if I could lear…


~”No. I will not show you anything more. For now.”


The hell?


~”First improve those that you already have. You have to understand the basic of magic, about the alternative sources of power. And level up what you have. It is pointless to have dozens of magic branches if you would have no time to improve them all. Normally mages have 2 maybe 3 branches. Someone is called a genius if he can use on high level skill in those 3. And here you are, with fire, chaos, nature healing, nature manipulating and summoning… but don’t get distracted. You wanted to use a spell you just got, don’t you?”


Do not change the subject of our conversation! Guh. Why the hell am I even collecting those tomes of you, if you are useless?!


~”Tsh, you have no idea what you would acquire if you would gather at least 4 of those… Ah, Darion was not like that! He was so nice… when I showed him one of the spells…”


Let her talk. In the meantime… The magic spread once again through the ground. I have somehow seem few hundred meters all around. Not enough. And found nothing (well I found few animals, but those were not my target).


And here my journey through the forest begins. Hundred meters, Echo, walk some more, another Echo. And so on. It was getting dark, when after spell I get a feedback I was looking for. And then my heart stop for some time. I found hunter. 12 of them, to be precise. Looks like 3 groups tired of arduous labor joined forces. They were just making a camp. And as the number of them grow so did their safety level. More people could be send to guard, and when the battle would star… well fighting one against 12… okay, okay, there were Kaito and ravens so let’s say 4 versus 12. Still not nice…


Every individual that would posses at least a bit of sanity would turn back.


But I have split personality, talk with gods, ate human flesh and perform magic (with necromancy). Do I look like a sane individual to you?


One more thing, I came from a country with a pretty decent history of war… especially guerrilla warfare.


I didn’t have to kill all of them at once. Just some semi attacks in the nights, even if without a causalities. I would not let you sleep. I would send just one arrow a time. 3 bodies at once, 2 bodies at once… or even one single death every attack. As long as I keep “tormenting” you, I will win.


What is the best time for a surprise attack? Just before the morning 3-4 a.m.


I grinned before going to sleep. I have about 6 hours till then. Enough to take a rest and refill mana used for my scanning ability.


Let me show you the art of war from my nation!!


            

    
        chapter 034

    
    
    
    
                Uhu, microphone check – one-two-one-two… um, there is a lil announcement I would like to make: As another meeting with promoter of my bachelor thesis will have place in next Wednesday, I would also have to give back the whole CORRECTED part of theoretical chapters of my thesis. Yet those chapter are not yet finished. So, I would keep writing chapter till this Thursday or Friday, and then would take 4-5 days off to finish those already mentioned chapter. Just wanted to inform you, that after Friday (or Thursday) there will be no point for you to check this site till also already mentioned day.   
Thanks for understanding   
    
  I was awoken by Kaito licking my face. It was still dark but I was sure that the sun would rise in about hour or so. I stood up and hit my face with palms to get rid of sleepy feeling. I stretched my body till I heard joints cracking, then I took a deep breath. The next few days may keep me a bit… “occupied”. 
  I checked  my equipment once again and slowly head into direction  of huge witch hunter camp. In same time I ordered my familiars to take positions in different location around it. 
  This will be a pain in the ass. I can plan some basic actions for the future, but when I have to plan more events that are supposed to be triggered one after another… I would probably screw something somewhere in about halfway of those messing the whole plan. So I decided to act more… “elastically”. I would see what has happened after each action and then would made a new “step” of it as I would have all data in front of my eyes. 
  I was never a strategist… more tactician. Even in chess I was able to plan for max 3… sometime 4 moves ahead… And well, I could plan for 5 and more, but then usually my opponent would make a move that I was not taking into consideration. Then I would loss a figure, then a whole structure of other 2-3 figures, and then I would eventually loss. Lack of plan “B” is also my weak spot… 
  So. Plan – action – reaction – then another plan and so on. As I was a bit clumsy in my actions I do prefer for plans to be as general and universal as possible. I don’t want for one missing piece to ruin the whole structure… So what do I want to do? A chaos. To spread a fear. To weaken them day by day. Bite and run. 
  Unfair acts? Acting like one without a honor? Well, I would prefer to challenge them one by one too, but somehow I doubt that they would patiently wait in line as they would see their comrades being ripped apart. 
  I sat behind the tree in close distant from the camp. I saw burning fireplace in a distance. And I waited a bit more for sun to start rising. I still remember the mistake I made last time and this is why I would wait till I will be able to confirm my targets. I was all excited. Racing heart, rapid breathing… just few more minutes. Blood start rushing inside of me. Pride and Greed was as always calm in situation like these. But Wrath… Oh boy… 
  
~ What are we waiting for?! Those assholes are simply lying there asking for death! WHY THE HELL ARE YOU SITTING LIKE AN IDIOT! BURN! RIP! TEAR! CLASH! KILL!   
Shut up…   
~ONE-TWO, ONE-TWO! MARCH ON PRIVATE! THE TARGET WAS CONFIRMED AND MARKED! SEEK AND DESTROY! ELIMINATE! NULLIFY! YOU HAVE GREEN LIGHT! JUST LET ME DRINK THEIR BLOOD ALREADY.   
If you would not shut up right now, I swear for everything I hold dear that I will turn back and leave. I am losing my focus because of you…   
Finally… a blissful silence… well, I still can hear him barking at the corner of my mind. The sun started appearing on the horizon and change the surroundings from pitch black to dark grey. Barely anyone could tell a difference, but for me it was almost as bright as in the middle of the day.   
Now… 12 targets confirmed. 4 watchmens, 8 resting. 2 mannequins were placed in most extended parts of camp.   
I took 2 arrows from a quiver and put both of them at the string. I do not intend for those arrows to hurt anyone… well, if they would manage to do so, then I would be just extra happy… but instead they are suppose to…   
I imbue those arrows with explosive magic, raised my bow,  corrected placement of those arrows putting some space between them in order to make them fall in different locations… and released my grip over a string.   
The arrows flew through the air making the distance between them bigger and bigger over the time.   
And as they hit the ground in two different spots simultaneously the explosions could be heard.   
Just imagine it. You area peacefully sleeping surrounded by friends, guarded, and suddenly there would be explosions few meters away. The guards? The night was peaceful and as I was “told” by Sebastian and Walter they have changed on the duty of sentinels about 3-4 hours ago. 3-4 hours of looking into nothing. It is sure that their instincts and focus would grow dull… so here is me saying hello to my new neighbors… let’s continue with introduction.   
“Kaito…” The most basic though was sent to pit-fighter hellish dog. While barking and howling he jumped out of the forest and charged at nearest enemy. The watchmens already stood up and started countering, as those who were sleeping were picking their weapons from the ground and looking left and right looking for enemy.   
Tsh, sleeping with weapon, that will reduce time that was supposed to be used by me… let’s continue…   
“Sebastian…Walter…” As they were not meant to do damage itself what can be bad with a little more havoc?   
Two more explosions, weaker one, were triggered near the Kaito. Those were wisps I previously sent with beast in order to convince hunter that they are facing a magical beast. Turn around… turn your backs to me… focus on big bad dog… I would rather to avoid it, but you may even kill him. I would just re-summon him after cooldown time is over.   
As they surrounded Kaito making some space between each other they started to reduce the distance. Why they didn’t rush to help his friend? He was already dead. The Kaito is big, fast and strong. And toothy. And clawed. What happens when something big, fast, strong, toothy and clawed jumps on you taking you by surprise?     Exactly. 
  And now, I have all time in the world needed. I am not that greedy, I will not push my luck. 
  An arrow on the sting, aim… correct, aim again. Release. While following with my eyes the trajectory of arrow I stated to prepare myself for another shot. The arrow hit its target, not mortally but reduced his movements. He screamed. Yet no one paid him any attention. I sent another arrow at the same target. Shit. I could prepare some poison. Then I could shout an arrow for every enemy and wait them to die of fever, toxic or whatever. Will change it in the future. 
  2 down 10 more to go… I was not yet spotted, Kaito was jumping forward and backward again, as I told him to not risk without a reason. For now, we will kill them by arrows as they are still unaware of true enemy. Sebastian and Walter where flying all around screeching loudly, scratching with talons the faces of hunters and trying to pecking eyes out. 
  Place the arrow on the string, take a breath,  hold it, aim, release.  Another arrow hit someone back penetrating lungs. 
  Arrow, aim, release. But this time one of the hunter tried moving in zigzag pattern to get close to Kaito, and because of it arrowed missed, and flew into opposing site of the forest. This is how I was discovered. 
  Someone start screaming orders and few of hunters left their positions to head into my direction… 1..2..3…4…5 of them. So half of them went after me why other tried to keep Kaito at bay. 
  It was sooo tempting to kill one or two more… But I already promised myself to not be greedy for nothing. My job for this night is done. I put fingers  into my mouth and whistled loudly. I remembered the face of the commander. He will be my next target. Nothing reduce your morale more than seeing officer down. 
  
I turned my back to enemies and vanished in the still dark forest. So did Kaito and ravens. 




	Your familiar [Kaito] has slain the [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 14]



	You have obtained 74 exp + 9 exp










	Your have slain the [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 18]



	You have obtained 97 exp + 9 exp + combo x2 - 97 exp










	Your have slain the [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 16]



	You have obtained 87 exp + 9 exp + combo x3 - 176 exp






25% of the squad is down, but they will be more careful in the future… Damn, I hoped to get rid of at least 4 of them. I will have to be satisfied with killing one or two of them at once… So, what should I focus now? What should be my priority? Commander? Food supplies? 
  For now, let’s think what my next move should be… Tsh, that should be obvious. They will strengthen their guard now… it means more of them will be tired. And I will do all my best to make them truly exhausted… and paranoiac. I will move every blade of the grass, I will sent Kaito to growl in vicinity. 
  And every time they will be exhausted both mentally and physically, I would strike. 
  And for now… poison making… wait, did all of my alchemist tools were left in house? Same house that Aira kick me out? It can be done… But the quality and time needed for preparing one… All you get for being nice. Tsh, I wonder what would happened if I would told her that  her cooking taste like shi… better not to even think about it. Those are gods and deities… there probably is some spell that would allow one to read minds. What do I have? Some empty viols of potions… Well, if I would sacrifice one I would have a vessel to hold poison… duh. 
  With heart full of sorrow and regret I poured out the Hp regeneration boosting potion and start collecting herbs needed for some nice deadly liquid… if I would have some venom of araneae magnum… As my grandpa used to tell me when I was a kid… “if someone has a bad luck, he will break his finger even is the ass”. My grandpa has some chill. 
  So, in the end here I am walking from bush to the bush looking for some deadly plants. 
  And I was looking all around for over a hour without any success. Oh, come on! Where is the place that poison herbs are supposed  to grow if not inside of most feared forest on the continent!? 
  
And then: 




	The Dragonaut Flower



	Rarity grade: A-



	Extremely poisonous plant that grown on the ground with high mana concentration. If the venomous monster with strong magical power would consume it, the power of its venom would drastically increase 
Can be used in creation of both healing potions, poisons and special effects potions






Ho-ho-ho. It is good for good thing to pop out of nowhere… but how do I cook it? I don’t really have any receipts for those… And… if the monster with high mana power and venomous would eat it… If I would eat venomous monster, then I would be monster (check) with high magical power (check) and possessing a venom (maybe check… still have no idea if I can get access to such traits like venom sacks…) For now, I will take a good care of this lil nice flower-chan… and now, what should I do… maybe… I would make another core… and then…. 
   
-         “Uhm, hello? Snake-kun, can you hear me? I just wanna talk, fear not…” I think that before next attack on hunter I would give myself some “side quest”.

            

    
        chapter 035

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死


I was sitting in the bush somewhere around the forest. In the end I didn’t find a venomous snake. A one 9 meters tall son of a b… that was hanging out of the tree looking for prey to jump for and choke to death – yes, yet no venomous one. After a few hours I decided to resume tormenting hunters. Walter and Sebastian were scouting the area around the hunters. After they buried bodies of their fallen comrades they moved out. A nice thing – they stick the branches shaped into the cross into the ground near the graves, and on those graves they hanged rings. As they head out I collect those. Those are my trophies. Oh, by the way, they do not honor cross as holy symbol of any kind. It was just easier to hang rings on chains on crosses.


Now, back to the business. Thanks to ravens I know the position of troop, and thanks to this I was able to predict the movements of the squad. Well, more or less, for as they had no precise place they were heading to, they tend to change their directions without any real reason. Well, Kaito will soon suffer some sore throat because of all that growling and howling made in order to… “convince” the hunters to change direction. Honestly, who would head into direction of some noises made by some beast?


And I was sitting in a bush.  Nothing was happening. If somehow they would avoid the position I was now guarding I would be a bit mad. Aw, please guyz! This location is perfect! The trees and bushes were not so numbered here, so a big party could easily travel here without breaking formation. I do not intent to break a formation. Kill one or two, then run. Come on! There is a nice trap here too! I used such to hunt rabbits, it is a bit too small to kill a hunter… maybe if they would fall really bad, but the main idea behind it was to slow them down even more… to keep them busy taking care of there injuries. Do you know, that main point in making land mine was not to kill enemies, but to cripple them? Injuring is better than killing… on war, I mean. If there is 100 solider in squad, and you would cripple 50 of them, then you are truly eliminating 100 solider, for the remaining 50 will have to carry, treat and so on their companions… I would like poison though. Why deadly poison is good, if I just told that the main idea is not about killing?


Cuz I want to kill them! Just not from the very start. And seeing your friends dying even as you were trying all your best to help them… Such thing would break them even further.


I am bored! What to… “We-all-live-in-a-ye-llow-sub-marine… ye-llow-sub-marine”…


Sebastian landed on my shoulder sharing with me memory link. They are walking here… as I said, more or less, but direction seems to be good.


It is the time, now focus, stay calm…


~I still don’t get it why we are fighting like cowards! We should simply rush in and trample those maggots!


The same thing that boar champion tried to do with me?


~That’s right!!! Charge in and…


And you remember how this “charge in” has ended? And please take a note, that I don’t have  your… sorry, it’s - vitality and strength. Even if I would partly use your traits… but I promise you that I will probably maybe take into consideration option of possibility of attacking them directly as they number will decrease.


~… You promise?


Told you already.


Something that could be named like happy squeal was heard at the corner of my mind… honestly? Wrath? Being happy? End of the world.


The hunter entered the field. I watched them as they walked in specific formation. They were too far from each other to be hit by the same attack, and close enough to help attacked friend. The leader… damn him, was moving in such manner that bodies of his underlings were partly covering his silhouette. No clean shoot line. So, keep waiting for now. One of the hunters was getting closer and closer to the hole with spikes. Just a bit more.. three… two… one..


A scream disturbed the silence of the forest. Perfect. Why are you always using the middle of the path? Do you know what is best place to dig a hole trap? It is a damned middle of the path! I rise up from the bush. It was located on the side of the path that the hunters were traveling, so for now I was more or less in a blind spot. In the other word I have at least enough time to make one shot without being spotted… ah screw this, I  will have no time to get back for that arrow so…


The arrowhead was lighted by fire aura for a second before it was released. This time I would like to try something new. Instead of explosive magic I used the wisp one. It hit the target directly in the back. The arrows was now jutting proudly poking out of its target. Normally the fire magic would be triggered upon the contact, but as it is a bomb with remote ignition… I still had some control over it… [Wisp] – activation.


Have you ever seen an explosion inside of someone? Wait… that would be weird… so maybe inside of something? If not here is a visualization of what happened: The flesh on his back bulged and exploded. The chunks of meat were ripped apart making it possible to look at the spine of the poor hunter. I was already pulling another arrow, but I was spotted faster then I though. End of killing for now. Told ya’ – there is no need in rushing things. They will all die. I will be around every corner. In every shadow. They will see my face at every corner… And as they see Gotham turning into ashes they will have my permission to die… oops, went a bit too ahead.


Someone was chasing me. Really? You think SUCH action was not predicted? How did they survive here so long? Oh, even two of them, well my plan was dealing with one… Never mind. I will keep running and loss them in the forest. After few more steps I heard screams of another hunter. He was probably now dragged by leg into another side of forest? By what was he dragged? By teeth, of course. Whose teeth? Kaito’s.






               





               






	Your hasve slain the [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 14]



	You have obtained 74 exp + 9 exp










               





               






	Your familiar [Kaito] has slain the [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 16]



	You have obtained 87 exp + 9 exp + combo x2 - 87










               






	Your skill [Bow usage - beginner] has leveled up. [Bow usage - beginner] is now level 8






Mission succeed.  Proceed to next stage!



Pov change!



	“Report the casualties!”




Inquisitor Meredir was in really bad mood. In order to improve the success possibilities of this mission he decided to merge a few squads. It was made to improve the guards and better divide tasks like seeking for alternative sources of food, materials required to build a real camp and so on. But his enemy was a hunter of some kind. Maybe not the best one, but still a hunter. And they are on territory he knows and will use it as a great advantage.



	“Sir! One dead, one injured and one missing!”





	“Missing!?”





	“Sir! A beast from this night attacked again! It dragged Sirius to the forest!”




It is bad! Way worse then he thought!



	“Scot! Find a sufficient location! We need an empty space to make a fortified camp! Rase a walls, dig pits! We have to kill this beast.”





	“Sir?”





	“Listen up, maggots! I was hoping it to be but a coincidence that a beast last night attacked in same time as this hunter, or that it was lurked here. But it looks like… we are fighting with a beastmaster. He used the beast as bait to keep us busy while he shot to us, and to defend him while he retreat from the ambushes! We are vulnerable as we move, for a location he knows well. To progress operation and kill the target we have to first kill the beast. Without it he will be but a bowman with a few fire tricks. Listen up, that creature is his main weapon as he is a poor user of the bow, he barely can shot in a straight line and it takes him some time to aim. Without a beast we will catch him in no time.”





	“Sir! Please just look at the damage he has done! He seems to be more skilled in magic than being able to do few trick…”





	“Fool! Don’t you know how incantation works?!”





	“Sir! There was no chant, sir!”





	“You foolish maggot! He just needed to write a formula on a scroll, and then imbue the arrows with an already prepared spell! Making scrolls is time consuming, but don’t require much knowledge!”




Idiots, idiots everywhere. How did they survive long enough to get here? It is a basic strategy to deal with a witch – to understand his/her way of fighting and range of skills. If you are dealing with fire mage you will be able to prepare fire nullification equipment. You ever saw a mage when his magic is useless? Yet this one is thinking different. He knows, that magic may be unreliable, so he found a beast and trained his bow skills. If some time would pass he could really became a threat for the church… he has lost almost half of his squad, but now he has all information needed. It is the beginning of the end for this boy.



Some time later.



4 inquisitors and 2 hunters. It’s the best configuration, for somehow the witch has not killed the most skilled solider. Or maybe he was aiming for the weakest all this time? It will be dark in about an hour, but the camp was finished. The fence was raised around the camp with the weakest part of it was taking role of the gate. It was not a coincidence, with some luck this is a place which will be attacked.


The injured solider has his legs in really bad condition, but he will not remain useless. He was given two crossbows, one was small one with bolt loaded that has arrowhead shaped in matter to stick into the body of its target and cause as much bleeding as possible, why another was a crossbow that was used to pierce heavy armors. His job was to first shoot the target in however he pleased to weaken the beast and reduce its mobility, then he would have more time to aim with the heavy crossbow.



	“Sir… d.. do you know when we may be attacked?” How did he get so far without a brain?





	“Right before dusk or dawn, where there will be barely any light. When we will be tired or sleeping. First he will use some fire magic to both blind us and give a vision of the camp, then he would send a beast and probably shoot with the arrows. And how will you act?”





	“Sir! According to plan! As the gate will be down and beast will get in we will jump into pits we dug in order to hide from the range of the arrows, then, in those pits we will engage the beast from all sides, bleeding it out” Tsh, at least his memory is working a bit.




6 soliders and one of them is injured. It is possible to sacrifice up to 3 members of squad. If anyone else would fall he will not chase the witch, instead he will look for another squad to join forces and the keep looking for him. Without a beast it will be…


A bright light appeared on the sky right above the camp and stayed there. And then another one, and another and so on. 6 flying torches? Those were one of the most basic fire class spells, not so mobile without strong fire power. They main purpose, as the name indicate, was to be a source of light.


And then with a roar the gate was blown away. In an instant everyone jumped into the pits corridors dug inside of the camp. You dumb asshole, this night you will lose your puppy and from predator you will take a role of prey.


The beast willingly jumped into the pits and charged at one of the inquisitors. He steped aside and picked up a self made spear, that was actually long, sturdy sharpened stick. In the corridors it will be harder for him to move and spears will not allow him to get closer without getting impaled from the other side of corridor another inquisitor jumped with the spear. A whizzing sound could be heard in the night.



	“Get down you idiot! Your head is…” It was too late. The arrow went all way through his throat. The idiot that forget to keep his head low was now bleeding to death. Impossible to help him. He will be dying a slow death, as the arrow was being now also a plug that was not letting all the blood to run out at once. He will die in a few minutes if he would stay like this, or almost immediately if he would remove the arrow. There were no tools in the camp to stop the bleeding. This fool life will end here, in the pits. 5 more to go.





 Another whizz, this time the bolt was released by the injured crossbow user. The bolt hit the side of the back if the beast which roared painfully. The hunter threw away the small crossbow, and picked up from the ground the heavy one, and took some time aiming.


In this time beast jumped on the inquisitor, impaling itself on the spear, yet still managed to dug its fangs in his throat of the poor inquisitor. Fear not, your sacrifice helped the church. Your name may even be mention by  the prophetess in prays. That will be greatest reward you could beg for.


The bolt form the heavy crossbow was fired. As it hit the body of the beast, the sound of braking bones could be heard. The beast roared once again, but this time in terrible pain, then it collapsed on the body of dying inquisitor. 4 were still alive.


The remaining alive members of troop rejoiced. The high inquisitor was extremely pleased. He achieved his goal with less casualties then he allowed himself. Now it will be only a matter of time to…


The body of the beast was getting semi-transparent and some sparkling dust was being blown from it away as the wind blew. It can’t be true… no…no…NO…NO!!!!



	“S…sir! What is happening!?”





	“ I was mistaken… he is not a beastmaster… a summoner?”





	“D..Does it change anything?”





	“It changes everything. If a bestmaster loses his follower, he will have to sacrifice lots of time to tame another… But a summoner… you can’t kill a summon… By destroying its vessel we temporary violated his connection with the spirits realm… but as some time will pass, the beast will be back, this night will not change anything…”




Suddenly it gets brighter. The high inquisitor raised his head to the sky. The torches were falling. But… those were not meant to have such a speed… Not torches… wisps? Those can be fully controlled and may explode upon impact! And cuz’ the gate is down the witch can see there locations!


Six explosions could be heard in the camp. 2 more hunters were killed and rest were lying on the ground heavily injured.


From the darkens a shaped of a human started getting closer to the camp. His heart for the moment stopped, and then started pounding like a mad. This creature was holding a bow, so there was no doubt that he was the culprit behind this slaughter. Yet… This body… instead of legs hoofs of a horse, the muscles on thighs and arms were bulged in a sick mannerr showing an insane strength. Hands instead of nails were armed with claws. Head of wolf, with deer’s horns. This… abomination… this is how in many books the devils are pictured. Holy light… have mercy…


The monster kneeled before him on one of his legs, to be on same level with him. As he did, two ravens landed on his shoulders.



	“Soooo… Here are the option I am giving to you: one – You will tell me where I may find your friends, and you will die fast. Two – you will not speak a thing, so I will make re-define the meaning of pain, then you will tell me, and in the end you will die… Pick, before I will pick instead of you…”



Goddess! This voice! Like growling of Bachoru himself!



	“P…p…perish filthy beast! I am protected by light o..of the goddess of…”





	“Stop mumbling… The goddess you are calling gave me a permission to hunt you down herself… as long as I will not kill her followers for revenge… ha, she still allows me to kill them because of any other reasons… Now, speak. Or I will help you.”





	“…L..LIAR! BLASPHEMER! I will not tremb… GWAAAH!”




The screams of the inquisitor was echoing through the forest for many more hours. Every touch of the beast was like burning needles pierced through the skin, as it was powered by [Painful Touch] chaos magic. In the end the beast get all the information it was looking for. To be sure, it asked everyone. Twice.

            

    
        chapter 036

    
    
    
    
                Guyz, I am alive. Just one note: I was thinking a little about the whole system of Divine Chimera all this time, and MAYBE I will change it a little in next future chapters. I am not a fan of distributing points into every single stat, even more as his primal class is magician I would like to focus only on magical and vitality-like attributes, also I would remove him getting any stats from devouring beasts. The idea would be to separate the magic and close combat: like when he is in humanoid from he would gain access to magic, but has weak body and when he would change into monster his magic would be greatly reduced, but he would gain lots of brute strength. It will force him to plan his combat more, when to fight with magic and when with beast form. What ya think? The idea mean to temporally lost his magician class, like -> turning into spider like [Rogue – Assassin], into wolf [Rogue – hunter], Boar [Warrior – Brawler] and so on, and then mixing those classes by adding different monster traits. Please lemme know in comments 
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	You have slain the [Inquisitor of Holy Kingdom level 18]



	You have obtained 93 exp + 9 exp










               





               






	Your familiar Kaito has slain the [Inquisitor of Holy Kingdom level 19]



	You have obtained 97 exp + 9 exp + combo x2 (97 exp)










               





               






	You have slain the [Inquisitor of Holy Kingdom level 18]



	You have obtained 93 exp + 9 exp 










               





               






	You have slain the [Witch Hunter of the Holy Kingdom level 15]



	You have obtained 81 exp + 9 exp + combo x2 (81 exp)










               





               






	You have slain the [Inquisitor of Holy Kingodm level 18]



	You have obtained 93 exp + 9 exp










               





               






	You have slain the [High Inquisitor of Holy Kingodm level 22]



	You have obtained 123 exp + 9 exp + combo x2 (123 exp)








It is done. The squad is down. Twenty out of fifty hunter are already dead. Nice and sad in the same time, depending how you would like on it… twenty bodies is a lot, but there are still thirty more to go. Once again I used Echo of Nature after focusing as much as I could. No one detected. Somehow I doubt that there are any hunter left in this part of forest.


Because of it I would have both some time to breath and focus on collecting other monsters cores, but in same time I would have to improve my detecting spells and skills. Maybe I should get back to Aira? No. Stupid idea. Not yet.


For now let’s set in order everything I was told by those hunters… inquisitors… whatever. I have information from three sources now. The Hunter that told me everything at the very beginning, and now those two inquisitors. Few information like the number and more or less locations were same in every version. But there is something wrong with the squad of two special inquisitors.  Hunter told those were brothers, another one that they were sisters, and commander was claiming that they are just a team not connected my blood. And everyone was convinced about their version.


Fool your enemy by fooling your friends? I have a bad feelings about those two.


For now it is getting dark. I have to find shelter to wait for the night, maybe get some sleep and then think about what to do next? Let’s keep looking for now.



Pov change, next morning.



	“Faster! You have to accelerate your mana flow! WRONG! As an ice mage you have to use your ice in more ways than just impaling everything! Raise a shield of ice! Freeze the ground! Attack in same time is a key! You have to learn dual casting as fast as possible! NO! Wrong again! See, understand, think, do, repeat! Imagination is the most vital thing to an ice magic! You can create every shape! Never stop thinking! The moment you stop you are as good as dead!”




It was a living nightmare. Ruby was shown few spells, then a few ways of utilizing them, and in the next moment those were put in practice. By fighting. The difference in power was overwhelming and the young witch’s life was put on the line. Her ice shield spell took to much time to be casted and was too weak to be a source of reliable protection. So she was raising the shield and at same time dodging. She was covered in bruises, for ice spikes were replaced with ice balls as first ever spike almost killed her. Her training became less deadly but waaay more painful.


Shield, jump, ice spike, another dodge jump, shield… her mana was being drained fast. She never really needed to use it in such quantities, but abut two days ago she experienced her first mana exhaustion. Because of it, she had to sleep all of the next day, and now she had to work out a lost day.


Another series of ice balls were launched toward her. This time in a wider radius. She raised a shield, jumped away and with fear in heart she noticed, that one more ball was flying right at her head. The speed and size of it were strong enough to crack a skull, yet her previous spell, the shield was to completely raised and there was no possibility of starting another spell. With all her powers left she shot a pure power out of her hand that was supposed to be a spell.


The mana in mid-air was getting frozen and changed into some kind of iceball, yet completely deformed. But it was enough to change a trajectory of dangerous spell.


It was a dual casting… was it? Miserable one, but still a dual casting!



	“I DID IT, Did you s…” Another ball hit her right into her stomach depriving her a breath.





	“First – never stop thinking, Second – I have been teaching you for four days. It took you four days to learn a simple dual casting! With such a great teacher like me you should be able to do it in a day! OR A HALF!”




Impossible. She is just boosting about her greatness. Even a skilled magician would need over a year of theoretical study, year of meditation to balance mana flow, and then a few months to successfully execute dual casting. She did great, she just knew it…. But it was true that all of those were possible only thanks to help of her new teacher – Lizara of the frozen heart. A few fun facts, she was first called Lizara the Frozen, yet as she rejected  everyone who confessed to her the title was given an update… The one called the greatest human ice magician. In adventure guild her level was told to be 38, what placed her in top 100 strongest human currently living. Placing 13th – Lizadra. A close friend oh Hanna and her mother.


There is no possibility for Ruby to be weak as she would finish training under her guide.


Another spell hit her lightly into the chin making her fall on the ground unconscious.




Pov change



	“With the mercy of the Forest, I bid my plea,
 The mother of Nature,  Will show me thee,…”
 



What was that? Just another attempt to skill up detection spells. Do not mind me.



	“…I surround in your embrace, Mother of living,
 And sear to stand on guide,
 For the crimes of I will hunt will…”




~I am done, How long is he going to repeat this over and over again? It was funny to watch… the first twenty or so attempts, but now… Hey, Codex, may you help him out with that?


~Why should I? He barely remembers about me! Never says thanks! NEVER! Is that too much to say:  “Thank you for protecting village” or “thank you for giving me power beyond humanity that everyone wishes for?” or “Thank you for showing me a spell thanks to which I was able to kill an opponent that normally I would  never be able to defeat?


~Oh, don’t act like that. He is busy! You can see that he is fighting for his life! Maybe as things will calm down a little in the nearest future, he will show us some gratitude and…


The raven that was ordered to spy… I mean check if Ruby was in danger landed on his shoulder, showing him memories of his spy-ish… I mean scout-ish activities.


And those were flown into his head. All those dates of Ruby, her smiles, laugh… and kiss.


~Forget what I just told about things getting calmer…


Everyone was waiting for some burst of emotions. Anger, sadness, fury… there was none. Complete emotional nothingness. 
 

~Zari… are you all…


Shut up. Just for few minutes. Shut up.


The spell was stopped in mid-chant.


And now tell me, what was I supposed to feel? Anger? Sadness? Why? Because I like her? I still do, but more and more time passed the more I am getting conclusion that she is out of my reach. Do I give up? I do. There is no sense in chasing after someone that doesn't wish to be with you. Will not mention even being terrified by your face. Eh, Screw this. I am done. I have to find something to use as a distraction… and for now… Remus, Gilbert… get back here. There is no point in… just get back here, she has someone to protect her… for now.






              






	Certain conditions met. Your familiars will go through forced evolution











              





              






	Your familiar [Raven - Remus] has evolved



	Remus is now a [Dusk Stalker]











              





              






	Your familiar [Raven - Gilbert has evolved



	Gilbert is now a [Dawn Stalker]







Ask for distraction and here is one… Those can evolve thanks to certain actions too?


~Actions, environment and so on. You can see, that as you arean alchemist you gain exp while making pots? Those were given class of scouts and you gave them a quest. Every time they were being undetected and were watching target they were generating exp. As you called them back you have ended their 3 weeks long quest. That was a massive amount of exp. Enough to hit max level of creature that was limited to level 5… Check them. It is good to know your familiars…


Just do a fast report. I am not in the mood right now (or as I told my table generator has died. And now making a completely new tables is a pain in the ass as I have to WRITE the whole script of tables by myself. In no-time I will make a glossary-like chapter containing the tables of all familiars. Be patient   X.X   – author).


~… let’s just say that they are good at stalking stuff.. and as they would be nearby you can use them as catalyst to empower your chaos and order magic. You don’t have order magic, but by those I mean that every spell generating heat like holy, light… and fire, will be improved… You will have to see how it works in practice… The catalyzing magic through living object is a bit more complicated stuff… You know… I think I will start teaching you some stuff about a magic itself, so..


You don’t have to pity me. Go back to your regular self. You are creeping me out.


~But there is something I want to teach you right away. Do you know how you can improve power of magic?


Meditation? Chanting? So on?


~Exactly… now I am going to show you one more way. Much more time and power consuming, but also way more powerful.


… You had my curiosity but now you have my attention…


~Rituals. Those are actually combination of both meditation, chant…. And many more. Being performed in places with high mana density, using some totem as catalyst… Uh, totems are more powerful hex bags… and then it is possible to perform it with more magicians, so called multi-chanting, and with blood magic – sacrifice of virgins… and stuff. Well, last two boosting are out of your reach, so now I advise you to improve your hex bags creation. Start now. In two days we will perform a rite that will show you every being in the forest. Or even more.

            

    
        glossary - familiars 1

    
    
    
    
                As I told ya before, I made glossary with familiars (it was pain in the ass, as I don’t have any table generating program, and I copy-paste Zaris Status code and change stats with those of familiars…. I hope I didn’t cutoff any “/tr” and so marks…  
  
???	General Information
	Name	Sebastian
	Level	[9/10]   
	Race	Raven [Omen of Chaos]
	Class	Scout
	Job	NA
	Title	The Omen of Death
Harbinger of Terror
	Health	50/50
	Stamina	211/220
	Mana
	Attributes
	Strength	5	Vitality	5
	Endurance	23	Constitution	22
	Dexterity	63	Reflex	51
	Intelligence	???	Wisdom	???
	Spiritualism	???


 
Skills:
	Tracking [level 14]



	Hawk eye [level 9]



	Night Vision [level 7]



	Talons usage [level 11]



	Pecking [level 7]



	Intimidation [Passive] [level NA]
	The user of this skill is known for bringing havoc wherever he/she appears.
	The [Fear] status effect may be applied to the enemy with low will power.


State:
	Sealed form [Passive] [level - max]


 
  
  
 
NA	General Information
	Name	Walter
	Level	[6/10]   
	Race	Raven [Marrow Eater]
	Class	Hunter
	Job	NA
	Title	NA
	Health	40/40
	Stamina	190/190
	Mana
	Attributes
	Strength	4	Vitality	4
	Endurance	17	Constitution	19
	Dexterity	52	Reflex	47
	Intelligence	???	Wisdom	???
	Spiritualism	???


Skills:
	Tracking [level 11]



	Hawk eye [level 6]



	Night Vision [level 4]



	Talons usage [level 11]



	Pecking [level 19]
	Active usage: [Cruel Peck of Marrow Eater] - thanks to specific structure of peck, the Marrow Eater may dealt more damage than other [Bird] race monster. Various status effects may be applied like: [Bleeding], [Pain], [Grievous Wounds]


 
  
 
200/200	General Information
	Name	Remus
	Level	[1/10]   
	Race	Raven [Dusk stalker]
	Class	Mirage Walker
	Job	NA
	Title	NA
	Health	20/20
	Stamina	150/150
	Mana
	Attributes
	Strength	2	Vitality	2
	Endurance	10	Constitution	15
	Dexterity	40	Reflex	35
	Intelligence	???	Wisdom	???
	Spiritualism	???


 
Skills:
	Tracking [level 17]



	Hawk eye [level 13]



	Night Vision [level 2]



	Talons usage [level 2]



	Pecking [level 1]



	Specter Magic [level 1]
	The user of this skill will be able to harass his opponents by using illusions.
	Current manifestation: [Game of lights]



	Living catalyst of Chaos  [level 1]
	The user of this skill will improve power of magic of ally.
Ally has to be in body contact with skill user.
	[Chaos] related skill will be empowered by 5%


 
  
  
[/tr]200/200	General Information
	Name	Gilbert
	Level	[1/10]   
	Race	Raven [Dawn staler]
	Class	Mirage Walker
	Job	NA
	Title	NA
	Health	20/20
	Stamina	150/150
	Mana
	Attributes
	Strength	2	Vitality	2
	Endurance	10	Constitution	15
	Dexterity	40	Reflex	35
	Intelligence	???	Wisdom	???
	Spiritualism	???


Skills:
	Tracking [level 17]



	Hawk eye [level 13]



	Night Vision [level 2]



	Talons usage [level 2]



	Pecking [level 1]



[table]	Supporting Magic [level 1]
	Current Manifestation: [Song of Courage]



	Living catalyst of Warmth  [level 1]
	The user of this skill will improve power of magic of ally.
Ally has to be in body contact with skill user.
	All spells generating heat will be empowered by 5%


 
  
  
  
NA	General Information
	Name	Kaito
	Level	[7/15]   
	Race	Pit-Fighter [Hellhound]
	Class	Brawler
	Job	NA
	Title	NA
	Health	420/420
	Stamina	620/620
	Mana
	Attributes
	Strength	62	Vitality	42
	Endurance	28	Constitution	62
	Dexterity	32	Reflex	31
	Intelligence	???	Wisdom	???
	Spiritualism	???


 
	Weapon-less combat [level 11]
	Active usage: [Bite], [Shredding]



	Improved smell [Passive] [level NA]



	Trading Blows
	The more [HP] of the user will be reduced, the more his [Strength] and [Endurance] will rise


 
  
 
???	General Information
	Name	Gregory
	Level	NA   
	Race	Spectre [Undead]
	Class	NA
	Job	NA
	Title	
	Health	NA
	Stamina	NA
	Mana
	Attributes
	Strength	NA	Vitality	NA
	Endurance	NA	Constitution	NA
	Dexterity	NA	Reflex	NA
	Intelligence	???	Wisdom	???
	Spiritualism	???



	Undead [Passive] [Level NA]
	Because of the user [Race] the damage from [Chaos]/[Darkness] source will be reduced, and damage from [Light]/[Holy] source will  drastically increased



	Specter [Passive] [Level NA]
	User has no material body, therefore he is immune to physical damage, yet depending on environment he may not survive in certain situation, like: under a light of the sun or in vicinity of places and objects imbued with Holy magic



	Parasite-Possession [Passive] [Level NA]
	User may attach himself to certain object and gain material body. The possibility of taking control over host depends on various factors like: time, race of the host, will power of the host, magical power of the host and so on.The user of the skill may be forced to leave the host if it would be treated with certain Holy spells.
The user may spread various Status effects of his host, if he was previously imbued with certain [Curses]




Okay, I already see that in process something was fucked up ... Oh, i tried to corect it, but simply i have no idea where the mistake in code was made... If any of you could recomed any GOOD Table editor in bbcode i would be gratefull. (will mention one more time, that Royalroad table editor cuz of reasons i do not know is not working any longer on my comp)Ps, Remus and Gilbert has 200/200 mana. Rest NA. Will edit as... tum dum dum... i will find both: better table editor and some time


oh, and to everyone that d be bitching about me realsing partly unfinished stuff... actually it is not for you. it is for me. i have mess in my story folder and have no place to keep it
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Two days has passed since the day I was told about rituals. I was making a hex bag one after another. As I did, at the same time Codex was describing a way rituals work. On a patch of skin I put herbs, then I imbue those with magic to make them permanently fresh. As those will be living even without sun air and water they will be also able to generate its own mana that will be used to maintain the spell. Then I am tying those inside the skin patch that will be a bag itself. Now putting a spell.

 

~As in hexbags as in totems, the spell will be sustained. The difference is in the source. As mana in hexbags is taken from herbs it allows the user to carry it wherever he pleases. The totems drains power from the mana veins in ground. Because of it, totem will have no power in other places… as long as you put it in other ground with high mana saturation… But the difference in powers between hex bags and totems is obvious. For now you are using few hex bags around the hut, to keep beast away, don’t you? You put six of those at distance of about 500 meters… more or less. So you did not covered even a square kilometer with those 6 bags. If your hut would be in sufficient place, this one totem would not only be efficient on twice or even more area, but it would also keep away stronger creatures and have few more uses. Druids of swamps were using such totems to cover the whole swamp in never fading mist. Inside that mist many illusions were generated randomly. No one who would ever step inside would ever step out… as long as the druids would consider those as intruders… I am highly advising you to learn creation of those not only because of rituals. Actually I wanted to show you those as you would hit level 20…are you done with those yet?






               





               





               






	You have succeed while creating [Small Hexbag of Nature]



	All [Nature] based spells and abilities will be 2.5% stronger



	5 exp + 9 exp




 [/tr]

[/table]





               






	[Hexbag creation] has leveled up. [Hexbag creation] is now level 9






[I allowed myself to level it up a little. You know, skipped two days… Or you really want a chapter in which he would sit on ass and craft shit…. 5 pages of notifications?-author]


~I am trying my best… but can you tell me why am I supposed to craft EXACTLY those hex bags? I couldn’t I make few strength improving for warriors, vitality improving…. For people requiring more vitality… you know what I mean… I just want to say, that as I would sell those I could make really nice moneys…


~Just sit on your ass and do what I told you to do. I don’t remember any high purity jewel in your possession, so unless you don’t want to literally cut out of your body a monster core you would need another catalyst. Instead of quality we will focus on quantity. It is the best way, for you will level up hex bag creation in same time. It is killing two wyverns with one spear! 


I… I can cut my cores out? Why hell would I do so?!


~Cores have many functions. If you would ever run out of cash you could actually…


~Maybe we will stop here. You know, I don’t find selling parts of me as… well… Wait, will it be considered as prostitution? Selling parts of your body for other people to use them…?

 

~… you are the only one who could think about it this way… LESS TALKING MORE CRAFTING! We don’t have all day…


~Actually we do. Get back to the lesson.


As I told I throw just created hexbag of really big pile of same that was set up in front of me.


~As you will finally get this damned hexbag creation to level 10 you should be given knowledge about stronger version of those, which are totems. If not I will teach you that. Your speed of creating has constantly risen. You are simply getting used to the process of imbuing and enchanting. Finding a mana vein… well, you should raise your meditation to do so, but as we have no time… AS I HAVE NO TIME… I will do it for you. There should be right spell in Codex.


~We really have to find a name for you… Sometimes it freak me out when you talk about yourself in third person.





               





               





               






	You have succeed while creating [Small Hexbag of Nature]



	All [Nature] based spells and abilities will be 2.5% stronger



	5 exp + 9 exp







~Names have power. I reject idea to bestow me with a name until you both know the ancient speech in at least grand master level.


~Grand master?! How many skills ranks there are?


~ Those would be…: A novice, apprentice, regular, expert, grand expert, master, expert master, grand master, expert grand master, completer, transcendence. But depending on skill those may be different. Few skill has a journeyman, some magic spells instead of master has magus… it is really complicated.  There are also skills have a simply MAX option…. Get back to work. You are doing it on purpose?


~What do you want? I am creating those non-stop. You know, some individuals can speak and think at same time. And I belong to the very rare species that can talk, think and do something at the same time. No! Don’t answer now! Take your time thinking, no one will bug you.


~Asshole… 


~just reminding that you are the one bitching about everything.





               





               





               






	You have succeed while creating [Small Hexbag of Nature]



	All [Nature] based spells and abilities will be 2.5% stronger



	5 exp + 9 exp







~Where did we stop?


~That as I hit level 10 with hex bags I will be able to make totems and then I will use your spell to find a mana vain.


~That’s right! Mana veins in ground are also called dragon veins. Those are like rivers of mana, and are mostly rare. They are meant to appear in all kind of sacred places, in locations were battle between powerful magical creatures occurred, in nest of such creatures, or in place that was blessed or cursed by powerful being or such spells was maintained for long periods of time. Those have a tendency to move, but it takes millennia, so you don’t need to be afraid that from one day to another your spells would lose effects. Even more as totems can to some degree keep it in place. The matter of totem is done, so is the matter of catalysts – hexbags you are making right now, and place where ritual will be performed. You will need just a decent magic power, spell itself and time. And you already have those. You will power yourself up by mediation and blood magic if necessary.  You also have a spell – Echo of Nature, it will be used as center of performance. It will be multiple times changed into more powerful variants, and when you find that the power in sufficient, you release it. That’s all. Got it?





               





               





               






	You have succeed while creating [Small Hexbag of Nature]



	All [Nature] based spells and abilities will be 2.5% stronger



	5 exp + 9 exp






~Sure. Hey, Codex-chan…


~What is it now?


~Nothing… Just… ya know… Thank you. Really, thank you for everything. Thanks for rescuing my life, for granting me power and spells… and mostly, you have my thanks that you simply are. I really would grow mad if I would have no one to talk to in this forest… Somehow I would rather not to talk with Sins too much now…


~HEY!


~… Tsh, You are welcome. Idiot.






               





               





               






	You have succeed while creating [Small Hexbag of Nature]



	All [Nature] based spells and abilities will be 2.5% stronger



	5 exp + 9 exp







~Can you now, please, tell us what you found unattractive in us?


~Nothing, you are great, but you are me. A weird me. You just don’t have to remind me that deeply inside my heart I want to see the world burn.


~Everyone does, boss. There is no single creature on world that does not wish for destruction. Putting it simply, here you can hear your desires screaming… And you will find us helpful sooner or later… And I think it will be sooner…





               





               





               






	You have succeed while creating [Small Hexbag of Nature]



	All [Nature] based spells and abilities will be 2.5% stronger



	5 exp + 9 exp







~There is nothing wrong with being prideful, greedy, lazy, full of anger or full of lewd thoughts. But you will have to control those. We are here to help you with it. We will rise with you, for the greater one becomes, the greater will be his desires.






               





               





               






	You have succeed while creating [Small Hexbag of Nature]



	All [Nature] based spells and abilities will be 2.5% stronger



	5 exp + 9 exp












               





               





               






	Your skill [Hexbag creation] has leveled up. [Hexbag creation] is now level 10



	Because of your skill [Hexbag creation] reached certain level, a variation of skill [Totem creation] has been learned.



	[Hexbag creation level 10] and [Totem creation level 1] has merged creating [Magical tools creation level 10]






~Finally! Two days looking at someone doing same thing over and over again! Not even doing it personally! Now go perform the rite, so we can already blow up somet… I mean get rid of intruders and focus on some more studies… pretty please?


~Sure, sure. Just show me the spell to look for tho…


The Codex appeared in front of me, and opened on some page covered with magical symbols, and completed description of the actions that have to be performed. It was a seeking spell. The question is, why couldn’t I use this spell at the very beginning?


~Don’t even try to ask some silly questions, and anticipating your question – this spell will not detect living as they are. It is focused on magical power. It is more possible that you will find every gryphon in the forest, every wyvern and every leshy, fiend, behemoth, warg, and every creature that has some more magical power then humans. And there is lots of such creature… NOW GO FINDING THOSE VEINS ALREADY! But.. if you would find any… “to big” vein… just stay away from it. Entering a backwoods is suicide even as you have a blessing of the goddess of nature. Now, shu, shu. Go already.


… This woman… you are telling me NOW that I can actually walk into monster den thanks to this spell? Just sweet. But what else can I do. Walking through the forest hoping that I would walk into hunters is not a much better idea. Actually chances that in such situation I would encounter something I wish to not encounter are even higher… Just sweet.



	“ I command the spirits of earth and the wind, Be my eyes as the contract was signed,
   Fly through the skies in the darkest night,   The beacon of magic shall arise in the rite,
   Show me the place that I desire to find,
   For you, my servants, to my will are bind.”





My eyes were filled with a burning sensation. I fell on my knees while covering my face with my palms. There was something wrong with my visions, slowly it was deprived of colors. Everything was now grey. Great,  now I am a color blind?


As time was passing I could slowly notice… a color? The one that no one can describe? It was sparkling in everything. In grass, bugs.. my body itself was sparkling even more. I looked at Kaito, even he was sparkling a little, bit more then grass around him. My new magical ravens? More than Kaito, less  than me. Sebastian? Oh holy sh… Like a small sun. The hell are you? Get your shit together and get rid of this sealed form. I am curious what kind of creature you truly are.


Great, but what now? I see the world in shades of gray (more or less 50 of those), and some color of magic. What if …


I activated Echo of nature. It worked, but it completely different way. Instead of vision of living things… It was like I would grow roots and those run in every direction, looking for something… for this specific color. And lots if those were shown. Only one thing was noticed by me as I spread those roots and they hit theirs max range. The color was getting more and more intense the deeper in forest it was located. So what can I do now? Isn’t it obvious?


I headed deeper into the forest.

            

    
        chapter 038

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死


The adventure guild “Rosewood” was situated in “Rosewood” city, which has its name from the “Rosewood” trade route which was established by the “Rosewood” merchant group owned by Franklin Rosewood… which after town was build located its headquarter in Rosewood city again…


The inhabitants of this city always liked to name things, routes, rivers and so on in as easy way as possible. But it is not the naming what we wanted to focus right now. The important fact is that this city is located in half way between Capital city of Neira and some certain village at the verge of the forest. We all know this village very well so we shall leave as its naming as all fact that the village is also well know in the kingdom.


So, as it was already said, there was an Adventure guild “Rosewood” in the Rosewood city named after… okay, okay. I get it. Putting whole story short: in front of the door to this very particular guild a small child was standing preparing herself to enter. It was already dark and no one was roaming the streets. Not because it was dangerous or law was so strict there, simply everyone had business to do. If not, then they were sitting in the inns drinking, singing, and laughing…


Thanks to this, the kid had all the time needed. Her tails were merging together. From seven into four, from four into two, and then those merged into one fluffy tail.


Her expensive looking journey coat vanished somewhere and was replaced with worn out, tattered one. The little Kitsune was now looking like some wolf-man of a poor family, for even the color of her fur turned gray.


She grabbed some dirt from the road and threw it on herself. She even rubbed some mud in her face and hair. She even poured some water at her face and now she looked like she was just crying.


Why was she doing it? The kitsune that loves staying clean? For the glory of satan of co… ouch! I am kidding! Stop it already! Isn’t it obvious?  Use your head a little! Why anyone is pretending somebody else? NO! She don’t want to pick anyone to get lai…


She just wanted to gather some information. If you want to kill someone really bad, then you usually have to be in same place as your target. If you don’t know location of your target, how do you want to kill one?!


And now: Show time.


She opened the door slamming them into the wall making a lot of noise. This dragged everyone attention. Then she make few steps inside dragging her leg as if she was exhausted, looked around, let a small sigh of relief. And collapsed on the floor.


You ever saw some kid in tattered cloth collapsing on the floor? If you have any compassion you would treat her as fast as possible. Your really had to be some sick bastard (or Gorro... wait those two do not exclude each other…) to let a child suffer.


Everyone rushed from their sitting spots to help… or at least look at someone helping the little girl. Someone was screaming orders left and right. Soon the Kitsune was situated on a table and some adventurers and “girls-from-reception” start treating her small bruises and cuts while cleaning her face with wet towel.


After few minutes of such treatment she “awoke” from her “unconsciousness” (just in case someone wanted to take her out to a hospital… that would ruin her plan), looked left and right as if she didn’t fully know where she was.


Then her eyes went teary and whispered:



	“P..Please… help mama and papa…”




That little cheating … but who am I to judge her? Let continue with the story:



	“Shh child. Easy now. Stay calm. Do you need something to eat? We will listen to you as soon as you regain your strength.” A girl from reception was trying all her best to comfort… this little cheating vixen… pardon me – little girl.





	“No! Can’t wait! Mama and papa are in danger! I run as fast as possible to get some help! Please!”





	“Now, now… just tell us, what happen… GIARD!!! FOR HEAVEN AND HELL GET THIS DAMNNED WATER HERE! ... and we will be able to help”





	“M…Monster attacked mama and papa. We…we have a hut… in the wildness… far from other villagers… they told me to run. To get help… to run as fast possible… so I run… but I lost myself… I didn’t run to the village… I … I”… yes, some more pathetic cheati… I mean skilled sobs and cries.





	“Where are you from? What monster was that? We will sent a group immediately”




Bingo you foolish woman. Now, all that needed to be done was to play the rest of the act.



	“I… I don’t know name of the village… nor the monster… it was scary… so scary…” A small pause to hide her face, sob… then put palms on the head and start trembling. A kid, in the end, can’t just peacefully describe a monster that has slaughter her parents, can it? “It… it was strange… never saw it before… it was… walking on two feet… but it was looking as wolf…”




Hehe! Human-looking beast-monster! How many such monster can there possible be?!



	“ it doesn’t help to much…” WHAT?! “It could be literally anything…” NO IT CAN’T! THING A LITTLE YOU BIRDBRAIN! HOW MANY MON… “humanoid wolf… it can be: werewolf, lycan, worgen, druid, night-wanderer… some more powerful wargs, may became some variants of worgens... and those may be found in wildness….”




Crap… so many? Maybe some more details…



	“B…But then… I saw it only for second…. B..b..b..but it changed…” Everyone went silent. Bingo. Let’s continue. “Just for a moment… it became a serpent… those fangs… so scary…” some more trembling… just to be sure… WAIT! There are simply too many monsters! What if they have a term for creature turning from this…. Vorgen? Forgen? Whatever… into serpent humanoid? Just to be sure… “B..But then…it became…” fast think! Some terrifying animal! Not to overdo it and still make a story somehow credible. “ An eagle?” crap. The only thought that appeared in her mind was – I have fuck this up -.





	“… some traveling merchants reported similar rumors near the village at the verge of the dreadful forest… we thought it could be a werewolf… or some mad shapeshifter… But how do you think? Better not tell that to the furries... some may get mad…”




It can’t be… they fell for it? HEY! “Furries” is a racist word, ya know?! Plus ya have the “furry” lady right in front of you!!!



	“Wait… someone took a quest to investigate that rumor… wasn’t that La’iara and her beast-team?”





	“Great… it this creature is what we think, it will tear her apart right on spot.”





	“Once again… where was this quest supposed to be located?”





	“Dreadful forest. Tsh, there is no better place for such creature to be born, is…”




That  was everything she needed to know. So she simply stoped crying. Wiped her face out of dirt and headed to the door. Almost everyone went dumb as they saw some brat that should be in panic simply raising from the table and heading out.



	“Oy young miss…”




There was also no need to hide. Actually all that  “camouflage” feels completely weird. She was just used to have all seven tails, she simply felt as something was missing in her body. As she was gracefully heading to the door her tail start splitting. Back to two, four and finally seven. Her fur from deep grey to white.


And she left the guild. She turned her face into direction of the forest (and the center of the continent), she gathered mana under her feet, and jumped into the air with insane speed.


The adventurers inside the guild understood what happened a few minutes later.



POV change.


I was slowly getting used to my new vision. Not. I wish for it, but it’s as weird as at beginning, but after a few minutes somehow I was able to more or less guess where I can find the “stuffed with mana beings”. Actually it was that hard. They were burning like beacons in the night.


There was one place that I found particularly interesting. The mana was high not only above the ground, but deeply inside too. That should be what I was looking for.


I headed that way immediately.


Aaaand. A bad feeling. A really bad. Kaito was walking by my side. Ravens were flying  above me. Yet I had that really bad feeling.


And soon the reason of my bad feeling appeared.


It was a hole in the ground, going almost completely






              





              






	[Snake den] Natural Dungeon



	recommended team average level to finish this dungeon: 25







I looked at Sebastian right away



	“No. Don’t even think about it!”




Sebastian was acting… like someone who was definitely thinking about it.



	“Seriously? What is your problem?! I am not going in there! Not and… there is something behind me… isn’t there?




Nod from all ravens and Kaito.



	“I shouldn’t move to fast… should I?”




Nod



	“Lemme guess. It is big, bad and hungry?”




Nod



	“And it is highly advised for me to jump there?”




Nod


A vicious hissing and sound of something slimy moving through the grass in my direction could be heard behind me. I jumped inside turning myself to see what was making the sound






              





              





              





              






	[Acid Spitter - Brood Guardian - Elite] Level 29



	The venom of this snake is not acid. The name was given after horrible pain that venom of the sneak cause.

The venom has powerful paralyzing properties. The prey of those beast will die in its stomach devoured by gastric juices




	This monster of [Snake] species used to focus on agility to bite its prey, inject venom and devour it as it would grow weak.

This variant however was given a task to protect the lair of its queen.

Endurance, strength and vitality were risen by cost of its movement speed




	Hp: 611/630

Sp: 471/500








Protect its queen. This sick dungeon has a queen. Great. Simply great. What is wrong with this forest?! Dungeons growing left and right like mushrooms after rain…


My “Journey” down to the Snake’s Den was pretty fast. Once again I finished in some dark cave. Someone should call the manager this pattern is getting boring.


There was a movement in the darkness. A few dozens of movements. From the ground, walls, ceiling, literally from everywhere heads of sneaks were being raised.






              





              






	[Acid Spitter - Youngling] level 11



	Hp: 81/90

Sp: 42/70








Awww, adorable. Those are barely covered in scales. They are also just a bit bigger then snakes from earth, not like that sick titanoboa above me. For now I will be safe from the Brood guardian, the entrance was simply too small for him.


Now, I can take all the time needed to slaughter his family, can’t I?
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I have jumped to the side avoiding being bitten by a Snake. As it dug its fang in the ground where I was standing a second ago; I pointed my fingers in the direction of its head and set small explosive bolt.


The head of beast was no longer connected with its body, as flesh was sent flying in all direction. There was no time to admire the perfectly performed spell for a few brothers and sister of the killed monster were aiming for my body.


I still have not used one of the fire spells I recently gained, I doubt I will have a better time to try it out.


My body was covered with flames as [Coat of Fire] was activated. For now snakes couldn’t get closer to me, but my mana was being drained rapidly. Even as the den was not a very spatial location it was still good enough for the ravens to flew to the ceiling and then nosedive at snakes blind spots. Three of ravens were helping me out by killing serpents. In the same time Remus was sitting on my shoulder with talons dug into it in order to not fall off me.


My fire magic was stronger. Just a bit. I am afraid that at current level of my fire power difference would be barely noticeable. Yet still, thanks buddy.


Kaito? He was being busy with not getting bitten to. Unfortunately the size and body structure of our current opponents were not in his favor


The snakes were surrounding me now, waiting for fire coat to fall down… if I could take them all at once… that’s the point!


-“ Guyz… find some cover”


Will it work? Will it?!


I poured more and more mana into the coat. The fire start raging on, then I start adding pure mana under the coat to cast mana shock wave… if everything would went according to the plan, the coat of fire should be sent into all direction burning everything in its patch!


So… it is a final countdown bitches! Three! Two! One!!!


Well, it was a failure. As I wanted to release a shock wave from my body, the fire over my body extinguished, so in the end just a pure wave of force left my body. As snakes were in to bug distance the only thing that I achieved with that move was to push few of those back and gain some space.


~Dual casting is actually pretty hard, you dummy-head. If you would succeed in your first try… bah – first try on the battlefield, I would bow my head and called you the ultimate genius. You are not a novel hero, you know? Things will not work as you want them to only because you will try now very hard… you will also not refill your mana lost with this foolish move with the power of love and friendship.


“From time to time you could give me some more useful advice in battle, ya know?”


~Really? So – here is one. If your situation is not completely helpless, do not try using some moves you find attractive. Understand. Focus. Use. Repeat. This is how you achieve perfection


“Shit! I was bitten! I WAS FUCKING BITTEN! WHAT NOW?!”


~Calm your ass. It is youngling. Venom is weak. It will hurt, and will weaken you, but it is not as effective as adult snake venom. Kill those and use healing magic. ya should be all right”


Even as the words of Codex-chan were reassuring, the bite hurt like bitch. The burning sensation was spreading through my leg. In anger I stepped on the head of a snake and crush it in the process.


Those little annoying maggots. They may be long, but it is still hard to aim at them. Especially as they are not making killing them any easier… those movements! Khh.


I pulled a knife from the pocket of the robe, and change my grip. Now I was holding it with the blade going alongside my joint.


The snakes used their tails as springs. Those were literally falling from the skies. Hallelujah, it’s raining snakes!


The dagger was more useful against those tiny bastards. I needed to be bitten only half a dozen of times to figure it out.


As those little buggers were in midair I was slashing the blade through their open maws. Another one jumped from the side, I turned around and still while spinning I stab its head from above, nailing it to the ground.


I was way too late when I have noticed that another snake is about to bite my face. My heart stopped beating for a second. Those all small injuries could be more or less ignored, but I doubt that I could treat in same way a direct injection to the face. And if he would dig its fang in my throat I wouldn’t even need to wait for the venom.


As its fang were about 5 centimeters from my eye Sebastian flew from the ceiling, nailed the snake to the ground and tore apart its flesh.


-“Your sins have been forgiven, Sebastian” I chuckled. I wanted to take a step in the direction of a few snakes that were still alive, but somehow I miss my footing. How can you stumble while walking on completely flat ground?


I wanted to stabilize my posture, but one of my legs was not responding as it should. While all that dancing with a blade I forgot that venom is spreading faster as you are more active. Even if it was supposed to be fairly weak, I was bitten fine number of times and I did my best to give the venom the best conditions to spread through my body.


I stepped back. And again. And I collapsed. My whole body start itching, then hurting. I felt like my flesh was being melted from inside.


-“Please guyz, take care… of the rest”


Or at least buy me some time. With all my strengths left I raised myself to a sitting position, I let my back rest on the wall of the den I took a deep breath and started using [Detoxification] from Nature healing magic on myself. After some time I could feel my body grow more and more stiff.


Kaito stepped in front of me, guarding with his own body. The ravens were circling in the room to both scare snakes back and to hunt those who would move away from their kin a sufficient distance.


And then, the venom started messing with my magic. It started violating inside of my mana veins. It was just a matter of time, when I would not be able to cast even a sparkle. I had to focus on detoxification of those mana veins first.


Yet the venom already started doing its job. As the impulses of mana were sent randomly and madly all over my body a few of those reached my mana cores. This is how I forced myself to shift shapes. So yes, I was shifting randomly for the duration of the whole process. I didn’t mind. It wasn’t even disturbing me.


More and more snakes were coming into the room I was currently sitting in. But those were waiting. COME ON! Act like mindless animals! Pretty please?! You are stronger in numbers and have that annoying venom! Stop cheating even more!


From a tunnel on the opposite side of the room a figure started appearing.  It was big.  Reaching almost to the ceiling, and was moving in this annoying zigzag pattern.


And as rays of the sun fell over it, it stopped. Covered in green scales tails with some black pattern on its back. With hands crossed on it chest it was looking at me with fascination. What the hell do you find so interesting asshole? Oh, wait. I was shifting over and over again.


-“The king fell to the den… oh, excusssse me. Too young to be a king… If you would die here… no one would even noticccce…”


An ugly grin appeared on the lamia’s face. Irritating kind of small. The king?! Who? Me? How can you be a king without having a nation or kingdom or men you can rule? Get your shit together! AND STOP SMILLING!


-“Whatsss wrong, young princcce? Why you are not talking anything? Ya clearly hasss a humanoid form so you sssshould be able to talk… or are you still an animal? In such situu…”


-“Stop smiling”


-“Excussse me?”


-“Your smile. It makes me want to punch your face. Stop it.”


~Those are showing no respect…


~Those are acting to arrogant…


~Those are thinking to high bout’ themselves.


Shut up guyz.


~Clash


~Bite


~Trample


-“SHUT THE FUCK UP!!!... and you… if you want to kill, then kill… or wait a few more minutes and I will twist your neck”


Why the fuck am I getting pissed off again!?


~The venom has also effect on your nervous system. First mentality disorder, then hallucinations.”


-“Hoo! Thatsss a ssspirit. Humansss were getting usually ssscared… crying… begging… and what do you waaant, young prince?”


-“To cut your fucking throat and drink from it like a fountain.”


That’s right. Asshole looks delicious. So fucking delicious! The pale skin of his humanoid parts… looks sooo soft. I can bet, that after some cooking it will literally melt on your tongue…


-“Stop it… shut up… leave it I said!” My vision started getting blurry. The mana inside of me was in a total mess now. There was no possibility for me to keep healing myself, but with terror in hart I noticed, that at same time my familiars were getting forced out of this dimension.


WHY?! WHY!? Those are like phones that you can charge with mana to keep them running! They still should have some  energy left! For a few days at least! So why? Can it be, that mana flow inside of me was used as a spell and command them to get back?! Forced unsummoning?! What the fuck!?


Oh, I was getting scared, but not in a human way. A terrified human would fall on his kneed and tremble. I was getting scared as a rat. As I found no more way to run, I was preparing myself to bite and scratch everything.  Well, or I would bite and scratch if I could move my body.


Now I was drifting away. The lamia boy, as he thought that I am no longer a threat, started moving toward me. He grabbed me, surprisingly gently. Not that I would care about it as my mind was going wild.


Before I passed out I still remember two things.


One: a notification appeared:





                [th]You and your familiars have slain 17x [Acid spitter - youngling] - 1473 exp obtained[/th]













Two: I still was conscious enough to bite him in the shoulder, close to the neck. And I do remember the taste of his blood. Extremely sweet.





So, I decided to make as short bluebox as possible for as updates are being rolled on Royalraod there are some bugs. (not only at my story as I was able to notice). But hey! We are freeloader that are using someones creativity and skill to post some useless shit-stories, so even as we met with some problems on the site, all we can do is to be patient and show our gratitude, understanding and support to addmins!

Ps. I did not plan to make a dungeon at first place (But someone was complain ‘bout lack of bloodshed), and then I didn’t plan to add lamia, and then I didn’t plan to make this lamia male (but as I know you, you would already start plotting harem side story with snake girl, so here ya got some snake boy… no. I do not intend to make a homo-romance… not that being homo is bad or anything. Just not)… I am curious were it would lead me :D
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                So, first lemme say that i am on trip in romania, and i have wrote this chappy on phone, so please forgive me all mistakes, especially grammar one, for i have no possibility of checking those.


Another part, why does this chappy has 1/2? For as i told, the 1/2 numeration is given when chappy is focused completely on some part of the story that is happening far away from mc.



This chappy will, a bit, show closer the sides of camps that our mc ll join in future. Far future. I wanted to show those bit by bit as the story would priceed. But i have nothing better to do as i am sitting in the bus so eat it.




In this chappy we have a closer look for demon camp. I ll work now on showing a council of mages next.



Enjoy




The Demon Lord Kiara was walking in her room. Completely without any particular destination. She just recived the letter from her most trustworthy friend and servant. In that letter her friend - dark elf, mentioned that probably she found someone who would be worthy to be her champion.



What are Demons Lord`s champions?




Well. That`s something that will take some time to... uhh, putting things in simple way - the next Demon King will be chosen in royal game. And in royal game demons lord do not participate by themself. Instead they are choseing someone to take a role of commander of squad that is given a task.



If champion dies, the Demon Lord lose possibity to fight for a crown. In same way the chalengers lose some of they followers so new chosen king or queen will have no oponents while they start their leadership over a country.




Kiara was not interested in becoming a queen. But she has to participate, for her brother that has the biggest chances of success has... "radical" ideas.



Like starting a war.




Kiara loves peace. In peace she has lots of time to read her books and talk with her friends or to travel through continent visiting many places.



During a war writers will have less time to write books, her friends will be forced to the army and borders will be closed.




And so, soooo many people will die. Brothers and sisters, husbands and wifes, parents and children.



Why would anyone wish to start a war? She asked her brother about it. As she did, this madman with fire in eyes began to describe bringing demons to the right place, about making country strong and nation proud. Honoring ancestors and executing they pact wit Heira - the mother of the Darkness.




What her brother can`t see, is that war will generate income and prestige only at begining. He has no idea about economic, so after a war he ll let to rule someone else. 



As long as she will have enought resources, courage and wit, she ll do everything to stop her brother.




With fear in heart she slide her fingers across the leather cover of black book on pedestal inside her private gabinet.



This book was a gift from her father for her 100th birthday. The day she stepped into adulthood.




Part of Codex... Ira Sanguis, the part given to demons.



Seven books. Seven sins. Seven students of dark arts from the forgotten times.




Codex that chose his own master. Without its permision, the book would never open.



It was still able to be used as powerful catalyst in many...




The book has opened itself on one of blank pages. Her heart stopped. Somehow she doubt, that codex chose her.



The words that appeared on the pages made her soul froze.




On pages with blood like ink the words of ancient demon language said:



"Duz Evakhir na`haralar"


"The chosen (the one/ the apostole) is raising"








Hur-dur pov change.





In the office of archmage of council the knocking could be heard.



-"Walk in. If it is you, Daralon, you can abond all hope"




The door was opened and 2 persons went inside. A girl with grey hair, petite figure and face that says: "nothing is important" and man that could be descibe as average. In all aspects. Not tall nor small, fat nor skinny, ugly nor handsome. It`s the guy you would pay no attention in crowd.



That was making him even more deadly. The special agent of council. Daralon, the Curse Speaker. One of very few mages that could use all kinds of Taboo magic without any restriction. 




That was a bad side of council that no one knows about ... and if someone would know about it... his/her corpse would never be found.



The simple credo: to hunt dark mages, use dark mages. No matter if he would win or die, total number of dark mages would go down.


-" boss, please first listen to me! The mission i was given was way bigger than i was told! You told me to get rid of mages in Agri district, and that you know about 4 of such mages..."




-"and which part do you found hard here? Even if there would be few more, you were useing teleportation, So you should finish the task in a week, not 6 months!!"



-"But! Those were but a small group of bigger organization! And it had conections with few more! Infiltrating whole chain took some time!"




-"hmph. Report. Now"



-"Sir, yes, sir. In the operation that took 6months, 2 weeks 4 days and 6 hours ..."




-"You. Better. Finish. Now. Casualities"



-" three organizations down. 248 dark mages eredicated"




In half a year he did more then 20 squads would do in 5 years. This sick, bloodlusting bastard.



-" you have a week to rest. Then you ll be given another task."




-"sir... if i may ask... just give me one more try!"



The only thing he cares for. Doesn`t matter. He ll be rejected one more time.




-"you can try"



Daralon rushed to the book bounded by chains and put a hand on it.





And then, chains broke and book opened




-"HAHAHA IT`S WORKING! It... wait what?!"



On blank pages the words appeared. The words of already dead nation.





"Thur awai nerha amal"




"The parts will be (put) together."






On whole world, the parts of codex were activated. The whole text, if those parts would be put together, would say:


The chosen is raising,

The parts will be put together,
The black sky shall fall,

On the black earth,
For the sleeping one will wake,

And shall roar before strike,
It`s the begining of the end.




-"Daralon... you may be given job sooner than in a week"



-"i am almost dead!  Give me some time to rest! Or hire someone else! I can`t kill everyone by myself... even if i wish too..."




-"fear not, councill is now working at... well lets just say we are about to give similar ofert as your to another individual... speaking about the devill, it is your job isn`t it, Miria? You can use teleportation"



Lite girl only nodded and walked away.




The parts will be put together ... parts of what?!?!... can`t be... parts of Codex?!
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                To Garro - why am i in romania? Dude i visited the place where motha foka vlad tepes was born. And ya kniw what i did there? I ate a fucking cheescake.








-"Oy! Miss Miria! Could i know where are you heading t..."


-"replacing equipment. Mission preparation."


The voice of girl was completely neutral. Oh, she was not having problems with emotions. It was just her way of talking.


-"would you mind, if before your mission i would invite you for a meal..."


-"reject"


-"you are the shy one, are you? Come on, just one meal! I will not bite you... well, usually i do not bite..."


The grey hair girl stopped and looked at Daralon.


-"Dark mage. Away. Go."


-"Is that your only problem with me? Actually i was but a regullar mage, i devoted my life to eradicate curses. I was a priest, you know? But i found most eficient way to deal with curses! Those have very specific build, and wipeing them out with light or holy magic was tiresome... and could destroy the body of men who was being treated... but if you would replace curse with another..." Daralon eyes were shining as he was talking about his research. "You would empower one already existing, yet you would be able to shatter it right away! It would become your creation! You would know its weak spots!!!"


-"Daralon. The curse speaker. You are crazy. Corrupted"


-"they didn`y mind my activity till everything was working!!! But then that arrogant brat came! He had a powerful curse on him! You know why? Curses are not that easy to find! He, my dear lady, raped a priest and burned her temple. It was far away and kid was from nobility, so no one would mind. But i got iritated. He was not bothered by raped girl that he killed... i made... mistake. I made curse powerful... violent... i watched the kid before me as he was... melting? Dunno, but as i watched him being punished... for what he did... and knowing that i had my part in it... it was soooo goooood."


The little magician had shiver running down her spine. She was told to not iritate this men. Even if he willingly took a resticting contract on himself... who would be better in finding a way around than someone who creat that spell?


Daralon, the third most powerful human curently living.


-"mission. Must go. Farewell." She polietly bowed her head and entered warehouse.


-"eh, friendzoned one more time... wait she didn`t even want to be friend... colegue-in-job-zoned? Life sucks."


The little magician shut the door behind her. The passion in his eyes as he was talking about dark arts. The dark arts are as powerful and violent as... corrupting.



The more power you have the more you desire. The more you abuse it. But how priest was able to became a dark mage? How could he change his affinity?




Better not dig in there. Knowledge may be dangerous.



She began to collect the necesary equipment.





The archmage - boss of inner cycle of council, as he was literally covered in all documents needed to be read, was bringing his secretaries to the verge of falling down from exhaustion.




He was lacking workers... no, not the office workers but the agents. The dark mages around the council were becoming more and more active.



The problem with dark mages? They almost had no problem with those who just sit in towers or dungeons in the middle of nowhere.




The problems were maid by... "practicing one". What is wrong if necromancer wants to raise entire graveyard? There is none, but if necromancer can`t control  completely these... and if the graveyard was close to the village? Exactly.



And there are cases like Daralons. Sick of love. Yes, love. He became a prist to cure the one he loved. She died. Then he kept healing everyone for half-free. Begars... homeless and so on.




And then he found injustice in this world. Bandits.... nobility abusing their privilages... and then he foud a curses. And codex. The codex found his desires and replaced his affinity. In that moment Daralon became obssesed with codex, dark magic and punishing those he found evill.



All because of love. The love is dangerous. More than every known magic. With love you can find a courage. And courage will lead to action.


And the archmage is sitting here beging for agents. Another report about blood mage that has wiped out half of the village. Necromancers summoning ghouls left and right and dark druids in order to protect the forest made trees walking. Walking and eating humans.



What a sick century! 200 years ago if the wild dark mage would appear it was the event so rare that every single magic organization would panic. The last one was Darion during The War. Then for almost 150 years there was peace and now there is more of them than mushrooms after raining week. 




This is why the council decided to estabilish the inner circle - the mages with extremal peivilages. They would be taken to most inns for free (council would pay for it), these infividuals would be treated as high born nobility - in special ocasion they would even be able to demand private audience with kings or to call councill meeting... and they are able to kill whoever they wish too...



Yup, just like that. Of course thet would have some problems, if they would simply start rampage, but as long as someone "less" important or in small numbers would be killed... the council would both hide those crimes or pay the money to the familly... or eredicate witness.




Why? For the glory of s... ok, ok. These are most powerful mages. Daralon has killed over 800 dark magician in past 6 years over 3 continents. So such small... event... where he killed 4th prince of some small kingdom was... treated very ligh. Actually, he was only told to get his shit together and the royal family was told that they should be glad that only one of them was killed.



Oh, it was not the fault of Daralon. The guy was... well calling him an asshole that was worth of every word of curse would be suficient.




To keep the world in peace. The dark arts are not forbiden. The council is not an organization that stops someones grow. Just restrict free usage of those arts. Just imagine what would happen if some devil would be summoned inside of village.



Register yourself in any guild that has connection with council, state your afinity, gain certificate for using your magic (if  you are a dark mage) and try to not kill innocent. 




And then you are free to go.


You are not wipeing out villages? Good. You are performing some EXTREMELY dangerous magic? Just do it away from other humans. Dungeos perhaps?



Why so many dark guilds are being estabilished now? Ah, answer is simple. Black market needs. There will be always need for new poisons, drugs, weapons, spells... and those new... "tools" are being used on humans. 




How strong new poison is? Lets gathet groups 100 young, old, males and womans and use it on them!



The people are getting more and more greedy. Lust for power is bigger every time you satisfy it.




And fastest way to incrase your magic capability? Blood magic.



There are even rumors about blood magic ritual that would keep you forever young! Bathing in the blood of young virgins.




What kind of beast you have to be to even discover this kind of spell?!



The inner circle is needed. The order of "sentiels" is needed.




And now, this one particular paper in front of the archmage. It was a paper about new possible Sentiel.



Name: Zariel

Family Name: no valid information
Nickname: Not yet applied

Magic class: Witch (fire, summoning)
Race: Divine Chimera (possibility)

Danger rank: SSS+ (possibility)
Priority rank: Z (require action immediatly)



Oh my dear boy, what are we going to do with you?
            

    
        Chapter 040

    
    
    
    
                This chappy was wrote specially for Garro n his neverending bloodlust. Hope u ll enjoy it dude.






The lamia men was carring the boy in his arms looking for his every movement to be as slow as possible. Like he would be carring the most fragile being in the world. Like greates treasure.




-"little prince... you are finally here..." 



All this time he was acting to be his enemy. He was checking his instincts, behaving... and even if he would state himself as an ally he will not treat him different. He ll be harsh. The kid will not be spoiled. He went deeply inside the den. He even used a secret passage to another dungeon.




The Sneak Queen Den
Party avarage level to clear the dungeon: ???




But for now... as he is sleeping... it is ok to be just a bit nice to him... to show happiness... or even affection?



He put the boy on stone covered in moss and started to pat his head.




-"Such a long slumber... such a long period we have been waiting... just few more years and you ll be ready... my young prince..." 



In whole brod he was told to be the most calm one. Yet now he want to sing and dance. He barely restrict himself from doing so.




-"hee... big brother, what do you have here? A human!!! Mother will be pleased! It has been so long since the last time she tasted a human..." 


A very small lamia went out from one of the tunels. And she almost immedietly ran back as "big brother" hissed furiously, spited venom in her direction and took a battle pose with bared fangs.



-"Brother! Meanie! You know that mother wants all tasty food for herself! She will be angry if you will not share!"




Her scales were pinkish white. She looked like she barely hatched.



-"this one is not a food. Bow your head. Your future king is here."




-"EVERYONE COME HERE!!! Brother Hashir is acting weird!!!"



-"he? Hashir bro? What`s go... A HUMAN! Mother will be..."




It was a pretty funny thing to watch... i mean, if those would be hummans, but as those were beasts with few to few dozens meter long tails beasts that almost tore apart chunks of their own flesh as they were... "talking"



After few minutes as the situation calmed down, the lamia with poison-jade colored scales named Hashir said:




-"Wake the mother. Tell her... that the child of sins is here... she will know what to do... everone else, get some antidote for little brats poison."



-"what does the child of sins means?" The pinkinsh lamia girl asked.




-"by child of sins you mean..." the eyes of another of his sisters went wide.



-"ano... what does the child of sins means? Who is this..."




-"p...praise the nigh!!! What are you doing you little maggots?! Keep moving! Our salvation has been born!!!"



-"what does.."




-"faster! Even as venom is not deadly we can`t let him suffer any longer!!!"



-"can someone please tell me what does the child of the..."




Before she could get her answer, the little lamia was left alone with sleeping boy alone in the tunel.


-"Moh! Even if i am the youngest of awoken you don`t have to treat me like that!!! But... a human... i an curious how does he taste like... i..it can`t be wrong if i would take a bite?" Licking her lips she moved in direction of white haired boy. She gently moved his head to the side exposing his neck. 



His vains were pumping blood rapidly, as body wad fighting with venom. Normally they would devour the body whole, but as he was suposed to be a meal for a mother... just some blood will be taken... just a little.





Her long tongue moved few times up and down through the neck of kid seeking for vein and tasting body as first. THIS WONDERFUL TASTE! Now she know why mother wanted every human for herself! Just by licking skin she was going crazy.... bite... she had to bite...





As she was about to dug her fangs in soft skin, on her throat an iron grip of boys hand was getting stronger.




He was awoken now, yet his eyes were looking like the soul was not in the body... sleep walking? What the...



-"blood... just a little..." it was boy who said it. How could he lost to some pathetic younglings? 


The panic was growing inside her heart.




Pov change.



I felt barely awoken... and the thing that actually woke me from my slumber was a burning sensation in my throat and stomach. A hunger and thirst.



Ha!  Calling it a hunger was like calling a dragon a small lizard!




I am starving! If i would not drink a thing i ll literally burn from inside... yet there is this wonderful taste on my lips... what was that?! What did i eat as last thing?! I can no longer live without it!! Bring it to me, please!



Ah, right. It was the blood of lamia boy... what kind of delicious collor his flesh under those green scales would have? The pale skin of his upper body... would it melt in my mouth? I beg you! Let me taste you! 




I love you! I want you! Oh, please! Let me be one with you as i devour your skin! The music of you screams! The sensation of you nails on my skin ad you desperatly fight for your life!



Blood is a life, and life is a blood.




He? I am holding something? Ha! I feel it`s skin under mine! Is that you, my love?



No, it`s someone else... but those wonderful pale, yet pinkinsh skin... and scales... ah, you grabbed me with your tail? But you lack power to fight back!




Yes! YES! Wrap me with your body, little one! We shall be one on sooo many levels! You are beautiful... so young and fresh... i can`t get enougut of you!



Ha? I kissed her? Looks like that. I am depriving her of air, her tail is around my body, convulsing slowly as it fight`s for life, and here i am violatong her mouth with my tongue.




You. Are. So. Delicious... i bite her lip and start licking down her blood.



YES! YES! The fire inside of me is being fed! It will not burn me out if i would keep feeding it! And this little girl... beautiful girl...




A hit in the back made me lose the balance. My hand lost its grip and the girl choked with air.



Someone started to drag me away from her.




NO!No and no!!! Give her back! My new love! Come back! I wish to be one with you!



-"this little stupid girl! But how could he move so fast?... my blood... this little rascal bite me and drank my blood... he took part of our venom resistance..."





I was screaming and kicking to the sides. You don`t undetstand! I ll be burned if i will not get her blood!




-"looks like someone likes our blood... listen to me littme one..." the face of my old love appeared before me. The feeling of affection was ignited from embers one more time and was like a raging fire storm.


-"i ll give you lot`s of my blood if you will promise me to be a good boy and behave yourself."



You will give me blood by youself? SO IN THE END YOU LOVE ME TOO! I LL BE NICE, I LL TREAT YOU ALL GOOD SO PLEASE!!




-"but why does he act like that? Is he still an animal?"



-"looks more like a new sin was added to his collection... now, boy. I will give you my blood, and then you will do what i will ask you to do. Then you will get some more blood... do you agree?"




I almost broke my head while nodding.



A challice appeared. And the lamia boy cut his wirst. And blood fall to the challice. This smell... wonderful, sweet smell of iron.




My hands were being hold behind my back, my head was lifted a bit and my lips were opened. And blood from challice was being slowly poured down my throat.



Ah, please faster! If you will torture me like that i will go crazy!




What`s wrong? Why no more blood is falling? Is that all? NO! It can`t be! Such a big challice couldn`t be drank so fast! More!!!


-"now, your part of deal... do what i ask you too..." okay, tell me already! I ll do everything! Just do it fast! "Now... sit, close you eyes and calm yourself..." i am calm! See?  I am as peacefull as fucking train of meditating mothetfucking tibetian monks. See? "You will now grow a core, and then put all your desires there..." no! It will take too long!


My begging eyes had to be notticed, for lamia boy cut his fingers pull out my tongue and then start spreading the blood on my tongue...



Ah, wonderful! I ll be a good boy so please, treat me with more blood!




-"now continue..."



I sat, i meditated, and i made a core.




<the new core has been grown>
<Gluttony has been born>


 What have i done....




~no! Not yet! Give us more! Master! Can`t you see how delicious they are? If we will be nice we will be rewarded with fresh blood! Please master! Be a good boy!





-"i think he is ready to meet mother. And you little lady... we will have to talk."
            

    
        Chapter 041

    
    
    
    
                Well, even as they said that "mother" will be glad to see me... it is not looking like i am able to politely refuse ang go my way.



I didn`t mind it actually, for i was thinking about what i did. Every time i was under influence of sin i could more or less control myself. This time i was a slave to gluttony. I couldn`t hear what Wrath, Pride, Greed nor Codex were telling me. Is that because every sin i get will be more and more powerful? Or because lamia were consider as extremely powerful? They completely outclassed some wolfs or boar i have killed so far.




I was about to be "escorted" to so called mother. Taking my leave i took a glance at the girl that i almost killed. Is she still a monster? Or should i treat her as barbaric and savage nation?



Depending on it i will fell more or less guilty. I have killed 21 humans so far. 1 because of mercy and 20... to stay alive? Why do i truly kill? 




The little girl has red mark on her neck made by hand. My hand.



For heaven and hell... i almost killed a child! Monster or not, everything has right to grow...




She had fear in eyes. Looks like she used to think about herself as about some being on top of the food chain. And here i almost devoured her.



Now she was being offended by her sibiling for her idiocy, irresponsability and so on.




I was not able to here everyrhing, for very soon i have passed another corridor and lost vision of two snake-kin.



The passage was wide and tall. About 6x6 meters? Why would you even require driling such a tunel? I have to say, that those lamias don`t look like a kind that is focused on makeing anything more then needed. No idea why i am thinking about them like that... maybe because of their lazy movements...




Another passage, another tunel, another corridor. As the time was passing, the insides of the dungeon was getting more and more sophisticated. No, there were no paintings, but the colums appeared. 



First those were but a piles of earth. Then, further in the dungeon, those were slowly getting more decent. And as shape was really good-looking, the primitive words and marks start appearing.




-"look at those, traveler, for there is non one on the world who would both saw those and lived long enought to tell about `em"



-"this is a path of mother. First snake and mage that was awoken from the darkness. She made them by herself. 2 eras ago."


Two what?! How old is she? Is a dragon or behemoth really the strongest beast in the forest?




Yet those... pictures. The snake that was devouring other beings. First she was small and kept eating spiders, small birds... then it was bigger and bigger, till the time when she was as big as house... or the guardian that was in front of den.



And then it met a strange creature. Head of the bear, body of deer, tail like whip... and the snake bowed head to the creature.




And together with it, they were devouring. Their company was getting bigger and bigger, there was a giant battle, and the creature died.



And snake ran back to forest. And the history repeated. The only thing that changed, was both the skill put to made those... and snake. Second time it met another strange creature was twice it size, third time was looking like lamia and forth time... no wait... why does it looks like snake again... castle sized snake?




And there is still few colums left untouched. I have a bad feeling about it.



There was a gate. Huge one. It was left open wide.




In a huge chamber... that could fit small village the sick amount of treasures was hold. The piles of gold, helmets looking like ages ago those belonged to wealthy knights.



The sea of gold moved, and from under it a white snake with blood-red eyes rised its head.




Size of castle? Forget about it, she looked like a small mountain.



It was a first time i was astonished and terryfied to verge of loseing sanity.




Haha! I am smaller then one of her eyes! I would not be able to hold edges of one of it scales...



-"we think that he is the one... mother." 


Oy! Have some pride! Don`t bring mama to kids fight! But what could possibly be her level? Nope. Better not check. I doubt that i would be able to get but one info from appraisal... the only thing that can happen, is that she would nottice and get pissed off.




So... i am supposed to do something? After i invaded her home and killed over dozen of her... family? Saying "hello, i just wanna use your home to perform magic, kill some snakes and walk away, so don`t mind me. Oh, i almost choked your doughter to death." will not be a best idea.



-"he smells similar... but he is useless... too young... too stupid... inexperienced... weak..."




That s right! Lemme be! I ll grow a little, get more tasty, then you can try your luck? Give me one or two millenias? Pretty please?


-"even if, he avoided guardian, killed many brats as he was outnumbered and surrounded, and then as he was half alive because of venom, he menaged to almost kill Hirja. If me and Hashir were not there she would be dead..."



NO! SHUT THE FUCK UP!




-"hooo? She is youngest, as i recall... but such a young being... how old are you? No, don`t answer.... you are... 4 months old, are you? Your body grow was accelareted.... but you are barely a hatchling... prooomisiiiing. I will ask you few questions... if i would not like anserws...lie to me... give a wrong answer... you will die... noooow... do you know who i am?





What a question it is? sure that you are... no, wait. She is playing with me... she told me a question and what she wants is not a name...



-"Yes, i do" the trick - she did not asked what she is. The answer on queston like that is yes/no. Describing her would kill me.




-"haaa..  was that because of instinct? Intelligence? Fear? Very well boy... you have my permission to answer as you wish now... another question... whaaat is hunter`s most powerful tool...weapon... there is no good nor bad answer here... i want to know your point..."



-"stupid question... it s poison" one of lamias behind me said. A young male. He was looking left and right at his sibiling looking for a praise...



-"patience" as the eyes of giant snake were demanding more, i continued "no matter if you use claws, fangs or knife, if you would atack vital spot even more powerful enemy will fall. To find those weaknesses you have to wait and watch. To execute atack you have to wait for a right moment. Being hunter doesn`t means carrying a bow. When hunter start his fight, his opponent is already dead, for it is only corpse-to-be. Being patient is a key. Next comes stuborness."




Ohhh crap. To long anserw. I was not asked to describe whole process... don`t eat me...



But monster looked pleased.




-"whaaaat are you doing heeeere?"



So now the actuall talk begins...




-"i was looking for mana veins in the ground. I have found one of the dens that is connected with yours... and then my way back was cut by guardian. I could only jump in."



-"whyyyy do youuu neeeed such groooound?"




She started to prolongate the duration of her speech in happy manner. Somehow i felt that she is like cat toying with food for fun. And i am a mouse.



"I am... specific being... not everyone likes me. Humans that wish me to be dead has come to the forest. I can`t peacefully hunt as they are here. I have already killed many of them, but still more than half remains. And forest is big... i would like to..."




-"perfooorm echo of gaaaaia... i see... now..  finall question... why shouldn`t i just kill you... you have body of human, and those are delicious..." 



Okay, easy me. You have been studing the art of negotiation for moment like this. You are a carrot, your opponent want a carrot. You have to promise more carrots, then maybe you will be left alive. (I know it is funny or even makes no sense for someone. On university we were negotiating useing vegetables as goods, we had to trade with one another to collect as many as we could. I couldn`t stop myself to not use it here :-)  )




-"because you don`t want to do so. I mean, if you would really wanted me dead, we would have no conversation like that." The snake moved its head to the side, and opened maw a bit... was that suposed to be a smile? "I have no idea why, i have to admit it, but you have your own bussiness in letting me stay alive. But about your meals... i have an offer..."



The snake began to shake as it was laughting.


-"can you see and hear same thing as me, my children? This boy was dragged here so i could judge if he is worth to be eaten raw or cooked, and here he is talking casually as if we are per... little boy..." the voice of beast from amused became deadly serious. My throat imediatly became dry. "I will hear you know. Think carefully what will you say, for our playtime is over."




My knees are weak, hands are shaking. I keep forgeting what i want to say. This is an opportunity happening once per lifetime, will i catch it? Damn the only thing that i am lacking now is vomit on sweater and mamas spagetthi.



Why do i have stupid jokes in my mind everytime i am under stress?




Kay, show time.



-"sure thing, you can kill me. It is no problem for you, and will not be one for dozens of years... but if you would kill me now, when will be next time when you would taste human?"




I got a sneaks attention. Now, i showed my carrot to be less atractive. Now lets proceed to pointing another option.



-"as i said, there are pretty few humans here. 30, to be precise. The only thing i want, is for you to allow me to use a spell here, then i would kill those humans... and i have no interest in their corpses. If you would give me a way to communicate with you, i would let you know where is the place to find those killed by me... you woudn`t even need to get your hands dirty..." oh fuck, she has no hands.... please. Don`t find it offensive....please... "just collect bodies. This is my offer - 30 humans instead of me."




Please, let it work...



-"we have an agreement." And she start changing. Her giant body started becoming smaller, scales were replaced with snow white skin. She grew legs and hands, her body, out of nowhere, was covered by wonderful silk like cloths.




Atractive mature woman. No, by atractive i mean she was truly stunning, and by mature i didn`t mean old. The way she acted, moved... everything was something that highest class nobility, bah, royality could be jelause.



Natural charisma. All my senses screamed for me to bow my head.




She stopped about meter from me, and raised her hand.



I. Can`t. Kiss. It. Just don`t do it, dear me. I can`t let her show dominance...




I skake hands with her. As our skin touched, black roots shot out from her hand into mine and dug inside my flesh.



It was not painful, yet terror spread through my body.




As those roots finished whatever those were doing, a small snake like mark appeared on my wirst.


-"fear not. When your job will be finished, the mark will vanish. It will also call my children to you if you would like us to know... but before you go..."



I don`t like the way she spoke last part...




-"how am i supposed to know if you are strong enough to kill 30 humans? We will test you..."



As she finished from nowhere another snake came out and took a battle pose.




Well, nice to see you again, Brood Guardian







FINALLY! I have been trying to post it for over 4 hours. I used to think, that thing that shift and switch in the world is womans emotion, than i found wifi in romania
            

    
        chapter 042

    
    
    
    
                Actually I have no time to write anything, cuz’ the teacher that is In charge of my bachelor thesis told me, that there is something wrong with my thesis, yet she is not sure what she exactly want from me… and I have to start everything from 0… well, I still can use what I already wrote, yet I am so pissed off, that I have to take a break. This is why I am writing the chappy now. I am angry. I am mad, and I have no idea what kind of shit I will write today.


Edited by: KenChi死


The scales of giant snake were sturdy. The pattern was similar to snakes that used to live on dessert. Where do you have a weak spot, you ugly bastard? I could already forget about trying to penetrate those with arrows. Most of my magic would probably slide off his scales… maybe explosion near it? Kaito will be useless too… Maybe o could use him as bait? Yes, I know it sounds terribly, but do I have any other option? Plus he will not die! Well… not permanently.



As I was considering every possible move, the giant snake rolled like cobra, raised its head and freezed in spot waiting for me to get closer… the scales on his bottom side looks to be weaker… yet to strike it I will have to be under him… it… her… whatever it is. And as you probably recall, this asshole is big. It is impossible to get under it, without being trampled to dead.


The beast bared its fang.


You are cheating, you know? Normally snakes are either big and choke their enemy or have venom. And here you are having both. Tsh, we will have to use “that” spell again.


Hey! Codex! Could you please show me one more time this blood magic spell? Equilibrium or whatever was the name?


~I would rather not do that.


The FUCK?  You told me you would help me if I would be in life-threatening situation!


~Those beast can use magic too. Now they only want to play with you, and as you know for most of mages I am pretty precious equipment. You are like naïve newbie fencer that was challenged by a pro. They want to toy with you, but if you would use some kind of Excalibur to duel them, they would kill you and take the weapon for themselves. Don’t use me left and right. Actually, you should use me only when there will be no one else to tell about you using me. And I doubt you are able to kill them all. So, the answer is no. You are prohibited to use me. And better prey to all gods in heaven for that snake queen to not “smell” me…


… Great. Sweet. Well, the good thing is that it can’t get any worse in situation like th…



	“If you will not move soon, I will consider adding another opponent for you…”




… It just get worse. Didn’t I told you that hunter have to be patient? But… no, it will not work… But maybe… no, it is suicide… but do I have any option left?


I start walking in circle… in same time I was summoning familiars. I looked at my mana bar. Opening connection for the spirits was mana consuming. Way more than simply maintaining them in our realm…


180 of 260 mana. It means I can use up to 80, so I can still use 100 for last move.


First, let us see what  is your attack pattern…


Kaito rushed from the side. Giant snake quickly looked at me and the ravens, to see if we were making any co-operative maneuver. But we stayed in same spot as before.


Brood guardian hesitated. Looks like that beast is pretty intelligent, and is disturbed by the lack of meaning in our action. But if one of the opponents can be killed without any casualties… then why should it hesitate?


The head of giant beast hit the ground where Kaito was standing. But Kaito was not there. I looked at Remus. Poor birdie looks exhausted after casting his first illusion magic. I appraised him. 50 mana out of his 200 pool was drained. ¼ of mana in one go… I will have to use remaining 3 uses of this skill wisely.


But what did that situation told me? He can perform attack from his battle pose pretty quickly, but he will need to time to roll back. Nah, he is not especially vulnerable  for any kinds of attack, but we will have some time to get into better position… it would be great if we could use those position to improve our battle capabilities…



If I only had a hammer…




	“Remus sweet heart, would you mind if I would ask you for another one?”




Remus definitely minded, yet he started to channel the mana in order to create another illusion. This time I moved too. There were plenty strategies to deal with giant snake, but I lacked team mates or magic power. I could bind him to the spot, then remove with of his scales and set him on fire from insides. It would take a lot of time, but could work. Unfortunately such a being is to powerful to let me tie him with my weak chaos magic.



But the idea to burn him from inside… let’s just say I found his insides to be only place to truly injure him. Yes, it means that your beloved hero is going to get into this monster stomach and in order to get back from there I will need those 100 mana.



So, what is a difficulty in just letting him to swallow me?


Fangs. His venom, to be precise. I doubt he will just swallow me without firstly injecting venom.  Big, high grade snake with elite title that is almost level 20. It means strong venom. If I would find myself in his stomach, and then the venom would kick in, disturbing my mana flow… I would be dead on the spot.


So first, I will aim for its fang.


I was running toward the beast that was still confused. Looks like calling him intelligent was a bit too much. More like he is smart, he know how to behave in different situation, but such thing like magic is too much for him to understand. Maybe we will fool him a little by performing situation his is more familiar with?


Alongside me Kaito was running and ravens were flying above me. Even as Kaito and I were mostly bait (for now) the raven still may damage his eyes… as long as he will not close his second layer of eyelid…


It will be risky for I will have to be next to the place he will strike. The illusions of Remus are pretty tricky. He can’t control it wholly, so instead of showing illusion just to one particular enemy making him hallucinating, he is playing with light itself, so everyone in vicinity would see a mirage made by raven. It was awkward to see myself running 2 or 3 meters next to me.


The beast one more time open its jaw and dug fangs in ground. The illusion vanished. In a second I jumped to the beast grabbed with both hands the giant fang and transferred magic casting mana shock wave while pulling it to the side.


The fang was broken and venom splashed from hollow in his upper part of mouth. The pain had to be significant because the beast hissed… and that hiss was pretty close to a roar. When the snake freed himself he started to shake his whole body.


What did I do? I ran, of course. Have you even been near raging elephant? You really would prefer to get away from it. And that beast is bigger than elephant.  


His head hit one of many columns, and then another one. Those pillar collapsed entrapping the snake under it.


… what the… keep it cool. Act like you aimed for it.


There is a good side of it. We are back to melt this asshole. We will not jump into his stomach. Are you happy, guyz? Well, I definitely am.


Ravens started to bully snake by trying to peck and scratch his eyes, but two layers of eye-lids where keeping those safe.


I jump on beast back. He tried to shake me off, but his back was restricted by the many parts of the columns.


Note for future me. Never underestimate the possibilities that environment can provide to you. Never.


I put my hands on one of the giant snake scales. Gilbert landed on my shoulder granting me 5% bonus to heat based spell. Not much, but will not complain.


I focused all heat on this one particular scale, restricting even the smallest portion of warmth from leaving this particular object. As the heat will drastically increase, so will the size of the snake. Basic law of the world, the greater is the warmth, the bigger is the distance between molecules, the bigger will get the object. Scale will not pop out, but will be way easier to rip it off. Or it will melt during the process. Both ways are good for me.


But… what about the big snake lady… I doubt  that she will be okay to simply watch her child getting killed…



	“I think I already prove myself. There is no need for me to…”






	“Keep going”




What the...



	“Strong devours weak. It is a basic law of this world. Feast upon him and get stronger. It was foolish of me to let him keep the job of brood guardian… at the other hand it was the only thing that he was able to do… For now… Kill him. Eat him. Get stronger. Survive.”




Sucks to be you, big boy. But it is creepy, to let your child be killed in front of you just because it failed.



The scale get a bit bigger and was pressing harder on the other scales moving them from their original location. I took whole heat out of the scale. As it rapidly get a bit smaller, some cracks appeared on it. I filled it with mana, and one again I used magic shock wave to remove the sturdy scale.


The slim skin appeared in my vision. Without hesitation I began melting it. The stench of burning skin filled my nose.


The hissing and roaring of agony could be heard. After skin was carbonized the fat start melting. And after fat same fate was shared by flesh and muscles.


I hoped to destroy some of its vital organs as fast as possible. If it was up to me, I would finish it’s suffering. But instead I was doomed to listen to his song of agony.


The voice of the snake was getting weaker and weaker and finally he went silence.


I stopped what I was doing when the notification popped out.






              





              






	

[Acid Spitter - Brood Guardian - Elite] Level 29




	You have obtained 1213 exp











              





              






	Your familiar [Sebastian] has reached maximal exp capability and is ready to evolve.



	Your familiar [Sebastian] is now [Dark Garuda]








Nothing changed in Sebastian appearance. I will have to appraise him to understand what exactly happened to him, but there will be a better time and place to do it.


51 exp for me to level up…




	“Splendid little one. Even if your victory was a mere matter of luck… of course you will not get his body…” Oh you little lying… “..But as our pact will be finished, you will get from me something more valuable… One more question… why didn’t you used that sweet little Grimoire that is hiding inside of you?”




Fuck. She smelled ya, codex!


~I can tell that much!



	“She probably told you to not use her, didn`t she? Let me tell you one thing about her. Don’t trust her. She is never helping out of good will. She has her own business in letting you grow in power. She always does. She grants power to the one she found promising in order to force him or her to finish her goal. She gives more and more power. To the point when user can’t control it. To the point, when he or she will die or lose their sanity. Did she tell you about it? Did she tell you how all of her previous user died? You face says, that she didn’t. Now go, my children will show you the way back.




Codex-chan?


~It is mostly true… But please! Listen to me! It is true that there is something  I really want to do, and I wanted to ask your for it as you would became stronger. But not force you to do so! More like a favor for a friend… and it is true that my previous masters were poisoned by power… but it was power they begged for or literally ripped off me! You have to believe me, please! I did everything I could for you to not meet the same end! I am showing you now only the basics! I am restricting usage of certain abilities only to situations when you life is in danger... you…


It is okay codex-chan. You can tell me everything when you will be prepared. I can wait. Collect your thoughts and then tell me your story… well, it is not like I can drop you somewhere like a book and ran away… for now I think we have to keep moving… or the queen may change her mind..


~Zari…


Yes?


~Thank you.


After  20 or so minutes of walking through corridors so complex that without a guide I would have lost my way 5 times at least, I finally was able to breathe fresh forest air once again.


It is nice to be on the surface again.



In same moment I allowed myself to appraise Sebastian. As his stats where nothing different there were 2 skills that caught my attention. Especially “dual form”


Before I was able to read its description, Sebastian started to shift.


He grow tall. Taller than me. His form went a bit closer to humanoid, yet still resembled a monster. Imagine the giant raven that was standing completely upright, moved not by jumping but walking elegantly, that with fluent movement covered most of his chest with it’s right wing while his left wing hide behind his back, bowed deeply and said:



	“Greetings, master. It is my greatest pleasure to be able to finally talk with you.”




Big ass talking-bowing raven that has some human traits in his posture.


What… the…





now, tell me, who actually wanted for mc to jump into snakes belly and destory it from inside? huh?

            

    
        very bad info

    
    
    
    
                So... there will be no chappy in nearest future. i have sick shitload of all stuff to do both in house and university. If i want to pass this god damned class i just have to sit on my ass and focus on that thesis. As only I will finish all this sick stuff i will start spamming chapters again.


Sorry for disappointing you.
            

    
        chapter 043

    
    
    
    
                The door was opened with a  mighty kick as author enters…

 “Surprise biczes! Ya didn’t expect m….”

Into empty room cuz’ all readers are long gone.(not because some author was out for  2 god damned months)…

“Ummm? Hello? It’s me…. I was wondering if after all these years you’d like to meet keep reading this story?...”

No, honestly. Sorry guyz. It took me way longer than I expected (I wanted to be back over a month ago… and I am still not a bachelor :C… screw this)

Sooo… I think I am back into writing… [applause]… no, no… please… stop it… you are making me blush. I missed ya too.

To not hold ya any longer, here’s Johnny the chappy:



Edited by: KenChi死



New Sebastian is creeping me out. He definitely has a butler behaviors but it is not the case. Inside his beak …He has teeth. Little sharp needles. Like some kind of beast from a horror movies. BLOODY HELL!!! I have no idea if his battle capability is any better, but if he would jump at someone from a dark corner the enemy would die of a heart attack.



After 30 minutes of calming myself and fighting back my heart that wanted to jump out of my rib cage I get back to what I was supposed to do.



What I was supposed to do? Find some materials to create totem. Mostly branches and bones that would boost the overall effectiveness of the spell that I was going to use. Kaito is “looking” for those bones right now.



Yeah the task of looking after those is not really hard… I mean… we are in the forest… is there any better place where you can find wood vines, branches and bones faster? Don’t think so.



Yet there is something that still makes me shiver every time I recall it. The Snake Queen, to be precise. I still have this feeling that she is toying with me. Why did she make an agreement with me? She could kill me and then simply let her subordinates look for the witch hunters…



Thinking about it now will change nothing. All I can do, is fulfill my part of the deal and pray to the gods that she will not kill me right after she takes her mark off me… Speaking of which, another tattoo for the collection? I hate those! Come on! My body is not some kinda painting! Stop simply putting all those marks on me!



	Your familiar [Kaito] has slain [Bloody Deer level 16]
	You have obtained 62 exp






	You have leveled up





	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[16/NA]   [11/7500 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Dark Hierophant
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fate

Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion

The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage



	Health	279/390
	Stamina	211/320
	Mana	322/530
	Attributes
	Strength	30 (added 1)	Vitality	37 (added 2)
	Endurance	26 (added 1)	Constitution	31 (added 1)
	Dexterity	52 + 4 (added 2)	Reflex	34 + 3 (added 1)
	Intelligence	53 (added 3)	Wisdom	41 (added 1)
	Spiritualism	37 (added 2)
	Hidden Attributes
	Luck	14 + 10 (added 1)
	Charisma	4 + 20
	Charm	10 
	Unallocated points	0






Looks like someone found some bones… Well, I also have some… sticks… great… um… that’s it? Already? Wood doesn’t have to be magical? I am not required to win an epic battle with an ancient, enchanted guardian? No quest? No breathtaking action? Am I dreaming or what? Don’t get me wrong, it is nice to keep some stuff simple… from time to time.



	“Is anything bothering you… master?” Sebastian asked.





Yes. You. I am getting goosebumps every time you speak… Walk… Breath… Can you please get back to my cute pet birdie form?




	“It’s ok. I am actually pretty surprised that this time we didn’t need to drench myself in blood and gore to get those…”





As I was speaking Kaito came to the clearing dragging a deer. His whole head was sticky. Let’s just say that it was sticky not because of bubble bath foam.




	“ At least I didn’t need to drench myself with blood…”





Kaito answered with a happy bark both to greet me and to boast about getting his job done.



I could use that deer’s meet to power up DNA that I already have… yet as I inspected the condition of carcass….




	“Go on Kaito. You can eat it. You deserve it.”





After another happy bark the monster burrowed his mouth in the stomach of its prey .



~ ”You could use it, you know? You shouldn’t just like that throw away opportunity to power yourself up.”




	“Somehow I doubt that I will run low with deers inside of this forest. A…and I am not hungry at the moment.”





~ “ I hope that you will have more luck than wit. You simply can’t have too much of this monster muscle structure. You never know when you will find yourself in need of those.”

 

 

I sat under the tree waiting for Kaito to finish his meal. I took another look at Sebastian. He was scanning the surroundings. After some time he noticed that I was observing him. Then he asked:




	“Master… Do… Do you want to ask any questions?... about me to be precise?”





Oh, you can’t even imagine. As only as I saw “the sealed being” I was wondering what you are… But I should play it smart.




	“I would love to know anything about you. But I will not force on you any kind of answers. You will tell about yourself what you want and when you want it. This is the only fair option I found, for I already know enough about you. You are Sebastian – my companion and friend. I owe you so much, that I am simply not in position to demand anything else.”





After my speech Sebastian looked… I have no idea how he looked. GODS! This monster head shows no emotions! No, not because he is unemotional bastards, it’s just it’s literally is unable to show any emotion! Have you ever talked with anyone that makes no gestures with his body or face? In 99% of such situation you would simply think that he/she is ignoring you! What a pain…




	“I am unworthy to hear such words… You are way to kind, master. I am but a tool who’s only reason to live is to serve. To help you in your daily, routine jobs and to strength you up in combat… But I will allow myself for this selfishness and will postpone my proper introduction for better time… Now, if you allow me, this… creature, has finished his meal. We are ready to head back into the lair. Allow me to carry your burden.”





GOD DAMN IT! I really want to know what he is!! Keep it cool…. Just keep it cool. Breath in… breath out… He has a point. Better not make the snake lady wait.




POV change



Pot exploded another time announcing yet another failure. One could wonder, what was being created in this pot. Explosive materials? Deadly poison? A potion used in heretical rituals made from tears of innocents and babies blood?



No. it was supposed to be a diner.



Aira let out sigh and began cleaning the room. The leftover food was plastered over walls and cellar of small hut located on the tree.




	“Guuh, what am I doing wrong?! How can it be so difficult? I am bringing life to the world! I can turn a desert into a forest! I can bring disaster upon every living being! And I refuse to kneel before some mere supper! OY! Fear me! I shall show you my superiority!





And here she once again started her epic quest to conquer the kitchen. It’s the story filled with thrilling battles with carrot and knife in hand. It’s the story full of tragic and dramatic plot twists. Join me, my beloved reader, in this wonderful yet woeful tale about….



Please pardon me. Wrong script.



POV change.



And then John Snow became the King of Westeros with his beautiful wife Daenerys. History shows him as a wise monarch that brought peace and prosperity to the land…



Wait, What is this paper and what is it doing here?



No, honestly. What is it doing here? WHO THE HELL PUT IT HERE? AS ONLY I WILL FIND YOU I WILL PULL OFF YOUR LEGS AND PUSH EM UP YOUR ASS!



Why am I working with such a bunch of amateurs?!



Pardon me, it is the last time. Believe me!



POV change



The ice bolts were flying left and right. It was no longer training. It was no longer sparing either.



For now, Ruby was desperately fighting for her life with everything she had. Another ice shard left a small cut on her face as she barely dodged.




	“ What’s wrong kiddo? You ain’t fast enough! On your left! GOD DAMN IT! Raise your shield faster! You want to die?! You will certainly die if you keep acting like a slowpoke! Counter it. COUNTER I SAID! Oh, by the way, are you going to attack me anytime soon? I heard stories about a wise man, that could win any war without fighting, yet I presume that you haven’t reached that level of enlightenment yet.”





The redhead casted a series of her own ice shard in order to take down as many bolts flying in her direction. But she couldn’t hold with the pace imposed by her cruel teacher.



Ina  last act of despair, with fluent movement of her body, she raised a giant pillar of ice that covered her from danger, and while twisting her body she created ice spears and threw it at her teacher.



Or at least this is what she intended to do. The spell wasn’t exactly aimed… okay, it missed by over 5 meters. But Ruby didn’t care. She was exhausted. Her vision went dark for a few second as her legs gave up and she fell on the ground.




	“Okay kiddo. 5 minutes break”





Nice joke. She won’t be able to stand up until tomorrow.




	“It’s not something I used to say… but you are making some kind of progress. Barely acceptable, but progress.”





Ha-ha. Some kind of progress? SOME KIND OF PROGRESS?! YOU OLD HAG! In a month she got better than many would get in over a year! She was almost able to perform a triple-casting!... okay, maybe she wasn’t that close to doing it… BUT!...




	“Do you know why I treat you harsh? Cuz ya told you wanted to be a royal mage”





The ice witch sat next to the barely conscious girl.




	“it’s a word you are not ready to step into. Politics are deadly. Ha, actually, to be considered as candidate on such a position you have to be powerful, rich and have as many connections as possible. And I can give you only power. As you will be stronger you will have to use this power to get money. And while you will be looking for money you will have to meet as many people as possible. But then you will be on your own. I will be no longer be there for you… Look. I usually don’t take any students… I am doing it… because I have a debt… You mother helped me once… It was over 30 years ago as…”





Ruby couldn’t hear anything else. Even as her whole body was tensed, and she herself was hungry for every bit of information about her mother that she barely remember… her mind simply gave up. She drifted into a slumber forced on by mana exhaustion.




Pov change



In the snake’s lair, in one reaaaaly big room, in the center, a totem was erected. It was a creepy and worrisome sight. It was literally a pole burrowed in the dirt, yet on this very particular pole somebody (must be psycho) put the skeleton of an animal. The empty skull was “looking” with reproach at its surrounding. Around the totem, all over the place, small bags filled with herbs were located without any noticeable pattern. In front of the totem a young men with absent gaze was kneeling.



One could tell that this white haired man was lost deeply in his thought.



Suddenly, the men moved. He raised his eyes onto the totem. And he began to speak.



But for the gods! His voice! So resolute! So confident!... and so… strange. He spoke with dozens of voice even as only he was inside of the room.




	“ Spirits of nature… Hear my call…



I am the one… who is voice of the all.

The time of slumber… has come to the end

As incarnation of anger… I demand to descent.

For he have waited…. And we have watched.

And now the time is here… for us to act…”



His chant was long. An hour has passed. And another. And another. Yet with every passing minute the situation in the room…. Was changing. The skull of the animal was glowing with a greenish light. The wind inside of the room was circling around the totem howling with anger and forcing leafs into an ominous dance.




	“… I am calling the ancient to fulfill their duty… show me those who have sinned.
 For I am the prosecutor, the judge and the executioner. And I. Will. Protect. The. Forest.
 I am the wind, that spread the life, I am the earth, that feed the world
 I am the water, in the river of fate And I am the sparkle, that lit the soul.
 You have been weighted… And were found too light.”





The man lifted his staff and hit the ground beneath his feet. As he did, the greenish glow surrounding the totem exploded and with unspeakable speed travel to every corner of the forest. When there was no place left “untouched” by the glow, it returned like an implosion back to its origin.



If there would be any powerful magician within the forest… he would be at least frightened by the spell that was unleashed. Magic on such scale… to find every living thing within the spells territory… to be able to mark them. To burn the image within one’s mind… to be able to tell apart every ant miles away…



Every magician would panic and warn everyone about someone playing with dangerous forces.



If only… hah. No reason to guess what would happen “if”. There was no other magician within the forest.



Before men left the room he spoke just a few more sentences.




	“I see you… All of you… There is no point in running… There is nowhere to hide… Because you have sinned… the day you stepped into my forest…”





There was still a small afterglow inside the man’s eyes. It was meant to not fade… not until all his targets died…





That’s all for tonight (4 a.m. as I finished writing….)… I think I will start editing already released  chappies...
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The class was completely silent. No one dared to say a word. Students were even afraid to breath. Professor Hieronymus Kleir was looking like a shadow of his old self. His hair was a mess, he had dark circles under his eyes and he was standing… in his pajamas. And he was looking at the students like a fanatic inquisitor would look at a witch tied to the pyre.




	“Some of you may wonder…” he began with voice so quiet yet enraged, that blood within everyone veins froze “… why your lesson of [Studies of magical arts – kinds, affinities and theoretical consideration of modern magic]… is being taught by me today….”





He was walking from one corner of class to another. One could think he was doing so in order to calm himself down… The very same observer could also easily tell, that it was not working, for the professor was shivering. He looked like a volcano than was about to erupt.




	“haha… you see… there is extremely funny story attached to my presence here… you see… as you know I was supposed to have a day-off today… This is why I used this wonderful free time of mine to catch up with my studies… that were slowed down because of some annoying brats… but back to the topic… I haven’t slept tonight. Why should I? I could lie down at the morning and I would have a whoooole day to rest… to sleep until afternoon and so on… and so on…”





In that moment he turned to the student and slammed his fist into the desk making students to jump.




	“BUT AS I WAS GOING TO SLEEP THE HEAD TEACHER ENTERED MY ROOM AND TOLD ME THAT YOUR TEACHER CAUGHT A COLD AND I HAVE TO…. YES HE ORDERED ME - TO GET OUT OF MY BED AND COME HERE TO TEACH YOU! YOU- UNGRATEFUL BRATS!”





The volcano erupted. The magician was breathing loudly. His eyes bloodshot and both adrenaline mixed with exhaustion kicked in.




	“This is why…. We will get into 15-20 minutes discussion… and after our discussion will be over… You will write an essay… 30 pages long… as I will be sleeping in this chair… and I dare you… I double dare you… make any sound as I am sleeping… and I will show you what hell is… Now, any question?”





Last sentence was asked as if he wouldn’t threaten his students just a moment ago.




	“No questions? Perfect. So let us start… as I was told… You already know how basic magic is working… You can tell the differences between different magic affinities… And you know, at least theoretically, how to power up you spells with meditations, equipment, and rituals. As the first two kinds have no price attached… rarely anyone knows that rituals are burdened with some kind of risk. Anyone hear know about it?”





A few of the students shook their heads. The rest were simply sitting quietly.




	“yeees… I could tell that much. Not many magicians use rituals nowadays… it takes lots of time, lots of resources, lots of concentration to maintain it… and you are never sure of the results… the rituals, you see, is actually a pact. A pact with the source of the magicians powers… if someone would use order-based magic, those would be pure spirits, creature that represent virtues… and angles… The chaos based are of course wicked spirits, powerful undead, creatures representing sins and devils… as for neutral nature spells are elementals, spirits… and the ancients…”





Kleir made an ugly face as he “touched” yet another topic. He prayed to the gods for his students to not ask about the ancients… But after a few seconds he gladly found out that youth were too afraid to ask about anything.




	“Rituals are, as I already said, a kind of a deal. It usually is “give me a power [X] and I will perform action [Y]”… those powers could be either powering up certain spell, performing a spell that the caster may not even know, as long as he knows what he want the spell to do… or any other action that may not involve the caster himself…”





Lecturer took a moment for himself to drink a bit of water. After brief moment he continued.




	“There are many conditions that have to be fulfilled for the ritual to succeed. First – the spell or action required by caster has to be its origin from the spirits he is making a deal. It is simple. You will not ask water spirits to boost fire magic, and so on… and so on. Another… the spell will be limited in range to the spirits domain. Spirits dwelling inside a forest will have no power in the desert… And of course you have to “give” something in return. Every spirits is different, yet we can generalize for purpose of the studies… the “good spirits” want their power to serve noble purposes… to help someone and so on, and so on… The wicked ones… to cause havoc… or at least to play a trick. In the same wat spirits of nature usually care about balance. And about maintaining this balance within their territory.”






	“Sir, but what if after casting this spell the magician will refuse to fulfill his part of the agreement?” one of the students asked






	“Depends on the spirit. But no one likes to be lied to. For this magician it would be advised to leave the territory of spirit. And never. Ever. Return there. Spirits have an excellent memory. But there are cases when agreement can be nullified. Mostly, as powers of spirits would be insufficient to fulfill it, or if the “target” of the agreement would leave the territory of the spirits. If you have an agreement with the undead spirit in the tomb and as the agreement you would be told to kill particular group of people… and one of them would leave the tomb… without your help… then powers of the spirit can no longer “reach” them. So his part of agreement is literally lifted from the person… But look at the time! 15 minutes has passed! What a shame! Go on, take out your papers! I want you to write about…”





The class was going on. The student were writing an impossible essay, the teacher was taking a nap in his chair. And a certain group in certain forest was getting decimated.



Pov change (no fun this time)



The one who ordered forming 4 person squads was an idiot. Even if such formation was more than sufficient to hunt some witch in a town it was completely useless inside the forest. 4 people were not enough to take care of all tasks that were supposed to be made within a camp, especially as the party was made out of people with no idea about camping inside the forest. They were too loud to hunt anything and their food rations were getting thin.



4 hunters were meant to surround the witch. 2 of them would “walk” frontally and force the heretic to run, at the same time other members would cut off escape routes.  But to honest, it all was based on element of surprise. The thing that they were supposed to hunt down knew about them. It was fast and it was angry. And for sure it was chasing the 3 witch hunters running through the forest.




	“For the god almighty! Did you see it? That freaky monster got Mike! Where did it come from?”






	“Shut up and run you idiot! We have to find the other parties and join them! Whatever it is, it is not alone! We…”





The sentence was interrupted by scream as arrow hit the side of one of the hunters. The remaining two change the direction of their escape.




	“NO! please! Don’t leave me here!” injured was screaming, yet his “companions didn’t even look at him. Soon some dark mass of muscles, teeth and violence in the form of some wolf’s abomination jumped on the wretch finishing his live.





The remaining hunters were losing their breath. From time to time they were sure they saw something on the verge of their vision. It didn’t take much longer for one of them to fall into a masked pit filled with sharpened branches that tore his body.



The last one started picking his paths randomly to reduce odds of falling into a similar pit. After a few more minutes he collapsed under a tree. Catching his breath loudly he tried all his best to determine his location and guess in which direction he should walk in order to join with the remaining forces.



And then it walked out of the shadows. A human-sized beast. Wings instead of hands. Covered in feathers so black that the darkness itself would be jealous. His talons were leaving deep marks in the ground. And within its eyes one could find unlimited cruelty.



So the hunter did the only thing he found reasonable. He pulled out a dagger and stabbed himself. He would die in a few seconds. He was sure, the dagger pierced his liver.



From the monster’s beak a shriek of dissatisfaction could be heard. But there was nothing that beast could do.



After a few more minutes another figure stepped out from the darkness. Covered in a black robe with his face covered by a hood. The figure inspected the body and then he touched his mark on his arm while pouring mana. It was the kind of spell that would send a message to the other creatures. The message was saying: “Body is here. Come to collect it”. Then the hooded person and bird like beast left the scene of the death. They have to little time to celebrate their successful hunt. They barely started.


24 down. 26 to go.
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Have you ever played FPS game with wall hack on? Well, I didn’t. mostly because I am not really into fps. So why am I even mentioning those? Because I basically have a wall hack now.



The ritual cast spell on me called [Echo of Gaia]. Allows me to finds every living being within its radius. Then it allows the caster to “mark” one kind of being and burns the image of those within the caster’s mind.



The kind I marked was human, and now I simply know where the 26 remaining hunters are. They are appearing like red silhouettes. I can see their shapes through the trees and hills and everything else. So yup, basically a wall hack.



No more tracking! No more hiding and planning! I can just cut someone’s throat, as they would leave a camp to well, to pee.



Or as I can tell the direction they are heading for miles away, I could simply set a few traps. Easy? Easy!



But for now I took a few hours off. Once again I need to refill the life force of Greg’s host. For now the [Shade] is completely useless to me. It was said, that main purpose of a [Shade] is scouting, and maybe, just maybe, a bit of… now, I don’t even know how to call it? Assassination? That would take a few months? How long would it take for a shade to suck out a life from a human? Probably very long. Too long. And he can’t “walk” under the light of the sun. So I will just here, refill his host, and hope he will evolve into something more useful, less creepy, and something that will not make humans wish to see me on a pyre…



It didn’t take me long to find a clearing with a mighty oak that was now a vessel for an undead. In the end I just simply know the places where my familiars are currently staying.



But something was odd. The earth under the tree was…warped… corrupted… So were few nearest plants.



The shrub of barriers under Greg had sickly looking violet fruits. No one needed to be a specialist to say that one who would eat it would die in pain. This, or at least really nasty diarrhea.



But the thing that was mostly… “disturbing”… was the tree itself. It was moving. It’s branches were wiggling like tentacles of some monster from a hent…. Never mind. Just moving a lot. Got it? Let’s just pretend there was no last part, kay?



I took a few steep closer




	“Greg… are you there?”





The tree turned its trunk. If it was a human, then his/her spine would snap. And then I almost died from heart failure. Again.



The tree had… a face. Wicked, twisted, with empty eyes, but reaaaaally big mouth. If one of those tentacle-branches would grab me and toss me into it… I would fit in just perfectly.




	“Aaaaahh… maa-ste-er… greee-tingsss. I ha-ve al-most take wh-ole con-trol over t-his vessel…”





Speaking giant raven that is a symbol of disasters, the really big furless dog-wolf that was walking muscular bloodsheding machine, and now some kind of freaky treant. And I was complaining that I would be burned for necromancy…



But… maybe I just got myself a tank?




	“How are you doing my friend?” I asked with a smile “How long will it take to dominate your host?”






	“The tree… is old… it… re-sist… it was… em-power-ed… by nu-tri-tion… from e-arth…”






	“ So you first poisoned the ground to weaken it? But won’t it make your vessel more… fragile?”






	“N-o mas-ter… Day… or two… it will t-ake… a day… or two.”






	“Very well” I said taking my hand off the trunk as I finished refilling the tree with pure life force. This was the necessary part. To maintain the life of the tree as Greg was making himself comfortable within it. “Will you find me as you will be able to walk? If you will be able to walk…”






	“Wit—hout de-lay”






	“it’s good to hear that… but for now I have a job to be done. Till then, Greg”





I left the clearing. Damn, I feel bad about my attitude to both Sebastian and Greg. They are really a great help (or at least Sebastian) and they never really mean any harm(… wait, didn’t Sebastian pushed me into some kind of dungeon?), yet I keep judging them by their avatars. I will have to say one day how grateful I am… the power of friendship and stuff…



But for now I have to check once again my equipment. The string of the bow is in good shape, so it will not break anytime soon. If I wouldn’t miss, I had just enough arrows to take down three whole squads. Dagger tied to the calf, a few centimeters under knee… No potions. I was supposed to cook a few as I get back from the dungeon… but I was kicked out of the house by some mad green haired deity… Nah, I have my healing magic… it should be enough.



I took a look at the nearest silhouettes… about 10-12 kilometers ahead. If they will not move into different direction I should get to them in about 2hours… no, wait. 2.5 to 3 hours, in the end I will not be walking in a straight line.



Eh, time to hit the road… no, dear reader. Go away. No honestly. There will be nothing to read about for next 2.5-3 hours. Go! Do something productive! Or get a POV change, that would do too.





Same time – Capital of Holy City.


I was walking through the corridors of the dungeon under the inquisitor headquarters. My name is Everin Marakin and I am an older high inquisitor. Ho? I never liked my name. I am a son of former slave that was granted freedom for saving his masters life. As my father hails from the far south he decided to name his offspring with a traditional names from his nation.



Stupid old prick. He even forced me into this shitty “job”… calling this sick madhouse an organization is a really big abuse. But, for my great satisfaction I can more or less pick my own cases.



I have never picked a quests to hunt some random “witch”. I always chose to fight some really dangerous one, not the one that was quietly sitting in her village doing nothing bad. Because what was evil in one? If I really have to kill someone I prefer them to be at least villains.



And those idiots, my “colleagues” are thinking that I am doing so because I want a challenge!



Eh… I am already so tired of all this mess… when I was forced here… I still had a few hopes. That there are many people like me, who wanted to deal with true evil and not just to slaughter some random kinds only because they can ignite a candle with fire… oh pardon me, with not an “unholy” fire.



After a month I was still hoping that at least half of those inquisitors are “normal”.



After a year that every tenth is normal.



Now I know there are really few of us. I can count them on the fingers of one hand… A madhouse… a madhouse…



After 10 years of hunting my name got some kind of respect. Bah! I was even considered for the next Grand Inquisitor! On that position I could really have something to say! To change this burning brothel into a real organization!



And then my hopes died. I am still considered a “Candidate”… but I know I will never be one. Why? Because the Grand Inquisitor has a nephew. And this nephew is “visiting” him. Every 3months he came for a duration of 1 month to “study” under the enlightenment of out beloved leader… Well, those studies are mostly parties, sleeping with noble ladies, and getting dead drunk. In mixed order.



But it will still means that with such great amount of “experience” that came from “studying” under our “brilliant” leader this annoying, overconfident and arrogant brat will be found “qualified” to extend the teaching of “Light”.



Politics. It means that every position that could change anything will be filled with family, family of family, friends, friend’s family and hooker, pardon me, ladies of noble houses that you have fuck for over 5 years.



This place should burn to the ashes, because nothing will cure it now. You can only stop the disease from further growth.




	“Greeting Older High Inquisitor!” one of the guards screamed.






	“Good day to you too Charles. You have an easy guard today I presume..”






	“Sir, yes, sir!”






	“Good to hear that… tell me, isn’t it a bit to quiet? I thought that our agents should have came back a few weeks ago… you knows those who spy on Neira Kingdom.”






	“Sir! The Prophetess herself mobilize them to hunt a monster is the Forest, Sir!”






	“A monster? Do you know something about it? What kind of monster?”





The eyes of young inquisitor on watch duty were shining probably because he found himself useful to someone like me… or he though I found myself another “challenge”.




	“It is said to be as wicked as a devil.” He said quietly and less formaly. Looks like he wanted to make me think that he is sharing some kind of secret. “It can you most of the unholy magic! The monsters are listening to its orders, the ground is rooting under its feet, the trees are streaming down with blood in his vicinity… and it eats the believers. And its nest is in the center of the forest!”





I will make you a favor, and I will translate this fanatically speech into used by most of the humans language: the non-retarded.



So : no one knows what it is, no one knows what magic exactly it can use (but looks like it actually can use it), the earth beneath him and trees around him are all good and he dose not eat believers….  Mostly because there are no believers in the forest.



But to mobilize agents… by prophetess herself…




	“Do you know how many were send?”





Once again his eyes shown with as much pride as one mortal can possibly hold without getting horns…




	“50 of them… and among them… there are the siblings.





SIBILINGS! Oh please, I pray to you goddess of light, whatever this monster did… even if you truly want him dead… can you please make him accidently kill those two?



But to know that such resources and forces were used for a single target… Maybe I could, just a little, cause a some small chaos within this hellhole?
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I was sitting and wondering how I should proceed with this ungrateful task of slaughtering not so innocent barely considered by me human existences.



The killing was easy. Both physically and mentally. Physically, because most of them were barely aware of their surroundings… no, honestly – how could they survive for so long? I can acknowledge, that they weren’t killed by lone wolves. Those preferred easier targets and seeing a group of four could easily discourage an animal from attacking.



But for fucks sake! It was said to be the most dangerous forest on the continent! Where are the Behemoths when they are needed?! Gryphon-kun? Earth Dragon-dono? and even if not them, there has to be more monsters!?



Monsters I have never encountered… Something is fishy here.




	“Sebastian… Do you know why we have never been attacked by some more powerful creatures? Somehow I start to doubt that this forest is all that terrifying.”






	“Monsters in this forest are dangerous. Or at least for most of the mortals, so please master, do not lose your focus. But it’s indeed strange. Looks like they usual lairs and hunting ground of most powerful monsters were moved… But it is still a few more months for a mating season to start. Other possibilities are that some new predator appeared in the vicinity… no master, I doubt that you are the predator I am speaking about. You could, with great effort, force the migrate of a few bunnies… or forest mice… maybe a cockroach…”






	“ho-ho, look who is having a nice day. But to think that you are joking… YOU?! The end of the world must have begun.”





Sebastian only twisted his face and beak in some kind of grimace that probably was supposed to be a smile as he performed apologetic bow.



It was nice to finally have someone to joke with. Sebastian-kun, as you would only ignore his twisted, wicked avatar, could be a really great comrade. As we were marching for those couple of hours through the forest we got along pretty nice, and as Garuda was still calling me master he allowed himself for a little joke from time to time.



 But we had to stop our sweet chit-chat. We were getting close to our destination.




	“Sebastian… Kaito… sides. Rest with me.”





There was no need to speak more. Everyone already knew their role.  Sebastian took left route, Kaito right, and me and three other birdies were heading from the front just a bit slower then usually to let for the hellhound and giant raven to take their position.



I left the bow in the bush. There is to many vines, shrubs, trees, and shit for it to be useful. It will only be slowing me down. I could already hear them talking to each other quietly.



As I felt the presence of my familiars at the right spots I simply left my cover and started marching in their direction. They saw me almost immediately. Swords were pulled, as usually one of them was carrying a crossbow.



I HATE crossbows, it is way easier to avoid swords and damage made by those are easier to heal.



As I had their attention, Kaito started to creep from the opposite direction, behind the hunters backs. I was swinging my body from left to right in peaceful, almost dancing movement. Mostly to be in position were between me and the hunter with the crossbow place yet another human.




	“Look guys! We were looking for this asshole for over a month, and here he is walking to us like an idiot! How could you, you idiotic brainless creature, avoid our brothers for so long.”





… I felt offended, you know? Amused is same time yes, but still offended. Should I toy with food? Mama taught me not to… in any other circumstance I would suspect that they are buying time for someone who was about to slit my throat. But there was no one else.




	“I didn’t avoid them… Here’s the proof” I slowly put my hand into the pocket and grabbed a few of my trophies. The sun shaped medallions of my prey. Then I allowed them to hang out from my hand as I was holding 6 or 7 of them right in front of them. As I was sure they knew what I was holding I put my trophies back in my pocket. “And yours are about to improve my collection.”





From arrogance to surprise. From surprise into anger. How easy it is to control emotions of brainwashed idiots… Kaito was about 5 meters from the crossbow user and kept reducing the distance. A few more steps and he will be able to take a leap.




	“YOU MOTHERFUCKER!”






	“Awww! So she told you? Damn, it was supposed to be our secret…”






	“SILENCE YOU UNHOLY ABBOMI…”





It was already pointless, I was pretty interested and was he was about to reply, but the hunter was forced to quit his insult as his friend was being rude enough to let himself be torn apart.



The confused remaining three hunters turned around to see what is happening. I know that it was instinct and all… yet to stop looking at your enemy? They were literally attacked from back two times during one battle! Who are they hiring as hunter? Someone this dumb would have problems to catch a witch even if she/he was blinded, crippled and at the verge of death as he/she would be lying right in front of their headquarters…



I twisted the dagger before pulling it out from the area where the liver was supposed to be placed. The dark blood that came out from the wound told me that his organs are in the right places. Good for you for staying healthy until now. Have fun with stopping that, now excuse me as I will kill your fr…



What the fuck IS WORNG WITH YOU?! Why do you always start to run when someone (usually you or your friends) is dying?! No, wait. It actually pretty smart. Ya want to report me to your friends. Your hunting is not proceeding as planned, so it is pretty normal to change tactics. You want to inform someone to change the pattern of behaving?



Ho, You are even smart enough to run in different directions?! Sad thing is that one of you is running right into Sebastian…




	You have slain [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 15]
	You have obtained 81 exp + 9exp






And here ruined my combo bonus for waiting too long with the killing. Maybe I should finish the one who is bleeding out? Nah, I will never run out of exp materials. And this asshole definitely deserves to suffer. Oh, he deserve far moooore… but we will have to enjoy with him only the feeling of his body getting colder and colder.



From Sebastian direction screams could be heard. Kaito was about to start chasing the one running into the different direction, but I stopped him.




	“WAIT!” Kaito looked at me with questioning look, I smiled in reply and said:”Where is fun in it? Wait for it…. Waaait for it…” The man was about 50 meters away. I wanted him to feel that he could make it. But what are the possibilities for a human to outrun a hound? A demonic hound in the woods? Exactly.






	“Kaaaitooo… Fetch.”





The beast bolted after running prey.




	You have slain [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 15]
	You have obtained 81 exp + 9exp







	“Master, may I know why you let this man run so far? It’s an unnecessary risk…” Sebastian asked as he was pulling the battered corpse.






	“Kaito lastly had only sneaky jobs… It’s a good thing to let him run from time to time. You know, the owner is responsible caring about his pet’s condition…”






	“You have changed master… that is wonderful.” Once again on his face a joyful grimace appeared.






	“What do you mean?”






	“Haha… so you didn’t even notice? When you killed that hunter from the village back in dungeon, you were mad at yourself… even as it was a merciful act… Then you convinced yourself that it is all right if you kill as long as you are killing in self defense… then you started picking up trophies… and you are basically considering it as some kind of sport… it is wonderful progress… I have to say that I was concerned that it would take you much longer to…”





I didn’t know what hit me harder. The fact that he was right… or that I basically didn’t care. Like: he is right, what are you going to do with it? I knew I was supposed to feel somewhat bad.




	You have slain [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 15]
	You have obtained 81 exp + 9exp






The bleeding one finally ran out of blood. About time, I haven’t got all day to watch just one man bleed. Your friends in the other parts of forest need my attention too, you know? Don’t be selfish!




	You have slain [Witch Hunter of Holy Kingdom level 15]
	You have obtained 81 exp + 9exp






Looks like Kaito got a new chew-toy. Good for him



Once again I collected the jewelry from the bodies, touched the Queen’s mark And moved on.



There are still over 20 corpse-to-be.



~”yeeeesss… respect the pact… young one…”



Who the fuck told that? It wasn’t Codex-chan for sure… Sins neither… I am not getting mad, Am I?






Pov change




Ruby was looking at a semi-ethereal  creature that was lazy writhing at her outstretched hand. She had a familiar. SHE JUST SUMMONED HER FIRST FAMILIAR! Wyrm the manasucker was now feeding on small portions of her magic powers that it used as food.



Those were pretty rare being, not as some god damned cats, ravens, bats or other funny animals that served almost no purpose but as sweet pets and companions.



Those being are extremely dangerous… as only they would grow bit bigger. The trick is that they can feast not only on their owner’s mana… but on enemies too. Because they were creature that do not belong to this realm they have almost no physical form, making destroying them extremely hard.



And now imagine the scenario where such a creature would stick to enemy wizard and kept reducing his mana pool during whole battle!



The advantages are great. There was only one thing that made Ruby feel bad about the whole situation. She was able to finally get a familiar only thanks to having her affinity unblocked… and it was unblocked thanks to someone’s potion. Someone, who was treated… not exactly fair by Ruby. She wanted to thank him once again. But she was afraid. And she was embarrassed to even show her face to him.



She was so, so stupid. It was sure that she would probably never be able to look at Zari the same as before, but when he was treated with fear and anger by the villagers she was supposed to do same thing as Hanna. She was supposed to show her support no matter what was happening. She just… panicked.



Damn! Stop thinking about it, stupid! You won’t change the past by simply scratching wounds and “regretting really badly”. Get over it, get over your own stupidity, get yourself together, stop being a god damned cry baby complaining how hard and unfair life is. Zari was living in that bloody forest yet you never heard him complaining! If you would see him in the future just apologize and do something to repay him!



In the end he is such a sweet and caring person…





Pov change



Haha.. I killed them… almost all of them… 48 hunters down… only two are left… I am also getting close to leveling up… while doing this somewhat refreshing task I leveled appraisal to 5 (for now it’s the skill that takes longest to level up… but well it is almost the most useful one), Dagger usage to 7 (getting passive sup-skill merged into it [Grievous Wounds]… just even more bleeding) Bow usage to 8 (nothing worth attention) Fire magic up to 8 (getting infernal breath and upgrading fire coat to imp clothing), Nature manipulation (which came with seed creation and wild growth – really nasty combo that I tested on one of the hunters – note to myself you actually can grow a plant inside a human… but it looks nasty when roots are coming out from ears and eyes sockets) And summoning to 8 (nothing as bonus), Hand to hand combat is 3 (actually I feel bad about leveling this one as it was simply bulling one guy… it also leveled up interrogation to 7) and finishing chaos magic to 4(with chaos bolt – pretty nice because beside damage may trigger some random status effect like fear, confusion, madness… and with yet another spell with proud name of [Curse Word: Exhaustion]).



 So yes, one could tell I was pretty busy and productive at the same time…



Huh, you want to know how exactly I killed them? You blood thirsty bastards! Shame on you! ... but well, few guyz were burned (one even literally melted… but it made me start wondering on what level of fire magic would I be able to evaporate someone…) Few arrows to the knee… just kidding, to the rib cage, few skull bashes, and I simply couldn’t resist to see if I can make someone insane to death. It took lots of time, but yes I can. With the already mentioned chaos bolt, I could reduce the damage dealt to only apply status effects… after few confusions, fears, one terrify, those mixed into paranoia… And the dude’s heart gave up.



I was now sitting nicely under the tree meditating in order to restore mana that I bit foolishly used up. Core creation was just a nice side effect.



~”Killl theeem… So clooose…”



For fuck sake I am really hearing voices! The fuck are you!?



~”Behave yourseeelf… We are the forest. And you still owe us two souls…”



… Did I ever make you feel that I am not going to do so? But even as they are weakling I prefer to kill them with my mana full and in proper condition!... in the end I did get a bit exhausted with the last one…



~”unnecessary cruelty… but effective…”



See? So now please let me get proper rest. In the end… just saying… I am the one getting my hands dirty why you do nothing…



~”SILENCE YOU PATHETIC HATCHLING! You think we couldn’t get them killed by ourselves?  You are the only reason why they are still alive! You did wonder correctly why you never have encountered beast out of your league! We find your presence amusing and entertaining. So we let you live… by request of mother Aira… Without you here, those “hunters” wouldn’t last a day.



So in the end I had someone look after me… I had no reply for that… and what could I possibly say? Better not to make someone angry who can move the houses of beasts “just like that”. Whatever they are… better not to pissed them off.



I got up, shook the imagined dirt out of my robe… that slowly start smelling like something definitely needing a good wash. Oh, as this whole game with hunters will be over I will take a nice and long bath... Encouraged by promises of relax as soon as it would be over, I headed into the direction of the last two silhouettes. There was something odd about them… those were a bit to small?



In about an hour as I found them I could easily tell why those were different. The last hunter… were kids… like 10-12 years old… Boy and  girl. And even more, as they were perfect in acting I could just simply tell that they noticed me… even as they were acting as kids lost in the forest… oh my… there is no point in planning a sneaky attack… maybe… just maybe… no, it’s dumb… but I am so curious! And I am too far for appraisal to work… Fuck this. What could kids possibly do to me? I have a wolf, and birds and magic and shit. Here I come.



I entered the clearing, yet it still took a few good moments for the kids to “notice” me… or should I say show me that they have noticed me… gosh if not those marks telling me that they are hunters and exact knowledge that there are 50 hunters… I would probably rush to help them…



-“W..w…w…who are you!? Stay where you are”. Damn what an annoying voice… Or if you know my already possessed knowledge “adorable kid that tries to act brave in front of his sister”.




	“Easy boy, I mean no harm… I am just leaving here… Are you ok? Are you injured? Maybe you need something to eat? What for the good gods are you doing in this forest?! Didn’t your mother or father tell you not to enter the woods?”






	“M… My name is Hansel.. and this is my sister Gretel…” No. Fucking. Way. NO. God, please no! NOOO! “And father bring us here as he told us he would work… We made a path of bread to get lost… but it looks like animals…” it’s true… oh my god… but wait, if those are kids lost in the woods, then an evil witch that was supposed to live in a house made of cake would be… me? “Please sir, do you know the way back? Or… do you have something to eat? We don’t have much but…”





And then I noticed it. The boy had a few bulges near his legs and hands. No, no physiological, more like he has something attached to his body… daggers? And girl placed as ranger… And I finally get in range of appraisal.



	[Special Assassin of Holy Kingdom - Hansel von Morningstar]
	Age: 31
	Level 27
	Type: agile






	[Special Assassin of Holy Kingdom - Gretel von Morningstar]
	Age: 31
	Level 27
	Type: magic





31 years old? What the f… And then kid moved, quickly. From under his sleeve a knife fall right into his hand. I reacted pretty much the same, getting daggesr out of my belt. We both throw them at the same time, and by pure miracle they hit each other in mid-air.



I knew who they are, and now they knew what I knew… The eyes of the kids changed dramatically. From children lost within woods into amused killers. Finally someone that has the title of hunter not just for show?



How happy I was that I actually took my rest before coming here…



I took a deep breath and focused my mind. I tried to predict all sorts of tactic that those two could have… in the end the true battle was about to begin.








TUM TUM TUM! A CLIFFHABGER! Enjoy about 24h till next chappy (evil laugh)

            

    
        chapter 047

    
    
    
    
                Just downloaded pokemon go… 1st pok – bulbasaur… I failed as a trainer. Anyone knows how to switch him to charmander? :<



Crap I wasn’t sure if I would write chappy today… there are squirlte & hypno nearby… but damn, it’s late. I am afraid of team rocket   :<


Chapter shorter but bloodier :X


Edited by: KenChi死


Now I found out how shitty my situation really was. I have already fought enemies twice my level… but never two of them in same time. Another thing is that levels do not completely show ones powers.



Repeating certain action over and over again would low amounts of exp and so-so amounts of skill exp while killing creatures would grant large amounts of exp and almost non-existing amounts of skill exp.



The difference? If 2 enemies would fight on the same level, which would be stronger? The one who would train to raise his level instead the one who would kill. And I have no doubt that the one I fought at least to a certain level were training.



I was pushed back on all possible levels. The “kid” was fast. My eyes couldn’t follow the movements of his daggers. Thet were dancing in his hands. From normal grip to reversed. From piercing to slashing. I was dodging desperately without even a second to consider what the girl was doing.



But I found out soon enough. As I get some distance between myself and  thedagger freak and started thinking which spells should be used in which combination the kid rushed at me once again. This time as he was shortening the distance the threw his daggers up to the air, then he performed so kind of weird jump I used to see in action movies he jumped to the front, landed on his hands and with momentum he forced a flip to once again stood on his feet. As he was back in position, he grabbed the daggers tied to his legs and threw them to the sides. Each of them would miss me by about half of the meter from both sides. Then he finished his performance by grabbing daggers a previously he threw into the air.



The problem is, that as he was doing his leap-flip-thing his sister casted spells similar to the fire ball with this difference that fire was way brighter… and I was sure she was more skilled with using her magic.



I was previously wondering if I could evaporate someone with fire in the future. I was pretty sure that that fireball could. So I jumped to the side. Right into the dagger that was thrown just a second ago. The dagger was now proudly sticking out of my arm.




	“Good instinct… nice reflex… You need to work a little with your overall fighting skills. I see you have a dagger, but as you didn’t pull it yet I can tell that you don’t feel skilled enough to fight with me on the same terms.”





I was being lectured by a kid. I didn’t care that he was 31. He looked like a kid, and it was pissing me off.




	“Show me what you are made of!





And now he is mocking me. But maybe I bought enough time for Kaito to take out the Caster.



The hellhound without any sound jumped out from the bushes and bolted into the direction of the girl. He made a leap. And Gretel without even looking at it with gesture raised some kind of light barrier a few meter from her. As Kaito ran through it he collapsed and started to howl quietly in pain.




	“Once again, nice idea, but to easy to predict. Taking out the healers and mages is, in the end, a priority during a clash of parties. It is only common sense to not leave those without protection.”






	“..am made off..”






	“Scuse me?”






	“You have just asked me to show you what I am made of… Don’t bite off more then you can chew brat!”





My anger simply took control over me. I howled to the sky as my body started to shift.




	Shifting in process
	Avatar chosen:[Leshy]
	Bonuses will be added 
	Strength	+ 11
	Vitality	+ 19
	Endurance	+ 8
	All nature based spells dramatically improved
	Access to the [Acid spitter] venom: granted





The Slavic mythology showed dozen of possible appearances of this creature. Few described his as centaur like being, few more as similar to satyr. Other even as a green haired old man. But leshy [Leszy] had mostly one meaning. “The one from the forest”. And here was a meaning hidden behind the name. It was my personal mishmash of every being I found in the forest.



My feet were shifted into hooves, from head the deer’s horn were erected, hands were enlarged and ended with wolf’s claws, as my head turned into a weird hybrid of human and reptile.  My whole body was covered in snake scales.




	“If you worship any gods… it is a good time to start praying”






	“And I was wondering why they called you a monster… but I can see why you prefer to walk disguised as a human… man, you are sooo ugly.”






	“Still joking? Even as I didn’t finished… Codex! I am willing to pay the price of blood”





The book appeared right in front of me, it opened itself at already seen by me page as I placed my hand… paw… on it the “vines” from the pages erupted, crawled into my skin and began to drank my blood.



The assassin with a scream “As if I let you finish!”  bolted in my direction, only to be hit and pushed down by Sebastian who appeared out of nowhere.




	“Merciful light, you who shine in the darkest night…”





But other ravens started to fly all around the not so young priestess disturbing her chant. Whatever she wanted to cast would have probably doomed me, so I was more than grateful for their assistance. She started to rapidly release small fire balls that were setting the nearby trees on fire, for the birds were to agile for her to hit.



As the process was coming to an end I saw the rogue freed one of his hands from Sebastian choke and began to rapidly stab the creature in its stomach. There were no sign of physical fatigue shown by Sebastian, but I felt that his presence start fading from this realm. He did all his best to get me as much time as I needed.




	Blood Magic [Equilibrium] is in use
	Magic blood rush	Magic power of the user is improved by 30%
	Body blood rush	Physical power of the user is improved by 30%
	User has paid with 60% of his current [hp]
	[Anemia] [Weakened] status effects will be added while out of combat






Sebastian finally vanished in a flash of purple smoke and light. I also saw Gilbert being hit by one of the balls and meeting the same end as Sebastian.



The kid with madness in his eyes jumped reducing the distance between us, but this time it was way easier to keep up with his speed. His dagger collided with my claws creating sparks. His slash from the right was countered by my swing from the left. His thrust slipped on the scales of my right hand.



Every one of his attacks was countered by me, Each of my attempts to pull out his heart was swiftly and gracefully avoided. The wound on my arm made by the thrown dagger didn’t allow me to fully use my left side.



For now I was pushing him to one of the trees. As his back hit the trunk I gathered magic in my claws of both hands and slashed from both sides to the center.



The assassin ducked and rolled away between my legs as my claws hit the tree. The explosion could be seen and heard as the upper part of the tree was blown away. I roared displeased. I felt Remus existence fading.



As I turned around the kid tackled me down and pinned my arms to the ground with a short swords. I howled in pain. As I was unable to move. I looked at the assassin with hate in my gaze. What more could I do? But possibility appeared soon.




	“Nice game” the kid said catching breath. “But your bishops are down, rooks are falling and king is surrounded… this is check and now is m…”





I opened my mouth and spit venom right into his. God bless my luck, for he just couldn’t stop talking. He started to choke, and in order to remove the liquid from his lungs, he swallowed it.



In next moment he was squatting holding his neck as he couldn’t fight the burning sensations in his throat. The adrenaline kicked me. In a moment I didn’t feel any pain. Once again I used mana shock wave from my shoulders to free myself from being pinned to the ground. I wrenched the swords from my arms. Bolted to the kid, grabbed his head with both hands and lifter him up to meet his eyes.




	“Checkmate.” I hissed charging yet again my hands with mana, unleashing mana shock wave that made his head explode. In the same some moment Walter fell.





I lost all my familiars. I was wounded badly and slowly was losing consciousness. The only thing that was still keeping my upright was pure anger and desire to snap that little neck.



I took a step toward a girl that just now noticed her brother without a head. And something broke inside of her. I could see terror in her eyes and tears at her cheek.




	“You want to tell me… that you never took into consideration… that as hunters… you or your brother may die?” I was getting more and more pissed “So… it is okay… to kill everyone around… but when it is you who gets hurt… it is some kind of tragedy?”





The girl started running. I fell on one knee and touched the ground casting rapid growth. The vines and roots from all around the place erupted from the ground and begin to chase my target. One of the roots grabbed her leg and pulled her back making her fall into the dirt. Then another root joined, and vine, and again root, and again vine. She was held in mid air as I was approaching.



Before I could grab her neck she erected once again some kind of barrier that didn’t allowed me to touch my prey. Annoyed I start messing with her holy shield with my hand shrouded with [painful touch]. Slowly, inch by inch my claws went digging deeper and deeper.



Finally my hands tightened on her white, smooth neck depriving her body of life giving oxygen.



Everyone could tell the finale of the story. Her body, lifelessly was hanging in the grasp of roots and vines.



I collapsed on the ground, activating the mark before I embraced darkness.

            

    
        chapter 048

    
    
    
    
                GUUUYZ!!! I AM really, really sorry for the delay! I was like: “maybe write a chappy today?”, then my pa was like: “wanna go to our second house in the mountains? For 2-3 days” (not rly house… buuut), and I was like “aww yisss”. And after 2 days there was “ya wanna stay one more day?” and then it was repeated like… 4 times? And well, I have no PC nor net there so I have no possibility to inform ya… ( and I was to hyped to notify ya earlier)…



Aw  and Xephon… gz with catching up. You have literally spammed my mailbox from the top to the bottom with notifications. It was a really pleasant thing to see right after I got back. Dude! You read 14-17 chapps a day! It’s about 40-70 pages!! How the hell did ya do it?! Didn’t ya got bored? I mean… I am still a genius and the story is a masterpiece so I shouldn’t be that surprised…



Well anyway, to not hold ya any longer. TO THE STORY!:


Edited by: KenChi死



	You have slain [Special Assassin of Holy Kingdom - Hansel von Morningstar]
	You have obtained 411 exp + 11  exp






	You have slain [Special Assassin of Holy Kingdom - Gretel von Morningstar]
	You have obtained 411 exp + 11  exp






	You have leveled up






	Hunter of Hunters
	Quest Update
	You have slain every hunter sent to the forest.

Report to Aira to finish the quest







My mind was blank, head was aching, throat was demanding some water and I wanted to puke really badly. And I was too weak to move my limbs.



Actually even if I could I would not be able to because somehow my body was restricted… like I was tied up from toes to the shoulders. But the grip wasn’t too tight… extremely warm, bit sticky, and extremely pleasant. Like being embraced… by something big…



Yet I didn’t panicked. The touch was too caring for me to feel threatened.



I tried opening my eyes, but as my vision was completely hazy I once again embraced warmth and felt asleep.



I woke up probably a couple of hours later with something in my mouth. It was easy to swallow, it helped to ease the pain in my throat and tasted like iron. Something bloody? I like steaks rare but please, that’s a bit too much.



Yet I am hungry and bloody meals will help me get rid of anemia. Crap. I need to start preparing vials of blood and using them instead. Blacking out after every use of Equilibrium is way too risky. Once again I am lucky that I was found by someone that didn’t wish me harm… But soon I will run out of my luck resources…




	“Looks like he is awake… finally, how long can one sleep… I mean… he is not a reptile so he does not hibernates”






	“Stop whining. He gave us plenty of food. Delicious, atop of that”





I opened my eyes, even if still blurry, my eyes were getting better and better and soon my vision was good enough sufficient to see more or less what is all around me.



And now I know by what who I was tied up. Some lamia wrapped me with her tail up to my belt while hugging her upper part of her chest to mine. She was looking at me with half closed half blank eyes, a half pleased expression plastered on her face.”



Another lamia examined my condition and as it get to the point that I am fully aware of my surrounding, said:




	“Do not struggle. She ate a lot and now she is digesting. Snakes, while doing so, can radically boost their metabolism, generating a lot of heat, ours livers and hearts are swelling to speed up the process. We can forcefully stop the process to get our mobility back… but it also means we have to get rid of the food in our stomachs. Literally, she will puke on you if you will awake her. Be a good Beastgod, and lie down a little longer. Just enjoy yourself. We will feed you soon, so no worries.”





Feed me? do I look like an 8 year old? On the other hand… maybe if I will free my hands… But as I moved the grip of her tail get tighter. To the point of being even more pleasant… but I simply know that in no time it can change to a painful one.



I heard someone’s bare feet on the ground. In the whole lamia nest I know only about one being that can… “generate” feet. The Queen was approaching.




	“How nice… you really did your part of the deal” I don’t like her tone! I don’t like it at all! “Buuut… Looks like you were not as competent as you said you were… in the end you had to be dragged here half dead and treated by us… You have just paid for your life with those humans… and here once again you have a life debt to me…” fuck. FUUUCK.






	“Ah, it’s because I realized that after that, I wouldn’t probably ever see you again, I had to do something to let my unworthy eyes lie upon your magnificence once again.”






	“Ho… nice one, but will not buy you anything. But A+ for effort.”






	“It was still worth trying.”





She sat next to me and started playing with my hairs. You remember me saying that I did not panic while being restricted? I take that back. Even more, as her wonderful, silky white hands, so soft and pleasant in the touch, were armed with pretty long claws that looked sharp enough to cut through diamonds.




	“ I am in such horrible pain!” She said with overly pompous tone “To chose between letting you go, to let your grow and so on… and playing with you a little longer… I have visitors so, so, sooo rarely!” She looked at me with almost begging eyes… yet I knew she is just playing around “Do you promise to visit me every once in a while?”






	“Your invitation is something I would never refuse…”






	“You are planning to run from the forest as far as possible while we are talking, aren’t you?”





Crap.




	“I admit defeat.” What’s the point in playing the game while not knowing the rules? She knows what I want and will do before I even get the idea.






	“I am releasing you from our pact and mark.” I felt a tingly sensation on my arm in the place of mark put by queen earlier. I am pretty sure that it is disappearing as we are talking. “But know, that in the future, as you will grow up a bit, I will ask you a favor. A serious one,, not like our game from before. Rest now. As you will feel better, you have my permission to use your totem to replace the spell. You will not need the marking one any longer. Then, leave.”





She got up and wanted to leave, but after a second she once again bowed above me.




	“But before I forgot. Your reward. Open your mouth.”





As she said, her nail left a blood mark on her wrist making drops of blood land right on my tongue.



As few more drops ran through my throat to my stomach she turned around and vanished in the dark.



Soon after the Queen’s visit it was the time fom my “feeding”.



One of the lamia’s brand with her pretty decent, yet bloody, meat piece and started chewing it. I was left clueless for a second. Didn’t ya say just half an hour ago that I will be the one eating? So why are you the one eati… wait, what are you doing? Aren’t your lips a bit too close to mine? Oh crap.



She forced chewed meat from her mouth to mine, not parting her lips till she was sure that I swallowed my part. Right after she took another bite to repeat the process. She did it so fluently as if it was a completely natural thing. Should I feel bad about this?




Pov change




	“Okay, this is our last stop. Refill our supplies. We will be on the verge of the forest in 3 days. Everyone knows their duty. We will meet in the inn. Departure with the sunrise.”





The dark elf finished distributing orders to her teammates. They almost parted their ways. Almost. In the very same time, a few dozen meters from the village gates a beam of light start appearing. As it was getting thinner and more concentrated it “exploded” with some electric charges and powerful wind that blew all around. From quickly vanishing beam, the little girl has gracefully stepped out being violently kicked out.



The teleportation spell was used here. A powerful and accurate one. The teleportation skills, buildings and spells are not really common. Actually, when you see someone using it, you can right away tell, that they are either powerful, rich beyond imagination, or have really, reaaaally powerful “friends”.



The girl that raised from the ground shook the dirt out of her robe was clearly the last case. The emblem of the Magic council attached to her robe was a proof of that.



From the pocket she took a device that after she poured some mana in it, it started showing some kinds of marks. After she ended examining whatever she was examining, and confirming that examining result were fitting in the admissible examining results, she turned and start walking into the village.



Right in the direction of the elven woman.




	“You. The adventurers?” She had a weird way of speaking. Like she wanted to speak only about the merits of the case.






	“We are. But we are also on a quest already. So I doubt we will have time to…”






	“Quest. Where?” What an annoying brat… if not the protection of the council she wouldn’t be this polite to her…






	“in the Forest of dread” The is no point in saying anything else. She heard that there are some fields filled with mana that mages investigate from time to time in the opposite direction that the forest. She probably came for those, so after hearing that, she would turn around and…






	“Perfect. You. Escort. Council pays.” See? Right in the other direc… SAY WHAT?!






	“Excuse me, but can we know the reason why you are heading there?”





The girl had somehow irritated gaze. The council doesn’t like anyone to mess with their business.




	“Message. Deliver.” Ah, that right. There are rumors that some important witch is living on the verge of the forest in some small village. Then getting some bonus coins for doing nothing more is only a good thing. She may slow them down by a day, so it’s not a good thing, buuut… As Raggo used to say : ”Men needs to eat!!!” Nothing more to do about it.





The food rations will need to be slightly bigger. That’s all. Some negotiation will take place in the inn about the honorarium… as the council is the one who pays… it will be illogically big…





Same pov, day after. Morning.



La’iara was already mad. The girl – Miria – didn’t like waking up before sunrise. In the end she got up an hour after the time they should departure. Even Raggo wasn’t able to part the girl and her pillow.



WHAT A PAIN IN THE ASS!... calm down… calm down… think about silver. Think about 60 silver coins that were supposed to be given to them. It’s a fortune!



But everything is prepared! They have already ate, so they are ready to start marching on right n… hehe… hehehe… hahahahah… is the girl packing her bags… now? She didn’t prepare it in the evening? You are fucking kidding me… THIS SIMPLY CAN’T BE HAPPENING! How unorganized one can be!?... We will have to talk with her… soon. About either getting her shit together, or raising the money even more… MUCH MORE!



After yet another hour, the lil’ miss was standing in the door, with her bag on her backs… the bag was bigger than the girl and as she walked it overweighed her making her walk like a drunk. Elven wanted to make the girl’s neck snap. And she probably would, if not Raggo that with one hand lifted the luggage and threw it on his shoulder without saying a word.



THANK YOU RAGGO! YOU ARE SAVING THE DAY!



And here they are. Moving in the direction of the forest. As they were about 20 kilometers away from the village, something appeared on the horizon from the east. It was impossible what it was, but was moving extremely fast in a jumping-like manner… and every time it landed a small explosion followed.



Troubles?

            

    
        chapter 049

    
    
    
    
                
	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[17/NA]   [173/10000 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Dark Hierophant
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fate

Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion

The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage



	Health	279/390
	Stamina	211/320
	Mana	498/560
	Attributes
	Strength	31 (added 1)	Vitality	39 (added 2)
	Endurance	27 (added 1)	Constitution	32 (added 1)
	Dexterity	54 + 4 (added 2)	Reflex	35 + 3 (added 1)
	Intelligence	56 (added 3)	Wisdom	42 (added 1)
	Spiritualism	39 (added 2)
	Hiden Attributes
	Luck	15 + 10 (added 1)
	Charisma	4 + 20
	Charm	10 
	Unallocated points	0





I allowed myself to head once again to the cave where the totem was located. While doing so I have also summoned back my familiars. I feel almost naked without them by my side.



The good thing is that this madness is finally over. I will cast some protective spell through the totem… maybe some barrier-like? That will make entering the forest more annoying? I have enough guests for some time… And then I will be able to relax! First of all I will take a really long bath! Then, I will eat some delicious food… maybe well done this time? Just to change the monotony of life… with seed creation and boost acceleration I will grow some plants… maybe spices?



And then! I will take a whole week of doing absolutely nothing!!! And…




	“If I may… master…” Sebastian has stopped my inner monologue “I think I can tell what are you thinking about… And I have to disappoint you. You have almost died while fighting with the last two assassins… you have grown a bit too arrogant. Just because you are under protection and you do not encounter stronger foes right now… It may change anytime soon. This is why I decided that starting from today I will take direct responsibility for your physical training. From morning till dusk we will train your body and every two days we will go on a hunt to find some more animals that will boost your overall fighting adaptability.





NOO! GOD! PLEASE! NO! gimme a weak of break!



~ That’s actually pretty wise. Very well. I shall not lose to this oversized bird. As you will be done with exercises we will take an hour or two to train your magic. Using me in battle can change most difficult fights into some childish brawls, but if somebody else would notice you possessing a grimoire like me… You can’t depend on me all the time…



Hello darkness my old friend… I’ve come to talk with you again… And here my days off are lost and gone.



Weeping silently over my freedom lost I continued my journey down a dark, dim, depressing corridor.  The spell won’t cast itself.






Pov change



Do you remember explosions that were approaching from the east? The very reason of those explosions was now traveling with us. Not that we had anything to say about it.



Imagine our surprise when some bullet like existence fell from the sky a few dozen meters from us, creating a hole in the ground that has a 4 meters radius and then casually, like it was nothing demanded to show her the way to the forest.



I was excited, but my companions frightened. And by frightened I mean completely terrified, as a priest in the presence of devils. Later I was told (they were whispering to each another) that as they are followers of the infamous devourers, she was his exact counterpart.



Devourer or not, she was another being that I tried convincing in supporting my mistress… and I was ignored. She didn’t even looked at me, but her very presence was enough for me to never ask her again.



I needed to ask. Even if I already know.




	“May we know the reason of your journey?”






	“I need to meet a certain man. And by looking at your… “companions”… I can tell that we are looking the very same man.”






	“He was born not so long ago… “ the harpy was whispering to the others beastmens ”I doubt that at the moment he will be able to confront her… if the situation will turn dire we will have to..”






	“You will do nothing” Looks like our newest companion has more than excellent hearing “For you will be unable to do anything. I came to judge him, and as after a fair process he will be found guilty I will make him perish.”





…it’s not exactly fair process if you already know that he will be guilty. I will have to find something to convince her of letting him go. If I do so, he we be in debt to me and I will drag him along to the demon continent… I know what has to be done… but how to persuade her? Which argument needs to be used?



Later I will have to talk with my teammates. I have to hear all the legends about these two. Maybe there is something I will find useful…





Pov change.



The forest was covered in mist. It was a tricky one. What was the odd part about the mist was that the animals behave almost as if the mist was not there. They could see through it without any problems. But the more “intelligent” the creature was the more tricky the mist was, up to the point where creatures as humans would suffer various hallucinations. They would walk in a circle losing there path over and over again. The dreadful  forest got even more dangerous… As long as you are not the caster of spell that caused the mist. For that certain druid had no problems with moving in his own territory…



But the behavior of already mentioned druid was also odd. Because why would one drag a stone of that size while moving in a circle? To understand the meanings behind those acts, we have to listen carefully to the voices inside of his head…






~You must be swift as a coursing river!

 


~ With all the force of a great typhoon!



~ With all the strength of a raging fire!



~Mysterious as the dark side of …

 


~THE MOOOOON!

 

 

Are you enjoying yourself?



~Do not lose your focus! There are still 2 circles left! Keep breathing!



You are heartless…



~Better keep moving or Sebastian will make you do some punishment exercises… again



~And do not forget that you are forbidden of getting back home before he is finished with you… I mean before he will finish your training session…



Somehow I think that your first sentence was correct.



~Do remember that we are not allowed to eat anything before you are done! And we love eating, don’t we?!



Give… me… a break… Why did I have to be tied up with those ungrateful sins? Where is Sloth, when he is needed?!



~She. Sloth is a Sin with a female mind and behavior.



Strange… I used to think that women are usually more hardworking…



~Do you know what women truly want? Deepest in their heart?



Now, I am curious, I would love to hear the mind of woman about that matter, Pride.



~WE WANT TO EAT WHATEVER WE WANT AND NOT GET FAT!



‘Scuse me?




	“Master… Do you mind telling me why did you stop moving?”





Oh fuck…



~Now… you are in deep shit…




	“Looks like you are exhausted… very well. 10 minutes break for you.”





No way… this can’t be happening… HALLELUJAH! My prayers has been answered!




	“ And then we will proceed to the harder exercises…”





Haha… I am dead…









I was getting closer and closer to the place where my house was supposed to be located. Why “was supposed”? Because from exhaustion I pay barely any attention to where I was heading.



The codex was merciful enough to spare her part of my training for today



I have no idea what was guiding my corpse… sorry, I meant body, but after some time I could see a familiar tree with a  familiar hut. I do not remember how I climbed there, but as I opened the door, I was greeted by a certain green-head.




	“W..W…w…welcome back…” She was even more nervous that I remembered her to be “Y…y…You look exhausted… do you want to take a bath… o…o..oor maybe dinner…” Now she got completely red on her face… “Or maybe m…”






	“A bath…” I whined and collapsed at the very opening of the house



            

    
        chapter 050

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死


Alicia was praying in her private chamber. It wasn’t anything abnormal. She does so for at least two hours a day. Not only because she is a prophetess. She was also a true worshiper… how could she not be one, if she was spoke to the angels a few times in her not so long lifetime.




	“… And may Your light shine upon me – the unworthy,
 to show me the way that I will humbly follow.”





She ended yet another prayer and raised up from her knees and turned around to engage in matters that would influence the country… to sign (after reading of course) law act prepared by a Gathering of Bishops, to take some action to prevent losses caused by drought in the south… She had lots and lots of job to be done, yet she froze in the place as she noticed that she wasn’t alone.




	“M..my mistress?” She asked, not completely sure or identity of her guest.





The angle looked the same… yet different… like dead tired. When she saw her for the first time she was covered in holy light. She was as bright, that you could barely look at her.



Her face was the same, her body was the same, even clothing was similar. But she was lacking the beautiful hallo. From her burning gaze all that was left… was embers.



Even as the eyes of the angles were looking in her direction, her gaze was dead, like if she couldn’t see her. Like someone sleeping with there eyes open. It didn’t take long. The angel snapped out of her absence stance.




	“Greetings, my child” She smiled, but in this smile there was no joy, but sadness and pain. “I just came to say, that I appreciated your efforts. It is unfortunate that the events turned out this way…”






	“My lady? Please, we need just more time, if we have to, we will mobilize even more troops to reinforcements the…”






	“Silly child… You do not know, don’t you? Everyone you sent… they are all dead… they are dead because of me… I thought that we could stop him… that he was still weak… yet I made him only stronger… Because of me so many believers were lost… Look at me child, do you see how weak I am now? I can barely maintain my form… I came here… to ask for forgiveness… please… forgive this stupid, old being for weakening you… for making your country less prepared for what is about to happen… for strengthening your foes…”






	“NO! Please! Do not bow to me! I am unworthy! And there still has to be something I can do!... I… I will undertake action immediately! Please, mistress, rest here, I will be back in couple of hours, I will move the earth and the sky, but I will not fail you!”





The angel tried to stop the prophetess with a weak motion of her hand, but she already left the room. A second has passed, then 10, and then minute more. As there was no life force in the vicinity, the “condition” of angel started “improving”. Her pale cheeks gained color once again, and she was covered in an aura so holy and hot that it could almost ignite the air around her…



Silly, silly girl, it is enough to show you someone suffering and you are ready to lose yourself in a spiral of helping. Especially if the someone suffering does not ask for help directly. It is so, so easy to manipulate you, you silly, silly girl.





POV change



It was still early, the sun rose about an hour ago, yet I was already after breakfast and now I am sitting in a nearby pond taking my so desired bath. What was so special about the situation I was currently in? Maybe that breakfast wasn’t prepared by myself? YES! The lil’ deity made it, and I have surprise for all of you, for each of you! – I am alive!



I want to take as much time for relax as I only could. All my muscles were aching after Sebastian torture session called uproariously as “the training”.




	“Master? I do know that after such a hunting session you would like to rest, but I am afraid we cannot allow ourselves time for much relax at the moment. You need to grow stronger… much stronger, at least up to the level when you will be able to compete with the strongest human…”






	“And how long will it take in your opinion?”





Sebastian hesitated with the answer, not because he didn’t know, more like because he didn’t want to offend me.




	“If you would completely dedicate yourself in training… more than a year. Probably a bit over two, if you would keep slaughtering creature like those with… some entertainment from time to time.”






	“Tsh, that is pretty long don’t you think?”






	“You are a monster, my lord. And I am not telling about your race. There is someone in the world who almost pushed her body to the very limits of humanity. She will evolve soon. And she did so because of devotion to the training, living an extremely harsh life and always facing the most difficult path, wich always staying true with her mind and honoring things that she truly treasured. And here you are. Being able to achieve the same thing in about three years. I almost feel pity for that soul… But you also had to pay your share. Deprived of humanity, cast aside, living in the most dangerous forest… even as you are protected from most of the beast… there are a few organizations that wants you dead, and many, many more that will want to use you…”






	“I get it. No one likes me, no one loves me… my life will be a path of misery and pain. Thanks pal, you really lifted a burden off of my chest.”






	“ It is not what I m…”






	“oh, and thank you. For everything, but mostly for covering me when I was using equilibrium.” Sebastian made an expression, that if he would be a human, should be something like lifting one of his eyebrows in an asking matter. “You know, when you tackled that assassin and got stabbed to death.”






	“I will not die. It was nothing, simply I fulfilled my role, please, do not mention it.”






	“But, it hurt, didn’t it? Stabbing can’t be that pleasant”






	“tsh, some steel. Can’t be compared to an angelic blade. I felt nothing, actually I was ashamed that something that pathetic could send me out… there were times when I got pierced by…” and in that moment he stopped his monologue. “But it’s not time for those stories. Please master get yourself ready soon. We have to hunt. As we get back, please talk with miss Aira, you need to report the quest back… and looks like she has a favor to ask.”





And here my relaxing time is over. I got up and dressed myself with my trousers and resummoned my robe. What could Aira possibly want from me? ah, yes, she mentioned that she will want me to be her mediator and talk with villagers… maybe it is the same thing? For now – to the forest.




POV change.



The Gathering of Bishops was a meeting taking place in the capital once per month, usually on the same day – the first day of each month. There was a law that allowed arranging it earlier or more frequently if the situation was dire.



And this very meeting was organized because of this law. The prophetess called them – the bishops – to “confront with threat that needs to be averted”.




	“I am here, to beg all of you, holy men of this country, to lend me your authority and powers with dealing with the urgent situation that...”






	“My dearest lady, we are but humble servants of yours, we assure you, that we will do everything that is in our power to erase every inconvenience you will deal with” One of the bishops turned his head away from the prophetess to hide his ironical smile. “But what could we do if there is something that 50 of your most skilled hunters were unable to do?”






	“I am here to ask you… to use your influence and mobilize the order of the Crimson Lily… with their powers there…”






	“My mistress, The order, even as they are calling themselves knights and paladins… are an independent group, self-founded by aristocrats… we have no direct suzerainty over them… every action they performed in our name was both carefully investigated by them… and significantly paid by the church… by us… it is a mean that will take lots of time to be prepared and then even more time to be executed…”






	“I humbly beg you… I was visited by the angel… if you could only see her… how… how miserable an angel can get…”






	“Once again, I assure you, we will do everything needed… We will definitely consider every possible solution to please you and the angels, my lady… Now, if you would allow us…”





The bishop made a gesture that asked the prophetess to leave.




	“Once again… thank you for hearing me..”





As the doors behind the woman shut, the atmosphere inside the gathering room turned… far less formal.




	“Now what? That stupid girl really does whatever she wants.”






	“Tsh, the order is already pretty powerful… Giving them more and more favor to ask… may be a bit dangerous…”






	“At the other hand, we can improve our position here… And more favor to ask towards the prophetess…”






	“Improve our position? Don’t make me laugh! We already owe this country… well, we and the head inquisitor… so why would we..”






	“We still need that child. A pretty puppet blessed by an angel, to shut the mouth of the crowds.”






	“So? We will do it? Do we have anything to bribe or threaten someone from the order to “bring our case”?






	“We do. For everyone. That’s how we got here, in the end…”






	“So, that matter is done… if we are already here we can also deal with the rest of our cases… About the acts of the nobles from the north that undermined our authority…”






The discussion took a few hours longer. As it outcome, a few men were arrested, their wealth confiscated, and their families banished… Oh, and a few laws that actually improved the system and overall life level of citizens were established too… In the end no one wants to rule over a wasteland.
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Back in the deep, dark forest… because why not? It’s not like I am already dead tired with the view of those plants and swamps and mosquitoes and misery and death! Honestly! It is such a nice place to live! With so much entertainment! When you would have some time off… because you didn’t fight to the death with some boar that wished to see you trampled, you can suspect the visit of the friendly assassins! Such a nice play to live in…




	“Kiiitty, kitty, kitty, kitty… easy… see? Nothing to be afraid off… So please, stop running and let me FUCKING STAB YOU TO DEATH!”





You could wonder, why your usually stoic calm hero is acting like a lunatic? Maybe because a few hours after a his bath he was already covered in mud? Or maybe because of some Black Panther, that was so extremely swift and agile that he was running over and over again from already mentioned hero? And it did it in such an annoying way… never run off completely… more like creating few dozen meters distance… and then laying back to take a nap… Or maybe because the already mentioned mosquitoes, that because of the swamps that were their nest not so far away were sting the poor boy over and over again… up to the point that he had to periodically cover himself in fire to burn them? Or because of the weather that looked like it was about to rain? Who knows?




	“MOTHER FUC…” could be heard as the panther while lying on its backs rolled once to the left and once to the right avoiding arrows. “It’s useless! Sebastian for fuck sake?! Why from all possible creatures you have to pick the one so annoying?!”






	“There were multiple reasons to do this. You could really use the beasts agility… while doing so you can also train your skills of dealing with enemies much faster than anyone you met up until now… finishing on the fact that they will not fight you back… as long as it is not a mother with her young… They prefer much smaller targets and ignore the rest.”





Training… and here I thought that Sebastian gave me a day off… BUT NOOO! He simply enjoyed bringing me to the verge of despair!



Yet as we get back to that not-so-little kitty cat… I HAVE NO FUCKING IDEA WHAT TO DO! It avoids arrows, runs away as you get to close… it simply walks past every trap-hole like it knows that it is there! Fire magic is dodged same as arrows and looks like it can feel nature magic and run away from the spot before it would get bound by vines.



And here I was left helpless, forced to look at the animal that was enjoying itself lying lazily on its back…



You arrogant son of a… You think that you can rest when I was deprived of such a luxury?! Are you mocking me with your relaxed expression?! Your damned fur will lie in front of my chimney… and I do not fucking care if have no chimney… I will fucking carve it in the wood with my own claws if I have to, but you are definitely be the… ah, fuck this. I am done. See ya.



The cat raised its head looking at my back, and I could heard it snort, like making fun out of me… Just wait you little shit… I will be back.




	“M..Master? I hope that you didn’t give up…”






	“Changing strategy. See you in an hour.”





Kitty cat… you made it more personal that it was supposed to be…





POV change



The Magic Academy as the very respectable Academy has its own campus, with many places where students could spend their free time… So many Pub-like facilities serving mostly beer, a few high class restaurants where children of aristocracy were spending their time… and lots of places that were “something between” those two, to elegant to be places to drink ordinary beer, yet to cheap for the snobbish nobles.



And in one of such pub-restaurants only one table was occupied, in the end it was still the hours when classes were going on.



Ruby, Hanna and Lizzara were enjoying their cup of herbal infused tea and chatting in calm matter over all the things that at the moment needed to be discussed.




	“So, how is she doing? Any improvement?” Hanna started






	“Tsh, barely. I do consider kicking her out every day and every night.”





Ruby had on aworried expression, yet was quickly calmed by Hanna




	“Haha, easy Ruby, Lizzara never compliment anyone before. Actually what she just said was more than polite, maybe even admiring?”






	“Pft, looks like someone put drugs in your cup. Or maybe you have always been delusional… But sticking back to the topic… You were training her for a village witch… a witch-doctor. She can make basic potions, dealing with fever... but making a battle mage… She does have some potential, but up until now she was using mana wrong… excuse me, in different way. Calm, and precise forming of a magical structure… why battle mages, need to make their spells extremely fast and … a bit more violent, even chaotic… last months I was simply bombarding her with magic to teach her a way of rapid casting… with the nice addition of dual casting… She is… ready… I think. Now she knows a few more ways of using her ice… the rest can be achieved only by experience. She has my acceptance to partake in the exam.”






	“Thank you for taking care of her… By the way… it is possible that Zariel will come to the capital… in a few days or weeks.”





Ruby choked on the tea-like drink.




	“The infamous Artificial-Wild-Monster-Mage? I can’t wait to meet him. I do hope you will introduce us”






	“He is not Wild… I mean… he did study under my care… for two weeks… while spending over half of the year in the forest…”






	“W…why would he come here? I mean… not that I mind… but…”






	“Think you little idiot! He is the magician of the same kind as Darion! He posses the codex and is told to be a mythical creature!? A top of that Hanna told me that he is more than good in alchemy… you know how valued alchemist are… and now these all attached to one boy… what possibly could the council want?! EVERYTHING!!! From security reasons, through political up to making him a dog on a leash… Show me someone who would want NOTHING from him, and I will give you a bloody cookie!”





Oh yes, if there is something what Lizzara truly hated, that would be stupid questions.




	“And you better not take a chance and… do whatever you wish. You are no longer a child.”





There was an incomprehensible whisper that left Ruby’s mouth.




	“Pardon me?”






	“…I don’t think I will be able to look him in the eyes…”






	“Stop whining like a spoiled brat. You fucked that shit up. You have to at least apologize… actually you should apologize by slamming your head into the mud in front of him while whipping your own backs…”






	“Lizzara…”






	“WHAT!? You spoiled kid and now she turned into some ungrateful bitch! You can either run and stay a bitch for the rest of your life, or fucking swallow your pride and at least show him you wish to repay for kindness… You can believe me… it’s not every day you meet someone who wishes to sacrifice himself for others… What was he like?”






	“Hardworking, smiling most of the time, talented, repaying for every kindness double… or even triple…”






	“So now we can only pray… Because I knew once a man who entered and left the forest after the month… it was 150 years ago… he was always smiling and joking. He came with a team… bah raid, of 30 total… he came out alone. The men whose mouth would never shut… has spoken 3 times in the whole weak.”





Rubies hands were shaking.




	“He will be ok.”






	“How can you say?”






	“Because he told me… that he was born in it.”







POV Change



The day started so nice… it could be such a nice and lovely day. But after a wonderful, refreshing bath taken in the morning, here I am… covered with mud… even on my face… I was hidden in the nearby bush holding a rope made out of vines… the rope was going all the way through the trees and hanging from the upper branches… separating itself. Each separated part of the rope was connected to different parts of the trap. The trap was something like an arena made out of fence. The parts of that fence were lying on the ground. When the time will come I will pull the rope which will make the fence “stand up” creating a cage opened at the upper part.



But why should our beloved kitty cat come right here? To the ambush? Cuz at the center a bunny was tied up to the big branch burrowed in the ground.



The black panther is a nighttime hunter. And we have dusk. And I am covered in mud to be less visible and, mostly, to stop smelling.



Yeah, I needed to swim in the fucking mud to catch you. You little fuck. You better commit seppuku before I would lay my hands on you… For I am not going t… Here is the motherfucker…



The panther came from the opposite direction, lured by the sounds of the Horned rabbit both struggling to run away… and from pain, because some sick, heartless psycho crippled the bunny by twisting its paws so the “wabbit” wouldn’t ran away.



The big cat was surprised… and in its full alert-mode. Heading slowly, low on the paws scanning its surroundings. A not moving dinner right in front of him… and as it was about 10 meters from the prey, it shortened the distance and jumped at it in the blink of an eye. Completely new level of agility. Even why teasing with Zari it never showed its true capability.



A shriek of pain could be heard as panther dug its fangs in the rabbit’s neck bringing a fast death.



And in the very next moment the rope was pulled. With the rope the parts of the giant fence were raised. The cat tired to ran away, showing its great reflex and speed once again, but this time, it failed.



The druid left his cover and approached the cage. On such a small area catching the beast with vines was only a matter of time. Why to bother with catching with vines instead of killing? Of massacring? OF RIPPING THIS LITTLE FUCKER APART AND THEN DANCING OVER IT CARCAS? Because he wanted a souvenir. And the fur was perfect for that purpose. So all the actions will be done to damage the fur as little as possible.



After a couple of minutes a notification appeared.



	You have slain [Black Panther - Swift Lurker] level 21
	168 exp + 11 exp obtained
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BEHOLD THE TRIPLE REALESE WITHIN ONE DAY! MWAHAHA… <cought-cought>




What was a good outcome of this day? What was the good part in covering yourself in mud after getting a bath? A REASON TO TAKE YET ANOTHER BATH! Keep life simple… you have to enjoy little things… well, at least that was what my friend heard from his girlfriend… after sex… whatever, I am missing the point. Just go to the mountains or to the forest for a couple of days… with no electricity, running water and so on. After a weak, fully covered in dirt take a long warm bath… this is what I am feeling here. This place is… pure. Everything here wants you dead, but hey! Nobody is perfect! (psth. My name is nobody)



I got out of the pond and headed to the hut for a quick snack and talk with Aira. On my way there I took the black fur, already dried thanks to the warmth generated by my fire magic.



As I opened the doors, the rumble of tiny feet on the floor could be heard. And soon from around the corner the owner of rumbling feet jumped out.




	“You meanie! You know how worried I was?! Yesterday you literally collapsed in front of me! And then, in the morning, you disappeared so quickly that I had no time to talk with you! And...”






	“Now, now” I patted her head. Tip for you, if you are dealing with a mad girl pat her on the head, massage her back or fetch her some food. It always works. “ I am really sorry, but Sebastian forced me into one of his training sessions. Since dawn till dusk I was running after that cat… anyway, here you go… I thought you would like it…” I said handing her the black fur, pretty well done in my humble opinion. Oh, to those already mentioned ways to deal with a wild girl, giving her a fur used to work too… as long as she does not belong to any organization fighting for animals rights… Hopefully the goodness of the hunt wouldn’t mind.






	“Ha? It’s so fluffy! I love it!” See? She doesn’t mind at all. “Aww, we could put it under a chimney if we had one… Haha! I am silly! I can make one within a day!” Oh crap, I love her attitude. “Oh, come on in! To the kitchen! Supper is ready!”





I was really looking forward to hear the last part. The supper was actually… a king sized feast. It is impossible for me (even with Aira’s help) to eat that much…



~Possible, possible. Fear not. We can make it.



Ah, yes, Gluttony. I am counting on you.




	“Ah, Aira did you perhaps use the meat of the panther too? I was sure I left it over there to use it later on..”






	“Hm-h” she was so confident, so proud of herself… she was shining in her own eyes. “Sure I did! First of all the part was used to prepare the goulash! It took me some time to find a plant with a spicy aftertaste to make it more appetizing! In the soup there was also used the meat of horned rabbit. Then we have a stew a dish of boiled Rabbit with some of wolf meat. I think it will taste nice, for if rabbit’s meat has a little fat… And in the very end there is Behemoths meat roasted in gravy! I tried hard to use only those animal that you have already killed and tasted… to not spoil your fun of discovering the fun of finding new flavors by yourself… have a bite and tell he how is it…”





I took a spoon, dug it in, and tasted. And I became silent.




	“H..h..h..ho..how… is..i..i..it?”






	“Woman, give me your apron back. Right now.”





Her elvish ear dropped down.




	“ And eat it with me, because this dish is wonderful, and I have no heart to deprive you of the joy of tasting it.”





Her ears jumped up… and down… and up… and down… crap somebody hold her or she will fly away with those.



Another tip gentlemen, if a woman would ask you if she looks nice or if we like the food… Say “bloody hell yes!” even if the food was burned to the crisp or she looked like a potato.



Nah, it is not the case. It was really good! With the eye of my mind I saw myself eating my aunt’s dinner. She was living far away… but she was a head cook in a restaurant… so yes, that is how good it was… the meal you taste once per year… so good that as the times comes, your tongue starts producing saliva weeks before the dinner.



And we had a really nice time. Spoon after spoon, our humor would only grow better and better.






No… I can’t this is too much…



~ No commander! We have to stay strong!



But… there is too much!



~ Your ancestors fought even while being outnumbered! They never failed! They never retreated! They look upon us with hope! Do not fail em’! Remember the battle under Wizna!!! Remember Cedynia! Remember  Kircholm!



B..But



~No retreat! No surrender!



b..but we have no more ammunition!



~Then saber in hand! If the blade would be broken then hit till it is broken! If hand will fail then kick till broken! If even those shall fails then bite till death! FOR THE MOTHERLAND!



…I think that the last part was kinda… whatever… here watch be performing the last attack!



I took the last bite of my dish and then took some rest in the chair.




	“Sorry Aira, it is impossible for me to eat anything more.”






	“He? But there is still plenty left!”





~We have failed… doomed… battered and torn… we came back defeated…




	“We can still eat some as breakfast in the morning, can we?”





~YES! IT IS NOT SURRENDER! WE ARE TAKING A TACTICAL RETREAT! Now, we shall regroup and fight back stronger! We know our enemy now! WE shall not fail again!




	“Anyway… Sebastian told me that you have a favor to ask.”






	“If you won’t mind”






	“Aira… You did so much for me, that sooner or later I would start demanding you to ask one.”





The bright smile appeared on her face. Just for a moment. She was troubled.




	“I told you… that as you become my priest… in the moment you picked the role of hierophant… I do not have many worshipers… And having one is extremely pleasant for a deity. It is like a warmth that grows stronger and stronger inside ours heart… it’s much better than the alcohol of mortals… would you, in my name, renew the pact with the villagers?”






	“Sure thing… but, I am just wondering… why can’t you do it on your own.”





Once again her expression turned grim.




	“We can’t really interfere with mortals… we are simply not allowed to do so. Other deities use messengers. Luxia has angels, Heira devils, Kha’jia has spirits of madness and so on, and so on. But my ancients and leviathans are not really suited to work as messangers with mortals… so I made kitsune and devourers… the first focused on being lazy and the other on causing havoc.”





She looked at me with tears in eyes.




	“Everything I ever made, turned out to be either a restless slaughterer or simply would not care… up to the point it would stop hearing my voice… my pleas… I made even a flower… and I wanted it to defend itself… to not be stolen… or trampled… and now it is huge, and eats everything! Even Goliaths! And with every passing year… I have less and less believers. Only a few elder races worship me... like elves… but there are so little of them… I was so happy when you became my devourer… and then even more… but now I am afraid, that even you would not care.”





So what could I do? The only thing that would not lead to a total catastrophe. I hugged her and began to gently pet her head.




	“You poor little thing.” I said in a kind, happy matter “You always think about the others first… trying to live thanks to their happiness. You are so adorable. How could I possibly refuse to do a favor for someone so kind and selfless?”






	“hmm, so there are two of us.” She said quietly slowly falling asleep in my arms






	“’scuse me?”






	“You also… sacrificed yourself… for the others… You picked blindly to… you casted away your humanity… not knowing if the monster you are would change into… is a dragon… or a goblin… So nice…”





And she fell asleep.



I was thinking over what she just said. I came here full of regrets. I came here to finally live for myself… and I still can’t get rid of my old behavior? Crap. While heading this path, I will find no satisfaction. Once again I will be left feeling used. In this world I can achieve whatever I want… can I? So for gods sake! From now on, I will have to change my pattern of behavior a bit… step by step… You will see.. the time will come, when I will hold the crown.



As I was wondering about the future and the past, I felt as the DNA of the cat was filling two of my cores. Soon, the notification pooped out.




	The [Sloth] has been born
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As I woke up, the notification was flying right in front of my face.



	Your familiar [Greg] has finished corrupting his host
	Your familiar [Greg] has achieved full control over host's body
	Your familiar [Greg] has evolved to [Corrupted Oak Sage]






It was still early, before the sun rose early. I remembered back when no one could wake up me before noon. Fun times. I could lie like that for ages and ages, yet I knew that I could not allowed myself such pleasures.




With a sigh I gently took Aira off my chest, who somehow decided that my body would make the best pillow, and get up.



After taking a few bites of food from yesterday supper and washing my face I decided to head to the village of humans… even if it’s still early, I will get there in a few hours. While doing all the business there and then getting back to Sebastian who would heave still bit more than half of the day to torment me. As I would got back I would go to Greg and…



Right as I was wondering I did no pay any attention to the auras of my familiars. If I would,  there would have bin no possibility that I would have bin scared to death by the tree 4 meters from me that greeted me and wished me a nice day.



Note to the future me, if seeing the notification that says that someone evolved and probably achieved the ability to move… just check the fuck where they are!



Yet for now I can’t take him with me. The people would panic… no that I am surprised. I did panic myself after looking at him.



I sped up the pace of my march hoping that I would finish the task without any unnecessary delay.




Pov change




	“When will we get to the forest?” Raggo asked disturbing the quiet peace as he looked at the sun that started appearing on the horizon.






	“If someone would wake up now that sleepy head… maybe in two days.”






	“Hm? And if no one would wake her up?”






	“Depends what you mean. If that she would get up later… it may take up to 3 days… if not waking her up and leaving this place… we could be there by the evening… and if we wouldn’t get her in the first place… yesterday…”






	“Calm down” Raggo chuckled “think about the silver”






	“Time is the most expansive resource. You can get most things with time, but you can’t get time with most things. This is why this girl is DRIVING ME MAD!” She once again looked at the ball lying on the ground. Every skilled observer after some inspection could find out that the ball is in fact fur… even a few layers of it, and those furs would move slowly up and down as someone breathed under it. “Please do something”





And the beastman did. They had small traveling pot placed in the center of the camp where the breakfast was being prepared. They decided that as it would take them some time to wake her up they could eat something warm.



Raggo put some food from this pot in a bowl and placed it near the fur ball lifting it a bit to let the smell travel right under it.



There was a small rumble under it. And another one. After some movement from lifting part of the fur a head popped out sniffing intensively.




	“Raggo… are you sure you are not some kind of priest? Or shaman at least? You are performing miracle after a miracle…”






	“Young miss…” The warrior said with gently voice “Please eat and prepare yourself. We will departure soon. We will get to the forest by tomorrow”





Her answer was a nod.




Pov change




It was much faster to get to the verge of the forest then I thought. Even while using my beast form and replacing stamina with healing magic I was more than pleased by the result.



Kaito and Sebastian in his raven form kept me company in the mad race to the village itself.



For now I stepped outside and was blinded for a second by the sun that was shinning much stronger than in the forest.



As I got used to it I headed farther and stopped when I was half way between the forest and the village… just to let them know I have no ill intention. I can guess that my presence here may not be a reason (for a few of them at least) to be overjoyed.



So… will anyone notice me? No honestly, guyz! I am standing in the middle of a green field in a black robe with a giant wolf like beast by my side and ravens on the shoulders! Anyone!? Please!? Senpai… notice me?



A scream could be heard. There you are! It took couple of minutes for the crowd to form… really guyz? You took pitchforks?




	“I have told you that he would come back when the magicians left! Now he wants us all dead!”






	“Then why is he standing there for so long you idiot?! Or attack during the night!”






	“Because he is an arrogant son of a bitch and wishes us all…”






	“Cut your pointless quarrel.” Normally I would listen a bit longer to know how many of them want me on a stake and so on… but I felt offended and have no time for it. “I come to you with a joyful news. Rejoice, for Mother Nature once again wishes to consider you as her children.”






	“Wha…” They were dumb folded. “You mean…”






	“He wants to renew the pact? B..but as it was violated by our ancestors we were told that it was impossible for us to be embraced by Aira ever again…”






	“He is lying! What do you want to achieve with it? What do you want as pay for your help, huh?”





… He is driving me mad… Ught… if I wasn’t told to bless the village as whole I would say something like “ok, so no blessing for you”… can I do it in less a formal way? I will try..




	“Look, I am not here because I want to” once again they looked surprised. “You think I have nothing better to do than to help someone that kicked me out after I rescued them? With no thank you? If you don’t want me here I will simply turn around and report back that you wish to not obey the laws of nature. If so – one word and I am gone. And you will never see me again. But fear not, maybe in 200 more years she will send someone to the children of your children with the same offer… For now, farewell.”






	“Wait!” Sooo predictable. “Please… we are just scared… if you could give us some more time.”






	“We are scared…” I repeat quietly, yet everyone heard. “We are scared, we are hungry, we are ill… we…we…we… what am suppose to say? I was living with monsters, under the trees, covering myself with blood, avoiding death from fangs and claws, from poison and diseases… Oh, did you know that someone sent witch hunters after me? Yet you are the ones afraid? It is not about you, it is not about me either. The god of nature was waiting so long to finally forget about the sins of your ancestors. I can wait till the end of the world. But I am not sure if she will stay so generous much longer.” Sooo I lost myself a bit, not proud of it, but looks like it worked.






	“What are we supposed to do… to honor the pact?”





I quickly recall what Aira told me about the deal. In my opinion it way to generous but hey, who am I to judge the deity?




	“You will be given the access to part of the forest, within this area no dangerous beast shall live. In this part a stone altar shall be built by you. And you will worship her and pray to her. In exchange you will be allowed to hunt in the area and collect herbs.” And the part I didn’t like most “If you will promise to do as you were told, I will bless your farmlands so for some time they will give more fruits of your labor… and I will heal now everyone who needs my help.”






	“T..thats it?”






	“Feeling like you just won the lottery?”






	“But what you want from us for partaking in forming of the pact?”






	“I was already paid.”






	“Then… we should make a fast meeting of elders and…”






	“God damn it! Just agree you idiot!” someone from the crowd shouted. Whoever it was, give that man a cookie.






	“So.. please, take care of us for we agree… and if we could ask your… our children got sick from eating poisonous berries… their life is not threaten but…”





I wanted to finish it as fast as possible… yet looks like those people have no shame and are going to use me well… Aira, when I get back, you better show me a big, wide smile.
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The noble mansion in the rural district of the Holy Kingdom. It was a beautiful place. The head of the house was wise, kind to his workers, good in business and in youth he was great warrior. He wanted a son very badly… instead he was blessed with two daughters. Don’t misunderstand him, please. He loves both of them… he just raised one of them as if she would be boy… NO! No cross dressing was involved!!! Just her dancing lessons involved dancing with a sword… her lady-like-behaving lessons were focused more on honor and commanding to the solider… and so on, and so on…



His first daughter was extremely talented and devoted. When she was 4 years old, her birthday present was a wooden sword. Since that day, there was no such moment when she would let her be parted with the blade.



Very soon, because at the age of 19 she was given the title of paladin becoming the youngest woman to wielding this title in history.



And now, as she was 25 years old… She was told to be the most powerful human living. The number one. And for her feats, rightful deeds and simply splendid behaving she was rewarded by the church with the Darkness Eater – the sword given by angels that was told to destroy devils… well, let’s just say that such stories were told to people… but indeed it could be a bit painful for the devils.



She was also commander and founder of the Crimson lilies. The order of knights that were protecting the people (completely free. They were self-financing… Aristocracy…). The people of great faith.



At the other hand… his second daughter… she was ill. Very ill. She was so sick that she couldn’t get up from bed. And this was the only thing that connected them to the church. Priests were staying at his house and healing… pardon me, reducing the progress of the diseases… curse… whatever it was.



And the church allowed itself to “use” the services of the order from time to time. If not… the priests would be gone. Godric Scarlet, for this was then name of head of the house, did not having the best opinion about the church itself. Let’s just say that interpreted the teaching of light a bit differently… Yet still, during every celebration, he needed to stand behind the bishops showing his support… if not, his baby-girl would be left without medical care. She is barely 14 years old…



And now, this damned emissary of the church appeared and demanded to talk with her. More dirty business. He knew how it would go. His daughter would tell them that she has no obligation to follow any authority, that son of a bitch would tell then in that case he needed to take with himself priests (because they would be needed to form teams with witch hunters, blah blah bullshit) she would ask for some time to prepare and say goodbye to the family, and after a delay as long as possibly she would leave.



But something strange happened. He heard the noises on the place in front of the stable and as he looked through the window he saw the blonde hair of his daughter as she rode in full armor on the horse through the gate in the direction of headquarters of her Order.



To run with such haste… without saying goodbye… that asshole needed to have a really good argument for it to happen.


Pov vhange



Long ago in a distant land, I, Aku, the shape-shifting Master of Darkness, unleashed an unspeakable evil! But a foolish Samurai warrior wielding a magic sword stepped forth to oppose me…



Damn, I will have to introduce myself like that in the future… but instead what am I doing now? Nursing kids with food poisoning…. ME! THE GREAT AKU… who am I trying to convince? I am just a brat with a debt to a deity, and have to pay it.




	Mike [Human]
	level 1
	State: poisoned [light]
	A human child. Wasn't trained in any way of fighting nor magic and thus possessing no real danger




 

 

The first one to go. If every single one of them is poisoned like this one, no alchemy will be needed. And he didn’t even looked like he is hurt. Maybe a little grimace on his face, but more like discomfort and not real pain. I put my hands on the kid. One on his hand, the other at his belly.




	“Will he be ok?” his mother asked worried.






	“He will be as good as new in a few minutes. Is he your first child?” Usually such overreacting to such small danger means that they have only one child and thus are panicking every time something would happen.






	“Yes, he is. How did you know?” I rolled my eyes.






	“Intuition” So like in this joke… when the first child would swallow a coin, the parents would take him to the hospital and involve every possible doctor. With the second one you would just wait for the coin to leave from the other side… and as the third child would eat the coin you would simply give him less pocket moneys as he would grow. Eh…






	“A..Are you a monster?” the kid asked looking at me frightened. “Mommy told me that the monster would take me away if I would be a bad boy… but I was a g…”






	“MIKE!” The mother gasped. So now I was some kind of bogeymen? Thanks folk. “I am so sor…”






	“Yes. I am a monster. But I am not here to take you away. Not this time.”






	“B..but you don’t look like one…”






	“How in your opinion the monster looks like?”






	“S..sharp teeth, c..claws…horns… and ugly…” to many things to do… but I allowed myself to grow a small horn right in front of him. Then I hide em’ back.






	“Remember kid. Monsters, especially those really evil one, often disguise themselves. As Humans, as friends… And they are the really evil ones. The humans that changed into the monsters. Not in body, but in mind. They become twisted, and cause havoc and evil thinking that they are good. Those are true monsters. Let it be a lesson for you. You can never really trust a stranger, and for the future be aware, when someone would make a random act of good. They may take a charge in the future… now, you are good to go.”






	“huh? It doesn’t hurt any longer… THANK YOU MISTER MONSTER!” And he hugged me… ught, take him away from me!!!





I patted his head and moved to the next house. And another one and yet another. Every single kid was lightly poisoned. Honestly, why did you need a healer for someone who at the end of the day would be completely fine!



I stepped to the last house. The smell of alcohol hit me like a train.




	“In this house lives… let’s just say Robert has… problems…” told me the daughter of one of the elders that was chosen as the one to show me the houses of ill children.






	“Whhos is thehre?” Nice, completely drunk parent. “awayh you goh”






	“I am here to heal you daughter… so maybe…”






	“Thath littleh bitch is pretendingh!” he screamed angered “Every kidh has buth a bellyh ache as she shaking on theh floorh like possessed…”






And this was an important part.




	“Away” I almost roared pushing the drunk aside. He fell on his butt and cursed. I moved to the other, very small room. The girl on the floor was green in the face, was holding her belly in an embryonic position with tears on her cheeks.





	Lydia [Human]
	Level 1
	State: Poisoned [Critical - Fatal]
	A human child. Wasn't trained in any way of fighting nor magic and thus possessing no real danger







	“She is dying…” I whispered.






	“Wha…”






	“Shut up and listen!” there was not time for being nice. “you will call a few villagers and tell them to do those things: bring me a river grass, dandelion, and lilac… and alcohol… as strong as possible. Tell them to prepare the pot with boiling water in this hut… WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR?!”





The woman ran away and soon I heard her shouting left and right. The girl looked at me with despair and fear in eyes.




	“Shhh, fear not child, mother nature is nearby…” I began to cast a detoxification spell, yet I knew it was too weak. For now I wanted to keep her alive. The father looked through the door and looked like the fear head made him completely sober. “Bring water and let her drink.” He vanished for a second and came back with a former bottle of vodka filled with water.





In a few minutes the ingredients were delivered and a crowd formed in front of the house. I stopped using the spell and headed to the other room to prepare the potion.




	“Make her drink all the time and put wet towels on her head… or even her whole body. It will make the poison a bit thinner.”





Throwing a few herbs to the boiling water, smashing petals to a pulp, mixing with few the roots, boiling together. And then heating it even more to evaporate the water to the essence. Finally adding the alcohol to be absorbed faster.



Ignoring notification about potion creation I ran back to the girl, raised her head and forced the liquid to the mouth.




	“In case I didn’t warn you, it tastes horrible” As only she gulped and almost puke it out, I began to once again use the a healing spell to improve the process of healing.






	“Will she be all right?” Now the father looked worried… just in fucking time. I answered not being focused on healing. Then I noticed…. It is still too weak, the spell needed to power up, so I began to chant.






	“We pray to the nature, the gentle mother, Leave us not in time of need
 Rise us and praise her, my brothers,
 Follow her teaching, as she is one that leads..”





After an hour her state change to [Critical], then [high] and finally from medium to [low]. My mana pool was depleted and nature healing hit 9.



I took my hands away and with an aching head I sat leaning on the wall.




	“Her life is no longer in danger… the potion will do the rest” She looked better to. Even if still in pain. Her father embraced her.






	“I am sorry… I am so, so sorry… I lost your mother, and I almost lost you..”





Awww, such a sweet ending. Soon I will puke out rainbows.




	“ I am forever in your debt… if there will be anything you would ever need…” Are you a wealthy merchant? Some kind of great lord with connection? Master of sword or magic? Then there is nothing you can give me…






	“Worship Aira. This would do. She is the one who gave me the power to heal your daughter.”





Can I be more cool? Maybe if I would fly away on a dragon to the place where the sun goes down…For now, I am dead tired, I will bless the shit out if their village and go back to the forest. To many attractions as for one day … yet it is still a noon… When I get back Sebastian will be waiting for me… maybe I will stay here… celebrate or something…



Sebastian pecked me on the head, as if he could read my mind.



As I was heading back to the forest everyone was bowing. Wanted to shake my hand and stuff… from zero to hero… just smile and wave… smile and wave.
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I dodged to the side avoiding the claws of Kaito, which left deep scratch mark in the ground. The hellhound quickly got back to his battle position and jumped again in my direction sweeping his paws at me. Once again I dodged, but before I was able to counter Gilbert and Remus nosedived aiming for my eyes. With my stance still shaken there was no possibility to protect myself.




	“ENOUGH” I screamed and birds changed their trajectory and missed me by an inch or two. “Do we really have to train THIS way?” I asked Sebastian adjusting ballast that was attached to my body and which my desperate jumps in all direction loosened.






	“I thought that you may need the knowledge about fighting with multiple enemies at the same time.”






	“With over 40 kg ballast?”






	“You may be, one day, using armor”






	“Armors are meant to protect… those things… do not protect. If I would have actually armor, then yes, for I would know where I should take blows… and here I am jumping like a rabbit…”





Sebastian nodded




	“Very well. In that case we will leave this kind of training for now.” I was relieved “Instead, please move the ballast from your shoulder and corpus and replace put it on your arms, forearms, thighs and calves. As you do, start running around the clearing. After every 10 circles shadowboxing. Hundred kicks and hits should be enough. Repeat 10 times.”





… And how the hell am I suppose to do that? Doing it once? Will do? Two times?  Maybe but I will be extremely exhausted… 3? Not going to happen. I looked at Sebastian in such way, to simply let him know that it is out of my reach




	“I advise to use your healing magic to decrease stamina consumption.” So know I will be able to do 3 or 4… what am I suppose to do with 6 remaining?






	“Are you not satisfied with exercise you have know?” Sebastian asked with concerned voice… and this doesn’t bode well… “Then maybe I shall give you a couple more…”





I start running like mad. But I will have my revenge! Just wait!





In the end I didn’t make it. The evening was approaching and I was dragged back by Kaito. Literally. He was dragging me by my leg in a not so gentle way. But as my leg was still attached to the rest of my body, I didn’t mind.



And he tossed me in the pond I usually use. Good boy. Who is a good boy? Guess who will get a nice chunk on witch hunter when we come across one?



~Are you comfy?



More or less.



~Great, so now magic training



Fuck. You are heartless.



~Psht, you wanna cheat that will allow you to endure Sebastian’s training?



… You had my curiosity, but now you have my attention



~There is such a way that will improve your mana pool and mana regeneration that will allow you to maintain your regeneration spell for longer…



And this secret way is…?



~SIT ON YOUR ASS, MEDITATE AND TRAIN YOU IDIOT! THERE IS NO CHEAT! YA WANT SOMETHING?! EARN IT!!!



Bitch



~Asshole




	You have started [Meditation] process
	Mana related skill effect - increased
	Mana regeneration speed - increased
	During meditation you will be able to switch between two passive mode
	Mode [Core creation] - on

Mode [Cores cultivation] - off







~ Now, empty your mind… it will not be too hard for you…



Bitch!!!



~I love you to. Now I could lecture you in a really fast way, giving you everything that you will need in the most clear form. But where is fun in it? I am a sea of knowledge… so here, have a book. As you finish it I will make a fast test to check if you acquired the necessary knowledge…



The codex was opened within my mind. Symbols and words without any meanings were hitting every corner of my mind, making me feel dizzy, then almost forcing me to puke.



The fuck is that!?



~And how do you think, they say I am dangerous? Everyone who wishes to achieve knowledge through me has to meet several requirements… to be chosen by me, to have affinity with my teachings… to not be dumb…



BUT I WAS CHOSEN BY YOU AND HAVE AFFINITY



~So you are just dumb.



Bitch



~ But honestly, maybe you will focus just a little? Stop whining like a spoiled child and study.



But it hurts!



~LIFE HURTS TOO! Bite a pillow and take it like a girl!



You lil’… crap… what did this shit say? The Darkness was my first element, for from the darkness the light has… fuck my head… and created chaos that was in a state of primal creation… as if someone was piercing my brain with needles… The nature was formed by chaos, and the nature was shinned with of Light, this is why Nature is a bridge connection both darkness and light, which can never meet directly… This makes no sense… skip the part about propaganda… to the spells, pretty please…





I have no idea when I fell asleep.
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	You have studied the [Codex] 
	Thanks to study your [Chaos magic] has leveled up
	Your [Chaos magic] is now level 5
	New manifestation: [Miasma]






So… many things appeared as I opened my eyes.



~CONGRATULATION! You are not a complete idiot! After a whole night you were able to achieve the same thing as Darion after 5 minutes!  Everyone clap your hands!



~Better not. You don’t want to wake Sloth



Oh, that’s right. It is two days already… she didn’t say a word… maybe I should introduce myself?



~NOOOO!



The hell?



~If you are not at the verge of death, you better not wake Sloth…



~Sloth scary…



But… what can she do to me? I mean… she has no body so there is no way she could harm me… is it?



~Actually… there is. No waking.

 


But…



~NO WAKING! NO! Period!

 


But this whole miasma… is it useful?



~If you know how to use it… it can be a great tool. But… it is a bit forbidden… by every legal organization…



So in the end I can’t use it?



~Why not?



Cuz it is forbidden?



~Just don’t let yourself be caught…



You have morality made of gum? Whatever… so it’s a mist… great… multifunctional mist that can… cause shit to happen… am I right?



~This is one of the few ways to hurt an astral beings… like spirits. You can either spend hours on meditation and exorcism… or hit it with miasma… and watch it run like there’s no tomorrow. Or if there would be a village where folk would like to see you burn on the pyre… and you can’t think of any particular curse… you simply plant miasma seed on the ground. After a day or two the plants becomes very poisonous… after another two, they start eating villagers, and after two more… haha, oh, they start moving, I mean walking, and they visit the village… ohh good ol’ times, funny times… Nice time management. No curse that takes months to finally start working. The only problem is… that the stronger it gets… well, the caster more or less losses control over it… and it takes some time for a really big group of mages, mostly priests, to deal with it… to compare it to something from your word… ummm. Radioactive radiation? That may open a portal to hell? And this happen when you are lucky? Mutation progress accelerated like… 1000 times faster compared to it? And you actually are not dying when touched by it? Haa… you wished you would die… you have no idea how fast wounds are being healed as the mutated are doomed on eternal suffering? There was such an incident… with one of my previous user… well let’s just say that miasma was banned exactly after this incident…  The city was called… 



I am not sure if I want to listen about it…



~Tsh, you are boring. Just as we were getting to the funny part… ok, to the end. The city went to ruin, and the ground was being purified for next 10 years. It was about 1400 years ago and till today no plant will grown within a 10 kilometers radius. Everyone was dead and death and cruelty was left unpunished. THE END. I love happy ending so muuuuch. Zari, you have to promise me something,



What is it?



~One day do something as fun as that. So I will have another story to tell to someone less boring than you.



Sure thing. Somehow I think that a small massacre will not be done by itself.



~Zari… Better stop pretending you are asleep… Sebastian is standing right next to you… And he will lose his patience. Soon.



I opened my eyes, stretched, and looked at Sebastian pretending that I had no idea he was there.




	“Oh, hello Sebastian! Have you been standing here for long? Such a nice day we have! Maybe we should take a walk? Collect some herbs? Grew some plants. Watch the sun rise while holding hands?”






	“Nice try, master.” Sebastian almost chuckled. Almost. He never really does. “Do you know where we are going to today?”






	“The same thing we do every day, Pinky, we will try to take over the world!”






	“ I am afraid, that for taking over the world it’s a bit too early, my Lord… but we can achieve that by getting stronger. And we will get stronger by…?”





He made a suggestive pause like a teacher encouraging extremely stupid student to finish his sentence.




	“Training” I gave him the pleasure of finishing his sentence.






	“I am overjoyed that we reached the same conclusion.”






	“I will have my revenge…”






	“Pardon me? Did you say something?”






	“Must have been the wind.”






	“If you say so… You have almost finished gathering sins, if I am correct?”






	“Envy and Lust left”






	“Do you have cores prepared?”






	“I do. Usually I meditate a bit before going to sleep… yet somehow lastly instead of going to sleep I am literally fainting… do you know something about it?”






	Oh, surly I do. I know that it means that your body is still too weak! We have to change that!” He was almost cheerful! HAPPY SEBASTIAN! THE WORLD IS ABOUT TO END! But… nice reply… touché!






	“Can you wait a second before tormenting me? I want to talk with Aira for a second...” Sebastian raised an eyebrow… Most human would die from fear seeing it. “No, not running away from my responsibilities. I still have the quest to report… just somehow it was never the right time to talk about it…”






	“You know you don’t need my permission to do anything?”






	“But your hart would break if no one would ask for your opinion. You are just overly prideful.”






	“How can you tell?”






	“Just guessing. In the mythology of my world I came from every devil was a bit arrogant.”





I turned around and headed to the hut, leaving a dumbfounded Sebastian. Don’t tell me that he was thinking that I am unable to put two and two together. And the part by being pierced by an angelic blade? Pleeeease.



I found Aira sitting in front of the chimney (no idea when it appeared) on the fur of the  black panther (so she was not kidding about it) giggling to herself from time to time. Normally I would say that she is crazy… but the truth is that she was a bit crazy ever since I met her (and probably even longer).




	“Hey, got a minute?” I asked






	“ZAAARI” She bolted from her place and hugged me. “thank you so, soooo much! I hear them! But why are they thanking me for some ill kids?”






	“Have no clue” I smiled cutting off the conversation that hadn’t yet started. You don’t want to make Sebastian wait any longer. “You see… I wanted to talk with you about it earlier… yet somehow”






	“No problem! I got it! Hunters, yes? Just a minute…” and she pulled off my finger a ring… the souldbound ring… the ring that no one but me could take off, am I right? Souldbound my ass.






	“Here ya go!” She gave it back after a second





	You have finished[Hunting the Hunters] Quest
	Legendary weapon achieved [updated]
	[Ring of Life eater] final form awakened
	[Ring of Life eater] is now [D'iabel]







	[D'iabel]
	Multifunctional tool 	Grade: [Legendary/Divine]
	Mana regeneration speed up
	Stored coins: 7gold 22 silver 0 copper
	By infusing ring with mana and giving command, [D'iabel] may shift into the weapon of the [User]’s chose
	Maintaining weapon form will consume mana
	Damage dealt by weapon form of ring is based on Skill Mastery







	“I thought you may like it! It can bend and adapt to different situation just like your body! Try it!”






	“Sword D’iabel!”





ORDER. RECEIVED



The ring glowed darkly, changed into a violet mist that formed into the shape of a sword. Then it gained a physical form, and a plain steel sword appeared on my hand.




	[D'iabel] - [Sword]
	Multifunctional tool 	Grade: [Legendary/Divine]
	Mana regeneration speed up
	Stored coins: 7gold 22 silver 0 copper
	Damage type: [cutting] [piercing]
	Critical rate: 9%
	Damage: [51-87]






Whoa… Those…Possibilities… I want to try it in sooo many ways… Damn you Sebastian.



I took 5 more minutes to say what a genius she Aira was, and then prepared myself for my hunting session
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Sry for delay. I had stuff to do. Lots of stuff



Kay answering comments from last chapter here (cuz I am lazy)

 Garro – no. definitely not jack of all. I just added it for shit and giggle for now, and for story later on. I hate MC skilled like fuck in everything. What’s the fun part in reading about dude that can do EVERYTHING? And yes, I mean YEEES(or even “aww yisss”) – this in an answer about Sloth being introduced. There is a very special moment prepared for it.


Xephon – sure he can, but would you like to deal with Sebastian as after some time he would resummon him? Neither would I.


Gonflick – 1st. now (this chappy) 2nd – last time I checked snake was a reptile (X3)


Roceil from chap 55 – that’s a pretty value comment here… well, I wanted to show our beloved Zari as someone who would move mountains if he would find a need to do so by “himself”, while be… let’s just say “unsubordinated” as somebody else would force him to do so. Such “unruly”, “balky” and yes, bit “annoying” side of his… You really want a flawless MC, helping poor, always happily training and so on, and so on? Well, I want to make him a bit more “human”. So he will react on different cases in way that may annoy few (most (all)) of you. Yet still, it was a fair point. By showing your “dissatisfaction” you only ensured me, I did as intended ^_^ (but it will end soon so no worries)







Okay, I know 90% of you scrolled here right away, here ya go you lazy biczes:




Crouching like a Tiger, Hidden like a Dragon. Ultimate predator on the loose. For now I was looking at the red eagle. Red, Motherfucking, Eagle.




	[Red Valor - Sky Terror
	Race: Giant Bird
	Level 16
	Hp: 222/230
	Fast and strong.

Attacks his enemies from above, lifting them with it’s powerful talons and dropping them from a significant distance to feast upon the corpses.

Because of his attack strategy he may hunt creatures normally stronger and faster than him







	“Bow, D’iabel] I whispered





YOUR WISH. MY WILL.



	[D'iabel] - [Bow]
	Multifunctional tool 	Grade: [Legendary/Divine]
	Mana regeneration speed up
	Stored coins: 7gold 22 silver 0 copper
	Damage type: [piercing]
	Critical rate: 17%
	Damage: [32-172]






The bow (gift from goblins) was now hanging on the wall of the hut as a souvenir. Because why should I drag the equipment, that would snag on every bush… especially if, let just say it, it wasn’t a god bow… it wasn’t even an average quality bow… it was a bow very plain, from some kind of somewhat well preserved branch. No skilled craftsmen made it, nor were the materials decent.



The only disadvantage of Di’abel? Mana consumption. It eats mana like hell, great for small, fast combats, bah – even assassinations I am not even sure that as I would fight with a group of enemies standing a few meters from each another, I would prefer to unsummon  and resummon it over and over again. Such a hungry bastard he is. But about ammunition…



I made fluent movement as I pulled the string of the pretty composite bow, as I did, the arrow appeared. To the total mana consumption 10 was added to create an arrow… A FUCKING 10 MANA PER ARROW I can cast small explosive balls cheaper! You little greedy fuck.




	“May the spirits of fire guide my hand, To embrace the world with fiery blaze
 My enemies I hunt, hold the damned mark
 For price of power, in corpses I find…”





I chanted to fill the arrow with fire magic… hoping that I will not have to look for the body of the bird in a kilometer radius…



~You could use miasma….



I am going to eat it, you know?



~A little bit of miasma? If it’s just a little you can easily control it and suck it out of corpses...



Yet still I would prefer for my meat to be dead… and not moving while being dead.



As I regain focus, I noticed that the bird was looking at me. With curiosity - not fear, maybe it thought that because it can fly it has nothing to worry? Funny thing – not so long ago I met a panther that though a similar thing.



I released the arrow, that flew through the air. The birdy spread it wings and hit the air with them. The powerful blow changed the trajectory of projectile that was about to miss eagle by a small distance. But as it was flying by the bird, I snapped my fingers activating  the explosion, that made the Sky Terror fall thru the branches.



I focused my magic one more time and in black mist near me Kaito appeared,  and rushed at the bird that was now was trying to get up from the ground. It never did.




	Your familiar [Kaito] has slain [Red Valor - Sky Terror level 16]
	You have obtained 121 exp + 11 exp






	Your familiar [Kaito] has hit max level for his race
	Requirements met. 
	Evolution process has started
	Kaito is now [Black Varg]






The same shit I fought in the dungeon? It may come in handy. As mist left the body of Kaito, I was left lost in awe and admiration. He once again had fur. Shiny, jet black fur. Horse sized, wolf with fluffy fur! I quickly browsed his status, finding that as his physical stats had increased like hell… at the other hand there were status effect like “Magic vulnerability”, “Fire vulnerability”, “Light Vulnerability” “Cold resistance” “wash in temperature of 30 degree”, “Keep away from children”, “Do not expose to HolyLight”, and so on.



At the same time Walter dropped a Horned rabbit right in front of me… well, there was a notification I ignored about thirty minutes ago... in the end familiars from time to time hunted something by themselves.




	“Umm, thank you very much, but may I know who told you to do so… I mean, dragging corpse all the way here?”






	“I did.” Sebastian said from the shadows. Lastly he is more like a mentor than… actual help…






	“The hell? Why? What nice can I get from damned bunnies?”






	“The instincts of prey are as important as the instincts of a hunter. How many times have you killed something out of your league just because it was not paying attention to it’s surroundings? There is always a bigger fish. And once again I would like you to take into consideration, that you are growing… a bit too confident… my Lord” the My Lord part was added kinda casually? Well I do not consider myself as Lord so I didn’t really mind.





Maybe he has a point?




	“Enough for today?” I asked a question that Sebastian surly did not like to hear.






	“We have barely started…”






	“ I mean hunting… of course you wouldn’t let me skip training… but you saw that little tool… I am just curious what are its limitations… somehow I doubt I will be able to summon a F-16.”





The evil light flashed through Sebastian eyes… he has already prepared something… didn’t he?




	“Very well. I think we already have everything we need to wake the last sins.”






	“Maybe envy, but Lust?”






	“Walter brought you a vessel… just now…”






	“THE FUCKING BUNNY?”






	“Actually… yes. It is more than perfect… In the end it is a creature lowest in food chain here. Everything eats Horned Rabbits here, even a few plants. Yet you still can find more than enough of them in the vicinity… All thanks to… the power of love…”





Was that a joke… Did Sebastian tell a joke?! The world must be ending.



But the next few hours were fully booked. Getting home, cooking food, getting familiar with new sins… Go away… no, really… nothing more to see here for the next hour or two, do something more productive!



Author! Manager! Where are you! Pov change! Or something! Where is this little lazy piece of sh…





Pov change.





	“The last stop. Refill the equipment that we have used so far and ask the villagers about everything unusual that they could have noticed. Strange smells, lights from the forest, strange visitors… Everyt…”





The kids ran past them screaming




	“RAWR! I AM THE MIGHTY PROTECTOR OF THE FOREST! NO ONE EVIL SHALL THREATEN THOSE WHO ARE UNDER MY CARE! STEP BACK YOU LITTLE MAGGOTS!”





The other child that was wearing some dirty sheets with drawn sun emblem (symbol of holy kingdom)




	“You have been the protector the last 4 times… I want to be him once too…”






	“I was healed by him, so I have a right to be him for the next two days! And now… DIE, YOU SCUM!”





Aaaand they ran away… what was interesting, that the kid playing protector had attached branches to his head… those looked as he was supposed to have horns there…



The team went farther in the village. Village as many, the inn, the blacksmith (do not even think that he may forge a decent sword, maybe some pitchforks, horseshoes and few more pieces of metal needed in daily life) and a few more buildings.



But the people… were to… “joyful”? No, honestly, life for villagers is always harsh. Working from dawn till dusk… Not to many occasion no places nor resources to enjoy yourself (But getting dead drunk). Of course, there were always a few people a bit to extra cheerful per village. 5… 6 of them… but never ever a whole village.



A few men were hammering something in the stone.




	“How do you think, after the statue of Aira… should we carve a statue of the Protector?






	“Ha-ha! You are sooo slow! I have already been carving it in my free time! Just look here!”





A young men moved to the side and took away an old coat from the other, unprepared monument. It was but a pillar of rock, but at the top something similar to the face was already carved. And it had horns.



For now, the team members moved into different corners of the village to gather what was needed for departure, but the dark elven, magician and kitsune went to the inn.



Soon they were greeted by a cheery, waitress in a maid uniform.




	“Oh! Adventurers! What bring you to our little village? Just wait a second, I will get you something to drink and set a fire under the pot, and then I will be at your service.





They sat at the table. The inn was empty, as it was still too early for diner-time.




	“Here you go! For you lady, an ale with root of a violet orchid, and for you misses, a juice from our apple trees. And now, what would you like?”





If there was someone deserving to be call hyper-enthusiastic… it was certainly her…




	“I think we will go with your dish of the day, to not make too much trouble… but could you tell us, who this “Protector”? we have been hearing his name all over the village…”





Cherry looked a bit troubled, not because she didn’t want to tell a word, but more like she did not know where to start…




	“Hmmm, making long story short, this village is pretty old aaand it always was under the protection of Aira… because which other goddess could care about such a small village so far away from… well, from everything. And life was pretty easy for them… or at least we were told so, because one day, thinking everything was given and granted… they turned away from the mercy of the Mother… and their life collapsed. Banished from the small part of forest, the ground was giving less and less vegetables… For the next few generations we were living, but we never had excess in anything. Because we ate everything we grow, no one would trade with us… many families fled making the village even smaller. A few decades ago a famous witch settled here making our lives much easier… but about 6 month ago… or maybe seven… yeah almost seven… a boy came to our village… from the forest…”





Cherry’s voice changed more dramatic, as if telling a horror stories.




	“With hair completely white strange tattoos covering one of his hands completely… he told us he was a magician and he wished to study. Of course we showed him the way to Hanna… I mean the witch I told you before. He studied for over a week… or two… yeah I think about two… he made lots of potions and helped us greatly… But then – a forest reminded him, wanting the boy back. A beast cane out – a behemoth! A true behemoth! I only heard stories about those creatures but… okay, okay! But to the main story – the three magicians… ah yes, Hanna had an apprentice before the boy, fought with the beast, but were losing…”






	“Nothing abnormal, normally killing such a monster needs a team of 6 B to A rank adventures…”






	“… But finally the boy killed it on his own.”






	“WHAT?!”






	“As they were losing, Ruby was hit and left unconscious … Ruby is the name of Hanna’s apprentice… So, because he loved us so much, he cast his humanity aside, and took the shape of a beast! Dressed in fur of a black wolf with red marks he completely alone killed a behemoth! He… he was so fast… not just fast, sometimes I thought there were two of him… he was ripping the beast piece by piece! It looked as if he was mocking the monster! Toying with it!... And as the monster was dead… well… we told him to get the hell out.”






	“Wise” the small magician said “Danger. In village. Bad”






	“This is what we all though back then… Soon after, the two witches left the village… and we once again had our lives a bit harder. But just yesterday, the boy came out… He was the same and so different at the same time… his skin was so pale, as if he hadn’t seen the sun for so weeks… he was moving different… and he was so… so calm… even as he was surrounded by the villagers with pitchforks, he acted as if he could wipe us all out in mere seconds… But instead, he showed us mercy! Once again he affected us with his love! As the champion of Aira herself! He said he wanted to renew our pact with goddess. Just now we are preparing ourselves for a great ceremony! As soon as the statue of Aira is built we shall establish an altar within the woods…”






	“Don’t you think he told you so just for you to step into the forest, so he would kill all of you?”






	“It was a first thing we checked.” We waited a few hours after he left, and a few of our most brave hunters stepped into the forest and have stayed there for a night! The whole sector of the forest that was promised to us was completely free of any danger! Literally any! The only things that were there? The Horned rabbits and medical herbs! Just as he promised! And he cured a few of our children that were ill! One of them was even dying! And he brought her back to life from the verge of the World of the Dead! They are all fine! And our fields? The plants are growing at a speed I have never seen before!!!”






	“This… protector… Where can we find him?”






	“Hoo? You want his blessing too? Some of you are ill? I am afraid he is deep in the forest… Where the monsters live. I have no idea when and if he would come here in the future.”





The  conversation lasted for about an hour more. The rest of the team soon got there too and began to talk about what they know.




	“So, someone matching our description has a home in the middle of the most dangerous place in the world? Great risk… Certainty of death… small chances of success… what are we waiting for?”






	“What makes me worry… is that he may be just a druid…” The harpy said






	“What’s the problem with it?”






	“Druids, you moron, especially strong ones, can use a shapeshifting spell. There were many changing into wolves, boars and bears… even one who could change into a dragon… so he may not be the one who we are looking for…” but here her speech was cut by a kitsune…






	“Yet time of awaking is right… 6-7 months ago… and place also seems more or less right… yet why would he help humans… its against his nature… he means only to cause death and suffering and pain…”






	Could it be an argument that the elven was looking for? The argument that would stop her from killing such a powerful potential ally? But to achieve this his help… first they had to enter the most feared place on the continent.
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The team was standing right in front of the forest. They checked one last time if everything they needed was gathered and walked inside. The first 3 kilometers were completely calm, just as villagers said. They had some worries if they would recognize where the “real” forest would start, but they had completely no problems with that. Maybe because everything became much quieter, much darker as the trees started growing denser and taller blocking most of the sunlight… And a weird mist appeared out of nowhere.




	“Careful now, the mist is a magical creation. Someone or something really doesn’t want any visitors here… as if the forest would be inviting enough”






	“If it magical, maybe move your ass and dissipate it?”






	“As if it would be that easy… if it was done by a druid, my efforts will be futile.”






	“Why is that so?”






	“Druid is a nature mage, yes?”






	“Yes”






	“Elemental mages are stronger, as they get closer to source of their power, yes?”






	“Yes”






	“So how do you think, is there any better place for druid to cast spells than here? IN THE FUCKING CENTER OF All NATURE MAGIC?! It is simply impossible to get rid of…”





The quarrel between teammates was cut by the Kitsune, which after gathering power used pure aura expansion to cast a wind that blew the mist away.




	“Ha, impossible?” The lizardman mocked her harpy friend.






	“Shut up and look. We have a minute of two, then it will be back. Even if I would have such a monstrous mana deposits it is simply futile. Even she will fall numb within a hour if she will keep using it over and over again… not that I mind…”





It was just as the Harpy said, after they walked for bit more than 60 meters, the mist surrounded them once again. Something growled quietly in the dark, and soon after a lone wolf jumped from the bushes. It targeted someone, who it thought would be the weakest – the smallest one.  The Kitsune.  With effort comparable to snapping it was turned into meat pulp.




	“Something is strange with her” The harpy whispered.






	“Well, she is a one of a kind creature, what do you want?”






	“Not that you idiot!” She almost hissed “The way she uses magic. Normally you bend pure force, shift it, make a shape and use it. This is a proper way of casting a spell. But she doesn’t do that. She uses pure mana…”






	“Is it really THAT strange?”






	“Yes, mana itself is violent and unpredictable… but what… if she can’t cast spells?”






	“…go on…”






	“Usually as mages train in arcane arts, they are told to improve their mana pool and mana control in the same time. But her mana pool is… saying big is like saying that ocean is bigger than puddle. She has so much of it… that she can’t measure the right quantity of mana to cast a spell… so she uses it as a pure mana manifestation. But it’s rare… more than rare”






	“For us, is that good or bad?”






	“If she would fight someone of her level? Bad for her. For us? No difference. But never asked her to light a candle. If I am correct she will create a hurricane instead of a breeze and firestorm instead of igniting a candle…”





Another growl, this time much farther. The Kitsune once again used pure power to blow the mist away. And they saw it. A black varg. Rare and aggressive. Always jumping at pray and almost never letting go. But what was really strange was the fact, that it actually turned back and walked away.




	“Have you ever heard about a Varg letting go?” There was no need to answer that question. Something strange was happening here.





What could they do? They started moving once again. An hour passed, then another, and yet another.




	“I could swear, that we went past this tree once or twi…”






	“Three… it’s three times now.”






	“No need to play the smart guy Raggo”






	“Hey! It wasn’t me!”






	“Than A…”





The lizardman denied with his head movement.




	“Who are you! Show yourself!”






	“I am not hiding in a first place… a tip for you… Looking low under your feet and you may overlook something high in the skies.”





Everyone like on command raised their heads. On the tree a man clad in a black robe was sitting like it was completely normal thing to do. One of sleeves was gone… or never there in the first place, showing of completely tattooed arm. From under his hood white hair could be seen, yet his very face was covered in a bandana.





Pov change




Okay. I know what you want to know. Why. The fuck. Was I sitting. On the fucking tree.



To find an answer for this question, we have to rewind our story a bit.



<with the power of mighty time travel machine, here we go!>



I finally got back to the hut and started preparing the two corpses to be a bit more appetizing form. Kaito ran somewhere to the forest to (as I could only guess) test his new capabilities. Just after separating meat from the bones, Aira jumped in and stole my spoils of victory to cook it…



It is pretty nice to have someone do part of your job… But because of it… I was left alone with Sebastian.



I washed my hands, took a deep breath, faced Sebastian and said.




	“So what now? Any particular training?”






	“What I was wondering is… if having such a wonderful tool is suitable for you.”






	“… I hoped you didn’t mean mocking me in any way?”






	“I didn’t. You are a magician, and for close combat part you could rely on claws and fangs – it could be brought just to bare hand combat. But now… spears, maces, hammers, swords, daggers, bows, crossbows… the bloody kyoketsu-shoge… Having to big arsenal may be a disadvantage. To really master this weapon is to mastery every possible combat art. Not really suitable for a magician. Not even a pure enchanting monk type. This is why, you will focus only on a max of 3 weapon kinds. Bows, that for sure and two of your chose. Pick wise. We will train them in you free time… but for now… drop everything aside and try to hit me.”






	“with just a hands?”






	“And claws and fangs. Just no magic nor weapons. And I mean completely no magic. not boosting your stamina nor power-uping punches.”





And what more to tell? I rushed at him swinging my fists. I decided against shapeshifitng. In the end Sebastian didn’t even have a properly formed hands.



And soon I was taught humility. My STR was low, and so was my hand to hand combat.  In battle up until now I used to focused on fast swings of paws armored with claws, hoping to bleed enemies.



Without those, my strikes were… maybe not completely useless… but also not much better than mosquito stings. Sebastian’s wings again and again deflected those not the mightiest punches.




	“Comparing our bodies structure there is no possibility for your strikes to have any effects, if you would not use your whole body weight to…”





The lecture was going on like that. And it lasted for over an hour. But as for the outcome I was able to level hand to hand combat from level 3 up to 5…



The training itself could last for at least an hour longer, but a voice, this lovely voice sounded in the air. Ah, was it the song of sirens? Or maybe a song of themost skilled singer? Yet, in the end, only a massage within it was the thing that really counted.




	“DINNER IS READY!” Aira screamed






	“You are free to…” Sebastian wanted to say, yet he stopped as he noticed that I was no longer there.







The meal was fine, really, really fine! But what I was waiting for was the notification that appeared a few-dozen minutes later.



	DNA absorption process succeed
	[Envy] has been born
	[Lust] has been born






~Greetings master, hello brothers and sisters, it is truly an honor to meet with you aga…



A voice that sound as spoken by a kid acting more elegant then he truly could be, was quickly cut in the middle of sentence



~YA-HOO! SUP BITCHES! LONG TIME NO SEE! YOUR FAVOURITE, ADORABLE IDOL LUST IS HERE!



~…not her again…



~I just wanted to say that…



Voice once again, forcing itself to be as calm as it could, started speaking… but guess what?



~AWWW!~SO THIS IS OUR NEW HOST! HELLO HOST! I AM THE MOST USEFULL OF ALL SINS HERE! <pshts, all talking with gurlz, leave it to me – 100% success rate in picking up…>



~Whatever you wish to do… do never let Lust talk… with anyone…



~But as we are all here… maybe we shall  make a fast conversation about things that really matter…



~TOTALLY! I will start! Lemme start! So… host… what’s your type?



~I don’t think it’s a really good time to..

 


~IT IS THE MOST IMPORTANT MATTER OF ALL YOU IGNORANT FOOL… or… can’t it be… host… you like males? Well… I am fine with that… no one will judge you… it may be even a bit more thrilling too…



Wait, WHAT?! How the fuck did you reach such a conclusion without me saying a word?



~So?! Straight? Homo? Bi?... well… the last option leaves the biggest option pool… such a brilliant decision! To not close any door! Leaving all gate open… hue hue… anyone heard a hidden joke ins… mwhahskjdyuhd



~Lust will be unavailable… for some time…



… Thank you Greed… I had enough of her after… 30 seconds?



~So did we… but… don’t you have more important things to do…?



Umm, no? What could you possibly have in min… I am an idiot… a total idiot… how could I forget… now as I consumed what I consumed… it is time to …




<few minutes later>



I was standing on a small elevation. Changed my arms into wings gathering wind under it… and asking myself a question… how the fuck am I supposed to fly?




	“I… am not exactly sure if it’s a best place and time to learn how to fly…” Sebastian said his mind






	“Fear not, my friend! Soon I will join you in the sky! Birds are being taught how to fly by being kicked out from the nest!” I start running till the verge of the elevation “FOR THE MOTHERLAND! I BELIEEEEVEEE I CAAAAN FLYYYY… I BELIVE I CAN TH… WHAT THE FUCK… HOW DO I LAND?!”







<Back to where we started…>



Aaaan this would be more or less how I get on the tree





This is the end of the chappy… BUT DO NOT STOP READING YET.

As it was pointed previously, we will pick a few weapons for Zar to master. Guess what – spam ideas in comment section and later I will make a pool out of it.
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So… after less than a minute of wonderful flight desperate act of not falling down (that… “act” couldn’t even been called gliding) I finally stopped was stopped by a tree… and I “flew” pretty far, you know… now ‘scuse me, as I am going to take this branch out of my ass…



… and now… how do I get off this…



~EVERYONE – BE CAUTIOUS NOW!



… what now?



~MY PUSSY COMPASS IS REACTING!


Your WHAT!?


~ARE YOU FUCKING DEAF!? WOMEN NEARBY!



You must be a fucking kid… no wait… someone is actually coming



~I FUCKING TOLD YOU! BUUUUT NOOOO! LUST IS WRONG!!! I AM NEVER FUCKING WRONG ABOUT WOMEN’S LOCATION! YOU HEAR THAT!?



Are those… adventurers? The vanguard… lionman? Whut? … LEAVE KHAJIT ALONE! Khajit is innocence of this crime!... jokes aside some hunter at the side of the formation… two little girls in the middle and some… harpy?... a bit farther back, and whole “formation” is closed by… an elf? With… a shitload of weapons… throwing daggers, combat daggers, short swords…



~JAKCPOT!



Lust… calm your tits…



~IT IS A FUCKING JACKPOT! JUST LOOK AT IT! There is everything a grown man needs! A loli! A beast loli! A beastwoman and elf! A damned, well tanned, elf! COMANDER TARGET IN RANGE OF OUR CANONS! ATTACK IMMEDIATELY! FOR THE MOTHERLAN…sdkjafmksdkjawd



~Shh… no screams… just dreams….



…thanks Greed…



~At your service…



At first I wanted to say something like “Hi, I just met you, and this is crazy, but I am stuck on a tree… so help me maybe?” but I changed my mind. For now… let see what are their intention… let’s follow them… fuck… wait… I am on the tree.



And I began to force my way down. And it was pretty successful… I was about 4 branches lower… as the team once again moved past “my tree”. The funny thing they came from the very same direction… how could they be so… no wait… someone casted a spell that caused everyone to lose their way… who could it be, hmm?



The team left once again… and I once again began to get closer and closer to the earth… in reasonable speed. As I was three or four meters above the ground and was considering simply jumping down… they came once again…




	“I could swear, that we went past this tree once or twi…”






	“Three… it’s three times now” OH HOLY FUCKING SHIT! Why the hell did my mouth move?! DAMN! I used to live completely alone… and well, yes, I started talking to myself… I completely unintentionally speaking my mind. They start quarrelling each other, and I just sat there hoping that they would simply reach cthe onclusion that it was some kind hallucination






	“Who are you!? Show yourself!”





Here all my hopes and dreams lie broken.




	“I am not hiding in a first place… a tip for you… Looking low under your feet and you may overlook something high in the skies.” And they looked at me






	“… what the hell are you doing up there?!”






	“I devoted my life to study the art of dendrology, you know ?”






	“Dendro… what?!... who the hell are you!?”






	“I….” what to say, what to say…. Haha! I have got something perfect! “ I am a man in the mask!... well bandana… let’s just say it’s a mask, ok?”






	“We can tell you are…” Now it starts!... I just hope I won’t lose myself…






	“Of course you can, I’m not questioning your powers of observation, I’m merely remarking upon the paradox of asking a masked man who he is…”





They looked angered and furious at same time…




	“But on this most auspicious of nights, permit me then, in lieu of the more commonplace soubriquet, to suggest the character of this dramatic persona…”





I jumped from the tree, landing perfectly in front of them. This is where the true art shall have place




	“Volia! In view humble vaudevillian veteran, cast vicariously as both victim and villain by the vicissitudes of fate. This visage, no mere veneer of vanity, is a vestige of the “vox populi” now vacant, vanished. However, this valorous visitation of a bygone vexation stands vivified, and has vowed to vanquish these venal and virulent vermin, van guarding vice and vouchsafing the violently vicious and voracious violation of volition! “ I was gesticulating furiously why performing this completely stolen speech. I needed to take a breath or two before continuing. This time in a calm, almost judging tone.






	“The only verdict is vengeance; a vendetta, held as a votive not in vain, for the value and veracity of such shall one day vindicate the vigilant and the virtuous.” I moved few steps to the side






	“Verily this vichyssoise of verbiage veers most verbose, so let me simply add that it’s my very good honor to meet you and you may call me… Z” FUCK! the end has completely ruined it all!




(ED: Help me plz)

( I don’t believe that you don’t know it… but -> https://youtu.be/7fcjg458JPI?t=11s)




	“Insane druid. Told you that” someone whispered. Insane? I will show you the definition of insanity you little….






	“Mister Zariel” Loli… damned Lust., a girl clad in magician robes with marks (probably) of magic council asked.






	“If you really have to ruin someone’s fun… then yes. There are few that could call me with that name… and you are…?”






	“Messenger” not really talkative person, are we? Yet, from under her robe she picked two envelopes… one from “council of bla bla bla..” oh, the other one is from Hanna! Gonna read it as fast as…






	“Thank you for your contribution…” I told carefully “But… do you wish anything more from my humble persona?”






	“T… there is something we would like to ask… in the end… this is our only a trail…”





A trooobules…. Show them a way out! Shush em away…




	“If you step this far… you may just come to my hut… for dinner… you don’t mind goulash of some predators living here?” that’s right…wait what?! No! how the fuck could I say something like that?!





Please, politely refuse…. Politely refuse and go where you came from…



They looked upon each another.




	“We really appreciate your invitation… and we will humbly force our need upon you.” The Dark elf said






	“At least you are polite...” I said quietly, yet loud enough for everyone to hear “… not like certain someone who has just called me insane… this way!... not that you gonna remember it anyway…”






	“Could we ask you to do something about the…” I snapped my fingers “mist…” as she finished her sentence the mist had fallen. Was that cool enough?! Tremble you maggots!





As we were getting closer to the hut, the Kaito came to greet us… at least me.




	“Wrrrr” <I shall feast upon your bones, you wench”






	“Kaito…”






	“Woof?” <Boss?>






	“These are…”






	Happily “woof” <yeeeess?>






	“Not food”






	“Aruuu..” <damn it>





No, I don’t understand what Kaito said, BUT I WANT TO BELIVE that I read out his intention just right!




	“is that… your pet?” yes he is, but as we are role playing an insane sage from the woods…






	“HOW DARE YOU MEASURE EVERYTHING IN YOUR OWN VALUES! Kaito is a friend!... this way please.”





Sebastian landed on my arm and. Nothing more he had to do. I invited them to the hut. In the “living room”… ok… in the room big enough to barely hold us all I set some plates and began to talk.




	“What brings you here, the forest is still dangerous, even with me around”






	“Well… we are actually like…four different parties… and as one has already finished it task… the rest of us are looking for… a divine chimera.”





I looked at  the magician that gave me the letter. She must already know. But as she kept looking me in the eyes without even budging… I found out that she never told them. Good for me. Now, let’s play… to show them I know something yet need something in return…




	“What do you need from him? He is not… really sociable, you know?”






	“So you know something…” Why do I think that beastmen are about to jump at me and force me to speak?






	“let me just say… the answer may lay just in front of you… you just have to know where to look.”






	“ We have no time for those games of yours… you better.”






	“But I have time. Lots of it. And if you think you can take me down… you are more than welcome to try..” I whistled quietly, and Kaito showed his head thought the door. “let me ask once again… What. Do. You. Want?”






	“For us…” Harpy began “He is like a hero from fairy tales… a messiah that shall break the chains of our mind and instincts… show us the definition of what it means to be truly free.. as beasts…”






	“And what if he doesn’t want to show you anything?”






	‘Wha…”






	“Show us… free us… make everything instead of us because we are lazy pieces of shits… am I right? Why the fuck do you want to drag him in your mess… next elven…”






	“It is… complicated… I have an offer… let’s just say I want him as a mercenary… all details would be presented to him right afte…”






	“And you, little miss?” I cut what she wanted to finish. Now I noticed that from under her traveling robe a tail… tails were sticking out… another beast men?






	“I came to kill him… but I start questioning what I knew… as I found his random acts of good… I actually still consider, what should I do with you… beastking…”





So our lovely multiple tailed girl is either smarter… or was able to break through the power of my bandana… probably the last… as I couldn’t identify her at all…




	“It’s just as this little maiden said… “ I looked upon the gathered “Now I can greet you properly… Welcome at the place where the world has began, and where its doom lays… As you pilgrimage is over…” and I took the shape of Leshy… because why not? I only know one thing now… decisions shall be made.
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I turned back. They saw what I wanted them to see.




	“If you could please solve your problems without involving me to much… that would be great.” I raised from the chair and headed to the door. “Finish your meal before it gets cold… in the end I rarely have guests… well, guests that wouldn’t kill me at least.”





I went out and sat at the verge of the veranda, letting my legs hang freely. I took out the envelopes given by the magician and began to read. The one from Hanna first



“ Dear Zariel,


Your actions were noticed by the facilities of the Magic Council all over the world, and as speculation started I allowed myself to describe you, in order to reduce harshness of possible reactions. I am not sure if I did good or bad, and I left that matter completely for you to consider.



As the outcome of my selfish actions the Council was interested with your person, even more than I wished to. Because, as I told to the members of Council, and I hope so to be true – we have a good relations, I was “asked” to convince you to come with the messenger, whoever he or she is, to take a part in the council meeting as a guest.



Even if I was asked to do so, I am not going to force my opinion on you. Do what you would find right to do. But just let me say it, the Council is afraid of you, not your current powers, but the political impact you may have.



In case you would come here… let me just say that I have a couple of friends that helped me greatly, and for introduction and conversation with you they will be more than happy to support you during the meeting.



In case you wouldn’t wish to come… run. Run as far as you can. I can only imagine what the inner forces of the council may wish to do.



I hope this letter found you in good health, and that you will chose a decision that would let you stay true with who you are.



Your teacher,

Hanna.”



Isn’t that sweet of her? As I wanted to open the other letter someone sat next to me.




	“You know both who and what I am, I hope it wouldn’t be too much for you to share similar information about yourself with me” the one who was sitting now near me was a girl that saw through my little charade. The fact that I couldn’t appraised her was a bit annoying and scary at the same time.






	“You can’t tell?” She asked truly surprised “As you look at me… don’t you… feel anything?”





That was… weird. But as she said… there is some kind of…similarity? No, wrong word… more like…




	“You are something that I cannot be… are you? I can’t really name it, but it’s like I should know you. Yet at the same time I know it can’t be true. Without a short, two week long break, I have never left that forest.”






	“My name is… Etsuko. And I am something similar to you. I… and my mother, as mother of my mother and so on, are creation of same goddess that created you. Both you and me are essence of natural processes that could be seen in nature. We – Kitsune – are being born and raised peacefully and our main force come from process of maturing, while you are… no offence, the process of creation of an abomination. You are never born, you simply “earn” it. You are rapid in evolution, yet instead of picking but a one variant, you may take all of them and switch them as you please. We are peaceful, you are violent. We are actually more like evolution while you are revolution. We, as races, were meant to be together, to complement each other, but the vision of worlds our ancestors shared… were way different and lead to fights. For generations we were killing each other, for every time you awoke, a violence and chaos approached with you. And thus, as we always were born earlier, we tried our best to kill you as early as possible, because you tend to grow stronger in an abnormal speed. This is why I want to know, why the hell did you help those peoples? Don’t you know that you could become so much stronger if you would kill them?”





So this is why you are worried. I changed the pattern of behaving that you were used to, so you panicked. Did Aira knew about it? Is this actually why she told me to renew the pact even as every villager was sure that it is impossible? For now, let’s not give our little vixen more reasons to kill me, as for now I am unable to oppose her.




	“You told that my main trait is adaptation, don’t you think this is exactly what am I doing right now? As the one before me tend to act chaotically, and they failed, maybe… it is just my assumption, I was made less violent for this would gave me more chance of surviving? You asked if I wanted to kill humans to get stronger. I saw it in a different way. If I would start killing humans, they would react. But if I would help them, I could stop being treated as a threat. Which action would give me a greater chances for surviving? To slow down a little process of gathering powers for life prolongation seemed fair enough. And let me say it one more time. I don’t wish to be dragged in any personal war.”






	“So you say, that you are not going to hurt intelligent being?” She didn’t believe that, and for all hells, neither did I.






	“I already am responsible for killing over 50 humans.” She looked at me with an angry gaze and I could feel magic gathering around her. “They came here to kill me. As soon as they saw me they dragged weapons and rushed at me. So no, I am not going to stay defenseless. If you attack me, I will fight back, if you would hit me, I will strike back with even more power. For I refuse to die. Not until I achieve my ultimate goal.”






	“Which is…?” She was alerted.






	“You won’t believe it” I chuckled.






	“Try me”






	“ Having a happy life. I want to visit many places, taste many foods, start an adventure, and I would already know every possible pleasure this world can give, I want to have a family. Now tell me, did you believe me?”






	“Not really”






	“So just as I told you.” it wasn’t a lie. Not at all. “But to be able to do so, I need to get stronger to be able to defend myself from those who wish me harm. During my adventure I will need knowledge about the politics of this world to not be used… Speaking about the devil… I am invited to the meeting of the council… and for now I feel like I would like to partake in it… just to see an ol’ friend.”





There was some awkward silence.




	“I will keep an eye on you. And if I would decide that you have lied to me and you caused an actual violence out of your pure need for blood… we shall meet again, and that time we would not talk.”





She jumped down and walked away. What do you think about her guyz?



~She is elegant yet deadl…



~LET ME GO! THAT ARROGANT BITCH! GIVE HER TO ME FOR 5 HOURS AND I WILL FUCK THAT BITCH INTO SUBMISSION!



~Lust calm yours…



~SHE WILL KISS OUR FOOTPRINT IN THE DUST! SHE WILL BEG TO ME TO WHIP HER MORE! afmijskdmda



~We are going to have a nice and long taaaalk Lust…



As always, thanks.



~Don’t mind it


The other letter…



“Mr. Zariel,

 

 

As the chairman of the Council of Magic I have an honor to invite you to the Council gathering. As your teacher and our beloved friend, Hanna, described you as extremely a talented young magician, we truly believe that you may present your own point concerning the recent events and politics that may prove itself extremely value to us.

 

 

As we are also concerned about your future and wished you to improve your skills in wielding magic powers, you will be able to meet here experts of every possible magic branch as also, if you would be found worthy, you could be rewarded with unlimited access to our library, where the most talented are polishing their skills under the guidance of teachers from the Academy.

 

 

If you would find our invitation interesting and you would like to travel from your current destination to our beloved capital, please tell it to the messenger immediately. All your expenses shall be compensated and you shall be given lodging also paid by us.

 

 

Let me one more time express my desire to meet you soon,

 

 

The Senator and Chairman of the Council, 

Archmage Polimus.”



The quantity and quality of fawning almost left me blind. I hid the letters under my robe and went back to the hut.



The beastmen were almost begging me to do something… Sorry, but I am still not sure, what unleashing from the chains of mentality means.




	“But you are our king! Y…”






	“King of what? I am the king of the forest, where no one wishes to enter. Look at me and tell me what do you see? Because I see a kid covered in scars. I know nothing, I understand nothing and I can do barely enough to keep myself alive. Is this what you want as a king? Then you don’t want a king but a symbol or even a puppet. Someone you can blame for forcing you to do something. If you want to free yourself from the chains, then do something, if you need somebody else to do it, then you do not free yourself from the chains but replace one for another, maybe even the golden one, maybe even lighter, but a bird in cage will always be a slave even if his cage would be made of gold and diamonds. Become stronger. And fight for what you believe. You don’t need anyone to guide you.”






	“But every possible story says that the time will come to…|






	“Then it looks like the time is still not here. If you really believe that one day I shall call you.. then why the hell did you look for me instead of preparing and waiting?”





First they looked at me with admiration, then with fear and finally with disappointment. I am not surprised. As I could tell, they have walked for a long time, stepped into a place that was used to scare them as they were children, just to be said to fuck off. Life is a bitch.




	“We understand…” the harpy said quietly “We shall not fail you.” … which part in fuck off don’t you get? “As you said, we shall grow stronger and wait for you to lead us.”… did I say something like that? Whatever. Another group was dealt with… the last one was elven.






	“Could you leave us?” I asked. Not that they are in a position to refuse. As we were left alone I tried to remember the parts from elvish for dummies that I studied once or twice. “Est ariv dim tulas” I hoped that I greeted her not offended her mother by suggesting her profession… you can never know for sure with this fucked up grammar.





First she looked surprised then chuckled.




	“ I am sorry to disappoint you, but I am dark elf… and as we were force to live on the demon continent for more than just a few generations, our dialect changed that much that is nothing like what you just said, yet I still believe that it was perfectly said in High-Elvish.”






	“There is more than one dialect?”






	“Wood elves, High Elves, Snow Elves, Dark Elves, Blood Elves…” She kept counting “ North Elves, Deep Elves, Elder Elves…”






	“Please… stop it.”






	“We rarely create kingdoms, I know only about two or three, most of us prefer to live in small villages or even caravans, and as many as there are, we tend to create many dialects.”






	“No offence, but I find it stupid… not to call say retarded.”






	“None taken. You are not then only one. We can live for a long time and have a natural ability to learn any language quickly. And we find pleasure in learning those. Myself even as don’t have much time to study because of my job, am fluent with 11 languages. Humans, dwarven, 4 elvish, orcish… but that’s not what really interest you, is it?”






	“You said you have a job for a mercenary… don’t you?”






	“But I am afraid that you will refuse it… in the end you have just said that you are not interested in partaking war” She said weakly “And I am afraid that what I wanted to ask you may be even worse…”






	“Can none of you listen carefully?” She didn’t understand what I meant “I told you I don’t wish to start a war, to be used as reason to start one nor to be blamed for it. I have never said but a one thing about joining the one that has already started… yet still for now I would prefer to avoid it.”






	“That’s just perfect, because what we want to achieve is to stop a war.” I looked at her interested, showing her to continue “The election of picking a King or Queen in the demon continent is a bit… complicated process. And it’s more like a giant show or great chess game witnessed by the whole nation… a chess game where pawns are real warriors that are dying while fighting for future kings or queens…”






	“Were you, perhaps, sent by one of the five candidates?”






	“Yes and no, I look for champions for my mistress by my own, but yes, there are indeed five of them… could you please tell me how you know that? I was sure you are pretty young and… sorry for my boldness… not introduced into politic… not to mention politic of other continent.”





And the dying black tree shall drop five saplings, and saplings shall fight each another for domination over the dead tree. As the one shall win the tree shall be alive once again… and one of the sapling shall ask me for help… the first dream-vision I got after I got a skill of predicting future.




	“Let’s just say birds told me. But I am afraid, that what you wish me to do involves to much politics… can you tell me where this… “tournament” is and if it is about to start?”






	“No one knows. For now the current devil king is… having a party. A big one. Demons also can live for some time so the feast can take a few years… someone says that it can start in a year or two…”






	“Then I am afraid I have to refuse. For now, at least. In the end I have no idea who your mistress is… and answering proposition you wanted to ask, I do not wish to listen about her from you… for your description, no matter how much you would try, shall not be objective, as you were influenced by her. Let me judge her on my own… from what people all around the world are saying, and maybe, in those two years, I would visit you in the capital.”





An uneasy expression appeared on elven face.




	“To be honest… it is not an answer I was hoping to bring back with me…”






	“Neither did those beastmen. And once again let me say it. I am weak. Much too weak to be of any use for demons. I plan to use those years to gain power. And information at the same time. If I would achieve both of them and my judgment would be favorable of you… well I would try to be there for you. For now…”





She raised from her chair.




	“Thank you for hearing me… let me just add, that for everyone who would take a role of a champion the prize from devils lords shall be given… and I can ensure you, that my mistress devoted her life to finding a rare books, grimoires and artifacts… so you would only have something more than just the satisfaction of not bringing the world to an end.”





I walked the elf to the doors, where only the magician was still waiting. Looks like the beastmen left already. As elven vanished between into woods I looked at the girl.




	“I am going with you. If you have any way of informing your superior about that…” without waiting for me to finish the pulled from a pouch a small, white ball and smashed it. I could also see that a pouch contained another one, red. So you could inform them right away? Honestly, the number of security tools the council prepared just for me … is scary.





Aira has vanished somewhere, probably in order to not be seen by mortals, because of it I couldn’t say farewell properly. So I simply laid my hand on one of the trees and said farewell in thought, hoping that she could hear it.



~” You little fool, I am nature itself” I heard the giggle in my mind “Wherever you will be, as long as there is one flower, one blade of grass… I will be with you.”




So no goodbyes needed? Maybe it’s even better? For now me and my new companion headed out of the forest, I left it, this time for bit longer than just two weeks.
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So… You may think that girl that a girl that doesn’t speak a lot would be cute. Well… in some time, perhaps yes. But as I wanted a few answers, mostly about where are we going too (I know that “to capital” but where is this shit!?), how long would it take, and asking not directly of course about map itself, other cities and villages, what kind of people are within the council or which gestures are polite or rude (to not make any faux pas)… nothing… ALSMOT nothing. It took me over 3 hours to get her saying that normally getting to capital by foot would take 5-6 weeks or about 3 while riding in carriage. And then she told me that we are not going there. Not directly.



SO WHY THE FUCK DIDN’T YOU TELL ME THAT AT THE VERY BEGINNING?! After 3 more hours… that we are getting to the small wizards outpost, where we will use teleportation to get there much faster. And we will be there in less than a weak.



I tried talking a little bit, I really did!!! I mentioned that having a teleportation devices are pretty useful and having them to travel must be extremely convenient.



She looked at me like I was an idiot… and then I was informed that activation is extremely consuming a lot of mana, and the process itself is complicated… so teleportation is used for emergencies… even those outposts are only guards and teleportation device crew. And the very teleportation altars are something from ancient times.



Haa… so in the end I am an emergency.




	You have left [uninhabited] areas and entered [outskirts] area
	Your skill [Predatory] will be weaken
	Benefits from [Predatory] will be nullified in [Resident] areas






Can this day become any worse? On the horizon the black clouds appeared and thunder could be heard from the distance.



I needed to ask… did I?




POC change.




	“We were given information, that thebso called Devourer is willing to attend in the gathering… what do you think about it, Daralon?”





The Curse speaker once again tossed an apple in the air and once again caught it. As he was thinking about something really carefully, that actually happened rarely, he liked to play with whatever would be in range of his hands. For today it was an apple.




	“The actions rarely speaks about the intention of the one who performs it. What should you asked is “what does he want to achieve by coming here”” he started walking over the room “You see… why he decided to come here is actually important… for example, if he came here just because he was curious… he is an idiot… if he came cuz he missed his teacher… he is a naïve idiot… but if he has something prepared to do… if he wants to achieve something… then… I think I could be good friends with him, you know? In the end I hate naive idiots”





He put an apple aside a turned his back to his superior.




	“And I also know already what you wanted me to ask… for real. By checking my … emotions toward some I am interested with you wanted to know… if I would be ready to kill him.” He once again turned now he faced his interlocutor. “And my answer is: I will do everything needed to make his psychological portrait for your reports, then in case if he would be interesting I would try to recruit him. And if he won’t be interesting and would cause problems, then yes. I would “protect” the peace of the gathering by all costs needed”.






	“And if he would be interesting and cause problems?”





The “evil mage” showed a bright, innocence smile on his face.




	“Then you better not let me know, cuz who know? I am thirsty for a companion, and some action.”





The archmage shivered, yet said nothing.




POC change. A few days later.



Four days. Four days traveling with “someone”… and for duration of those four days speaking like…40 sentences? Good morning – morning – are you hungry – yes – here you are –thanks … all we said during the morning…



AND IT IS OVER! It is finally over! The outpost appeared in our view as we came out from the small valley. The outpost was actually the fortified ruins of an old castle.  And for everything I treasure, they seem to not know the meaning of “excessive”… especially if you would have on mind the amount of guards. Patrol over patrol. Guardian tower almost lying on each another. We haven’t yet entered but I already counted over 30 guards… half of them wearing magician roboes.




	“Hello miss Miria!” The guards said in a happy manner “We were informed that you would come, is that the “package” we were told you will carry?” he pointed at me, even if he was obviously joking I couldn’t help the low growl that escaped my throat. “Whao! Easy there bad boy! I am just kidding! Chill out a bit!”






	“Pardon my bad manners, I am not used with anyone joking about me… even more, please restrain yourself from addressing me as some kind of object. I may be a bit oversensitive in that manner…”






	“WHAO! It talks! MWAHAHA! Sorry lad, I simply can’t let a good joke if go I see one…”






	“It is understandable… I also had one event not so long ago that made me giggle for whole day.”






	“Is that so? Go on! Tell me”






	“I was being hunted not so long time ago, and after I cut one of my would-be assassins head, and took it with myself as souvenir. But as some time has passed my hand became tired so I decided to throw that head away. And I have thrown it high in the sky, but as I heard it hit something, I went to check it, and… haha, you won’t believe it, but it hit another assassin in the head, he was sitting on the branches pretty high, fell down and broke his neck. What are the odds? One to million! Or even less! Ha… from this time I began to collect their necklaces as souvenirs and head throwing left and right… That’s my kind of humor…”






	“Would be pretty funny, but you dear sir, are bluff…” he shut his mouth as I pulled a few amulets of witch hunters. Jokes on you, silly mage. “your papers are all right miss, have a safe dive.”





As we went a few steps, my guide said quietly.




	“You. Creepy.”






	“I made the whole story up. Somehow he annoyed me.”






	“He is nice. You – meanie.”





It wasn’t the last control. As we get to the castle itself, we were redirected to the small room built from strange stone… and we were guided there under the care of a small army. Those teleports are really a national treasure, are they?




	“They all are clear. No nullification artifact in their possession.” A voice from somewhere said, sounding a bit like it was through a megaphone .






	“After me, please.” Yet another control, yet another room till we get to the very basement. And I was speechless. The altar was… big… it was a platform that could hold a few dozens of people. Surrounded by columns, few rocks casually flowing around and few lesser platform where magicians were standing in front of small blue crystals.






	“Go on, go on! We don’t have whole day. Warming this shit up was already tiresome!” Someone very old, very grumpy, and apparently being the boss of the place started lamenting. “Oy. Lad. It’s yar first time using teleportation?”





Better watch my mouth and be nice… or I may land in the door… literally.




	“That’s right, sir.”






	“Ya wanna long instruction or quick one?” his attitude showed which one HE prefered.






	“Short one, please. Just to keep me alive.”






	“Good.” I think I don’t have to point out he was happy after my suggestion? Or at least less grumpy. “It will be unpleasant, all is set so don’t worry, try not to puke, for no one knows on which side it will actually land. And if you would see something… or something would say something to you… pray to almighty, and ignore. NEVER. EVER. Show that you have noticed anything… it is rare…but just in case… Go with the flow, do not oppose it and maybe you will not land at the bottom of the ocean. Yar ready?”





A..actually…




	“Perfect. Start that shit already!”He went to the middle platform, raised his hands, so did the rest of the magician, and soon I felt something sucking me in.





Ya watched Star Trek? Of course you did, you bunch of nerds. Ya remember when the ship hit warp speed? Same thing happened to me, but I was not the ship. I felt like my whole body was twisted and squeezed to be pushed through a really small hole… likely a keyhole. And in this cacophony of sounds, kaleidoscope of colors… there were shapes. Probably those I was told to ignore. So I did as I was asked. There were many tunnels” I could travel with, yet the main force was pushing me almost not allowing me to pick anything else… why should I pick those anyway?



And I was spit at high speed through something I believed was the other end of the portal. I flew a small distance and instinctively landed on my fist and knee. I also saw the little magician was gathering from the floor massaging her head.




	“Whoa! Look at him! Perfect landing and can keep standing after his first dive! That’s a piece of tough bastard!”





The door opened and a few other magician stepped into the room. Welcoming committee?




	“Ah! Mister Zariel! We are really honored that you decided to visit us in our humble facility! Can I please know how was your trip? Mister Za…”





I only raised my hand asking him to give me a second… My head was dizzy, my eyes and ears hurt like a bitch, and I really, REALLY wanted to let my breakfast out of my stomach.



I wanted to heal myself, yet decided against it. First- no one knows (or at least I don’t) how this whole structure would react if someone would start messing with magic nearby, and why should I show him what I can do? There is no need for him to know more than we want him to know. A minute has passed before I was able to greet him properly.




	“I am ashamed that you were forced to see me in such… an unprepared state, Chairman.”






	“Ho? You knew it’s me? Really good instinct… or maybe our little genius described what I look like?”





Neither. I appraised you. But saying that “I am in possession of a skill that literally is showing me who is the one I am looking at as long as he is not 10-15 levels stronger than me”… could be wrongly understood, or even worse, could generate a need to use such a skill for the private purpose of Mr. Chairman.




	“I am good at guessing.”






	“Indeed you are.”There was a bright, cheerful smile on his face so either, he was the type of gentle reassuring grandpa… or was great at lying. Pardon me, and my distrust… but as he is a politician, for now I will go on with the second option. “The gathering will start tomorrow, for today we wish you to rest a little, strengthen yourself up after a journey with some food. We will also inform Miss Hanna about your arrival, she probably would like to see you… Tell me please… would you like to rest now… or to explore the building of the council?”





I used to hunt whole day while being covered in mud and blood… it is still early, I am not that tired nor sweaty… why not?




	“I feel like I could make one more dive or two… so I will humbly go with your offer to move my bones a bit.”






	“Splendidly! It is good to see youth so eager to explore and study! This gentlemen here, will be your guide. His name is Daralon.”






	“Nice to meet ya! Hope to have looooots of fun together.”





So they picked some elite killer to keep an eye on me… so I will have to be very nice and polite all around. How did I know he is strong? I appraised him of course. And he was at a completely other level than those I have met so far. You could probably tell that notification said that this target is impossible to be appraised… but I could appraise him. He twitched a little bit as I did so… so he already he showed that he noticed. The other thing - he could interfere with my powers, or simply could lesser his own powers, for notification said:




	Daralon [Human]
	level: [-20]
	title: [No one special]  [Do not mind me]
	Hp: [1/1]
	Someone who deserve absolutely 0 attention. Go back to your business.

Seriously. Leave. Him. Alone








	“I hope to enjoy your companion too” I said with a small smile while shaking his hand. “I know it may sounds strange, or even creepy, but I have to say you smell wonderfully and we will get along.”





I didn’t lied. I could recognize this smell and taste under every circumstances. The more I could tell was that the smell was so strong that it broke through the smell of soap. He needed to bath in it for decades to replace his normal body odor with this smell.



With the smell of blood.
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The Chairman left after asking me to feel like it’s my own home. I doubt he meant that I can adorn whole building with body parts of various monsters that I would like to eat later, but well… I am going to enjoy myself nonetheless.




	“I guess you have a few attraction that are supposed to impress me already prepared?” I asked my new guide.






	“Sure thing!” Daralon was really enthusiastic. “Man, I am jealous. If you would only know what they’re going to give you! Chambers reserved for the highest rank foreign visitors… They even hired four cooks just for your personal use… “






	“And my I know what is your purpose? The real one.”






	“I am but a humble servant” He ha a smile so bright plastered on his face that it could leave you blind. “To show you what is worth attention and…” I just looked at him letting him know that I know, he didn’t even bulged “… making you enjoy your stay. Speaking of which, over there, we have a room in where we…” he embraced me with one arm in a friendly manner, got closer to my ear and whispered “not here…” and continued describing rooms where selected acolytes – those deemed worthy (funny how often “deemed worthy” means having rich parents with lots of connections).





He was dragging me through the whole building at a really fast pace as if he wanted to deal with his task as fast as possible. So we saw a few architectural artworks, a few smaller research facilities.




	“As we are restricted to this very building… for now” he added after he realized that he has almost called me a slave “there are not so many things to see, you know this building main purpose is politics and more politics, so we have residential areas, where leeches… pardon me, politicians are meeting, and archives. Lots of archives. Answering your question you didn’t yet asked, no. There is nothing interesting in THOSE archives. So, let us proceed to the place where you will stay for the next couple of days… or rest of your life, it is up to you… or at least I think it is.”





As we were right in front of the door to my new chamber(s) he stopped, started talking about some completely pointless matter until a maid would pass us by, and then he literally pushed me in, then walked in too, and shut the door. Before I was able to ask anything a small threads of black fist formed between his fingers and started creating some strange marks and symbols. It took him a few seconds before a mist left the symbols and spread through the whole room checking every corner.




	“Weird… Looks like they don’t want to spy on you… no honestly, weird… or they would have someone better than me… in what I doubt…”






	“So now… can we talk like the civilized villains, that we are?” I asked in a joyful matter.






	“Sure, just give me something to report to those above me, why I vanished in your room… for a few hours…”






	“Why giving you a reason? Just say the truth! Or half of it… I am going to ask you about politicians, map, and courtesy. Is that ok?”






	“Will do… after some small improvements… note for you, never make yourself look to innocent. Always add at least small portion of evil deeds, or else no one will believe you. I will add that you asked me about relations of the council with dark mages and which magic forms are prohibited. And this would do… now, I know you have lots things to ask another dark mage… yes, I can feel your aura, but I neeeeed to, or actually really want to know, why you cam here.”






	“What if there is more than one reason?”






	“Then I would let you know that I have lots of time.” That little bastard






	“First, because I indeed was curious. But not of the council or making friends… I am being targeted by… organizations. As assassins, as someone who says that want so hire me, and few that wish to serve me… I refuse to be assassinated, I am not able to manage my free time correctly not speaking about the entire group, and wish not to be used. By anyone. Add that I can make a few connections and actually steal a book or two from the library… say hello to someone who took good care of me… you would have more or less why I am here.”






	“Know let me check, if you are an idiot” he said happily “What do you think they want from you.”





I was thinking about it for quite some time actually. And once again reasons I found were many.




	“Once again, they are curious what kind of creature I am. If I am wild or… not completely wild. The war is coming, and as there are lots of other chimeras that would die for me… or what I think after meeting small group, they don’t want me to fight directly, more to “show my support” to the council and through this get you some volunteers… and probably research purposes. Checking my capabilities to know what kind of possible danger I may possess. Of course probably taking such tests would allow me to join a few groups… and actually they would like to recruit me by first saying it is for the greater good or something… then playing on my emotions, bribing me to finally threatening me… or this is what I would do in their place…”






	“Mostly… true.” He said while nodding. “There are couple of more things they prepared buuut… yes, those would be most of them. Now… would you mind… showing me it…” His eyes glowed with excitement. He means codex… does he?





~It’s ok, no need to worry. He was touched by me… one of the possible replacement users… if you would fail or something… just sayin’



The book appeared right in front of me.




	“Can… can you open it?”






	“Not always… she is kind of a bitch. Opening when she wants it, usually as I am about to die…”





He chuckled.




	“Yeees, the Codex of the Fallen is pretty special. It shows in breakthrough moments of someone’s life twisting it. It feeds off emotions. The stronger and darker… the more it responds. It’s like a touch of fate. It speaks: “everything you have been doing thought your whole life seems futile? I can give you new purpose…” this kind of being. This is why from a honored and respected priest I become someone called The Curse speaker… Feared and hated. And I was never so happy before.” He looked at me with gentle a gaze “Why did you embrace the codex? I am not asking about the power, everyone needed it, but for which purpose? Some for revenge, some for pushing their limits…”






	“I am not sure. I just wanted to protected someone I liked… I guess.”






	“So... a love” He chuckled once again.






	“Do not mock me, please”






	“You think I am mocking you? No… Love is actually dangerous. Both as emotion as magic. I saw once a magician. He was deeply in love, yet he was a complete failure… calling him a magician is already abusing the word meanings. He could barely ignite a candle after dozens of minutes of focusing, and almost fainted after doing so. Yet as I was gutting his love he actually hurt me, you know? Badly!






	“So, he saved his love?” I asked curiously.






	“Naah. I killed both of them. Love is but an impulse that can break your limits… not perform a miracle.”





Creepy. But he is honest, and it is something I cannot discard here.




	“By the way… you were correct about that part in where you suspected that they are going to measure your power. They will want to give you an official title, usually given by the Academy. But there are multiple ways to give that title, as there are multiple kinds of magician. You won’t force a theoretical mage that forges artifacts to fight with the dragon, nor tell the battlemage to solve a difficult equation… and I mean really hard equation… but… as you are a battlemage… you will be fighting…”






	“Not with you, I hope…”






	“HAHAHA! THAT’S A GREAT IDEA! SHIT! Why haven’t I thought about it earlier! Noo… your opponent will be…”





Someone knocked at the door.




	“Looks like fate wishes for you to have a surprise. Let me then just add, that as you are a fire mage… Your opponent will be chosen to counter you.”





He rose from his seat and walk to the door to open them.




	“Zari! For the heavens you are actually the same!”






	“Greetings teacher. Good to see you in good health.”





I was really happy when I saw Hanna entering the room. I didn’t really know how to react properly, but as she gave me a bear hug, all my worries left. That’s right. For now she is the only person I can completely let my guard down aroud, and be myself.




	“Dear child, are you ok, how was your dive? I did it once and almost threw out my insides, are you hurt? I hope you didn’t sign any papers they gave you without reading twice… “






	“TEACHER!”






	“Yes?”






	“I am all right! Really. Few scars here and there but could be worse.






	“If you would allow me” Daralon said “I would leave you alone and report back to my superiors. I would also point out, that from now on he would be under your care madam… Zariel… I am afraid that for your story to be believable you will have to ask your teacher to teach you everything about politic… Now, excuse me…”





As the door shut behind him. Hanna started again.




	“Zari, you have to know that this man is dangerous. Very. He said he has superiors… but truly speaking he probably has none… just figureheads to make everyone thinks he is under control. HA! The one above him may even believe he is in charge.”






	“It is ok, really! I am not going to partake in any fishy activities… But I need to ask you few questions. Now. First, is the Adventure Guild an independent company? And is there a place where I can get some sleep? I don’t want to owe them anything nor to be connected with them in anyway.”






	“I see what you are about to do… yes, joining the adventure guild may cut the strings that they are about to throw at you… but as you are a “dangerous species” you will need someone to certify that you are not… wild. And by someone I mean the organization. If you will be lucky you will get this certify tomorrow, if everything would be played well… Zari, I know you are probably exhausted… but I have a couple of friends that helped me greatly with your case… Would you mind if I would introduce them to you? I owe them this much.”






	“If there is anyone who actually doesn’t need to ask me about anything to do so… it is you teacher. I owe you too.” I smiled.






	“Just to let you know… they are… special. One of them if even an academic professor… and he teaches about magical beings… so he is more than eager to know you… he may ask strange things so please don’t be offended…”






	“Teacher!” I once again stopped her torrent of words. “I am not going to be offended till they try to kill me. And I am not tired. And I wish to meet them too. And once again, I am really happy to see you.”





We talked a little bit longer, catching up with recent events and everything that NEEDED to be known by me to not offend anyone. After a bit over 30 minutes I left the building of the council and headed to the campus to meet with her friend.



As we were walking I recalled Daralon saying that I am going to fight someone who would counter my fire element. So water… Or… Ice. I couldn’t stop a really big grin from appearing over my face.
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	“Mister Zariel, I presume! It is my really good honor to meet you! I am Hieronymus Charles Nicolay Kleir!”






	“All of them at the same time?” I joked. Hanna and her friend standing near us chuckled. The man at the other hand looked a bit confused “Please, pardon me if I offended you. I am also really happy to meet someone, thanks to who I am not being hunted down by a Magician Extermination Unit… if you had one…”






	“Oh, no, no, no. It was really nothing. I barely supported Hanna’s theory saying that children shouldn’t be responsible for their ancestors crimes, while pointing out that we actually never had the possibility to truly study the nature of your race… as…well, they used to die before we could lay our hands on them…”






	“So I think you would like to make some interview with me, maybe performing some more or less complicated medical exams…”






	“No, no, no, no! I know that you value your peace and…”






	“I wouldn’t mind it.”






	“… asking you to do so would be… excuse me… what did you just say?”






	“That I would gladly repay for your kindness. Even more, I would like to know something more about myself too, and having someone called the greatest specialist in studying magical creatures as help… I think both of us would benefit.”





The man having appearance a bit grumpy, yet gentle grandpa was overjoyed. I have never seen someone so happy in my entire life… both of them.




	“Now, now, now. Stop right here, lad, or else Hieroni will get a heart attack.” The other woman chuckled “He is used for difficulties pilling under his feet, so as you offer him actual help he is lost and does not know what to do.” Those three looked pretty close to each another. Collages, friends? Party of adventurers? “My name is Lizara… and I was teaching your other… let’s call her friend… Ruby a little.” Nooow. That’s a name I haven’t heard in some time.






	“Is that so? Thank you for taking care of that blockhead. Hope she wasn’t to big of a problem for you. How was she doing?”





Lizara and Hanna exchanged glances quickly.




	“She was useless. Especially at the beginning. Now she maybe will be able to keep herself alive for a day or two.”






	“Putting Lizaria’s speech into Human. She was pretty talented and thanks to Lizara training she is pretty skilled right now.” Hanna added.





I could sense that old miss is strong, but I couldn’t say how much. She is out of my radar.




	“I hope you will not find that offensive, but would you mined telling me how strong you are? And… how strong Daralon is? There is something… odd about air around you two.”






	“So you can tell? Nice sensing abilities. I would just let you know that it is not really polite to use power measuring spells on friends… and yes, I could tell you used them… But answering your question – me and this… man… Daralon I mean… are in ranking of top 10 most powerful humans currently living. But I have to warn you. He is fooling around… But never, simply never underestimate him.”





We talked till the very evening. I asked about as many things as I could, and they were eager to answer. About everything, politics, history, maps of the continent. But there was one question they couldn’t answer. What kind of personalities do the current Demon Lords that will fight to be the next Demon King or Queen.



The answer for this lays in the Grand Library – with limited access, or Grand Houses (nobles).



As we were parting our ways and I was heading back (under the guidance of Hanna – responsibility n stuff) to my new temporary sleeping location, she said.




	“I can’t wait to see what you have prepared for your Grand Entrance for Gathering.”






	“Scuse me?”






	“You know, this little tradition. The mage that would be attending in the Gathering for the first time is asked to enter with some kind of cool magical effect that would say something about his personality or magic. As Lizara entered for the first time… she froze the whole building… you were told about it, wern’t you?”






	“Of course!” not at all “I am simply a bit tired and haven’t heard you at first. Just watch me tomorrow I will make you proud” I smiled for the last time, we wished each other a good night and I shut the door.






CODEX!!!! I NEED SOMETHING BIG FOR TOMORROW! YOU BETTER HAVE SOMETHING PREPARED!             



~HAHA! Acting cool and all mighty and now you are in deep shit! BEG ME! And I shall consider lending part of my awesomeness to you…



I have a better idea, You will help me now so I will not start studying how to become a priest.



~… You are bluffing. You don’t even know where to start…



In the Grand Library of course! I will be a little help for a few Grand Houses, get them to support me and as I would get an access…



~You little fuck! Okay! This time you won! Sit on ur ungrateful ass, for I am going to show you something so awesome, that everyone is going to lose their minds… well, it is not that difficult… nor useful, actually its only purpose is to be “spectacular”… here we start…

 

 



The sun was high in the sky as yet another case was terminated from the agenda of Gathering. The chairman with a cough has cleaned his throat and began yet another speech:




	“Ladies and Getlemens, I think it is the time for the most awaited part of our meeting. As you know from Gathering that took place few month ago, a magician appeared. An extraordinary magician that in very same time is so-called artificial mage… and is said to be a creature known mostly from stories and archeological researches. Brothers and sisters in magic, let me introduce our special guest – The fire witch – Zariel.”





The really big gate was opened. And after a few seconds a lone raven flew in there and sat on one of the walls of the dom-shaped room. Hanna recognized the bird right away, it was Sebastian.



After a few more seconds, another completely jet black raven flew in, but this time he began to circle the room while flying. Two more flew in and joined his brother under the ceiling in his flight. In next moment eight more ravens joined them and then sixteen.  Within the minutes, high in the room the cacophony of ravens screams could be heard as the room was almost completely covered in the blackness of ravens.



And then a first raven nosedived in a completely straight line. As it was about to hit the floor it changed into a small cloud of dark mist. Soon after more and more ravens began to drop from the air making the mist cloud bigger and bigger till it achieve the size of a human. As there were no ravens left the mist began to shape into a hooded human with a traveling staff in hand. As for the last part of show Sebastian flew from the wall and landed on Zariel’s shoulder.



He stood there is silence, among the mess made by fallen raven’s feathers. After dramatically long pause he said:




	“Thank you for the introduction chairman, I am more than happy for the possibility of meeting the greatest magicians on the continent, I hope our conversation will be beneficial for all of us and I will be able to convince you, that the devil is not as scary as he is described.” I said while bowing.





The room where Gathering took place was shaped like an arena – Colosseum like. And now I was standing in the middle, for I was told that this is the place where the new ones are suppose to stand. It will not be the meeting with a cup of tea. This is going to be an interrogation.
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As I bowed all magicians gathered in the room became silent…. Well, there was one exception.



Daralon stood up and began to clap his hands like a kid seeing a circus performance for the first time in his life.




	“Whooo! NICE ONE! Ya saw that!? Amazing!” He shouted while still clapping his hands. “Show us something more! C’mon! You have to prepared something else in case that would fail! Show us! Everyone! Encourage him! ZA-RI! ZA-RI!”… he was the only one shouting “What is wrong with you guys! Show him some support!”






	“Mister Daralon, please respect the authority of our gathering… sit down, please.” Chairmen asked. With a really annoyed expression Daralon did as he was told whispering something like “Boring old fucker”






	“Mister Zariel, once again I would like to say a word of gratitude in the name of everyone gathered here. To be honest we were prepared to face your refusal. The main topic on the agenda was to determinate… if you are a threat. We know, that you have never shown any act of violence toward people of any nation, and this is the reason why we are talking right now. Everyone gathered in here will ask you a question, if you would answer honestly, it would be appreciated. We have our methods to determinate if you are lying… do you have anything against such method?”






	“As long as you would not ask about personal matter, I do not mind.”






	“Very well” the chairmen straightened his position on his chair “Anyone wish to ask a question?”






	“ME! ME! ASK ME!” Guess who was raising his hand?






	“Senator Arila, please ask your question.” The Chairman picked some woman who also raised her hand. Actually a few person did so.






	“Thank you, Chairman. Mister Zariel, there are rumors, not proven, that you belong to a species that is, let’s just say more than just rare, could you prove your identity?”





The main question first, huh? I was still wearing a hood, for I was prepared for this very question. I was wondering how I should answer it. I thought at first, that showing my full capabilities could build some respect for future conversation. Yet I decided against it.




	“Very well, behold – my true form.” I said, and slowly, like very slowly raised my hands to the hood. I took my time building dramatic pressure, just to in the right moment with one fluent movement take it off.





I didn’t pick any combat pose. It wasn’t what I wanted to achieve. Instead, the only things I shifted, were my ears. Instead of human ears I switched them to black panther ones. So yes, I was basically a men with cat ears. But it was not the end! I raised my hand before me, and while I slowly perform scratching movement before me I said “Rawr”.



No, I didn’t roared. I just said “Rawr” Without any emotions.



And once again everyone went silent, for they didn’t know how to act. Yet once again silence didn’t last long.




	“BWAHAH! THAT’S MY BOY! See?! He has some humor, unlike you, you boring…”






	“Mister Daralon, it is my final warning! One more time you speak without permission I will have to ask you out. For you mister Zariel, Could be humbly ask you to not joke here? We really would like to know your serious answer.”






	“Chairman, this is my serious answers. You are just judging if I am a threat. What else should I show you, to not doom myself? Unfortunately, as I was living in pretty dangerous place, I had no access to any… not violent creatures. Tell me directly what do you want, for both you and me to be satisfied. To change my hands into wings? To cover my skin with scales? To replace nails with claws? All those traits are reserved for battle, and I do not wish to threaten you by literally arming myself up in front of the Gathering. I am afraid that I have no other form that I could present here.”






	“So, you decided to not show your full capabilities to not offend us? Than I have to apologize, for I misunderstood your action” … IN YOUR FACE ASSHOLE! It was what I thought. Somehow I feel like you want to paint me as someone evil, yet controllable… I will not give you that satisfaction.






	“No offence was taken. It is your job to take care of the peace of the Gathering and for making all sentences spoken here to be as clear and understandable as possible.” I bowed my head with appreciation to the function he was fulfilling. Another nice gesture from me.






	“Next question… maybe…” Daralon once again raised from his sitting place and raised his hand, but said nothing as he remembered the chairman threat.






	“Very well, Mister Daralon?” Chairman said with a sigh.






	“Have you ever killed someone? I mean intelligent being? If so, how many, who exactly, and what did you feel?”






	“I did.” It made whispers spread through the room






	“Silence! Please! Brothers and sisters! You are disturbing the answer of our guest. Please restrain yourself from judging before whole answer would be said.”






	“It would be 50… no, wait 51 humans. 50 of them were hunters and inquisitors sent to kill me. And asking what I felt back then is a hard question, for I felt different in many situations, a few times I felt sadness, a few times joy, but mostly dissatisfaction, for those were pointless deaths. And a few time I felt nothing. For it was something that had to be done, so I could live.”






	“That would be 50, yet you said you killed 51… may you continue?”





I made a pause. As if gathering emotions.




	“He was.. caught by something. And it didn’t let him die. For days he was stuck in agony. When I found him, he begged me for death… He was the very first human I have ever killed. Pardon me, I don’t wish to speak about this matter any longer.”






	“That’s understandable… if anyone has any other questions..”






	“If I may, chairman” some other woman raised from her seat. She was a beastkin, some shaman, if I had to guess, and by her attitude I could tell she is not my greatest fan. “How could we know if he really killed the inquisitors and not some hunters?”






	“We have truth-crystals turned on, so if…”






	“Those could be easily fooled by speaking half-true or forcing certain emotional states!”… that’s valuable information, thanks miss.






	“If you have any complaint to the activity of crystals, than…”






	“If I may, chairman” I cut his speech politely “We can avoid this whole fuss, for I have proof.” I grabbed an amulet from my pocket “Here is one of many amulets, I took as souvenir… memento from my encounter. I am keeping by myself only a few of them, but in room the that council generously lent me , I have the rest of them. Exactly 50 amulets that I can show anytime you would require.”






	“We will believe in that, we would also take one of those to check its authenticity. Is there any more problem with honesty of our guest?”






	“No, your grace…” The woman sat displeased.





And our conversation was going on and on. They asked me about my plans and desires. What I think about certain politics and so on. They also tried to know if I had any connections with any organizations.



And I answered that I had no plans until “someone” dragged me out of forest where I was not disturbing anyone and mentioned that I was asked to join forces with already two groups (didn’t say which one… the little magician probably said already who was visiting me), yet I refused, for I wish to stay neutral on politic field. In the end they forced me to stand in front of them for over an hour. But then the grand finally arrived.




	“I think we asked enough questions, and we exhausted our dear guest mentally, and he deserved some well earned rest. But before all of us vote on the matter of today’s gathering… I would like to perform a test for the magician. As you may not know, magicians are required to study either in academy or under care of one of the already certified magicians. As their education would be over, they would take a test to determinate their power and give them adequate rank among us. Mr. Zariel, we would like to ask you to perform a battle. Here, now, as you are standing. We decided for it to check your power and ability for reacting to unexpected battles. We will cast a spell, so neither you nor your opponent shall die, no matter how much damage you would take, yet all damage taken will hurt… please prepare yourself.”





In the very moment the arena I was standing on started to change. Some smaller platforms were erected making hill, some ponds were filled with water and even a few trees appeared, mechanisms changing the arena to some random environment? Nice trick. What I noticed, was that there was a lot much water sources all around.




	“To let you know, magicians are divided into ranks depending on their abilities. We have, from lowest ranks: Beginner, Novice, Apprentice, Acolyte, Magician, Mage, Wizard, Grand Mage, Archmage, Magus, Grand Magus, Arch Magus… and Magic King… just to let you know, only one person at a time can have the title of Magic King… and none have bin elected for the past millennia… Now, we believe you know your opponent.” How predictable… Hello Ruby! (ED: Trump for Magic King. Make the council great again.)





She came from the other corridor. She wanted to say something. Definitely, yet she waited. Maybe she wanted to have a talk after our match? BUT OF COURSE MY FRIEND!... I will love to chat with you a little! But first… you will have to get out of the hospital, in which I am going to place you. Fear not. I will be gentle. At the beginning…




	“As all gathered remember, this little lady received not so long ago a title of Mage, almost Wizard, becoming one of the youngest to ever reach that title. Honoring our method of testing battlemages, she is in a possession of element stronger than that of challenger.” Here, he made a pause and grinned a little. “But I decided for small improvement. In the end we expect a little bit more from our guest, so I allowed myself for making the task a little bit harder. Ladies, please step inside.”





From same corridor two more girls step out. Blonde and brunette.




	“Both of them are also Mage rank water mages.” Oy, this is bulling, you know? “I hope no one has an objections?” I HAVE! OY! YOU CHEATING OLD FUCK! Keep it cool… keep it cool.






	“Looks like it is not going to be a fair match…” The blonde girl said with disdain.






	“Then you are free to pick two more guys as support, then you may have some chances.” Was I the one who said that? Crap it was me. The whole audience burst in laughter and the blonde girl became all red on her face. Great I made her angry.






	“There are no restriction to weapon nor magic usage. All ranks of spells are allowed. Do not fear about hurting the audience, as the barrier is about to be erected. In the name of the Council, I ask for today exam to begin. You are free to start.”





In my minds I said with my best Will Smith voice “Show time”.
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Their synergy was… flawless. I knew that water mage are pretty versatile class that could Take the role of both attacking to supporting. And their verity of attacks was also pretty terrifying. The blonde girl used whips made of water to push me to a certain locations, where the brunette would shoot small, very small, needle sized water bolts under high pressure. And to be hit by something like that was not a joke. I saw a piece of rock flying high in the air after being hit by it, and at the same time Ruby was the most annoying. She almost never attacked… it wasn’t her role in that formation. Of course occasionally some ice spikes flew my way, but what annoyed me the most was watching as ice walls were erected between me and the girl I targeted, making my explosive balls tear apart ice instead of flesh.



I almost lost myself and forgot I am not here to win. I could do it! Really! With a big dose of luck but it was not impossible! Yet I would be forced to use both nature and chaos spells… which I didn’t want to use. I am not here to win! Just to make a small show, struggle a bit, maybe perform a few nice attacks that would almost hit the target, and in the end withdraw.



I don’t care about rank, what I really wanted to achieve is to make myself look like a little genius that learns fast, and may be dangerous in the future, but not now.



I stepped back dodging a whip of water that smashed tiles on the ground, and while not stopping fluent movement I rotated myself changing direction, avoiding a few needles-bullets. And then small ice shard cut the skin on my cheek making small drop of blood appeared.




	“Stop playing with us” Ruby whispered quietly.






	“Why the… fuck!... do you think” I was saying the sentence by parts, for I was not allowed to have a basic conversation between those savages “I am playing… with… you?... if you, FOR FUCK SAKE” a whip hit me in the back “know any… way for a fire mage” I needed to cast a fire wall to evaporate a whip. I didn’t like to use this method, because of the mist that was created by evaporated water was disturbing my field of vision “To fight with three… water mages… at same time, then I am listening!”






	“I know how you look like when you are focused! You are not even TRYING!” The last word was screamed as for a moment she stopped supporting her team, instead an ice spear was thrown at me, shattering in the place I was standing a moment ago.”





It wasn’t mindless attack casted in anger. Now I was standing between all three of them, For all this time I was trying to have them in more or less one place, to have them all attack from the same spot, the next things I saw were whips and water bullets flying in my direction.



This was a moment I was waiting for. The chance for a attack I wanted to show. I covered myself in the fire, made them a little more unstable and by using mana shock wave as trigger I spread the powerful ring of fire in all direction. The spell made by myself after the failure in the snake den. Flame-nova.



Water changed into steam making me completely invisible to my enemies. I changed my location by a few meters, and right away I was able to say it was a correct decision, for my previous location was being bombarded by water, ice, and god only knows what more.



I set something I called “fire seed”  on the floor. It was yet another prototypic spell of mine I wanted to try. The fire seed was actually an explosive wisp, with a slightly changed structure. The normal wisp was a ball that could store fire to change it into light or an explosion, but this one was a bit more… violent. Instead of storing fire, it was more like accelerator, making everything inside of it travel and rotate faster generating friction, this friction was generating heat, and heat was generating fire.



So why calling it fire seed? In my predictions are correct as the heat inside the seed would hit critical value and would be forced outside the seed, we would have a beautiful fire flower erected to the air.



… it does not look like a flower. What I was seeing was more like burning, wriggling tentacle… maybe I have to change the name? But now… we have a nice source of fire we can bend to our will, why not to use it?



I quickly threw on the ground a few more seeds and injected them with a tiny bit of fire. Soon those would explode similarly to the first one.



I focused my attention on fiery tentacle and with a movements of hand I forced it to hit the ground were the Blonde was standing… some time ago.




	“WHAT THE HELL IS THAT” By her scream I could tell it didn’t hit her. What a shame.





The heat of the fire made the steam movements faster, and soon I lost my vision cover.




	“Nice trick you freak” Brunette hissed “But now you are done.”






	“Are you sure? Three… two… one…” I counted down with the smile. In the moment when “zero” should be said three more tentacles appeared from the seeds covering me from all sides. Now, the hard part. I am somewhat skilled in double casting, but here I had four “arms” of the spell, full manipulation was out of the question. I bended two arms to more or less cover me while using the other two to… using the word “attack” could be a little misguiding.






	“To be forced… to cast them… against a fire user…” The brunette was more than displeased. Soon I was able to see what she had on mind. She summoned a familiar. The other girls did the same.





So you have a familiar now, Ruby? And you are using it against me… You ungrateful wh… whatever. Let’s just keep playing.



The Blonde summoned some kind of ice tiger… small version, Ruby… a magic wyrm? And brunette … summoned… a thing… honestly, it looked like Asmodeus and Cthulhu had a baby. Lesser ice devil… good to know that not every devil is a terrifying abomination…



Wrym flew through time air, not even bothering to avoid the fire. It simply flew thought it. I also noticed that it flew partly through some rocks. Astral beings? So I can’t hit it directly… but neither it can do so… what do you want to do with that, Ruby? Distract me?



The little snake like being wrapped around my arm. That’s all?




	Your mana is being drained






	Your inner mana flow was disturbed
	You have lost ability [Dual casting]






I have lost control over one of my tentacles that began to madly hit everything around, in same time lesser devil and ice tiger start breathing cold air at the other tentacle. And by cold I mean that not such a long time ago fire arm turned blue and shattered.



MOTHER FUCKER!



The other arms were put down the magicians themselves.




	“Nice try, yet futile.” The blonde looked overjoyed and wanted to mock me a little. Who cares. I did what I wanted here. So now I am going to concede that I lost. It was still funny and I could experiment with my magic a little. And it was a good fight. So who cares?






	“That’s all you were able to do! The whole council was sooo afraid of someone as hopeless as you… they were afraid that you could be a threat! And you were put down by three little girls who barely finished the academy! You are a joke! And you deserve nothing! Go back to the hole you came from.”





I was surrounded by ice shard from all direction. Looks like they want to use a possibility of harming me as only they pleased, for I would not die…



But I didn’t care about pain. She said something interesting. I deserve nothing you say… I deserve nothing… I deserve nothing… I dese…. Yooou, little, arrogant…




	“…. Worthless whore. IF ON THE WHOLE WORLD THERE IS SOMEONE, ANYONE, DESRVING EVERYTHING THAT WOULD BE ME!”





You heard her? HER!? THE FUCKING NOOBLE RAISED LIKE A DONUT IN BUUTER HAVING EVERYTHING EVERYTIME! SENT TO THE BEST ACADEMY IN THE COUNTRY AND MAKING HER FUTURE AS POSSIBLY EASY AS ONLY ONE COULD IMAGINE!... it is over. I don’t care about my cover, I don’t care about peace… I just want to see her in a bloody pond.




	“This little charade is over…” The ice bolts were sent from all sides by those two girls to impale me from all directions. I clasped my hands and surrounded myself in the black mist. Not a single projectile hit me. Instead they hit the hard body of Greg I summoned to protect me.





	Shifting in process
	Avatar chosen:[Leshy]
	Bonuses will be added 
	Strength	+ 11
	Vitality	+ 19
	Endurance	+ 8
	All nature based spells dramatically improved
	Access to the [Acid spitter] venom: granted






They still haven’t seen me, for Greg in a semi kneeling state covered me with his tree-like body.




	“He… summoned a tree?” In that moment Greg straightened his body showing both his face armed in shard teeth… and showing me. “My goddess”





The same black mist appeared several more times.




	“Come to me, my brothers. Step out from the shadows.” Kaito howled “It is time for the hunter to become hunted. Oh, girl, you made it much more personal then it was supposed to be… Let the game begin.”





I said while covering my hand in miasma and grabbing the wyrm. It started to squeak in pain. It body changed from blue to violet, from violet to black, and finally turned grey, just to be shattered.



I think I will enjoy it.
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I was consumed by rage. In every possible meaning.




	“… six familiars… what kind of monster is he?!”





I am the kind of monster that was always rejected, the one who was paid with contempt for the kindness I showed. I am the one who will always be perceived as either a threat or tool if I would not hide my identity. And finally, I am the last thing you want to meet in a dark alley.




	“Nature… my mother, hear the call of your child…” I raised my hand “Lend my powers that dwell within one’s heart. For I am the keeper of ancient flame… that is sworn to devourer the life that they claim”





From my palm a stream of fire was shot in the direction of the Blonde that hid behind a pillar of ice.




	“I will give you an advice for the future, you mindless whore, next time you walk past a sleeping dragon, turn around, and walk back while holding your breath. It is not recommended to poke him with a stick… not to say about offending him… or maybe you have a death wish? I am curious, if the magic they used to protect your life is keeping you safe only from direct attack, you see, I can force you to die from heart failure caused by shock and pain… wanna test that?”





There was some commotion from the audience. Looks like I can kill you that way. Teeeemptiiing…



The pillar broke and I moved in the direction if Blondie. I was watching you carefully, my loves. I know you pattern. Looks like you trained your fight only within practice ground. For example, Blondie and her water whip usage. It is basically a steam of water and to make it into actual weapon you need to force it into movement, to generate momentum. It means that before you will attack, you will have to drag the whip behind you, just like a normal one. Also if you want to change the trajectory of the end of a whip, you will have to start movement much earlier than that. And it is actually easy to predict where it will hit just by watching how your whip is twisting.



The Brunette on the other hand… she can attack only in straight lines, those attacks are fast, but also need preparation. You lift the drop of the water to your eye level, start rotating it, and somehow you generate the pure power from this rotation on the back of your bullet. After 3-4 seconds you are able to shoot it using the already mentioned generated power. The piercing power is nothing to laugh at, but once again, you are using it as if you have learned it from book. Always 3-4 seconds. Just by looking when you have started the rotation process, it is easy to tell when the bullet would be shot and how much time it would take for it to reach me. And as the trajectory is a perfectly straight line… all I need to do is to move aside.



So here I kept marching forward. I haven’t used magic this time, just by walking to the sides to avoid the whip, or stopping my movement for a second to let them a bullet fly right through the place I was supposed to be. Predicting your prediction… Of girl, I was playing LOL for long enough to make such a task a piece of cake! Honestly! Have you ever grabbed someone with Blitzcrank as they flashed? I AM BLOODY DIAMOND MAIN SUPPORT GOD DAMN IT! DO NOT UNDERSITIMATE MY POWER! TWAH! SON OF A! That’s what happens when you get distracted, I have completely forgot about you, my love!




	“It would be better if you just stayed in the corner and wait for the end, Ruby…”





From this trio, she was definitely the best. Bending the trajectory of her projectiles, as they were mid-air. Raising defending walls and shooting at same time. Dual casting, with some efforts, but fluently. She also had the widest range of attack.




	“That is enough” She whispered “Why are you doing it!? It is excessive cruelty! You never were like that!”






	“You are… indeed right. Back where I came from, there is a saying “The one, who is fighting with a beast should be careful, for he can become a beast himself… as you look at the abyss, the abyss looks within you”… and were was I forced to live, my love?” I chuckled, but by the gods, there was no joy in this laugh “Every moment there changed me… I was hunting by animals, and then by humans. I was lying in the dirt covered in blood for hours. How could I stay the same?”






	“And excessive cruelty?” I shook my arms “You said nothing, as they were about to impale me with ice shard from every directions… stay were you are. I will finish this soon.”





I once again turned my face toward Blonde, yet I didn’t allowed myself to lose my focus this time and I was able to react as another ice spear flew my way. And I caught it with my bare hands throwing it aside.




	“And I wanted to be somehow gentle with you.” I indeed wanted to do so! Humiliate her? Sure thing! Maybe then I would freak the shit out of her new boy-toy, but that’s it.





With satisfaction I noticed that Kaito stopped thrashing the tiger on everything he could find. I think I have already mentioned that tiger was small? Maybe medium-dog sized. And Kaito was horse sized… He actually was able to hold his whole belly with his jaws. In the same moment Walter once again dropped from afar the… thing. It had some kind of scales on itself so the task of smashing it wasn’t the easiest. It only made me even more proud, for Walter did not show any signs of becoming discouraged, and over and over again kept lifting it, flying high in the air, just to nose dive and drop it near the ground with all the speed he could generate, just to make yet another circle and repeat the whole process. Not very fair nor visually attractive, but definitely effective.




	“We began with 3 vs 1… pardon Sebastian, 3 vs 2… You allowed yourself to change it into 6 vs 2… and now, here we stand the beginning of a 3 vs 7 match… And you thought that I was mocking you while I said that match would be, indeed, not fair at all.”





Ruby erected a pillar of ice shaped like a perfect cylinder. It was quickly divided into many discs like objects with really sharp looking edges. And they were sent flying one after another. She sent them in many different trajectories, a few vertically, a few horizontally and a few diagonally. My body was bigger because Leshy form, making physical maneuvering between those impossible, To make it even less attractive a water bullet was also shot at me by the brunette. Blondie was getting herself up from the ground.



I am starting to get… annoyed.



After raising my hands, with my palms forming fists in the air, I hit the ground with them after casting mana shock wave. The explosion caused by this movement was strong enough to push every projectile out of the wave… But it was enough to truly enrage me. Why can’t I control myself? Why am I so mad? In every situation I was mocking my enemies for being enraged. I wanted them to be enraged. They were making mistakes while focusing not on themselves, but on opponents. So why am I doing the very same thing?



I touched the ground with both hands. Greg came to me covering my body with his branch -arms, buying me time. I focused my attention at the trees that appeared within arena. On their roots, to be precise. And accelerated grow while manipulating the direction of that grow.



Those roots spread rapidly from the ground catching those two girls, I did try to do thesame with Ruby, but she reacted quickly freezing the root that was about to grab her, completely nullifying any possible threat.



I wanted to show Blondie, how properly used whip could be useful. Yet I doubt that she could copy that move with water… it can’t really grab anything. The root lifted her over 5 meters above just to smash her on the floor the whip movement getting faster with every second.



Normally she would be changed into more or less a bloody pulp by it… damned protecting magic. Looks like she barely passed out.



The brunette was being choked by vine attached to her neck, as it lift her, so her feet were not touching ground. She was kicking the air as her nails were scratching the plant. Soon she lost too much oxygen and she also passed out. With annoyance I discovered, that I can’t make her neck snap. Simply can’t. Like there was something in the way… or my vine had not enough strength. Damned. Magic.



I focused my whole attention at Ruby that was breathing heavily.




	“It is a nice time to surrender, don’t you think?” Don’t do it! I want to dance with you one more time.






	“And let the opportunity to kick your ass just pass?” She smiled weakly.





That’s my girl.



 There were no more words said. After three seconds we began to madly throw spells at each other. Two sickles formed ice shards that were flying my way from sides as I casted bolt of darkness right at her. This bolt was stopped by a ice pillar and I simply stepped forward to avoid the sickles. Normally it wouldn’t be enough, for she could change directions, but her vision was disturbed by the pillar she erected to protect herself.



She made dozens of small ice needles and sent them my way. As a response I send two explosive bolts, one after another, in the same line. So first one was blocking the vision of the one behind it.



As first bolt was passing by needles, I activated it. An explosion melted most of the needles and trajectory of the rest was changed so much, that it was pointless to even bother Ruby with trying to once again I send them at me.



But the explosion did something more. The dust and steam covered the vision of second bolt that was already in mid way between Zari and Ruby. She barely had time to react. Because the pillar was to close the explosion did have a small impact on her shaking her posture. As she regained it, she noticed that Zari was in middle of some complicated spell weaving process. To not lose to much time she began to bombard the position of Zari with storms of extremely small ice shards. They were unfinished, having almost no damaging value. They were cast only to make Zari stop the chant process. In heat of battle she didn’t noticed that no words were being said during this chant.



As she was sure that the chant would be stopped thanks to the needles, with terror she noticed that the body of Zari… vanished. With the corner of her eyes she saw the very small, black and grey bird with attention focused on the place where Zari was a second ago. Can’t be… A familiar with illusion magic?!



The real Zariel materialized running at her. Only three meters were separating them now. No time to do anything.



Last thing she remembered was powerful blow to her solar plexus, that made her lose her breath, and then faint. Before the blow, she was able to whisper a few more words.






I was panting in the middle of the arena. If it was up to me, I would prefer to change the order of knocked enemies… mostly because I wanted to spend some more time with Blondie, you know, a lowly dinner, then walk through the park, just to finish the night whit magnificent the event of eating her liver.



Looks like we can’t have everything.



I shifted my gaze back at the audience. I saw that greenish barrier I never noticed was being disintegrated.




	“That would be all for tonight, ladies and getlemens, thank you for coming. We are gladly are humbly inviting you for tomorrows performance, to the Circus under the Flying Dutchman.” I said while bowing and shifting back to my normal






	“And speaking honestly. I would allow myself to leave you know, I am a bit exhausted and would like to rest a little.”





I didn’t really pay attention to what chairman was saying. More or less, from the tone of his voice, I deducted that he was allowing me to take well deserved rest, that they are grateful that I showed myself up, took a part in that parade… pardon me, gathering. They are happy that I was merciful enough to lower my power, and they are humbly asking for forgiveness for events that happened… blah, blah… As one he finished I walked outside. My hp pool was almost untouched. At the other hand, my mana… 14/560    
    So this is why I am so dizzy… great. Well done Ruby, really well done. 
      
 But what you said to me at the very end… “Zari, I am so sorry”…    
    Th..bwaha. haha.HAHAAH, Ohhh, crap. You always were such a person. You think it is enough? Ohhh girl, nice that after half a year you realized that you are an idiot, but if you think, that with this we are even… oh, girl. There are right place and time to say such thing. But on the arena second before you were knocked down… It is not such a place nor time. 
      
 Hmm… how to “annoy” you a little? As I get up maybe… was your sweetheart called Rick? Ronnie? Robbie? Richard?... yesss Richard… maybe I would say hello? After a nap… yes… I need.. a nap.
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Right after Zari left the conference room, the gathering changed into lesser hellhole. Daralon started laughing maniacally, a few started shouting something about lack of information gathered by spies, a few were impressed by performed skills and a few… well, demanded extermination.




	“What the hell was that!? Fire mage?! Last time I checked fire mages could only use fire! Do we even have a name for that thing?!






	“Please calm down…”






	“Our information service is inferior! Or maybe our beloved friend Hanna concealed information about his true capability?”






	“When he was studying under my care he never showed anything but fire magic!”






	“So he hides his secrets even from you? That’s simply perfect! What do we actually know about him!?”






	“We know that he is reacting violently even after the smallest offence. Are you ready to release that thing on the streets? Someone would offend him, so in revenge he will slaughter everyone in the vicinity? He is a wild dog! Put him down before he spreads disease!”






	“I once again ask for…”






	“Everyone… shut the fuck up.” It was Daralon. His normal, carefree attitude was somehow lost.






	“Or what? You can’t cover this beast…”






	“I wish for everyone to remember, that most of us are nobles…”






	“What is your poi…”






	“As Zariel is not a noble, I am taking his honor under my protection. Every insult against him that would say from now onwards, will be equivalent with offending me. And I will seek for satisfaction during the duel.”





The room went silent for a second. Then lots of gathered turned their eyes at the only person that could fight like equaly with the Dark mage. At Lizara.




	“The hell are you looking at me?” it took her about three seconds to understand what they want from her “I like the boy. Ya want to bitch around? Do it without me.”






	“Thank you, Daralon.” It was very rare for the chairman to say those words. But thanks to Daralon’s action the room was finally at peace and conversation could be held without more disturbance. “So, we did it to evaluate his power, and we all can say… that this is exactly what we predicted to happen… maybe not to such degree, but we did know that he could use at least one other branch of magic and especially at the beginning, he was toying around. Before we start voting… Is there anyone who wishes to say anything?”





Someone raised her hand




	“Chairman, Senators, what we saw, was a very dangerous being, that can plan his actions in advance. He came here, told us the version of his story he wanted us to hear, because I think there is no one here that thinks that he said everything. But what I think is most dangerous part, is that he wanted us to feel safe. From the very beginning he intended to lose the fight. Show some believable story, so we would let down our guard. Who knows what he was up to, if his charade, as he named it, would succeed? And as already mentioned, last thing – his aggression. He cannot control his emotions. He had a plan, a terrifying plan, which failed because he couldn’t control himself. We have here, under our own roof someone, who can be a mastermind with too many chaotic behavior patterns. He is unpredictable, and in my opinion, uncontrollable. Not only I ask you to not vote for giving him a certificate. I humbly ask to either terminate him or use him for scientific purposes.”






	“We are running out of time, so let’s star vot…”






	“Just a minute chairman.” Hanna and Lizara wanted to say something, but Daralon did not play the whole game in asking for permission to speak. “We have only one view, by the way shown by Senator… whose granddaughter was just defeated on the arena. It may only mean that her… opinion is not objective… what, no one noticed? If I may, I would like to present a different point of view, may I?”





It wasn’t a question. He was about to say it anyway. And the chairman knew about it. It was politics and politeness. Letting cthe hairman keep his reputation for “allowing” him to speak. And he was grateful for it.




	“Please. It is always right to have more than one point of view. Thanks to it we can have a whole knowledge about situation we are disputing. But, please if you could make it as short as possible…”






	“Thank you very much, chairman” He bowed like an actor “We know we saw here, and probably most of you think exactly like... the previous speaker. But I want to show you a different angle of the same painting. I want to show you, how our bellowed guest saw this event. I talked with him, you know, so I know how he sees our reality. Let’s start at the very beginning. He came from the forest, before that he had no contact with any civilization before. He started studying under Hanna, gathering knowledge about magic and about world. He was but a lost child.





And we know, that he tried all his best to prove his good will. He was working hard in the village, studied hard. Made great progress. Up until the point where a beast attacked the village. What did he do? He could have ran away, yet he joined forced with Hanna and her other apprentice to fight the monster back and buy as much time for the villagers to run as possible. But they were about to lose. So what did he do? He made a gamble. He played with an unknown to gather powers to fight back! And he won! What did he got as reward? Hate. Contempt. Disgust. He was cast outside. And what did he do? Nothing. He did not take revenge! He didn’t say: “But I protected you! I deserve something better!”. No. he turned around and went back to where he came from.



The next 6 months are mystery, we only know that during this time he was killing witch hunters that somehow were sent after his head. But as out little messenger says. He revisited the village, for about two days before they entered the forest.



And once again, what did he do? Did he take revenge? Nope! He helped them, he blessed the ground, he cured the sick children… As he left, they built him a monument.  After six months of living in a hellhole, he came back to cause even greater good.



But now we come to recent events! The messenger gave him a letter from the chairman. I asked him why did he come here. He asked back: “Did I have any other options?”. That’s right. He told me that, this polite invitations of his was almost a death sentence. He told me, that if he wouldn’t come, another assassins would be sent after him. That’s what he believed… and now tell me, Senators… was he wrong? What would YOU do, if he wouldn’t answer the invitation?



And now, he judged here. You were literally asking him, if he found himself a dangerous. If you would be dragged out from your sanctuary, you would be judged if you are WORTHY OF LIVING… what would you be talking? “Yes, I am dangerous, I am violent, I have nothing against killing?” Even more, because let’s say it, how many of you are completely innocent? I am asking every battle mage here… How many of you NEVER killed anyone.



And he wanted to be treated lightly. So he wanted to lose. Up until, someone’s granddaughter… complete moron, idiot and… okay, back to the topic, would start offending you?



For all your life… you did good, you were dragged from your home, marked as evil, mocked and finally told “You are nothing”… and now you are all surprised, that he lost to anger. Never repaid for kindness, targeted, hunted, judged and finally offended.



Our guest… is afraid. Because we are scary. Ours methods are scary. And ours duplicity is scary. Yes! We have two faces. The one we show to the others, and the one we show to each another as we are talking within four walls.



The boy is afraid of us, because, oh dear, he has a reason to be. But what I see, is an extremely talented, extraordinary, young, amazing youth. Such talent… are you ready to smash it, just because he is… different? Let’s forget for a second, that he is a monster-kin, let’s forget he has white hairs. At the same time make all his deeds as they were. Would you even bother, would you lose your precious time for a human who would do the same? I leave the answer up to you. But let me tell you in the very ends. In the eyes of this boy… we are the only one worthy of being called “monsters””


Daralon  stopped talking and sat back. The voting began.

            

    
        chapter 068

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死



I woke up couple hour later. My mana pool was still low barely 1/3 of its full capability. My throat was a little sore, my head a bit dizzy, and my vision was slowly adapting itself to the dim lights in the room. I sat on the verge of bed and drank water from a chalice standing on cupboard.




	“We need to talk” Sebastian said quietly.






	“What’s the matter?”






	“…Do you even need to ask? You lost yourself. And I though Wrath was doing his job right up until now.”






	“Wrath did everything properly. He kept the rage from beast I consumed.” I looked at Sebastian “It was my rage.”





Sebastian looked at least disappointed. And somehow I felt, as if I would say something that would anger him even more, Sebastian will prepare some really nasty things as “training”.




	“You need to control yourself. You just gave your opponents another argument against you. They will say you are emotionally unstable. I hope it is the last time you allowed yourself such an act. If you would loet yourself one more time… for such a pathetic reason, I will drag you in the mountains, where you will meditate for 10 years, and either you will reach enlightenment, or we shall repeat the process. Your life spawn was greatly improved, so “wasting” 50 or so years to find peace is still not that much. The problem is, that you have no time to spare. The world is changing rapidly, and sooner or later you will have to react.”






	“Pathetic reason you say… From every possible person… you are the one saying that? You know why I came here… don’t you? Because I was “unsatisfied” with my previous life… no, calling that dissatisfaction is like calling a dragon a mere lizard. And here I come… living over 7 months covered in blood and dirt… can you call this a happy life?”






	“It is not what I mean…”






	“For whatever I did… for every fucking sacrifice I made… for all the love I showed… what was I paid with?.... I DESERVE TO BE LOVED! FOR EVERY THING I KEPT DOING, YET IN THE VERY END SOME WHORE WOULD STEP OUT AT SAY “GET BACK TO THE HOLE YOU CAME FROM?” I DESERVE TO BE ADMIRED! I DESERVED TO BE RESPECTED! AND I DESERVE TO BE LOVED! And yet, I will probably never be able to find anyone. Either I will have to lie, to hide who I am… or from the very beginning I would be judged either as a tool or threat. There will be no one who will simply love me for who I am. Just look, this whole damned Council, what do they want? They are interested in me, because what I did, or because I am Chimera? The beastmens… they don’t even know me, yet they almost force me into becoming some kind of a king… or rather a war chief. Why? How would they know I am not an idiot? They don’t want ME, they want a Chimera. Demons… they want a mercenary… at least they didn’t hide it… Who would judge me by who I am?! WHO!?”






	“I will”





I was speechless.




	“I picked you, not because you were a chimera, nor because you were chosen by the gods, nor because I wanted to use you. You were… pure. Forcing yourself against everything. Clumsily walking forward. As you became a witch, I forced myself into becoming a familiar. If you would took a hunter, I would transform into some kind of animal and follow you to be a beast master. And if you would be a warrior… then I would broke the pact from the ancient time, cast aside my powers to be take the shape of a human… to join your party. And I am here for you. I will train your body and spirit, because I want to see how much the world can influence you… and how much you can influence the world.”





And he hugged me. And it was something I really needed. How much time has passed since someone hugged me like that? I can’t remember. The warmth was so strong and nice, that it pierced through the skin and gathered in my heart. Thehe… Should I say something like “B-baka! What are you saying so suddenly?”… no, he wouldn’t know the joke.




	“So now, don’t give them satisfaction… my master… my friend. Stand proudly before them, and make their words have no impact on you. You are so much better than them… And I hope you have decided which weapons you want to use… for this touching moments we have now, is not going to make me treat you any better during trainings…”






	“Not yet. But soon you will be able to torture me just like before.”






	“And now… pardon me. It’s a bit… awkward… “





Oh crap! The rule sayin’ that bros cannot hug for more than 15 seconds was broken! I will have to punch a wall for an hour to feel manly again.



Sebastian once again turned into a bird and sat on the chandelier. I refreshed myself, ate an apple from the plate, and prepared myself to leave, when someone knocked the door.




	“Open”





It was Daralon…




	“What the fuck are you wearing?!”






	“Hee? You left the arena so angry, so I thought I would cheer up you a little.. is that bad, master?”






	“BUT WHY THE FUCK A MAID OUTFIT?! … even more… if that would be just a maid outfit, I wouldn’t mind, that would make me laugh for sure… but this is an outfit used by prostitutes!





~Daaaamn… Look at those leeeegs… he has a good body, and you can’t deny it….

 



	“Tsh, you are just jealous, because I have the body of a model!... and I think it is the right time to move it out from the basement… you know, it starts to smell”






	“It is an illusion… is it… even more, specially designed for me?”






	“How could you tell?”






	“You are standing in the door, and an actual maid just passed you… without looking at you like you were some kind of abomination”.





Daralon pouted, and soon his uniform was replaced by his usual dark robe. Thank the gods… my eyes…




	“Anyway, as you were napping, the council was voting… and congrtaz, you were marked as someone that is unworthy of wasting our precious resources to be terminated. In the end lots of money needed to be spent if we wanted to kill you humanly… I still don’t get the point of it… in the holy Kingdom they are just paying for wood, and then buh, witch is burning… Anyway, you are now a Grand Mage with all the blessing from council. And you better act as fast as possible, because they will soon invite you to the special forces. Better find some occupation quickly, so you can just politely refuse.”






	“Who exactly wants to recruit me?”






	“Who dosn’t? Alchemist guild, enchanters guild, sentinels… well, I am one of them, they even want you to join the Academy… And they have some pretty nice methods of recruiting. Let me just say, that alchemy guild is… specific. They will cage you in golden rooms and force you to work 12 hours a day, they will pay you with… female friends, if you know what I mean, drugs and stuff… but as you would sign a contract… you would be a slave for 50 years… in a golden cage… but I can already see how you react to any kind of cage. What will you do?”






	“Probably adventure… maybe from time to time some alchemy on the side for extra coin”






	“The Adventure guild is a great pick. You will be a freelancer… but… alchemy in bigger cities is illegal… outside of the guild of course.”





I looked at him with questioning eyes.




	“You know… it is legal, but every potion made that way needs certificates, profs, taxes are insane… let’s just say that if you are not in the guild, you will need to wait a few months for each of your potion to be checked before selling. And then half of the moneys would be spent on experts that checked em’, tax on elixirs is 20%... so if you are buying your herbs… you wouldn’t earn that much… but then, there is a black market… It would be good for you to visit the Syndicate and say hello, even if you are not going to work for them. Pure courtesy, you know… The adventure guild in located near the slums, in those slums there are two inns that you would be especially interested… one of them is Devil’s Pit, another one is Black Snake. The first one… is for demi-humans, of course as human you also can enter it… you just have lower chances of getting out. In both of them, say to the barman, that you want to “say hello to the Boss”, eventually they could ask who sent you, first say “friend of a friend” it’s a key-word. If they would ask you who precisely… just say my name.”






	“You work with the Syndicate?”






	“Connections, my friend, they can consult you with everyone. From the black market alchemist to paid assassins… really good ones.”






	“How good?”






	“… I worked for them” Aha… this good. “Plus information, If you say spies you think Syndicate. You can think about them as about… the darker adventure guilds. Just instead of monsters in the forest they kill monsters in the palace… Oh… bro… that sounded cool and you have to admit it!”






	“Why are you helping me? Sorry, but I am not really used to kindness, especially if you don’t owe me.”






	“Oh, but I hope I will work with you in the future! I heard you are really good with alchemy, I mean, that you have huge potential! If you would work for the Syndicate, I will buy your stuff. It is cheaper that way, you know… also there is much wider option of poisons….”






	“Won’t the Syndicate throw me in the cage?”






	“that’snot how it works. If they would treat the alchemist badly… who would work for them? There reputation is all they got to keep the slums in one piece. Now, I can hear that someone is already walking this way… run bro, I will stop them.”






	“… but you won’t kill them…”






	“Of course not! I will talk with them! I have a nice position here, so they can’t simply ignore me when I talk to them! Now wait a few seconds and run!”





He stepped out from the room, and soon I could hear him shouting though the corridor.




	“AH! Senator Mirana! So good to see you! I was just looking for you! How is your new recipe for mana restoration potions going? You know, I am really interested with those potions, all sentinels are! You could earn a small fortune by selling those to…”





I stepped out of my room, I saw Daralon talking with some woman. She looked at me as if she wanted to say something, but Daralon was talking and talking… as if he didn’t need air to breath. I nodded my head in polite way as if saying “good afternoon”  turned around and walked out of the floor. Then stepped out from the building, to finally leave the Academy district. By asking passers about the way, I headed to the adventure guild. What better place to gather information and some experience at the same time?
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I was overwhelmed by the city itself. The Academy district was peaceful… calm, with so few people on the streets. After leaving it, I entered the merchant district. And here I found out that my boosted senses could be a really big disadvantage. I heard everything. At the same time. The men 20 meters to my right was boosting about his armor – finest part from Dwarven Kingdom. Woman at the other street was selling vegetables – still fresh, came in that morning. Atop of that, in all this racket, cacophony of sounds, a young couple was having sex in a building. The woman did not lower her voice, she didn’t have to. She could be twice as loud as still no one would notice them.



If you think that this was a bad part… wait till I would tell you what this district smells like. In the sewers below rats had a feast. Fishmongers had a few “older” products mixed with the fresh ones to hide the smell. Even if it was about noon, a few lucky guys already managed to get drunk, and now one of them was puking in a back alley.



I clenched my teeth, covered my nose with part of the robe and at fast pace I began to look for an exit from this hellhole.




	“Oy! Young man! Here you will find jewellery that will get you the heart of any woman!” Some fat man tried to sell me some necklace. I didn’t even stop.






	“Sharpest swords! Finest armors! Adventurers! Do not save a coin while buying equipment! Better armor may save your life!”.





Keep walking. Do not stop even for a second, if I would let them know, that maybe there is a possibility that perhaps I could think about acquiring their goods, they would not let me be.



Someone bumped into me, and I felt someone’s hand on my pocket.




	“I am not carrying gold with me. Try your luck with someone else.” I said quietly. A short curse was the response given to me.





After a couple more minutes somehow I managed to leave the area without being trampled, robbed (mostly because I had nothing worth being robbed) and with my sanity still more or less intact. Quite a feat, don’t you think?



I walked thru an alley leaving the merchant district and soon I got to the fork-like crossroad...



A bit to the left there was a path to the noble district while a bit to right… slums. Ha, so nobility lives in completely different direction than the poor? Who could guess something like that? Even more, they made the path to the merchant district in such manner, that in the place where you would normally make an ambush – just on the crossroad – they built the adventure guild – one shout or yell, and a small army of armored men that are always in need of coin would jump out to help an oppressed noble… for a coin or two, of course.



The building itself… calling it huge would not be sufficient. If you would imagine an inn… and inn, and inn, and inn… then make them three floors high… nope, it is still bigger. Are you sure it’s the adventure guild, not a military outpost? But what would an OUTPOST would do INSIDE a city…



Signboard with crossed axe and sword? Check.

A really big inscription “Adventure guild”? Check.

Sounds of a brawl inside? Checked.

Man flying out through the main gates and landing in the dirt as he was kicked out? Checked.



Without a doubt – Chewie, we’re home… new home.



I walked over the man lying in the dirt, trying to not stomp on him, and entered.



… Horror, horror.



The brawl was more like a small war. Of course in the middle of the inn section there were lots of people fighting each another without any order, a death match at its finest, all versus all. The only one standing shall be the winner, but deeper, there were two small groups… if about a dozen each can be considered small, combine all of them and we have a boss ride.



Beer mugs were flying, someone was using a table as a shield and a chair leg as club. Some really big men smashed two other little men against each other. Some very small girl, looking like 12 or 13 years old, yet with different skin color and body structure, so probably a race I don’t know yet, was riding an orc… yup, green skin, fangs to big so were pointing out even with the mouth shut.




	“…what the FUCK IS GOING ON HERE?!” a voice like thunder shook the guild. A tall, slightly old woman walked from the inside of the guild.





Everyone froze, the little girl released the dreadlocks of the orc, used previously to not fall off, the man dropped his self made club and shield on the floor, two men clinging together froze. One had a mug with beer in hand, while the second had a fist near the other’s face. Oh, no. wait. The man with the mug, while still looking at the woman with mouth open wide, while no one moved, raised his mug and smashed at the other men’s head. The other man collapsed. And after that, no one moved.




	“I do not care who started, I do not care who felt offended, I DO NOT FUCKING CARE WHOS FAULT IT IS, ALL I CARE IS FOR ALL OF YOU, EACH OF YOU, TO REPER WHAT WAS BROKEN. YOU HAVE 10 MINUTES. AFTER 10 BLOODY MINUTES IF THERE WILL BE ANY TRASH ON THE FLOOR… you know what will happen, don’t you?... Geoffrey… did you just broke another table?”






	“I am sorry, madam, I will buy a new one, madam.” The bulky bald man that was a walking muscle machine of rumble and destruction… completely defeated. Smashed. Devastated. After one sentence. So this is a lady we don’t want to irritate.






	“If only Giselle was here…” Another wave of fear. Another name to remember.






	“Marika… Get off Mrogul’s head!... you two again? What the hell did you do to each other again… no wait, I don’t want to know.”





The little girl jumped off the over 2 meters tall beast. Now, she looked even smaller.




	“To the corner you two, normal punishment.” Is “corner” some key word? Does it mean some kind of torture?





No, with awe I looked as they walked to the corner, for a moment longer I thought, that there is some hidden room with the tools of ultimate pain, but instead they sat there, grabbed each other hands and started mumbling. :”We are best friends, nothing shall stop our ultimate friendship, this is our get along corner”




	“And next three dungeon riders you will compete as a team of two.” A groan, or even howl of ultimate pain could be heard “Any objections?”






	“No madam! We are grateful madam!”






… is that for real?



The woman kept scolding every adventurer by name, after she did, everyone began to clean the room. And as there was no one else to scold, she looked at me.




	“And who, the hell, are you?” Her gaze was pretty angry, I wanted to introduce myself politely, showing her respect for whatever her status here is. But as I walked a step closer… I was stuck by fear. Gods? Pff, Snake Queen? Ha-ha. The little old lady is a real deal.






	“G…Greetings” I forced myself to not say something like: I was just passing by, and run away “I would like to become an adventurer…”





I wanted to say a little more, but I was cut off in the middle of sentence.




	“No way! I have enough troubles with those morons. One arrogant brat more, will break the limits of my patience!”






	“B…”






	“A mage, huh? Another noble son, that wishes for a little adventure? Or did you have an argue with your papa that hs plans for you, and you angrily ran away? You better…”






	“I believe this letter will tell you more…” I said while giving her my council certificate.






	“He? A note from the Senate? How much did your family spent on bribes?” She opened letter and began to read aloud “We, the Gathering of Senate after discussion and observation of Special Being – Zariel, announce that…” She stop reading aloud yet her eyes moved to each line of letters.






	“It would be better for you… if it is not some kind of sick joke…”






	“I have nowhere else to go… I mean, I have… but I would like to stay in civilization for some more and…”






	“Come with me” She turned around, opened a door to the office section of the guild and went inside without even looking at me.





We walked deeper inside and then, took a stairway to the highest floor, to the deepest room.




	“Guildmaster, special case here.” She said and dropped the letter on the office of a man that looked like gentle grandpa.






	“Oh, hello Alesia, and you, Mr. Special Case.” Definitely gentle grandpa. He began to read.






	“Ho… And here I was thinking that I have depleted the limit of exciting adventurers one can have within a life time.” This is when I noticed his abnormal muscles. “Ahh, If I would only be a decade or two younger… I would force you to fight with me… but now, those pathetic tinny bones of mine can shatter as the wind would blow… ho ho ho.”






	“And I can bet that you would still knock me down within a minute…”






	“You think, you would last a minute?” Alesia asked






	“I am good at running away.”






	“Now, what a nice lad you are, not many have respect to the ol’ foolish me, why do you respect me? You want to earn something by spoiling me?”






	“It is just common sense, to respect an old man in a profession where men die young… and I somehow can feel that you may teach me many things.”





Aaaand here I probably made a mistake, for Alesia’s eyes widened and on the face of the gentle grandpa an evil grin appeared.




	“Oh, sure thing, as soon as I finish the paper work I have here, and you would not have a quest going on… I WOULD LOVE TO show you a move or two… but now… Devourer… I am sorry for what I will say now… but from time to time we have fame-hungry young men, that love to pretend someone they aren’t… a villager saying he is the son of Lord, or even Prince himself, Rogue mages faking certifications….”






	“Is faking a letter from council really that easy?”






	“It is not, and this is why you are not checked anywhere else, but here… if it is fake, punishment will be great, so can you prove us that…”






	“Wolf” I said and shifted. “Deer” again I replaced body parts “Boar, Bird, Rabbit… do you wish me to continue? I am who I am, I was living for this time in the middle of nowhere… but I was invited to the Gathering… without the possibility to say no… and now I am doing everything I can to not be dragged into politics of any kind… And I heard the guild is neutral ground.”






	“… a real Devourer, in front of me… if someone would enter this room this morning, and told me that I will have a friendly conversation with a Devourer...”






	“What are we going to do?” The woman asked concerned.






	“Do you think I am going to let such an opportunity go away? In the guild records I will be known as the only one who recruited a Devourer! MWAHAHAHA!”






	“Actually… he came here by himself…”






	“Shush! That’s but a detail we can change easily, without anyone getting hurt! Now!” The man got up from the chair with such vigor, that one could think he was in his mid 40… not his mid… 20000… or something… nah, he is not that old… or is he?






	“We welcome you within our ranks! Our guild is a gathering of adventurers from all around the world! Within every bigger city… and a few smeller ones too, we have a department that will give you same benefits, depending on your rank, of course. You will start at the bottom, and by doing harder and harder jobs you will be able to improve yourself, as your rank. You will be limited to do quest only one rank above you own. You can rank up by either doing a shitload of quest <Here Alesia yelled something like “watch your tongue”> or by challenging someone stronger… even if you would lose, you may rank up, if you would be found worthy…. Do I really need to tell all of it?”






	“No, guildmaster, I understand what you mean.”






	“Perfectly, go back to the inn section with Alesia, say hello to everyone there. If you would need a team to complete a task, you are free to make it by your own, or you may ask the guild for help, we will make everyone aware of this fact, and we may also reduce the number of people that would wish to join you by selecting from those needed to the team, like healers, battle mages… so on, so on… Just fill this little sheet so we would know you better, it’s just to know how much you can do, to give you a role, like already mentioned….”






	“B…But I can do most of them.”






	“What do you mean by “most of them”?”






	“I have been living on my own, so I was hunting, fighting, setting traps, learning magic, hiding, tracking, healing… One member army, you could say…. Of course I am far from being good in all of those but still….”






	“You can heal… can you?”






	“…Nature healing, accelerating one healing rate, detoxification… I can also create potions but, but I heard it is illegal…”






	“Only if you want to sell it… if you are making those for yourself and your party… They will simply give you more money from the quest reward, such loopholes we find, if you are a team of 4, normally you would share 25-25-25-25… and here you can share 70-10-10-10… of course all depends on how good the potions are… but we are not going to let you die from hunger…” The eyes of grandpa were shinning.






	“Jackpot… what a time to be alive! Who knows, maybe I will be able to pay off my debts…”






	“Jeremy Aloizi Jericho, You are just trying to use your position to solve your personal matters… that’s highly unmoral and…”






	“We will be in touch” I said. Mr. Guildmaster smiled, Mrs. Secretary just shook her head.
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The secretary was assisting me. I was heading back to the inn section of the gild.




	“We have rooms for adventurers, but you will have to pay for it. It will be free for you as only you would reach rank D or above. You will start with G rank.”






	“Can you tell me the differences between ranks? I mean how much stronger is every rank compared to rank lower.”






	“Ranks from G to A are humans capabilities. We have higher ranks, but it is highly unlikely that a human would be marked as A+. The guild leader in his best days was A+. He is a living legend. But answering your question G rank quests are mostly easy tasks that you can finish within one day, or even a couple hours – mostly finding. Those are also quests that are pretty repetitive like finding minerals or herbs. F are pretty same you just need some more time to complete them, they may also have low risk like wild animals or encountering bandit. E – here fun begins, scouting and evaluation of forests and caves near villages, also termination of bit more violent animals and monsters. D – here is what we call an actual adventuring low risk dungeon rades. C and above are usually team quests. Usually when you would like to do D and lower quests, you are free to go by yourself, while C needs three or more C rank adventurers… we will not force you to do so, but we will neither send anyone to look for your corps. A and A+ quests… are legendary beast termination. Like intelligent, violent dragons. We form raid of 24 A rank and above adventurers and send them to those suicidal missions.”






	“You said guild master was A+… I heard that the strongest human currently living is a woman, would you mind telling me how strong he is compared to…”






	“If that wench is number 1, then Jeremy must be 0. Listen here kid, this whole ranking is taking into consideration only active soldiers, mercenaries, criminals and adventurers. Jeremy had bin sitting behind a desk for the past 20 years… yet he still trains his body every evening. He could take the top 5 all by himself at once… you said that, respect an old man in a profession that men die young in. And as you said you wish to train with him… oh boy, you may be a myth rank beast, but I already feel sorry for you sparing with Dragon Slayer Jericho. He doesn’t know what holding back means, and we use training with him as a form of punishment.”





She smiled. I shivered. We walked. End of the story. Soon we reached the hall that previously was shifted into a small battlefield. And it was clean. Flawlessly clean. At the very same time the door opened and a man walk in carrying a table and put it in the place of destroyed one.




	“Listen now you maggots, this one is here, from now onwards, he will be your new comrade. His name is Zariel, he is a multitask magician with the Senate of Magic recommendation. To answer a question you probably wish to ask, he earned that recommendation by himself, he is not part of a noble family and was never studied in the Academy, so stop grinning Jacob, or I will help you. Also…” those words were told to me but loudly enough for everyone to hear “… I have said many rude words toward you, which were far from the truth. Please forgive this old lady her arrogance.”





She bowed a little and whispered to my ear




	“We better hide your identity for some time, till you make some friends… have fun among us, I can ensure you that either you will have fun here, or you will never know fun in your whole life.” And for the very end she yelled to everyone “Now, show our fellow newbie what does it takes to be an adventurers, ask them about everything that would confuse you, and if they would not answer, or would be to rude… just report them back to me” She smiled for the very last time, and walked back to the office section.





I was left in the middle of the room. I tried all my best to not act awkward, tried to make the first move, say hello… it was unnecessary. They made the first moves.



A huge arm landed over my shoulder in a friendly, manly hug.




	“So, your name is Zariel? Bwahaha! Sorry, but it sounds like a name for the final boss of an undead dungeon! Mwahaha! Names Anatoly! C rank. Tank. If you would need company to beer, music or harder quests, ask right away!” For the very end he patted me on the back, with strength that almost knocked me down






	“Stop bulling the rookie! Damned idiot, even his brain is muscle.” The orc raider came to say hello “I am Marika - fairy… have to ask, are you a druid? You have really nice aura around you… so fresh and wild… almost like home…” She looked a bit troubled, as if she wanted to ask for something more






	“I am, but I highly doubt we came from the same place… is something bothering you?”






	“That stupid midget is homesick.” The orc said from the corner “She is becoming completely insane near every blade of grass she walkes across, clinging to every tree as to some kind of lover. If she says you have a “nice aura” she either wants you to pet her, hug her, or hump her.”





Fairy’s became face red, more from anger than embarrassment.




	“…Mrogul… it is funny how you joke from someone sexuality, as only thing that excites you is some gutted pig. If you only could tell what he is doing every time we walk to the dungeon… he can’t simply kill a thing. He needs to cut open its belly, pull the guts out, then use it as some kind of scarf while moaning like a moose during mating season.”






	“Listen to me, you little flying fuck, joke one more time from our war rituals and next time I would be entering the dungeon, I shall use you as the sacrifice…”






	“Ritual? Dancing covered in…”





As I wanted to avoid another battle that was about to begin, I covered the mouth of fairy with my palm, used another hand to pet her little head, while trying to make conversation with the orc.




	“Could you perhaps, one day, tell me more about your culture? I am really interested in every kind of ritual, as magical as spiritual, and I simply can’t let such an opportunity to improve my knowledge pass me.”






	“Are you making fun of me?” Mrogul asked not completely sure what my intentions were.






	“No, I am serious. Once, by myself, I made a ritual that helped me a lot. I used a totem made of branches and animals bones as the catalyst… maybe I will tell you the whole story sometime… maybe with a cup of beer?






	“Beer?” Anatoly’s head popped up out of nowhere.






	“We also call him the Genie… if you would open a bottle he is about to show up in three seconds… “ Orc whispered to me.






	“Isn’t it a bit too early for a beer?” I asked humorously






	“In that case beer and bacon?” Anatoly didn’t want to let it go






	“Maybe later? I want to ask some quests, you know, one needs money to buy a beer”






	“You are a rookie, as good seniors we are obligated to get you drunk for the first time at our expense! But I get it! It is a good spirit! Nothing taste as good as beer after a day of good, hard work! But… you are G rank… I am not going to help you with your quests… those are… boring… But if you would encounter some wyvern… don’t you dare to finish it without calling me to have fun too! MWAHAHA!” Aaaand he vanished again.






	“F..fear not! G ranks quests that we have now are mostly herb gathering, I may show you a few places just outside of town where you can find some of them, those are really nice places I often used to relax and rest… I am sure you will like it too!” The fairy was a bit… overenthusiastic.






	“I would be really grateful for your company.”






	“Great! Go pick a quest! I will be waiting outside!”





Cheerful the girl ran away from the guild. In that moment a cloaked men approached me.




	“Marika, as a fairy, is deeply connected with nature. It is hard for her to be separated from the source of her powers, so please could you bear her presence for two more days? She will leave for a dungeon raid soon… the cave one, and who knows how many days is she is going to spend there… By the way, I am Loki. D rank rogue. Try to rank up quickly; I could really use the help of a magician. Oh, and as nobody showed you where the quest board is…”





He pointed at something that I at first took for a wall. Because it was a wall of the guild, covered in hundreds of quests wall of the guild


	“Calling it a “board” is a bit…”






	“I know” Loki smiled. I couldn’t tell much about his appearance. Only green eyes and bit of jet black hair could be seen under his hood. “Now, if there is something that Marika hates as much as a certain orc… that would be waiting.”





I thanked him with a nod and walked to the “board”  It was divided into sections, so the task of looking for suitable job didn’t took me much time…




	You have picked a quest
	[Herb gathering]
	The Alchemist Guild will pay for every medical herb you will bring.

The reward will be affected by rarity, quantity and quality of herbs

	Time limit: None
	Rewards:
	Exp: ???

Gold: ???







So… we start at the bottom… When will something explode?
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Little and slightly green-skinned fairy ran through the Gates of town in really good mood. All the way through the town she was humming some really lively song.




	“Now, now! About 1.5 kilometer from here there is a village, it is responsible for growing plants and breeding animals for the city. Thanks to the small distance between village and city, in case of attack, they can quickly evacuate. But what we are looking for is about 100 meters before the village.”





She was extremely talkative.  I didn’t mind. After traveling with someone who was not talking at all it is a change I happily accepted.




	“Hey, bit off topic, would you mind telling me who is important in the guild? I don’t want to offend anyone.”






	“If you ask about inside guild members, only Guild Master and Secretary. They are doing 90% of paper work here. The rest of crew are told to do more… physical labors. Yet still, be nice to them cuz’ you may find some surprise in your sheet if you would angre some maids… If you ask about adventurers, you are free to offend everyone! But, be prepared for a brawl. Fear not if someone would join forces with your opponents, because as soon as this would happen, someone would join you. The matter you are arguing is not important, it is important who is with who. If you would start arguing with that bird-brain orc, I would join you right away. As I would join you, there is such a bitch, Claudia, I have no idea what is wrong with her, but she would join that idiot just because she would see me… then Claudia is hated by Anatoly… it is hard to be hated by Anatoly… Anatoly is found annoying by…”






	“Okay. Okay! I get it!” I chuckled. “Action breeds reaction which will be the action for the next reaction. If I would be to loud my personal quarrel will trigger a small inner war.”






	“Yup!... but if you are looking for someone to never offend… that would be Gisele’s team. Not only because they are strong, they are also very, very nice. Why would you offend someone is nice and able to plaster you all over the floor?... but they like little brawls, they even break their team and join different sides to make it more balanced… and as they begin, no one will stop them.”






	“Not even guild master?”





A fear flashed through her eyes.




	“Even worse. Sometimes Guild Master, if he would find it an “attractive training ground”, would join by himself… but here we are!”





I didn’t even notice when did we get here. A bit before the village we stepped out of the road and entered a small copse. In the middle of it, there was a really small lake.




	“I like how peaceful it is.” She had on a blissful expression. “No one comes here, human are too busy with their businesses, running from one building to another, always in a hurry. It always bothered me, you know? If you have a life that is so short, shouldn’t you focus on enjoying it, instead of working your life out?”






	“But people want to achieve peace and satisfaction. They have just…a twisted way to achieve it. First, they would have a need. If this need would not be satisfied, they would look for a way. They would build a tool; they would start improving their knowledge. And finally they would have this one need satisfied. But as they would do so, they would noticed, that this tool or knowledge could be improved, they would try to improve what is good. Finally during satisfying this one need, two more would be generated. Humans need shall never be truly satisfied.”






	“He? That petty logic… stupid, but logical. I was raised in the violet forest, far to north. The forest gave us everything needed to live. And we never needed more, so we have lots of time to sleep and sign. That was fun.”






	“So, may I ask why you are not in that forest any longer?”






	“Monsters came in and slaughtered my whole family... my whole little nation. I became an adventurer to protect as many families as possible from fate like this.” She said it cheerfully. Almost laughing. Poor, poor thing.(ED: “So cliché” editor says while crying)






	“Would you mind telling me what kind of plants were growing in your forest?”






	“It was a place where the most beautiful blue roses grew! And lots of…” she was describing every plant, every herb, every tree. She even told me which specific tree was growing where, as the picture of her home was permanently plastered in her memory. She remembered every blade of grass. But the most important words where said at the very beginning. As only she said Blue roses, I started Seed creation and Accelerated growth. She was not looking at me, as she was describing her little village.






	“… and we had a few carnivores plants, nothing serious, just small plant’s eating little bugs, but it was still pretty reassuring to see, that even such small plants are not defenseless… because if plants were able to protect themselves, then maybe we also could.”





I finished my little job, just in time as Marika faced me after some time. Her gaze felt immediately at small rose I was holding in hand.




	“Not much, but maybe it will warm your heart a little.” I put little flower behind her ear. It had no thorns. To make it look as casually as possibly, right after that I began to do what I actually came for – I started collecting herbs. As I was in a squat, I was enlightened. Of course! There is a small trick that will allow me to gather small fortune from this little quest… on the other hand, the market can break…. But who cares!?





As I was gathering plant after plant I noticed, that Marika crouched near me and began to collect herbs to the same basket.




	“You don’t need to help me, you know? You already showed me this place, so I am more than grateful.”






	“I will help” she said quietly. I don’t know her that well, but this very short sentence was muuuch to short for such a conversation freak like her. What a little cutie you are.





In an hour we were heading back. Marika was holding her head low, from time to time her finger was moving all the way to her ear, touching the small flower as if checking if it still there.




	“You know, my mother used to put the same flower behind my ear every time I went for a little adventure around the forest.”






	“… if it brings painful memories, then I am sorry…”






	“No, it is fine! Thank you! Thank you so much!”





She lifted her head with a bright smile and with her palm she wiped a tear that appeared in the corner of her eye.



Not much later we entered the city, then guild. In the inn section we parted our ways. She moved to her room on the floor, while I was about to report the quest back and hand out a really big basket of herbs. Yet, of course, on her way back she was mocked by Mrogul.




	“So, how was your travel to the wild, midget? You were pestering yet another person with your babble about how wonderful nature feels like?”






	“Good day to you to, pardon me, excuse me, see ya.” She didn’t even looked at him, as she was walking past another and another man on her way to the stairs. The inn went a bit silent, and when she vanished on the floor, about a dozen men jumped to me.






	“WHAT THE HELL DID YOU DO TO HER?!”






	“Scuse me?”






	“There is no way that Marika would simply let go any provocation from Mrogul! Oy! When Mrogul told you to hump her he was joking, you know?!”






	“But it is good to see that young are having fun these days!”






	“You better take responsibility if anything would happen!”






	“But no worries! Fairies are not very fertile, so chances she get pregnant are really low…”






	“Now! This is occasion to drink!”






	“But I didn…”






	“MWAHAHA! Fear not! We are like one big family here! Seeing you getting along is heartwarming for us!”






	“Anatoly… if we all are family… doesn’t it make it incest?”






	“No one likes your pathetic jokes Loki!”






	“Yes, it is hard to compete with joke your mother made”






	“Which one are you talking about?”






	“Her best joke, would be you.”






	“MWAHAHA! Loki told a funny joke! The Word must be ending!”





Looks like it is normal. So here, let’s just report back. I put a basket in front of a men in reception.




	“What do we have here? Basic herb gathering? Okay, show me what you’ve got.” He started taking out every herb and began to put it in different places of the counter, counting every kind of herb and checking quality.






	“Not bad for the first time. Four kinds of herbs, each in good condition… that will be… 40 copper coins, but I will give you 30 and will rent you a room for next 24 hours, is that okay? Or maybe you have a better place to stay? In that case, full 40.”






	You have finished [Herb gathering] Quest
	Exp: 20

Gold: 00g00s40c







… 20 exp… it is a lot! Not for the high level me, but if I would start here and would gather 20 exp for a basket of herbs… After five days of herbs carrying I would level up! No wolf biting! No trap making! No covering in dirt! And money enough to buy myself a room and food for next 4 days every time I would finish it!



No, wait, what is more important, as I would rank up, and will have access to harder quests, like dungeons rades. Dungeons are places where you are exping the hell out, and then get another exp reward… C rank! Here I come!... But… not now… unfortunately… someone has already put a massive arm over my shoulder and forced a cup of beer in my hand.




	“Mwahaha! Everyone! Our rookie has just finished his first quest! Let’s drink for it! We will see how long this kid will last while drinking with me…”





… how long I WILL LAST?!... bro, my Slavic soul is offended right now, as I was studying at the university and made friends with a few erasmus students… they were having enough as we were barely warming up… Now, you asked for it! You will beg me to stop! You will cry: “No, please! Enough! No more!”, but I will be merciless and will ask those words, which are Slavs most powerful weapon while someone dosn’t want to drink -> I will ask “You will not drink another one with ME?”.



But my excellent plans for evening were delayed, as the guild master walked out of his office.




	“My, my… don’t demoralize the young!” … Old man, how can you demoralize someone who is not moral in first place? “Before you will get this young man drunk, I will need him for an hour or so.”






	“Sir, did our rookie get in any trouble?”






	“Trouble? Ho, ho, now… we will just besparing.” He said with a wide grin.






	“Fear not, kiddo, we will bring you a beer in the nursing section. Have fun, do not die, and remember to breath.”





A pat to the shoulder let me know, that it will be far worse than I imagined.
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So, I was encouraged by Garro’s comment, and I will write yet another chapter today (or not, depends when I would post it -23:41 of central Europe time as I write it), as I am a bit drunk… or bit more than just “a bit”. I ask all of you, each of you, to judge how “good” or “bad” the chapter is in your opinion. Just for fun*


(* all comments that would say the chapter is bad would be either edited or deleted, so you have not many options :3   )



Here it is!
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The training room I was dragged to was also situated within the guild – in the private sector for guild master.




	“Let me ask you, lad – do you wish to train any specific kind of a weapon? Do you have any weapon you feel confident with, or you just want to master it?”





After some time I answered.




	“I have no real experience with it, but I would like to train sword and spear usage.”






	“Why did you pick those?”





	“Well, swords have lots of potential uses. Both stabbing and slashing, with pretty good potential to block incoming attacks…. While spears, well, mostly to have the advantage of range.”







	“Indeed. Those are the reasons most of the adventurers pick those weapons. But, because those weapons have such utility, many will also know how to use it, and even more will know how to fight with those. Remember it, as you will be fighting with anyone you will encounter in the future… now, here, have this.”





Old man throw in my direction a piece of well carved wood. As I appraised it, what I saw exceed my expectations..




	[Training wooden sword] - [Sword]
	Weapon	Grade: [beginner/higher tier]
	Damage type: [cutting] [piercing]
	Critical rate: 0.01%
	Damage: [5-10]
	This weapon was crafted with purpose of increasing the speed of mastering the art of Sword Usage of those, who wield it
	Skill exp gathering of [Sword usage] skill is improved by 25%


.



A cheat weapon! Not something that I would take to slay a dragon, but hey! It is perfect for me at the moment.




	“Now…” the old man said while he was taking off the upper part of his clothing “shall we begin?”





He was standing about 10 or 15 meters away from me, yet he managed to shorten this distance before his shirt hit the ground. I was forced to rapidly block incoming powerful attack.




	“first rule of battle, always expect attack! Always be prepared!”





He said as our swords were pushing against each other. He added even more force and pushed me away. My stance was gone. Three fast strikes showed me how painful my easiness will be punished.




	“You are holding your sword to tight with your wrist while the strength in your arm is simply not sufficient! This is why your hand hurts right now!”





He was right, my wrist was pulsating with a deep, dull pain after receiving the impact of the strike.



He was fast. Faster than anything I saw so far. My eyes could barely keep up with the speed of his movements, my reaction was even slower.



He was using one hand to strike over and over again.



Slash from the right, countered by piercing movement of my sword, I hoped that thanks to this I will get some time and space, I was wrong. His sword hit mine, and in very moment of collision, he added more strength to his movement by spinning his body in a different direction. He made a wonderful 360 spin and hit me in the ribs from the opposite direction.



I heard my ribs crack. I kneeled under the power of the blow, yet he did not stop, and pierced me with the dull part of the sword in my solar plexus. From knelling position I moved to all four limbs trying to catch a breath.




	“Not bad for rookie. But you are lacking agility, strength, experience, and knowledge. All this time I was using pretty basic movements, so if you would be skilled with the sword, you could easily counter those attacks… why are you still lying? Get up, lad, the night is still young… fear not, I will slow down a bit from now onward. I will try to teach you some basic reactions to attacks. Defense first! If you know how to protect yourself, you will be able to hold the battle for long enough for your part members to come with help. Are you ready? Cuz’ I ain’t goin’ to treat you lightly!”





Just a moment after I got up, a slash from the right was made. This time much slower. To some point I was able to ignore the pain in my ribcage, and while using the sword held in one hand, I parried the strike. He did very same thing that he had previously. Rotating his body and using momentum the he made another 360 degree slash, aiming for the same spot that was already hurt.



Desperately, I moved the sword to parry this attack to, but my new mentor seemed annoyed by it.




	“No, no and no! why the hell did you do that!” He easily hit away my sword and with fluent movement and rotating body a bit more he hit me in the leg, on the back of the knee. Forcing me to kneel one more time.






	“Rotation slashes need lots of space to be truly effective. As you see your enemy performing such a move, you have to step closer! Pierce! Stab! Or even hit with your hand or head! Rotating slashes are more dangerous, the further you stand… as long as you are in reach of the a sword, of course… okay, you will learn it the hard way. Get up.”





I tried to raise up, but as apparently I wasn’t doing it now quickly enough, I was hit one more time… in my ass.




	“Keep moving you lazy bum! The night is young, but it doesn’t mean we are free to waste it!”





He was enjoying himself. A gentle grandpa? Forget about it! He is a monster! A Devil! Bah! Sebastian is as innocence as a newborn baby compared to him!




	“Now…: He took a few steps backs “… raise your sword… bit higher. Arms a bit bent in the elbows. Wrists hold loosely. Do not hold your legs in a straight line! What is this posture?! One leg needs to be a step further than the other one, you will have more steady posture thanks to this! Remember, that using a sword is the ability to turn your whole body into a weapon! You act like an amateur! It is like dancing! Remember to move your foot! Now, one-two-three, slash! One-two-three, pierce!”





He was moving in circle, forcing me to do the same. Each time he counted he was moving his feet. And depending witch feet was pushed to the front, his whole body posture was shifting a little bit, making his defense flawless.



I knew that I would gather lot’s of real-life battle experience, but pain in every part of my body, did not allowed me to enjoy the knowledge I was gathering. The pain was simply too strong, even though I kept healing my wounds during the whole process.




	“One-two-“ Without waiting for three I was hit in the head. The attack was not really dangerous, but surly painful.






	“Did you already forget about lesson number one?! Always stay alert! ALWAYS! Enemies will try to fool you by performing the same sequence of attacks three of four times, just to change it during the fifth! You have no idea how many were killed by it! Enemy is attacking by: slash-slash-pierce three times just to suddenly pierce during the second attack! Come on!”





His movement became a bit more violent, while staying fluent and precise. Left-left-right, slash-pierce-slash. Same sequence again, and again… now, he will change it!



Onece again he slashed from left, but instead of retrieving the sword back to his body to perform a pierce, he used momentum to slash from the right. At the same time, using allt he  strength I had left, I countered this strike, and by using the strength given by the impact, I changed direction of my blade to stab his body. With satisfaction I was using how the tip of the sword was heading into the old man body.



But it would be too beautiful to happen, would it? My counter was… countered. It would be impossible if I would fight a normal opponent. But my opponent was not normal. He made some weird foot movement, rotating partly, he changed the grip of his sword, holding it in completely different direction, and hit me in the chin with the handle of the sword.



Before I fainted I noticed few notifications



	You have finished your training session






	Your skill [Sword Usage - Apprentice] has leveled up x2
	[Sword Usage - Apprentice] is now level 5






	[Sword usage] new manifestation - [Defense stance]
	[Defense stance]
	By picking this stance user defense will rise

Damage received will be reduced

Reaction time will be improved

Skills reserved for this stance may be used







	[Defense Stance] skill acquired - [Riposte]
	[Riposte]
	Skill that can be used in [Defense Stance]

A powerful counter attack performed right after parrying an attack

May disturb enemy stance

May add various [Status effects] deepening on attack performed










It is all for today (tonight) my drunk-fuel is running short.
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I woke up in a room and saw for the very first time in my life. The first thing I wanted to do was to get up, but a pain in the chest made me fall back.




	“Look who is finally awake!” I heard the secretary’s voice “I told you, that asking the guild master for training session is not the most brilliant idea. But, maybe it will help you? You look to be one of those who learn from mistakes. I have treated your wounds. I did not call for a medic as you said you are a healer yourself, so there was no a reason to make you pay for something you could do by yourself… Just to let you know, it is morning. You have slept for the entire night. A few adventurers have departed, so the guild is a bit empty and quiet. If you would need something – scream. Now, pardon me, I have a job to do.”





Aaaand she left. Let’s see how bad the condition of my body is… broken ribs, yeah I already knew about it, dislocated shoulder… when did he do that to me? Swollen wrist… after blocking that powerful blow at the beginning? If I want to do anything today, I had better start healing myself. Before casting healing magic, I summoned Sebastian. Just to talk a little.




	“I can see, that you have finally met someone out of your reach?” The raven transformed into his semi humanoid shape “It is a good thing to know. Sometimes the best way to progress is finding an obstacle you can’t bypass. You want to move forward? Smash it.”






	“Easy for you to say” I smiled weakly “He is even more cruel than you.”






	“Cruel!” he snorted, “I am treating you to lightly. If he was be your enemy, you would already be dead.”






	“Same if I would fight with a dragon, behemoth, goliath, kraken…”






	“You should not seek excuses for your weakness, instead focus on finding motivation to keep working… sparring with someone superior is a good thing, but to truly get stronger you need to lay your hands on higher tier quests… gathering weeds will not help you much.”






	“Fear not, I already have a way to boost a little speed of ranking up for at least two stages. It will also be a nice source of money.”






	“What do you have on mind?”






	“You will see, I don’t want to spoil your fun. But… I am not going to do anything before I heal myself.”






	“Talk less. Focus on getting better.”






	“Give me an hour or two.” I said. At the same time I heard a cracking sound, as my shoulder wen’t back on its place.







In the end healing took a bit longer than just two hours. I got rid of my swollen wrist almost immediately, shoulder was fixed after a couple of minutes, but the process of healing my ribs took much longer.



When I was done, I got up from the bed, washed my face in the bowl standing nearby, and stepped out from the infirmary. On my way out of guild I encountered the Guild Master, casually walking through the corridors.




	“Already on your feet? Tsh, what kind of monster are you? But as you are as good as new I presume that you are ready for another lesson?” He grinned happily. He was the kind of man that was really kind and helpful, but some pride or even arrogance from his young days stayed with him, and from time to time he needs to show his dominance. There is nothing wrong with showing of your superiority. It is completely normal in nature.






	“Sure thing, but maybe not now. I have a couple of places to visit.”






	“Ho, ho. Chickening out?”






	“I have told later, not never. Prepare for the evening, old man, this time I will not be holding back.”






	“BWAHAHA! Ah, good one, wait, you are going out without taking a quest? Being afraid of hurting those soft hands of yours to much?” He was saying every word in a happy, joking tone.






	“Back where I came from, there is a saying, work smarter, nor harder.”






	“You came from the forest…”






	“Yup, and I would be the only one saying it.”





The Guild master just shook his head.




	“Just don’t get lazy. We hate lazy people here.”






	“I will remember that, now, pardon me.”





I walked passed the Guild Master, and out of the Guild building, then I turned in the direction of the slums and began my march forward.



As I was passing each street, the building were getting worse and worse, alleys became more narrowed and dirty, people were wearing clothes of worse quality, and children were roaming, playing on the streets.



From time to time, some shady characters were throwing angry gazes at me, a few of them even touched their belts, where there daggers were hold, yet at the very last moment somebody else was drag his more violent colleague off by whispering something like “unworthy”; “Mage”; “to risky” and so on.



Soon I reached my destination – the inn Black Snake. As I was walking in, the bouncer only barked “Cause no trouble, or you will end up with knife in your stomach”. He literally barked, he was a beast-kin.



I get to the counter and sit on one of many chairs.




	“What ya want?” A fat man in dirty apron – probably the owner, asked in a not exactly friendly way.






	“I want to say hello to the Boss.” The men’s eyes narrowed.






	“Who send you?”






	“A friend of a friend” I said the code-words.





The inn owner only nodded, and whistled quickly. From the street a little girl came in.




	“Clarice, bring him to the boss.” He looked back at me “Looks like you are here for the first time. She will leads you to the hideout. We have a few rules here and everything is ruled by trust. Try something funny – you are dead. Speak about it to anyone – you and the one you speak to will be dead. Now, go.”





What else could I do? I stepped outside with my new guide and begin marching once again.




	“Why he simply couldn’t tell me where this hideout is?” I could tell why by myself. I just felt awkward walking in silence.






	“We will see if you have a tail, the location of the hideout is a bit complicated, and it is protected by Syndicate brawlers, if they would see a stranger coming closer without a guide, they would kill him.”





So just as I though.




	“You are not afraid of the city guards?”






	“The City guard stays in the merchant and noble districts. Back in the past there were a few patrols here, but as half of them did not get back, the Guards and Syndicate had an agreement. Basically – what happens in slums stays in slums, from time to time there is a patrol sent here, they won’t be attacked, and the Syndicate would gave them a few criminal that violated rules… if they won’t be killed first of course.”






	“Pretty organized. Just to have a full picture, how many organizations are working with the Syndicate? Except city guards of course?”






	“It will be easier to count which organization do not work Syndicate.”





She is pretty clever, as she tries to not say anything unnecessary. Answering questions with a question that gives no essential information. Ha, those guys are scary.



We moved past a group of already mentioned brawlers. Not exactly friendly group, if I would have to say. We walked to a small house, the girl knocked three times, made a pause, then knocked two more time, paused one more time to knock three times again.




	“The darkness blooms…” someone whispered behind the door






	“As innocence dies” The girl finished.





Then there was the sound of a key being turned and locks being moved. Not too many protections? It was not the end of the surprises. In the small hut there was a damaged carpet, the men inside moved it aside. Behind it, there was a hidden manhole. So, now to the sewer? And it is such a nice day.



We got inside. It was pretty dark inside.




	“W..wait a little, I will light it up.” Soon, the darkness was enlightened by small flames she hold behind her hands.






	“You are a mage…” I noticed. After hearing this the girl smiled.






	“I am learning all by myself. I have a talent, so from time to time the Syndicate brings me stolen books about magic. As I grown up I want to be a rogue mage working for the Syndicate! Maybe even as terminator!”






	“Why won’t you study at the Academy?”






	“Don’t even joke around. It costs a fortune! There is no way that in my entire life I will save enough coin for it.”





With aclumsy movement she ignited a torch on the wall, after 4 meters another one, and after four more yet another.




	“Are those torches is same distance from each other?”






	“Yes, why did you ask?”






	“How many?”






	“12 more… but why?”






	“I will help you a little…” I snapped my fingers and every torch in the corridor ignited. “I have mostly studied by myself to. You are scared of your fire too much. You can’t be afraid of your fire or one day you will be devoured by it. Control it by being confident, not by reducing your power by more than necessary… But if you would cause a conflagration… do not mention my name, ok?”





The corridor we were now in looked… very unsewer like. At the very end there was small room. Before it, a man was sitting behind a desk. He looked like a butler.




	“Ah, mister Zariel, I presume? We were expecting you.”






	“Were you?”






	“Of course!” he said with polite smile “You are a friend of a friend! Boss is waiting for you, please, follow me, I will announce your arrival.”





We walked a couple steps more, the door was opened, and butler said loudly.




	“Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Zariel is finally here.” He stepped aside making room for me to walk in.





Inside of the room there was a round table, and a few males and females were sitting near it.



	“Leave us.” The man, apparently a Boss, said in a tone that left no room for any negotiations.





Everyone get up from their sits.




	“Once again, I hope you would consider our offer.”






	“It’s too risky, the whole idea is good, but I don’t like the part which takes any means necessary. We will drag attention, and we don’t like attention.”





The man once again bowed his head, and everyone left.



The boss was a man in his mid thirties, with a few scars and burn marks on his face. Wearing an easy, not so sophisticated robe, making the impression of even more dangerous. Actually I was hoping for some fat old man, covered in gold with naked woman chained to his chair. That kind of man could be easily fooled. The one that was confronting me, definitely not.




	“Here, have a sit” He said after shaking my hand. “Daralon told me about you, and I am happy to see you here. There are not many alchemists that are willing to work outside of guild. I was thinking if I should say to you, how powerful and almighty we are… but after a conversation with Daralon, I decide against it. The truth is… the situation we are in is dire. We are a giant colossus, scaring our enemies, but we are a colossus on legs made of clay. You can almost sit and wait for us to collapse. Back in our best days we could do everything… we could kill anyone, we could steal anything and we knew everything.”






	“What’s the problem? To be honest, I had a few uses for skills of… company. To be more precise… I need you. It was also something I didn’t want to say to you on our first meeting, but I was encouraged by your honesty.”






	“Then, perhaps, we could help each other. We need gold. Ha-ha, yeah I know what you expected. Unfortunately, we had a betrayal within our ranks. Some cargos with treasure was actually a military patrol. The few easy locks to open where protected. We lost some skilled thieves, earned no money, and our informant demands to be paid.”






	“And my head was targeted by the church. It is not something exactly weird, if you would consider my race, but the speed with which they acted… I took a look at the map. I have to say that it is impossible for someone to notice me, inform a higher command in a country, and then send them after me, I need to know who, why and how to kill him. Deal?”





The men smirked.




	“It was the fastest negotiations I was able to partake, the outcome is also considered by me as acceptable.”






	“I have to ask, do you work with a Guild?”






	“haha, Sure. Just tell me, which one you have on mind?”






	“Ah, yes, pardon me, the adventures guild.”






	“… I do. But better if you would not say it out loud. Sometimes we are checking if the sources that give quests to the guild is trustworthy. Sometimes, we help them to collect money that quest giver somehow don’t wish to pay… and so on. Why? You have something on mind?”






	“Would it be a problem, if you would come tomorrow to the Guild? I think I may have an idea how to pretty quickly cook potions for you, make the guild profitable. And earn something by myself and raise my rank. I will only mention the idea, but will need the agreement of both of you.”





The man was thinking for a little while.




	“You have a deal. Tomorrow morning.”






	“It was nice to meet you, Boss.” We shook each other hand one more time.






	“Please, call me Rogue.”
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                Another milestone of 500 followers reached. Yey. I am happy, and as you already know, it is important to keep your author happy.



A chappy:



Edited by: KenChi死


Once again I was standing in the training room. The Guild Master was warming up in front of me. As he finished, he threw me a long, well balanced staff.



Appraisal results were similar to the sword from before. Training staff that has attached bonus to receiving skill exp.




	“… So… today I will use… a stick?” I smiled shyly.






	“Ya told, ya wanna learn how to use spears. Imagine it to be a spear. Just with no pointy blade at the end. To many fools are using spears just for stabbing, they are extremely easy to defeat, for as you avoid attacks and get closer, you will not be reached by the spike. Every skilled spearmen in situation like that would use the pole part as staff, and would try to hit you a couple more times gathering distance. We will begin with this. It is better to use a spear as a staff, and be more or less safe in close range, then to more or less master ranged combat… and die as an enemy would run away from your optimal range.” Jeremy said while using the staff to support his weight.






	“Just one more thing, before we start…”






	“What is it, kid?”






	“Can you NOT send me to the nursery today? I need to be fully functional tomorrow morning… oh, and do not plan anything for tomorrow morning either. I allowed myself to invite a guest to your office at this time. We may together solve each others problems.”






	“Who is that guest?” Jeremy seemed to be annoyed. Well I am not blaming him. I couldn’t predict that the situation would turn to be… so bad, yet promising.






	“A friend of a friend” I said smiling another time. His eyes widened for a second.






	“You better know, in what kind of mess you are about to jump. I don’t mind… but there are… personalities that do not like Rogue. But the fact that he is willing to leave the hole he was living in… You are planning something big, don’t you?”






	“Tomorrow.” I said, as I hate saying the same thing over and over again. “I will tell the details to both of you at the same time… for now, shouldn’t we start?”





I corrected my footing a little bit, grabbed the staff with my hands, and prepared to receive the blow. Of course, I failed and the blunt end of staff hit my stomach.



My teacher sighed




	“To not send you to the nursery? This will be a loooong day.”







And the next day morning I was walking to the Guild master office, all covered in bruises. Nothing was broken, all my limbs were in the right places. Yet feeling of irritation stayed with me the entire afternoon, evening and night.



You probably think, that if he promised to not knock me out, he was gentle? Or at least merciful? Haha… no. He just showed off yet another experience gap between us, as he was hitting in such sophisticated way, to not damage any organ or bones and to keep me awake, by hitting only muscles.



But! A promise was kept. It is early morning, and I awoke in my own bed in the living section of the Guild on the second floor.



I entered door to the office.




	“Oy, ya’r awake? Nice to see such young kids to be early birds. Morning kiddo.” Jeremy was, as always (in his office), looking the type of nice and kind grandpa.





I muttered something in answer, I was not even completely sure if I have just said “good morning”, “good to see you too”, “greetings” or “one day I will regain supreme and you will pay for what you did to me by bathing in a river of eternal suffering.”




	“Is he here?” yup, I was definitely not in the mood for any longer conversation.






	“Nope, he may show up in an hour or two, I know how hard it is to keep an organization running smoothly, and I hold one building, and he a whole district.”






	“You are not a leader of every single guild on the continent?” This was something new.






	“Well… technically… I am… But we are freelancers, boy. We solve our problems by ourselves, sure thing, if we would be on job that would require us to travel, we could stay in the other guild without any problems. But situations where I really need to interfere with the administration problems of another Guild Unit, or to mediate in a dispute, happens rarely. Very rarely.”





I wanted to ask a few more things, but in that moment the door opened again and Rogue entered with a woman bodyguard. The second dark elf I have seen in my life. Half of her face covered by a bandana. Tight clothing… showing a little bit too much body, in my humble opinion. Armed with two curved daggers, which you could mistake as sickles.




	“Sorry for being late.” He said from the door. “It has been some time since we talked, Jeremy.” His eyes were running from one corner of the room to another finally calmed down and he smiled “Good to see that you are still alive, old fart.”






	“Aye, I am good. Do I see a grey hair on your head? This job will kill you, lad. How long do you sleep per day?” They acted like good friends. Bah, they were good friends. It was the first time I saw the Guild Master being truly concerned about someone.






	“Sleep? What is sleep?” He looked at me “Do you know what sleep is?”






	“Yeah, it is a state when an enemy is easiest to kill, He actually asked you to put your guard down, do now trust him, I always knew he was planning something wicked.” I said with a tone of being fully convinced, that every word I said was true.






	“It is a nice feeling to change my environment… but I am afraid I have not much time to waste here. You know, responsibilities, responsibilities and one more time – responsibilities. Oh and did I forget to mention responsibilities.”





Just to be sure, I looked at Rogue’s bodyguard.




	“Just to be sure.” I said while looking for all this time at the elf. “We are among friends?”






	“I trust her more, than I trust myself. Even if she would not be here, I would repeat every word to her.”





She threw an angry gaze at me, looks like she worked for some time for her position and having someone to question her loyalty was a great offence.




	“Very well, so let me get straight to the point – You” I pointed at Jeremy “are in need of money. You” I said pointing this time at Rogue “are in need of money. And… well I am in need of everything, money, information, entertainment… So, I would allow myself to start from the very end. We will start a company. Of course, the kind of company that not necessarily pays taxes, if you know what I mean.” I said while looking one more time at Rogue.






	“What would we do?” The boss of the Syndicate asked while supporting his head on his palm.






	“I will be responsible for products manufacturing… and of course, I mean potions.”






	“Wait.” Jeremy was not pleased. “I heard from Hanna, yes we are friends, that you are somehow skilled with alchemy, but finding buyers for them is risky, even in the black market. The Alchemist Guild is looking for every possible track of illegal alchemy, to shut them and force them to work for them or, in case they are not willing to do so, to put them in a jail.”






	“We will be using as our market… a guild… this guild.” Jeremy got red all over his face from anger.






	“ARE YOU NUTS?! IT IS IMPOSSIBLE I WOULD ALLOW SUC…”






	“You will allow it, because you will listen to what I want to say next, and what I will say next will shut your mouth which is disturbing me over and over again.” It was still more peaceful reaction than I expected.






	“You will give them, as rewards for quests. You will give adventurers a possibility to pick… wait, how much costs medium healing potion?”






	“About 25 to 50 silver.” Rogue said without hesitation.






	“So, if someone would get 50 silver from his quest as reward… I am saying hypothetically… we give them option to get those 50 silvers, or 40-35 silvers and a potion. it is impossible for them to reject the second option, as the overall value of second option is clearly higher. And those 10-15 silver will be what we would earn.”






	“And you think they would not notice that we are giving potions for half of the prince?”






	“Of course they would, this is why you, as the guild, will buy some potions from the guild.”






	“What?!”






	“For every 10 potions you would but, I will create 100 by myself. And then, we would sold those 110, by prince of 50% of market value, we will still be wealthier by those 45 potions.”






	“You will need a laboratory… fully equipped… and herbs. Lots of herbs.” Rogue noticed.






	“And this is your part of the job. How hard will it be to gather the required equipment needed to make a laboratory… and I mean a true laboratory, cuz’ up till now, I was working with a pot.”






	“You can have it up in two or three days, I will also get you a safe building, security, helpers and… students… this is what you are aiming for, isn’t it? But still, we would have no herbs.”





I smiled. And picked from the windowsill a plant in the flowerpot.




	“Are you valuing this flower, Jeremy?” I asked.






	“What?”






	“Would you be sad if this wonderful piece of flora would get damaged?”






	“Me? No, but…” I pulled the flower out of thr pot “…Alesia loves it… I am dead.” He said while looking at the flower.





Now, I have a flowerpot with dirt, just as needed. I focused my energy, and casted combination of Seed creation with Accelerated growth. I put the flowerpot on the table. And waited, while still adding mana to maintain the spell. It took over 30minutes, as somehow plant that are used in creation of potions and poisons takes more time to growth even, or maybe especially, while using magic. Soon, we had a beautiful, high specimen healing herb in a pot.




	“I would need you to get me one more room. Possibly a big one. And of course, fill it with flowerpots and earth. I will make you those herbs. From you, I need storage, laboratory, and human power, and from you, a market to sell potions. Ah! Of course, I would also need some… lots of those herbs to rank up. It is all nice and dandy… but I don’t like sitting in a room all day doing repetitive stuff. If you have free guyz, that are not a complete morons… send them to me. I will teach them how to do simple alchemy.”






	“… the last part is the RISKY part here.” Rogue said, “Alchemy is hard to learn… or if there is something you are not telling us.”





I nodded with head, recognizing proper point of view.




	“I am going to make the process repetitive. Here, one alchemist have one room, one pot, and makes whole potion from beginning till end by himself. It is a good way… but not perfect. What… if we would divide the whole process into stages… and then we would teach one man to do only one part of this process? As one man would finish, he would give the results of his work to another one, and he would work on it, give in to next one, and this way up until the end? This way you will be able to keep them shut, for they will not rebel, cuz they woun’t have actual knowledge of how to make potions. And, if someone would want to quit, you could quickly teach another man only this part you will need to keep process running smoothly.”






	“This is… so easy… yet… brilliant… does this process… dividing work, has a name?”






	“Of course it does!” I said happily. “We call it – mass production.”



            

    
        chapter 075

    
    
    
    
                Guyz, sorry for such a long break (hoho, not so long, but still), I was abducted against my will and forced to drink alcohol. Aaaand here my weekend went “poof”.

Mukkaar – if you somehow managed to read up to this moment. I have been reading your comments… just somehow I found no reasons to answer them… as very next chapters did it (starting from your attribute points distribution suggestions – it is pretty same as you told, through Ruby’s n MC connections finishing on the part in which you have mentioned that inner monologue was a bit too chaotically constructed, I hope it got clearer since then)



And I would also thank you, for with your help I somehow managed to get into the top 25 weekly (…yup, I am exactly number 25… but top 25 sounds… proudly). Don’t look at me! My bribes given to the admin has nothing in common with that fact… or does it? A…anyway! I have no idea how all my readers (all five of them) managed to get me over 3.1k views. Nicely done!



To not make it any longer, here is thy chappy:


Edited by: KenChi死



I went outside the Guild Master’s office and headed downstairs. I have about two days before everything needed will be prepared. Rogue said, that he will send someone to me as an assistance will be needed. For now, I have two days of peace. I think I will walk a little over the city for now, maybe – just maybe, I will once again finish a herb gathering quest. In those two days I will have my own small plantation within the city, so I will be able to gather five times more herbs in a much shorter amount of time.



Work smarter, not harder. I have even less motivation to squat in the bushes for a few hours, as I am currently pretty rich, working your ass for a mere 20-40 copper? While having over 7 gold? Pleasee.



As I was in the main hall, a man from behind a counter waved his hand to me.




	“Oy! Zari! Someone here was asking for you.”






	“Who exactly? I was pretty sure that I have no enem… oh wait… at least not to many of th… eh, nevermind. Who was he and what did he want?” I asked






	“She” man corrected me. “Said her name was Ruby and you know each other.”





O-ho, my daily portion of entertainment. Maybe I will not bully her today? Meh, who am I kidding. I will.




	“I do. We were studying under the care of the same teacher. Not so long ago. What did she want.”






	“Probably just to talk. She asked me tell you, that if you would have a moment to meet, she would be in the Academy district, in one of those little cafés.”





I was thinking for some time. Finally I nodded.




	“Better not make the woman wait. I am on my way.”






	“Good luck on your date!” He shouted after me






	“It’s not a date… but whatever, I know what you are going to tell all the Guild members.”





He only smiled back at me. The office members of Guild section has a pretty boring job so hearing and spreading stories and gossip is their only entertainment.



So once again, to the campus. Of course through the Merchant district. Oh the pain, Hello agony, hello suffering, it’s been a while! No-no, I am not staying for long, just walking past, nah I will not stay for a dinner, yeah, it was nice to see each other again, one day we have to catch up, but not today, see ya.



Breath in, breath out, breath in, breath out. Just to get rid of the aroma of sweaty bodies and a few, not exactly fresh wares.



I actually like the Academy district a lot. It’s peaceful. It’s clean. It’s quiet. Even as my senses were weakened here, the aroma of grass, honey, and bit of cinnamon told me exactly where I should go. As all pubs, restaurants and cafeterias are packed closely on the one alley, it wasn’t a really hard task to find our little redhead pest. No-no, “pest” in a tender meaning! Really!



She was sitting while reading some book with complicated symbols attached to the description.




	“According to what you are reading, while performing a spell you can use catalyst of shapes which were written on any surface… Nice in setting ambushes, hopeless in actual battle.” I said while sitting in front of her.





She was really interested by the book and paid no attention to her surrounding, for as she heard my voice she jumped a little. Then she looked at me first nervously, then while calming herself, she answered.




	“That right, those drawings were first discovered in building, mostly temples, of the ancient. In rooms which no one should enter. The exploring team at first, thought that those were but marks with no other purpose but religious or even beautifying insides of those temples…”






	“Until one of them exploded?”






	“And some awoke golems, other generated poison, others raised undead. Yes”






	“Before we will start celebrating our wonderful reunion… would you mind telling me it they serve something edible here?”






	“They serve really nice cakes… and from more exotic drinks, have you ever heard about coffee?”





This was the moment I was living for. Hearing about sweets was already a good idea, but in the moment I heard about coffee… my eyes winded, head went dizzy, hear for a second my heart stopped beating just to start pounding rapidly in pure ecstasy.




	“… I can already tell, you did… it’s a bit pricey but…”






	“Could I take your order sir?” A waitress asked.






	“Cheesecake with strawberry syrup and coffee. Black” My regular order. Actually I was pretty sure I would never, ever find those delicates here again.






	“I have no idea, how someone can drink his coffee black.” Ruby shook her head in disapprobation, as if she thought I am wasting coffee. Foolish girl.






	“Me neither, but – costumer asks, we serve.” The waitress apparently took Ruby’s side.






	“None of you know what you are talking about.” I said with the tone of an all-knowing person, “You will never know how true sweetness tastes like, if just would never know the bitterness. I will enjoy my every bite twice as much as you do. Plus, if you would drink enough black coffees, you would find enjoyment even in bitterness... and as a joke I like to say, that my coffee must be as my soul.”






	“Nice bluff.” Ruby said with a smile “You are just a cheap-ass, and are afraid to lose a few more coins.”






	“Same treat for my companion.” I said while looking at the waitress “We will say who was right, as you would bite a cake just after tasting black coffee.” And as Ruby wanted to say something “Now, you will offend me, if you would refuse, please add the other portion to my bill.”






	“I will be right back.” The waitress vanished as quickly as she appeared.






	“Zari… I was just joking, And I told you, that coffee is pricey here.”






	“I know you were joking, but you must have forgotten, then as I was staying within the village, I cooked a few potion and sold them to the garrison that was staying nearby. And I have no place to use those coins, you know, squirrels are not attracted to gold, aaaand that a shame, for they got some nice stuff at the warehouse.”






	“How was the forest?” Now! Here it is! Feelings of guilt? Of course that I could say, that somehow I was never in true danger, for some ancient beings protected me, and I was staying in a house with a goddess… but where is fun in it?






	“Just like before. Nothing much changed. Behemoths are about to have mating season, so they are a bit more aggressive than usually, predators, that usually are loners, started moving in a pack, so that was a nuisance, but what was most painful… there was some kind of weird insects. Big one, no mantis, no ants… something that looked like strange hybrid of those… they swarmed. Literally everywhere. I saw a few dozens of them killing behemoth. Kill one, and its carcass will start generating some strange pheromones, making hundreds of those came into this direction. Aaaand before it all started, I had witch hunters knocking at my door. First I thought they were but a Jehovah witnesses, so I opened the door while saying: No, I heaven’t found a Jesus in my life yet, but Jehovah witnesses usually don’t shoot you with a crossbow…”






	“What are Jehovah witnesses? And who is Jesus?”





Fuck. Here my whole joke was ruined.




	“Never mind.” I waved my hand. But, my goal was achieved. If she felt guilty up until now, then this is time for a true regret.






	“Zari, listen please… I am sorry.” Ha! Here it comes! “I… I acted really badly. You deserve nothing we did to you…”






	“You are completely right… what are you done already? Please feel free to continue.” I said it with a big bright smile in my face.






	“You are an asshole.” She chuckled.






	“Yes, I am an asshole with emotions damaged, and heart bleeding right in front of you, oh poor, poor me. Treated so badly. Unloved. Forgotten. Forsaken.”






	“… could it be… that your life in that forest was not as bad, as you just told me, and you said it just to make me feel bad.”





Damn. She is good.




	“I have no idea what you are talking about.” I took a sip of the coffee that was placed in front of me






	“You asshole!” She chuckled one more time and threw a napkin at my face.






	“Hey! The part with the witch hunter was true!... maybe not that part with the door, but I have a scar after being shoot with a crossbow in my leg, you know?!”






	“Zari, once again, I…”






	“You fucked up, you know it, I know it. Everyone knows it. Your coffee is cooling down. But let me tell, I refuse to stop bullying you. You will pay for what you did, so prepare for punishment. We will start seriously from the start. I will put spaghetti in your shoes.”






	“You are the face of evil.”






	“I know… by the way… do you intend on visiting the village anytime soon?”






	“Zari…. What did you do to the village?”






	“Are you judging me now? Oh, come on! Aren’t you already sorry, for being such a bitch for so long?!”






	“What. Did. You. Do.”






	“Nothing.” I took another sip. “I think they are worshiping me now.”






	“THEY DO WHAT?!”






	“Don’t look at me! I came there just one more time, healed the kids that ate the wrong berries, and next thing I know, was that the very next day, they built me a monument!”






	“Zaaari….”






	“WHAT?!”






	“I’m sorry.”






	“I know, sunshine, I know. Now drink your coffee, and get a bite of a cake. Then you are free to worship me too, as I have just shown you a new definition of paradise.”
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It has been a little bit less than an hour since me and Ruby parted ways. And the day was still young. How to entertain myself? Let’s mark what we did today:



	Having a new underground company established? Checked – we wait only for materials.

	Making our lovely Ruby lower her guard a little? Checked.

	Having a cheesecake with coffee? Checked (as for now, it is the best part of the day, and it has a nice position to become the best event of the week)

	Preparing for a revenge so evil, that the devil may cry? – Meh, as soon as I will find a good idea to have a little fun, I will do it, for now, lack of ideas….





How to play with Ruby? For this is what I swore.
 And I am not going to stop, till her life begins to burn… Crap, that was way to creepy. Let’s stay with a few pranks for now?




	“I am the fly in your soup, I am the pebble in your shoe.” I begin to sing quietly.

	“I am the pea beneath your bed, I am bump on every head…”





I was leaving the area, heading to the guild while avoiding as many sources of noise as possible… I definitely need to find another way to the café. Having cake with coffee is fine and dandy, but why do I need to suffer just to get it? Bitterness makes sweetness even more enjoyable… but I still would prefer to not puke right after eating it.



I was lost in my song, I have barely stopped myself from entering doors of the guild with a wild kick, as I finished the song.




	“…I am lying through my teeth! Your tears are all the pay I’ll ever need.”





I took a breath and went inside, right after I did that, a powerful hand was laid upon my shoulder.




	“Ho-ho, let’s see who decided to get back into the Guild?! Aaah, our sweet little Marika is simply not enough for you? I understand, fear not, I was young once too! Ah, I still remember I had so much love inside of me, that one woman simply couldn’t hold all of it.” Anatoly, was leading me in the direction of the counter.






	“Come, come. We will have a nice, manly drinking session! And then, you will tell old Anatoly, what is on your heart.” The giant man was talking all the time he forced me to sit in front of him, and poured mugs for both of us.






	“Anatoly, Actually this whole situation is a little miss…”






	“Sha! Young one! First – a drink.” He forced the mug into my hand “Now, cheers! For a wonderful friendship that is about to be bound!”





I actually prefer to drink slowly, you know? I tried to convince Anatoly about that… well, let’s just say, that I deserve a cookie for my effort.




	“Actually I am trying to tell you that…”






	“Now we will drink for all the living in this cruel world! Let’ em find love!”





Another round…




	“The situation you are describing is a little…”






	“NOW! For our wives and lovers! We hope that they would never find out about each other… MWAHAHA! Cheers!”





The alcohol slowly started taking effect on me.




	“Now, kiddo, you will tell me the whole story, from beginning till the end!” Finally… “But first, let’s have a drink!” Fuck





I poured another cup down my throat. As I was about to start speaking, someone sat next to us.




	“Ho, Anatoly, you are drinking quite early today…”






	“It’s cuz’ the reason is serious! Just imagine, this young lad before us, is having a lovely affair…”






	“Just as the young usually do…”






	“With two beautiful ladies at the same time!”






	“Whaa?! That’s a score kiddo! So nice to be young!”






	“If you wouldn’t mind, I would love to tell you how it actually is…” Those rumors started to annoy me…






	“MWAHAHA! Great! Great! But first, Gervase! You are a few beers short, better catch up quickly, for we are not going to slow down! Catch the mug kid!”





… Disturb me one more time and, I swear, that blood will be shed…




	“Uah, One knows no life, if he never tried a beer in the adventure guild” Anatoly said happily.






	“Now, gentlemen, allow me to declare, that I am not going to drink any more beer… till you would let me say my part, for I am afraid, that one more beer may be my doom.” Even if my head was getting dizzy, I was still not even halfway to getting drunk. But… if you know any better way to stop them from mumbling all the time, tell me, tell me now!!!






	“Whoa! Easy kiddo! We understand it! No need to say just a threat! We are hearing you right now.”






	“So gather here, this is a wonderful story, about love, betrayal and retribution!” … okay, I will admit it. I was getting a bit more than dizzy.





It didn’t take me long to convince them, that the woman I just met, was but a friend, and actually I wish to start playing a trick over a trick, yet I am currently out of ideas.



Actually a few nice ideas were given to me! (I especially liked an idea about cooking a hell tone of candy, with one or two “extra”… you gave them at the party with that one person, and you make sure for those extra cookies lay on the plate of our person… because those sweets were “special”… two days would be lost in the bathroom…. Yisss… that’s a nice start…)



The other problem was, that the part about “love, betrayal and retribution” I said in a theatrical voice. And as Anatoly said:




	“Ohh, ya got a nice voice! Have you even considered, being an actor?”





And my foolish respond was:




	“Pwahahah! If you find that cheesy line performed nicely, you should, one day, hear me sing.”





… Aaaand yes. I am standing on the table. Yes, a few more adventurers came back, and get drunk. And once again, yes. They drunk amok were chanting “Zari, Zari”. Haha, what the fuck did I get myself involved into!? Who cares, one more beer, and here we go… what would be sufficient? Ave Maria? Meh. Drunken Sailor song? Well… everyone is surly in a nice mood for a song like that… but it’s too simple… yet hey! We are heading into the right direction! What if the song, that is in party rhythm, yet have some nice story behind it? Well, This one… okay, it will do




	“Gather weary travelers, I have a tale to tell,
 It might just save your life but only if you listen well, ‘Cause there before the breakers,
 And just around the way…
 There’s a sign… that says “Beware…

	… the beast of Pirate’s Bay!”







1st Song – Voltaire when you’re evil (It is impossible u don’t know it. I simply do not take such option into consideration)

2nd song – Voltaire – the beast of pirate’s bay.




Lastly those songs were stuck in my head, so here, suffer with me.
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I woke up with familiar feeling. Sore throat, mind dizzy with a little pain, blurry vision and it all with hunger and the sour taste of alcohol. A hangover. The hell actually happened… how much did I drink?



~Eleven mugs. Yet I can bet you remember a max of nine of them.


The hell? And I passed out?


~Yup, we need to work on this. You bring shame to me! A mere eleven cups, what an embarrassment!

 

~Well your body actually never tasted alcohol before, so you have to once again build your resistance from the very beginning.


But… if what you say is true… shouldn’t I feel… really bad? I mean, if someone would drink that much for the very first time…


~I allowed myself to take a little control over your body, and as you were passing more and more, I was using detoxification. This is also why you actually managed to hold those eleven… and not fall after six or seven.



Codex-chan… I love you.



~Yes, yes. I am amazing. What else can I say? I am gentle, kind, showing so much care toward those as ungrateful as you… what else can you says?


Responsible? Reassuring? Compassionate?


~Ahh… yes, I almost forgot about those… keep talking…


So generous! No one deserve someone as magnificent like you!


~That’s right! Ehh, finally the attitude I deserve.


Codex-chan, may I have a little favor to ask?


~Yes, I will take care of you in situations similar to those…


Love you!


~I know


And always will


~Then you can repay my glorious mercy… sit on your sorry ass, and study, work hard, don’t be a disappointment.


Okie-dokie


~One more thing…


Yes?


~That part with creating this little elixir factory…


Yeah?


~…Let me first ask – why did you decided to do it, tell all but those things that you said to your… partners.


Cuz’ it will solve most of our problems at the same time? Money? It will rank me up within the guild and allow me do harder tasks? Because I need connections? To gather information? Raise up my skills? And, cuz’ it will make some trouble in the market, and you love trouble. Maybe it won’t be as spectacular as miasma epidemic that erased a city… but it’s a good place to start? Maybe, just maybe later on I will make a dru… I mean medicine with purpose of calming people down? A bit addictive? And spread it in the cities that would be mean to me?


~Awww, you are sooo evil. That’s adorable!


Evil? No. Repay for everything given to you with same currency ten times as much. Someone helped in you need? Repay with kindness. Someone killed your friend? Killing him and his whole family won’t be enough. It is THAT simple.


~But you promise, that one day you will do something really nasty? Just for yourself?


Only to please you.


~Awww. I think I am going to show you a few more tricks… just raise your master of magic. <shush it is not a cheat-tip -> do not focus on summoning! Definitely not summoning! Do you hear me? You will get NOTHING good from leveling summoning! Summoning is a no-go, ya understand!??


Sure thing. Summoning comes first


~Good boy.


~Yet it’s a shame, that I couldn’t somehow affect Host-sama… there were a few pretty girls nearby, 3 minutes! If you would only given me those three minutes, Host-sama would have awakened covered in the bitches!


Lust… did you try affecting me?


~Easy, boss. As we wouldn’t let her… there was a small happening back when we were young… Let me just say. We will never give Lust control over anyone’s body. No period.


~You are still angry about that small orgy?


~small… SMALL!? YOU DUMB BITCH! WE WERE AT WAR! BECAUSE YOU DECIDED TO START THIS… SICK… DISGUSTING… ABNORMAL… SOMETHING… FOR FOUR DAYS! FOUR DAMNED DAYS OUR WHOLE ARMY INSTEAD OF TRAINING AND SCOUNTING THE VICINTY GOT SLAUGHTERED! YOU DUMB BITCH, INSTEAD OF SLAUGHTERING OUR ATTACKER… YOU DECIDED TO ASK HER A QUESTION… AND WHAT DID YOU ASK?!


~…. Umm… something like “would you care to join?”… I guess?


~EXACTLY YOU LITTLE…


Oy, will ya calm down? And one thing… if Lust would ever try to take control over my body…


~We know what to do.


Thanks once again Greed…


~But now, tell me to my face, that you regret those few nights…


~WE DO! If not for you, we would be at the top of the World! We never had a Host as powerful as The Second! YOU RUINED EVERYTHING!


~psh.. all you care is “power” were is fun in that?

 

~Lust… one more word and…

 

~”One”. Now, what are going to d..akjwhdfksdnkjsj


~Exactly that. Pardon me Boss, we will be off for some time…


Take your time…


~Choke me a bit harder, please….safjkasdm… that’s the spirit! Lkjdsfj….


As the sins got involved in their personal business, and I was given yet another piece of very important knowledge <to never, ever, even consider working with Lust>, and my hangover was bearable up to the level I could focus on a few tasks at once, I washed my face, started chewing the leaf of plant similar to mint, and walked down to the hall room.



	“Oy, look, who is awake! Nicely done, lad. It was first time I saw anyone but, Gisele and Anatoly’s brother to keep him a company for so long while drinking! We even though for a moment, that you may be able to best him… well, I lost 50 copper coins, but who cares? Still, a nice job.”





Who the hell are you man? Oh, that’s right. I was drinking with you too. I just said hello, and ran away. The man from behind the counter once again waved his hand to me. What now?



	“Another “friend” for you. A man sitting over there. He did not say his name, nor what did he want. He just say you have a common friend and he would wait for you… did you expect him to come?”




Common friend, huh?



	“I did. But not today.”





	“Well, I can easily tell him, to go fuck himself… pardon for language if it offends you, a few adventurers are pretty famous here, Gisele and her team for example… So we are skillful in getting rid of overexcited crowds…”





	“Thank you, but it’s okay. Actually, the sooner, the better.”





	“As you wish. He is right there. You will not miss him. If you would find a man, who looks like someone who don’t want to be seen… that would be him.”




What kind of description is that? Okay, there was no question. Very well-fitting description. The man was sitting in the corner, covered in a cloak, with his face covered in a bandana and hood on his face. Really?



	“You are attracting to much attention.” I said sitting in front of him.





	“What do you mean? It’s a perfect disguise…”





	“Sure, maybe for a costume party, if you wouldn’t want everyone to know that you are a shady person. Next time… do not wear such a suit outside the slums… but to that point. Is everything ready?”





	“No. not yet. It will be done by tomorrow. But a friend wants you to… prepare materials already, so you will have already harvested herb prepared in the factory. Take quest. Boss told, that you know which one. We will give you a few baskets, that you will be free to fill. He said, that it will give you some poor coin and would allow to boost your rank up…”





	“Okay, go first. I will take it. Go first.”





	“I trust, that you know where “Black Snake” is” He said and left





I waited for a few minutes, ate my breakfast at the inn section of Guild, and headed again to the counter for inform, that I am about to take the herb gathering quest. Then I left.


I met the man outside of the Black Snake, just as he said. When he saw me approaching, he only showed a movement of his head for me to follow him. After a couple more minutes we arrived to our destination. I noticed, that as we were walking past another and another street, a few groups of men appraised as “Syndicate Brawlers” were protecting the only path to a warehouse.


The warehouse looked to be an old, abandoned house, slightly bigger then the rest in the neighborhood. We stepped inside. Here also a few brawlers were protecting the building. Rogue and his bodyguard were there too.



	“Gentlemen, have a good look at this young men over here.” He said “He, from now onward, will be your new boss, and will have full control over this place. Do as he asks, when he asks.”




He took a few steps closers



	“I hope, this location will be sufficient. I allowed myself to make security a little more important, than comfort. Hope you won’t mind it.”





	“I have been working with a leaking pot in the middle of the forest. Trust me, you must try harder to make me feel uncomfortable.” I took a look around. A few workers put really big flowerpots filled with earth here and there. “When will we start?”





	“Feel free to come here tomorrow morning. As soon as you get here, we will harvest herbs, and transport them to the laboratory. The laboratory is supposed to be finished in tonight… if you wouldn’t mind… could you start?”




Ah, he is a bit excited, even if he tries to hide it. I don’t mind. The roof on the warehouse had a few having holes. Not big enough to use them as any kind of entrance, but just enough to let the sun come in. As the insides of the building weren’t being used in a long time, it was a little humid.



	“… Are you waiting for something?” Calm you tits, Rogue.





	“The process is a bit more complex, you know? It is not enough, to snap my fingers and sing a few songs. I need to adjust myself to this place… humidity is nice, it’s a bit dark here, yet the sun still will be able to reach plants… earth is a bit poor… holds little nutrition… I will need to bring a few hex bags here, to improve the growth rate also when I would be outside… yet I am afraid, that it would make someone from the Academy sense the magic from those… on the other hand… with so much magic within the walls of the city… will they be able to detect such a weak signal…?” I was mumbling to myself.





	“Oy, I thought magicians have it easy… Crap, they really need to think a lot before using that magic stuff of theirs…” One of thugs begin whispering to another.





	“Okay” I said “I think I have all that is needed. Would you bring me some pieces of leather? I will need them later…”




I start walking from one flower pot to another and chant quietly



	“With the gentle touch of nature, I summon thee,
 Rise from beneath,
 As you bring the life to the world…”




I could feel the small life force of seeds appearing in the flowerpots. As I felt my own mana being drained drastically. I never created so many seeds at the same time. Seed creation was a specific spell. The more you summoned, every next needed more life force to appear. It is because, the first new seed will take life from the earth, but as one seen is already there, it would need life force from a different source. That source, was me. This extra price would vanish after some time. The problem is, I have no time to spare. Maybe I should plant less seeds in one flower pot?... no. if I would have to, I would take a break. In the end, we have a whole day.  The 10th flowerpot was filled. I looked around. About 40 more waited for their turn.



	“tsh. What a pain.” I sat in the middle of the room.





	You have entered [Meditation] state
	Mana regeneration speed has risen
	Currently selected mode:	[Core creation]





We will spend some time here…

            

    
        break

    
    
    
    
                As in title. I need to take care of few personal matters. It will last at least to the 5th september. I MAY add something, if i would need to de-stress myself, yet as the situation is a bit dire... you know. Wish me luck. In everything
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                Behold, my children, for I have returned!


Long story short – I have no idea how my situation will turn to be, but for now I have some time to spend. Aaaand here I am



Okay, so now, as you know, how much I love you and what kind of sacrifices I am willing to make… here s thy chappy:


Edited by: KenChi死



The evening was approaching as I was sitting in the center of the warehouse and using accelerated growth in meditation state to force the seeds inside the pots to “mature”. Basically, I was violating nature today – first creating life out of nowhere, now boosting it’s growth, so it will reach “maturity” within a day… which should take a season.



So, let me correct the first sentence. I am sitting in the center of warehouse using accelerated growth on the herbs, desperately trying to prevent my body and mind from collapsing.



	“Do you think, he is going to be all right?” I heard concerned voice “Just look how pale he is…”





	“I heard, that such things happens when mage is bringing his body to the limits over and over again… normally he should have passed out, but as he is taking small breaks just before that…”






	“Is it safe?”





	“I heard, that its not”






	“Not?!”




NOT?! What do you mean, that it is not safe!? Oy! Tell me your source right away!



	“Does he have… a nosebleed?”



I do what?! Wait, I indeed feel something warm on my face…. Crap…



	“Should we stop him?”




That would be pretty helpful, you know? I would look like I’m someone so devoted to there work, that I need to be stopped to prevent hurting himself… yes, if you would come to me right now, I would still protect some of my dignity…



	“… No, let’s leave him be. He is a mage, he probably did it a thousand times. We can only anger him for melding into his job… He knows his limits best.”




Well. Fuck me… Just a few minutes longer, then… is my body shaking?


The door was opened as someone stepped inside.



	“How is the work goi…” Rogue probably came to check how to work was progressing “What the fuck \ is going on here!? Can’t you see he is haveing seizure?!”




I opened my eyes



	“It’s not THAT bad, you know?” I asked weakly while I tried to get up. I failed and landed back on my bum “…. But I could put in the use of a helping hand, right now…”





	“Tsh, I thought you were more responsible… Do you have no respect toward your body?!”





	Aww, now – that’s sweet, isn’t it? “If something would happen to you… where would I have to look for another mad alchemist to carry on the organization?”






	“Asshole”





He only chuckled as he helped me to stand up.



	“Now, take it easy… what’s gotten into you? On one hand, I am happy to see you are a the hardworking type… on the other… Try to think from now onward. And no physical labor.”

	“When you use magic like that… The feeling of time is a little bit… bent. You do not know if you were using it for 5 hours or 5 days. So a little supervision could come handy. I asked your men to bring me a few things… are they here yet?”





	“Those leather strips? Yes. Feel free to tell me why do you need them. Honestly, I am willing to listen to you almost anytime.”






	“Sarcastic type, are we? I have better things to do, than to spend a few hours daily to keep herbs growing. I will make some hex bags with the same spell I have been using.”





	“Couldn’t you use them earlier? Instead of bringing yourself to such a condition?






	“Magic, dear sir, leave it to me. Hex bags are weaker than magic casted “on a place”. The same effect I achieved within those two or three hours would take days…”





	“It’s evening already. You did not spend here two-three hours, but entire day.”






	“…Did I mention, that the way you feel time while you use magic is twisted?”





	“… Just don’t overdo it. I stepped in just to tell you, that I gathered a few girls – magicians, from our little society, which will be your direct assistances… and students. But looks like I will tell them to be your babysitters too.”






	“Why the hell do I need students?”





	“The ruling over organization, dear sir, leave to me. You want to teach every single worker to do his part of the job personally? You will have five students, and each of them would be responsible for a group of workers. And, as we would expand our “activity”… they will be in charge of those facilities… Well, we two will still be in charge of whole company… I need to ask, are you sure, do you feel well?”






	“I need a good night’s sleep. Now, can I proceed to create those hex bags?”





	“No. You will do it tomorrow. You are going to come here anyway, and those plant are not going anywhere…”






	“I wouldn’t be so sure about that… I hope I didn’t make them carnivores…”





	“You did WHAT?!”





	“A…anyway, if any of your men would notice them moving in a not exactly natural way… just run away and burn the building.”






	“You are joking, right?”





	“You will never know… But, if you already kicking me out of MY laboratory… I will gladly do so… see you tomorrow.”






	“Didn’t you forget about something?




As he asked, he pointed in direction where few workers were filling pretty big baskets with herbs. That’s right – a quest.



	“Aren’t those baskets… a lil’ bit to big?”




They definitely were. The whole construction looked like a backpack made of two human sized baskets tied to each other on strips, so you could literally tie them to yourself.



	“I thought, that we should grant you what is yours… I was thinking: hey, he is a grown up man! He surely will be strong enough to carry those, and smart enough to NOT EXHAUST himself to the verge of collapsing…”




Ha-ha. I am almost sure this is not the case. But fear not Rogue, I got my lesson. From now onward I will not do everything here half-assed.





I don’t remember, how I get back to the guild. I only remember the agonizing march filled with pain and regrets. The boys from Syndicate were actually kind enough to escort me a small distance.



	“Hey Zari! Where have you been for all day? Are those herbs in those baskets? Where the hell did you found a places with so many… hey, are you listening to me? Hey! It is not nice to ignore someone wh… why are you so pale? Do you feel right? D…”




The sound of a slammed door was the only answer I gave that day. Will they be nice enough to actually count those baskets I left in the lobby as finishing a quest?



	You have finished [Herb gathering] Quest
	Exp: 60

Gold: 00g01s20c

	Claim your reward at [Adventure Guild's reception





What nice fellows…




That’s all for now. I know chappy is pretty short and not that entertaining… but I still have lot’s of work to be done. Yet I can promise you, that from now onward I will try to release chappy every day or two (short one, but hey! It’s something!)
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                As promised, another chappy. You have no idea how hard it was to find some free-time to write it… and guess what… I did not found any free time, and made it in my not-free-time. ;)


Edited by: KenChi死



The next day. I woke up, got breakfast, took once again the quest (I was informed, that at my current rank I need to finish some rank quest at least three times before I would be considered for promotion) and left heading once again in the direction of “Black Snake”, so I could finally take a look at my new laboratory (MY laboratory… how wonderful it sounds…) and meet my new crew, so we could start the mass production of potions, poisons… and drugs (well, the last one is but on the “maybe-to-do-in-future” list, I have still not informed Rogue about this… “Possibility”), so we could finance the underground, black market, spies and assassins… Just your average normal Monday.


Why are you looking at me like that? What?! Drugs? Yes, I do not discard the possibility of starting drug creation… Wait, which one of you though I am a knight in shinny armor? Ain’t going to happen. I am going to enjoy myself fully. Take as much as one can hold without giving anything back… or maybe giving back just as much as is required, so I can gather one more time.


I am not a puppeteer nor a puppet. Not a sinner nor saint. I shall do bad things… as long as no one would catch me. I will appeal to someone’s honor while hiding a dagger behind my cloak, readying myself for a backstab.


Ha-ha “Even though I walk through the valley of shadow of death, I will fear no evil…”… no, my love, I can ensure you, that I am the EVIL that lies within that valley. Dance with me, at the verge of darkness… for there are no strings on me… Pardon me, my poetical side is strong today.


Where were we? Ah, that’s right! I was heading through dark alleys, walking past stumbling drunks, orphan playing in the dirt and cheap hookers in a devastated piece of clothing that one day was a dress.


Just in front of the “inn”, the lil’ girl from before was sitting once again. My previous guide. What was her name again? Clarice? Clare?



	“Sup Boss!” The little pyromaniac was in high spirit “Are you excited to see your new workplace?”





	“Yes. I am literally overflowed with emotions.” Do I have to mention that my tone suggested something different than words I just said? “And why did you call me Boss? I thought only those who would work directly under me w… wait, did you just…?”





	“That’s right! Mr. Rogue picked me personally as your new student… and I tried using your advice in practice… the one about my fire magic – to not be afraid… it was such a new sensation… but unfortunately I burned my room..”





Aha… crap. So this is the real reason why Rogue give you to me, is it? Well, it is still better to teach a few girls with some basic knowledge in magic, than whole bunch of people.



	“Can you please tell me how you make potions, that heal wounds? Or those that make you get tired slower? Or…”





	“I can give you lesson right now. You know what is the most important thing while you make a potions?” I waited few seconds. She was looking at me with eyes so big from excitement, she almost looked like some anime character. “The most important thing in alchemy… issss… Patience. So be nice, show me the way, and as soon as we would meet with the others, we will begin.”





And the fire of excitation in her eyes died. Foolish lil’ one. You will soon understand what I told you.


Another dirty corridor, followed by a dirty street just to get into yet a dirtier and uglier place. The place so dirty and ugly, no one would ever think about going next to it – near the outlet of a cesspool. The stench was terrible. And it was perfect. It would hide the smell of herbs. The lazy splashes of dirty water could cover the sounds of work inside the not so small building nearby.




	“The old city ended here, and this was the place when sewers once ended… before the slums grew here. This building here – was a canteen for the poor, back in a time when Kingdom actually cared about us. But as small amounts of money that was designed for help was running shorter, and the number of poor was getting higher… the area was changed from helping center into ghetto, for everyone hated. The poor were forced to build slums as they are now… and this place… you will see.”




I saw what she meant pretty quickly. Beastmen. No friendly ones. The whole place could be seen as a slums within the slums.



	“Should I expect trouble?”





	“No. Mr. Rogue has many friends. The Assassin guild, The Thieves guild… also owner of this place calling herself the “Governor”. As long as we would not start anything funny… Oh, and they are also paid by the Syndicate as guardians of new facility. You should be treated at least friendly as soon as they would know they have a coin thanks to you…”





	“Why are they here? I mean, I saw a few beastmen living… let’s say peacefully with humans.”





	“Those who obey rules, yes. These here… the tribal culture may be a bit violent. For example the tribe or wolfmen – Red Fang. They usually have a few children from one pregnancy. The weakest is killed on the spot, another one will be killed by siblings as they would grow a little. And humans do not like those kinds of traditions…”




I could only answer with “Aha”, because what else could I have said? Better not to judge someone’s traditions without knowing its origins. If they used to live in a dangerous place without excessive food supplies, killing the weakest one that couldn’t hunt was cruel, yet necessary. Yet what I noticed was they greetings.  “Wait for the call” or “Answer the call”. I allowed myself to ask about it too.



	“Ah, that? We don’t know much about their religion as they do not talk with strangers, but is seems as if they have two divine beings they worship… not at the same time, more like while worshiping one, they hate the other. Same with another camp. They believe that one day their… “leader” will appear and call them for something they call the “war march” or something like that. There would be nothing wrong, but Mr. Rogue’s spies reported, that lastly group of beastmen-adventurers, as they report back from their mission, startrd spreading rumors that “He is back”, and that he told them to “Gather strength”. Sounds sinister, don’t it?”.





… Two divine beings, worshiper camps hate each other… sounds familiar? But those adventuring beastmens… can’t be… please tell me it’s not true… what the hell?! I told them to “fuck off”… kindly, for sure, but how could they misinterpreted it like this?! Now, it means one thing – trouble…


We entered the building. In the small hall, just before the main room, I allowed myself to drop the hood off. We walked further.



	“The main alchemist is in the building!” Clarice shouted from the door, making a few workers get up from their seats. Nodding to greet me, a few half-words like good morning. And almost without stop we headed into the deeper part. I just threw a few glances around. All around the room long tables were placed. On each of them a few basic tools. On the other end of the table was baskets of freshly harvested herbs, on the other a big pot on a fireplaces, not yet ignited.




At the end of the room we walked on higher floor thanks to stairs into a separated office, and it was a place when I met the rest of the group. Clarice was the youngest, the oldest woman with grumpy face was almost 50… or something around that, you never can tell plus I was always bad in estimating someone’s age.



	“This brat will teach us?” The oldest lady was grumpiness was not only in her face “What can he teach us about? How to play in dirt?”




Dear lady, if you think I am going to treat you nicely here, think one more time. I have no time for coaching, slowly building reputation, constantly repeating after each of your fails “you can do it!” and so on. And I allowed myself to show it.



	“Kaito…” I whispered quietly, yet loudly enough for everyone to hear, while snapping fingers.




The beast appeared out of thin air, pinned woman to the wall while growling.



	“This is your first, and final warning. Here, I am your mentor, king and god. Rule number one: I am always right. Rule number two: if I am not right, look at number one. The difference between you and me, is that you are replaceable. You must have a very good reason to be here. Not enough coin? Debt to rogue? Desire to learn? This is the only time I would allow it, before we start. If you have any objections… leave now… Thank you Kaito…”




The beast vanished one more time and woman fell on her knees. I waited about half a minute.



	“You are still here, so I presume your reasons to be here is stronger than fear and pride. I demand only a few things: mostly to not waste my time, and to be efficient. So, we will start right away.”




That’s right. I did not come here to make friends. Not to this particular building. My new friend is Rogue, and I have deal with him. He fulfilled his part – he gathered equipment and found a locations. It’s my time to do what is needed.



	“Did anyone of you cook anything? Do not answer. Rhetorical question. Alchemy, you see, is similar to cooking. With this small exception that food rarely explode in your hand leaving you without some fingers…” and a face of a certain goddess flashed right in front of my eyes… especially her first try of cooking “… pardon me, I just remembered something… where did I… ah, I already told it to our little friend…” I pointed here on Clarice “… the most important thing is patience. If you are boiling decoction, and you would do it minute too fast, it would be useless, if you would forget about it, and it would boil it for a minute to long… just pray you would not be in the same room… Does alchemy involves magic? Yes and no. It surely helps. Many potions can’t be created without it. You simply won’t achieve fire hot enough to make some substances boil… With this we shall stop our theoretic lesson about theory, and proceed to practice… No one laughing? Shame.”





I took a herb out of the basket, put it on table and took a knife in my hand.



	“You can’t create a potion without recipes… I mean, you can, but if it would work and how it would work is yet a completely different matter. To create a healing potion, so low, that it barely cures anything… you do it like that, what you want from the plant is roots and leaves, now, cut the root into small cubes and drop it into boiling water till it become slightly grey, in the meantime smash the leaves in mortar…”




I was describing the whole process. First just showing them how I do it, just so I could later on describe what actually needed to be done. If they would find a bit more effective way of doing it, good for me. Lesson for you, my dear readers: you can learn something even while you teach others.



	“… we use alcohol, because it improves the speed of potion absorption by the body. Any questions?” before anyone could actually ask anything I quickly added: “None? Perfect. Now, to your positions. Show me what you remember. While having problems, call me. And you better call me. I want potions of at least acceptable quality. I prefer running from one of you to another, than to face you quietly wasting ingredients. In the meantime…” I headed once again to my pot with the potion to finish whole process, pour in to small glass vials… and try something new “…I will finish my job.”





And my wonderful assistance went right away to their jobs.



	“Samantha! What are you doing? You were told to cut them into cubes, not to turn it into dust!”





	“Shut up and mind your own business, they are cut into cubes to release its juice faster. The smaller it is, the faster it takes! Powder is the quickest way”




I smiled hearing this. Someone here is thinking.



	“Are you sure about that?” I asked walking to her





	“…No. I am sorry if…”





	“You are right. It is the very reason to do it. But are you sure that you would be able to finish the part I was doing in the meantime before the decoction would be ready?”




She was hesitating. Yet she made her mind.



	“I do, sir.”





	“In that case, continue.”




And I left once again…. What a nice feeling… having apprentices… especially those who are listening to you, and putting two and two together finding their own conclusion.



	“P…pardon me boss… should essence have a color like this?”





Look not everyone is brilliant here. Don’t mind it, I would feel a bit useless if they would do everything perfectly right away.



It took a bit over an hour for everyone to finish their tasks. Now the time for testing came.



	“A failure” I said without anger nor disapproval “See? In the last phase the potion should turn slightly red, or at least pink. Yours is grey. You probably made an error at the very beginning.”




Moved to another one



	“Failure. But I think you can tell it by yourself.” The owner of this one was a big talker, and while talking all the time to her friend she did exactly what I warning them from. Explosion. Small one. No one got hurt. While intensive boiling the herb let out a small amount of methane – for the herb was usually growing near swamps – and I hope you know how it acts at high temperature?





	“We have a winner. A bit weak as for the potion, and we would definitely NOT sell this kind of products, but this is the best potion of this batch.” Little Clarice – our winner – was almost flying overjoyed.




I quickly pointed out another mistake of another woman and moved to Samantha. Her potion was as red as blood.



	“How do you think. Is your potion good or not?”





	“I think, that it is good.”





	“Comparing to Clarice… better or worse?”





	“You said, that the stronger color, the stronger potion… so I think mine is better.”





	“Yet I already told, that our little Clarice is the winner… Do you know where you made a mistake?”




Silence was answer given to me.



	“The smell. When you add the alcohol, the smell of the potion is getting much stronger. I can easily tell, that what we have here, is not a potion, but a soup. In many potions, this kind of mistake could be forgiven. But not here. Alcohol is essential. You simply forgot about evaporating process with the dilution of the mass with alcohol. And the substance that lies within the herb is transported and absorbed almost completely… thanks to alcohol. I am sorry to say that, but what you gave here to me is as effective, as chewing raw root… tell me, is there something we can do to save it, or we should flush it?”




Just checking the way she thinks one more time.



	“We could… no, I missed the phase. Flush it.”





	“Flush it” I nodded.






It was still early. We were practicing over and over again. Up until evening. Almost without break. I stopped, when all girls made “acceptable” potions three times in a row and let them go back to wherever they came from.



I was left alone in laboratory sitting and thinking.


I got up, cleaned my pot, and started creating something new. Aurora herb. While leafs and roots are a medicine… flowers were a little poisonous. To check something new, I shifted my teeth into Acid Spitter fangs, and poured a few drops into vial. The green poison turned slightly violet.



	You have succeed while creating [Low-medium Fanged Flower Poison]
	You have gained 40 exp






	[Fanged Flower Poison]
	Grade	[Low-Medium]
	Poison made by a somewhat skilled Alchemist
	Specific creation of combined venom of snake-kin and poison from plant.

Because of the ingredient used, it is not deadly, if consumed in small doses

	Various status effects may be added:	- Body parlays

- Breathing problems

- Hp loss over time

- Nausea






I looked for few moments into the vial, and then I gulped the poison in one go.
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~ ARE YOU FUCKING NUTS?! WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?


I could feel the thick fluid travel down my body, leaving behind a warm sensation


~DON’T IGNORE ME! WHAT KIND OF DEVIL GOT INTO YOU!?


Just trying something new.


~NEW?! DRINKING POISON IN YOUR OPINION IS SOMETHING GOOD?


Calm your tits. Notification said, that in small doses it is not dangerous.

 

~FOR YOUR LIFE, YOU IDIOT! YOU STILL CAN PERMAMENTLY DAMNAGE YOUR INSIDES!


And this is why I already have started detoxification.


~… but why?


Small doses may be painful, but I hope, that with time as I will increase doses of poisons I would get poison resistance. Ingredients used for this poison are not that deadly, nor should the amount I drink be that bad. Maybe it could be even a little dangerous, if I wouldn’t start healing. I treat it almost like a vaccine… just far less pleasurable.


I could feel as my insides started convulsing a little. My belly apparently did not like the liquid that was served as lunch. I started sweating.



	You are under effect of poison
	Status effect added: [Nausea]






	You are under effect of poison
	Status effect added: [HP loss]
	You have taken [3dmg]





And here it comes. I really want to puke.


While holding my belly with hands, I crawled to the basket we were using as a trash-can for the leftovers alchemy ingrediants, and threw up.

 

~IDIOT! DUMMY! Next time at least warn me! if I would be living I would probably have just died!


You are overacting.



	You are under effect of poison
	Status effect added: [HP loss]
	You have taken [3dmg]





Fuck. Let’s take a closer look at it.



	Poison [Status effect]
	Name:	[Fanged Flower Poison]
	Duration:	[0h27min11s]

Reduced by 30 min [Detoxification]

	Status effect added because of [Poison]:	- Nausea

-Hp loss over time






Not that bad if I would use it on an enemy, he would be weakened for an hour? Wait, I drank it, so probably both effects and duration is improved… I also swallowed a whole vial. If I would use it on a weapon, the dose would be much smaller… Crap. So for now, this little poison would be useed only as an addition to drinks… till I would find someone to be my lab rat…



	You are under effect of poison
	Status effect added: [HP loss]
	You have taken [3dmg]





FOR FUCK SAKE!


There are times, when I almost forgot about it, but for some reason, every time when I am receiving the damage, I feel pain in my insides. Oy, don’t you know that poison should work all the time, not to remind me about itself every minute with pain, as if my liver is being pierced? By a fucking pitchfork?



	Duration:	[0h11min37s]

Reduced by 30 min [Detoxification]






Just great. 11 minutes of pain more. Well, I just start wondering, if this whole poison resistance is worth my time. Even more, as I doubt that I will get it anytime soon. Usually I need to repeat action several times before I would get the skill.


~In the meantime you can start practicing some magic…


Good luck with focusing on that. Nah, I have to wait those few minutes more…



	Duration:	[0h08min24s]

Reduced by 30 min [Detoxification]







	Duration:	[0h04min09s]

Reduced by 30 min [Detoxification]







	Duration:	[0h01min33s]

Reduced by 30 min [Detoxification]







	Duration:	[0h00min03s]

Reduced by 30 min [Detoxification]







	Duration:	[0h00min02s]

Reduced by 30 min [Detoxification]







	Duration:	[0h00min01s]

Reduced by 30 min [Detoxification]







	You are no longer under effect of[Poison]
	You are no longer under effect of [Nausea]
	You are no longer under effect of [HP loss]





Oh boy, I think I will…



	Achievement unlocked
	Name:	[THEY CALLED ME MAD! I WILL SHOW THEM ALL]
	You have voluntary drank the [poison/potion with unknown effects] of your own creation.

Not many scientist are either devoted or mad enough to try by themselves such a potion just to improve their knowledge.

	Reward:	[Mad Scientist] Title






	[Mad Scientist]
	Your Potions/Poisons are 10% more potent
	Chances of failure while creating are decreased by 25%
	Medicines you use will have effect improved by 25%

Venoms/Poisons that were used on you will be 25% more potent

	Potion/Poisons you create may have bonus effects
	By experimenting you may create new Potions/Poisons {that normally could not be created this way)





Say WHAT?!


~More luck than brain… I should stop being surprised of how you are favored by luck…


It is… good. Surprisingly good… a bit double edged sword, if I would encounter some assassins... But within our little company… Haa… The new alchemist god was just born.  Yet I wanted poison resistance… now I am even more vulnerable… Crap, I should be happy, but I just can’t get rid of this feeling, that something bad is about to h…


~SHUT UP! DO NOT SAY EVEN ANOTHER WORD!!


Pardon me?


~Those were the last words of the Third. Do. No. Say. Those. Words. Period!


Okay, calm down. Nothing bad will happen. You have my word.








Once upon the time. In a land far, faaaar away… The group of knights led by a female paladin crossed the border between Neira Kingdom and Holy Kingdom this evening.



	“Listen up, boys.” The blonde woman in once shiny armor said “Our target is some kid. I don’t like it either. Do not let your guard down. He wiped out a ride of fifty witch hunters by himself. His last position was the Capital of the hostile Kingdom. Try to not drag any attention. Even if our Kingdoms are in a state of war, we are still in the state of gathering strength. If we would be caught here… we would have no support. We will have to somehow drag him out. For now…”




The place, where they crossed the border was the verge of the forest and swamps. No one protects this place. None of the sides. Small groups would die here, left without supplies a chain; the bigger groups would be unable to march through the treacherous swamps. There were no valuable resources. No one cared about this place. No one, but monsters.


As the woman was speaking, the roar could be heard inside the copse. The monster jumped from it.



	“Behemoth!” One of knights yelled “Hold formation, we’ve done it many time lads…”




Nothing more could be said. Before he had a chance to finish his part, the woman unsheathed her sword, the steel dragged from its cover sang like a bird. Her eyes, just for a moment, gleamed with an unnatural blue light, and with insane speed the distance between her and the monster was shorten. She moved past it, and once again pushed the sword into the sheath, while slowing down. When the sword was completely hidden, the head of beast fell off. Not even a drop of blood tainted the ground. The wound was burned.



	“Sorry, boys” The woman said “We are in hurry. I don’t want to stay behind enemy lines even a second more, than necessary. For the Crimson Lily. Stay in formation.”
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I walked into Guild hall once again, and once again I was carrying a baskets bigger then myself. With inhuman effort and strength I headed into the direction of the counter, where the requests are given and, after finishing it, taken back. I was usually (twice) reporting back to Mike, a cheerful, yet professional young man, this time a catgirl was sitting, behind the counter. Maybe she was even a cheerful person, yet she must have been extremely skilled in hiding it, for on her face she had plastered a bored expression. She didn’t even looked at me when I the put enormous baskets right in front of her.



Aaaand I was at a bit of a lose. This is one of those kind of situations that I had no idea how to behave. Normally I would wait a few seconds, then I would try to gently redirect her attention at me… aaand then I would start behaving bit less kindly. (Un)fortunately I didn’t have to wait long.



With a slightly angry expression, as if I offended her just by showing up, she asked not exactly politely.



	“What da ya want?” I definitely don’t like her attention.





	“Is Mike anywhere around? I can already tell, that I will not like negotiations with you.”





	“We are switching shifts, he has something important to do, you are stuck with me, handsome, aaand I am stuck with you.”





	“I took a request to gather herbs…”





	“Sweet. And?”





	“… I.. want to report back? Herbs are right in front of you.”





	“Sure. 20 coppers will be enough?”





	“You are joking, right? For the same batch Mike gave me a silver AND 20 coppers. Just yesterday.”





	“You would MAYBE be given that, if in those baskets I would find herbs of at least high quality.”





	“Aaand what are you thinking that you will find there?”





	“Mostly unworthy weeds, regular grass which you would try to sell me as river grass. I am the one who will have to work my ass over separating herbs from grass. Take coin, or leave … Do you even know, what’s the difference between Rimia herb and common sow-thistle?”




Looks like our grumpy lady is somewhat educated, yet she was not skilled enough to get a better job. Maybe she is from the bottom of her class, and as she was forced to work here, she is boosting her self esteem by mocking, and ripping off, adventurers.



	“Unfortunately for you, I do. You see, I am an alchemist. I turned down the request of the alchemist guild to work for them, and in my spare time I cook a potion or two… for personal use. If you think, that there is a person within this guild, who knows anything more about herbs morethan me, point him or her out, and I will prove you wrong. And now, you will either do your fucking job…”





	“Or what? You will yell at me? You will report me? Spank me? …Well the last option would certainly break the monotony of this place…”





Guuuyz… Do you remember, when I said I need a lab rat to try my poisons on? I think. that I have just found a volunteer.


I almost answered. Bah, I almost hit a woman… not that I am considering women to be a lesser being, that don’t deserve being hit… But you know what I mean…


The reason why I did not answer that unworthy piece of… eh. Putting things clearly, we were no longer alone. Yet another beastwoman, this time an adventurer, came in.



	“Wait for a call, Kimi.” The woman behind me said “Will it take long for you to deal with this gentlemen? I am a in bit of a hurry, today.” She said in an apologetic tone





	“And answer it.” The grimy expression of the catgirl brightened up “No, it won’t… we are negotiating… right now.”




Wait for a call and answer it… You are from a faction that worships the devourer. YOU FUCKING MAGGOT! YOUR GOD IS RIGHT IN FRONT OF YOU! REJOICE, EAT DUST FROM UNDER MY FEET, AND GIVE ME MY FUCKING MONEY SO I CAN LEAVE AND NEVER SEE YOUR FACE AGAIN!



	“He? Is that so? Sir, sir! Is there a problem? Is my sister troubling you?”




Ho? Sister?



	“No, she just simply wants to give about six time less money than I deserve. It’s nothing, really.”





	“And I tell you, that it is simply impossible for you to gather so many herbs in the nearest vicinity of town! I saw your quest log! You take this quest every day, and bring much more than possible, I am already polite enough to not report Mike for making false repots and…”




I pushed one of the baskets, making perfect specimens of herbs fell all over the table.



	“Find me one weed. One. And I will give you all of these for free.”





	“But… it is impossible… what with pollution… deforestation… It is against nature for there to be so many…”





	“I am the Nature. Now, Mike gives me 1 silver and 20 coppers. Your offer?”




Our little stubborn kitty got red all over her face.



	You have finished [Herb gathering] Quest
	Exp: 60

Gold: 00g01s20c







	“Thank you kindly, madam.”




And I left, still overflowing with anger. The night was still young; I wasn’t tired, if I would walk into the inn section, I would probably be forced to drink to death. I also had no intention to become a punching bag for guild master today either. What to do… what to do… Uh, normally I would try to get promoted to a higher rank… but with that lady behind the counter it would be impossible. The sun was still glowing pretty brightly… maybe I should pay a visit to the library? So, again to the Academic district!






<Right in front of the Grand Library Opus Arcano>




	“WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU MEAN BY TELLING ME THAT I AM NOT ALLOWE IN?!”




Ok, so I did overreacted, but hey! I was already angry when I left the guild! And here obstacles just kept stacking right in front of my nose.



	“Please calm down, sir… We are not the one to blame, please sir, put yourself in our position. We are just following orders…”





	“… No, I am the one who is sorry. I have had a really long bad day. Do you know, who should I bribe or kill to get in there?”





	“S..sir!”





	“Pardon me one more time. While stressed I make such jokes. Any ideas?”





	“You would either need to be a part of an organization connected with the Council… so any magical guild, research team, member of a fighting group…”





	“Ain’t going to happen. I will not be a dog on a leash.”





	“… you may have access to library if you are either student of Academy or be a graduate...”





	“Please… have some mercy! I am an adventurer, do you think I have a time to sit for 10 hours a day and listen to what I already know? For how long? 3 years? 5?”





	“a…a usual time needed to one to graduate is about 8 to 10 years.”





	“Jesus Fucking Christ…”





	“W..Who?”





	“Don’t mind it. Anything else?”





	“It’s actually a bit tricky and hard to get… but you can have a higher nobility to intercede in your name. Yet nobility rarely does it. In the end by doing so, they will basically ask for a favor, that one day will be reclaimed… Maybe if you would be a friend of a family…”




Tsh, so here my hopes lies dead… or wait… no, I don’t know any noble… especially from those… what ya callin’ it? Greater houses… Maybe Daralon… nah, I already owe him to much… Adventurers? Nooo… not a chance. Hanna-sensei? That may be a nice shot… Ruby? Hell n… Wait… she had that boy waving his tail around… how was he named? Blackwood?



	“Would you mind telling me once again names of Greater Houses? I am always twisting them…”





	“Silverthorn, Redwing, Blackwood, Whitefang… S..sir, where are you going?”





	“I am going on an adventure!” I just couldn’t resist myself. It’s nerdy. I know. I am sorry.










Ruby was walking alongside with her newest friend back to the room she rented talking and laughing all the way. Just in front of her door, she said her farewell, and walked inside.


You can only imagine the face she made, when she saw a young man lying casually on her bed with her book in his hands.


The man shut the book, after a second of a delay he looked at her and said



	“Hello Ruby, I have been expecting you.”





	“… well, this is my room so…”





	“And that is why I knew you would come here… does it count as expecting? It does. Shut it.”





	“Zari… would you mind telling me… How the hell you entered my room!?”





	“I made a few friends… some of them are surprisingly good at picking locks. Oy, I know it’s pretty sudden, but I have a favor to ask… do you still have this young lad walking somewhere near you? The Blackworm?”





	“… Blackwood, Zari… you better watch your tongue while speaking with them… they may not take jokes about their name to well…”





	“Happens often, when a man has nothing more to show but his name…”





	“Zari! You will get yourself killed one day by speaking the wrong words to the wrong person.”





	“But it will be a death with a smile on the face!”





	“… and how exactly did you get information about him?”





	“Isn’t that obvious? I am spying on you!”





	“YOU DO WHAT!?”





	“Now, we can either start arguing about this not so important fact, or you can get me a date with him.”





	“ZARI! PLEASE! STOP! I don’t even know when you are joking and when you are serious…:





	“Okay… I need access to the library. That’s all. This is why I need to kidnap your new boyfriend and threaten his family to…”





	“Zari…”





	“Eh, I want to ask for a favor, paying with a favor.”





	“Why do you need to get in there so badly?”





	“For porn magazines.”





	“For what?”





	“ehhh… how to describe it… Nah. Forget about it. I just have too much free time and lacking knowledge. The politicians started being interested in me, so I have no other option left, but to start being interested in them too.”




Maybe I am trying to hide too much information for myself? Maybe say a few more things… I need to convince her to set up meeting.



	“Ruby… I am in deep shit. In very deep shit. I was thrown into a mess I do not understand, everyone waits for me to pick a way, but I don’t know the destination of the path they wish me to follow. I need knowledge. Knowledge is within books. Books are in the library. The library has a limited access. Access is in position of nobility. The only person with connection to nobility I know would be you… Are you with me so far?”





	“… you’ve became an asshole lately..”





	“Lately I have lots of stress. Council meetings at 8, business negotiation at 12, visit of assassin in the evening… Just your average Monday. I am always paying debts. If your Blackberry friend would help me… I would help him. And yes. I will behave… if he won’t be a jerk.”





	“He won’t.” Ruby turned herself to the commode to take a bottle of not-the-worst wine “I will talk with him tomorrow… anyway, as you are already here, would you have a drink?”




Ruby once again faced Zari, or this is what she intended to do, but the boy was no longer there. She was sure, that the door was not opened
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Do you know, what was the hardest thing in our little meeting between me, Mr. Blackwood and Ruby (cuz’ she wanted really badly to take part in our conversation… probably so I wouldn’t “offend” our little friend)… it was not… SLAUGHTERING HIM LIKE A PIG!


No honestly. It was the very first time I saw this gentlemen with my own eyes… but somehow… I just… can’t stop imagining him bleeding out through the sliced throat, or me standing atop of him with his still beating heart in my palm… Well, normally (as you know) I am quite nice to people that I have just meet.


And why did he answer so fast? Ruby just came to his place, asked him out, and he ran to her like a happy puppy… I don’t care about Ruby… SO WHY THE FUCK AM I SO ANGRY?!



	“… So, Ruby told me, that you really need my help… would you mind telling me, how can I be of assistance to you?”




“That you really need my help,” I repeated in my head with a  screeching voice.


I am definitely oversensitive here… breath in, breath out, inhale, exhale, bite the pillow Zari, the day will come when you will kill him, but it is not this day.



	“The problem is, I am a bit… extraordinary, while I have no actual connection to anyone. Because of my… uniqueness…”





	“I will allow myself to disturb you, right here… Do you really thank, that I don’t know who you are, and why you drag so much attention… Pardon me, if I would sound a bit to prideful, but I am a son of one of the four most powerful families… I know every detail from your visit to the council, Mr. Case 0133, Danger mark: Omega… those are notes that were given you after you left, and were put in report given to my father, but as he has so little time to read every letter that is sent to him… I am reading every single one of them, and then I am selecting which ones would go to him… so if you could quit using words like “unique” and so on… They hide nothing.”




There was no arrogance in his tone, but a friendly information… Stop. Being. So. Friendly. With. Me…



FOR FUCK SAKE! WRATH! DO YOUR SHIT AND CALM ME DOWN, OR IN A MINUTE I WILL BE DRINKING HIS BLOOD!


~The number you are trying to reach in currently unavailable….


Very fucking funny… wait, are you actually encouraging me to kill him?


~The number is unavailable, but if you would be answered, the number would probably have told you, that a murder from time to time is good for your nerves. Calms you down, smoothens your wrinkles…


~Well, but you are in the middle of town…


Thank you! At least one reasonable person


~ … so try leavening no witnesses.


And I trusted you…


~Hey! We are YOU! Even worse! We are emotions based on your personality! You want us to do what? We only stop the animal within you from waking up…. And Sloth too…


I start thinking, that Sloth is the only reasonable person among you, and you are just hiding her back…


~Sloth? Reasonable? MWAHHAHAHA! Oh booooy, I almost wish for you to meet her.


… Lust calling someone crazy… Crap.



	“Um, excuse me?” Crap! I lost myself in though!





	“Pardon me, inner monologue. So, I need your help… putting things shortly, cuz I need to get into the library… and you know my circumstance…”





	“The only way for you is to either take a debt from magicians or nobles, and you think nobles are the lesser evil…”





	“I hope that you will not use me for extermination purposes…”





	“And I am almost sad to disappoint you, do you think we don’t have political enemies? I can almost say, that first thing you would be asked to do, is to make certain people disappear…”





	“… and I probably would have no problems with that… as long as they would be very bad people…” I needed to ask the last part, cuz Ruby looked at me like on some kind of human-killing, blood-drinking monster… wait, heh, I am one…





	“I can only promise you, that I will repeat our conversation to my father… now if you would excuse me, I have a sick mother to take care o…” I grabbed his hand as he was raising up





	“Wait… Your mother… is it something serious?”





	“… May I ask, why are you concerned?”





	“Ask Ruby.”




What’s the point in saying something, if the same thing may be said by someone you trust.



	“Zari cured me from a certain… magical disease, kind of curse. And it was his very first attempt at healing. I think, that he wants to heal your mother as payment for the support of your house.”





	“… The best medics from this kingdom have bin trying there best for a month… why are you thinking, that you are better?”





	“Don’t you have a saying, “Where a human fails, send a beast?”” You probably don’t, I made it up right now. But you don’t need to know it.





	“I am not sure about this…”




Sure thing, I am someone you just meet, you probably heard lots of thing about me, not necessary good things, and right now, I am trying to convince you into letting me inside your house. I would call you an idiot, if you would agree right away.



	“I… I know that you have just meet him…” Ruby tried to justify me “… but if I learned anything about Zari, is that if he wants to do something, it is just a matter of time.”





	“Indeed. Impossible tasks, I do them right away, and performing a miracle takesme up to a week.”




I smiled. Forcing myself to make the smile looks as NON DEADLY as possible.



	“I can only promise, that I will think about it.” Mr. Blackwood said while standing up “If I recall correctly, you are now living inside the Adventurer Guild… I would send you a message, but as I said…”





	“You already did enough.” I also raised “And now, pardon me, but I have… business to take care of.”




We once again said our regards and moved in different directions. Why am I not surprised, that Ruby went with Blackwood? And why the hell am I so angry?


… on the other hand… maybe instead of killing, I would drug him, drag to some kind of brothel, and drop in his bed a little girl? Or better! A little boy! And then call, of course anonymously, guards, that some kind of illegal business is happening there… and guards would discover Mr. Blackwood… Instead of finishing his life, I would ruin it?


HAHA! Crap! What am I even thinking about?! I am such a naught boy! But hey! A man can dream!









	“ Is everything all right?” Ruby asked concerned “You look troubled.”





	“Huh? It’s nothing, I guess… by living so long within nobility, I was taught to never trust anyone to much… I even lived through a few betrayals trying for my family name… I met many people... and I just can’t stop thinking, that friend of your wants to do more than he is saying… I just feeling that he is planning something really nasty…”





	“You are probably only imagining things… But it’s also a good thing! You make yours senses stay sharp!”





	“I wonder.”




The young noble just couldn’t “unsee” things. Cold eyes, fake smile… Voice kept in a friendly tone, yet a hidden threat could be heard within it. He met many people with ill intention. He will just need to pay more attention to a certain white-haired man.











Another day within the small facility. Today, each of my lil’ witches took a group of workers, and began to show them small portion of work they will need to do from now onward.



Not much work to do for myself, just walking here and there, listening to orders given by my students, eventually giving small bits of advice, but never too big of one, in the end if I would correct their decision now, workers could lose their respect to witches, and undermine the authority of the witches in the future.



Soon, the work itself begin.



I was standing on the balcony looking lazily at the workers, trying to find some kind of mistake to prevent it in the future. I didn’t hear Rogue walking past me, and taking a spot on balcony right next to me.




	“So… it is happening.” He whispered quietly





	“Calling it a fully working company is a bit too much… they know how to make only one kind of potion… not an exactly powerful one… And the quality may be different depending on batch…”





	“It doesn’t matter. The prices of Alchemist guild are usually tripled comparing to potion value, by selling those with half the price suggest by the Guild, we will force our way on to the market. The quality will grow overtime. They will try to fight us back, probably by sending guards into the slums… they will find nothing, then they will spread rumors, that our potions may be dangerous… I already took preparation toward it…” He looked at me “For today, you are free to go. Do not come here for a couple of days, or few people may start being suspicious. I have already talked with Jericho, he will promote you to a higher rank of adventure, so you can start doing harder tasks. Within a week I will send a messenger to you, if your services would be required. As soon as we would collect our first coin from selling potions, we will send your part to the guild. It will be added to your tasks, in small portions, so no one would notice if you would get couple bonus coins to each monster that you slay.”





	“… you will handle it? Will you? I don’t want to came back just to see a burning brothel.” I smiled weakly





	“Kiddo, I have been taking care of a few brothels, and they indeed were burning a few times… you now, bad neighborhood, and as I rebuild them, they were even more superior facilities then before… Speaking about brothels… you will have a discount at “Pink Ether”… it is the best… Joy House… on the continent. Worth it’s price… we even offer a few services that are not exactly legal… nor moral. Ask in Black Snake. You will be guided”




He friendly hit my shoulder and left. After a couple of minutes I also left the building.





As I entered the Guild building, I was greeted with the smell of dinner, sound of glasses hitting each other while cheering, and this blissful, heartwarming air of… friendship? Probably yes. Even if there are people that hate each other, for they were having completely different personalities, here, they could sit in front of each other, and while insulting themselves drink a beer in peaceful atmosphere… till someone would hit his conversation partner, of course.


What I saw pretty quickly, was a certain orc sitting in the corner of room talking and laughing with his companions. If he is here it means that a certain someone is back t…




	“I will always recognize this aura!” I thought that this seat was empty, for I forgot how short fairies are. “ZAAAARIIII!”




She bolted in my direction with speed, which not only violated the laws of physic, but even common senses.


The faster is the object, the bigger it’s force upon impact will be. I made a few quick calculations, the outcome left me terrified, so I tried to step off the trajectory of little fairy.


I didn’t make it on time.


The little green girl, slightly bigger than gobbling, hit me with momentum that made me fall.



	“Sooo niceee.” She said while rubbing her face in my chest “three days in a dungeon underground filled with nothing but ugly insects! Sleeping only on dehydrated moss! It was a nightmare! … Hey… you have an even stronger nature aura then before! Were you in the vicinity of many plants recently?”




Oh crap, crap, crap, crap… do not find out about our little facility please!



	“Oy! You stupid gnome! Get off him! He came to grab a beer and rejoice with friends, your making it harder!” Another man from the table located in the corner yelled at her.





	“Thehe, scuse me, Anyway, Zari, do you have a table with a team? Probably not, you are still the lowest rank, so no need for you to form a party…. Sit with us!” She said the whole sentence within a second, and the last part was not an invitation, it was as ultimatum.





Not that I mind. Lastly I hadn’t got many chances to talk with anyone about anything different than business and even more business.


But, there is always a “but”, a hand was put on my shoulder when I was walking that way.



	“My poor old bones…” Guild Master Jericho said “lately they do not have enough practice… I am afraid they will crack one day… You probably couldn’t bear the responsibility for such an unfortunate event, would you?”




The hand on my shoulder was clasped in an iron grip.



	“What a fortune for me, that I have such a young sparring partner, that is willing to support me in my selfish act of staying young… I will wait for you in the training room… and you will not make me wait too long… will you?”




Chills ran down my spine, as the Dragon Slayer left the hall.



	“Okay… so this is the part you are following ol’ man Jericho, Zari… It’s ok, tell us, which flowers you would like to see on your grave?”






Thanks for support guyz, Really appreciate it….









Okay. I am telling it right away. I had even less time to write this chappy than usually (and I am reminding you, that I have no time at all), so I not only did not re-read it to look for mistakes, but also, as I couldn’t find a word that described my thought, instead of looking for it I forced the sentence into existence, so a few things may seem “strange” to you in this chappy.


But I said I will post a chappy every two days, so here it is
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As I walked into the training room, the first thing I noticed was a fact, that whole wall was decorated with dozens and dozens of wooden weapons. As I recall, there were few already when I came in here for the first time. FEW!!!



	“You know what, lad?” Jericho said with forcefully sad tone “When you told me, you want to train under me, I was overjoyed… I had another student you know, Gisele, the little star of our Guild… you and her are completely different, she was is full of energy, so youthful, such a getter, always confident… the kind of person that if they would meet an obstacle, would keep hitting it till it would crumble… I thought, that I would never take another student… And then you came. Calm, a bit cold, composed… the kind of men that after finding obstacle, would walk past it, found someone to move it for you… or backstab it… Sooo, I made myself a promise, that I would raise you as my student, just because it would be a funny thing to have such a different, bah, drastically different personality as my little champions… and for those two sparrings you did great. Bah, even better! You were able to train day after day… Gisele could not do such a feat… But now… how long were you out?”





	“…You know that I am responsible for our little facility in the slums, and I needed to…”





	“Silence! Exactly what I was talking about. Gisele would bow her head, apologize and prepared for training… you are looking for an excuse… What I want to know, is if you are treating those trainings seriously… do you?”




Ya want no excuse, do you?


I walk to the wall, took off it two wooden swords stylized to look like katanas, and throw one to him. He wasn’t looking at me right at the moment of the throw, but that didn’t stop him from catching it mid-air.



	“That’s the answer I was looking for.”




The old man smiled, and took a stance.


Crap. He used to fight me casually, without a stance, just slashing the sword from right to left or from left to right. And it was a pain back then, now if he wishes to perform some actual moves…


I took a step back.



	“You will not beat your opponent by running away…” he mocked me “…You are such a wonderful counterpart to Gisele… she would rush at me while yelling…”





	“I am running away, if I notice that my opponent is much stronger than me… I would come back stronger and then beat him.”





	“There are far too many powerful enemies all around… you will not be able to run away from all of them… like for example now…”





His body dropped, I was sure, that he was about to fall, but as soon as his whole body was lowered, he jumped in my direction, and with insane speed shorten the distance that I was desperately trying to make.


How can he hold his body so low without falling!? Oy! The laws of physic would not allow that! Even with generating such momentu… Crap!


I blocked the attack from the side, yet it was powerful enough to shake my stance. Did I already forgot, that blocking his attacks means that my arm will be broken? I dodged clumsily another slash, just to be kicked in the liver.


I dropped on my knees, as this attack made me lose my breath. My “sensei” allowed me a few seconds of rest, just to gather myself.



	“A knee?” I asked bit angry bit in awe “In a swordfight?”





	“Tsh, your whole body is a weapon! A sword is but an extension of your arm! And trust me, you are free to use whatever you want to… as long as you are not “dueling” with nobles…” he spited on the floor after saying dueling “… I mean… you know… they call it fighting… oh, I prefer naming it a comedy… are you on your feet yet?”




No point in responding, While clenching my teeth I got up, and prepared for yet another attack.


I didn’t have to wait long.














	Your skill [Sword Usage - Apprentice] has leveled up
	[Sword Usage - Apprentice] is now level 6






Aaaaand my whole body is in pain one more time. Yet still, I think that I was treated lightly today…. I mean, getting up from the floor took me only ten minutes or so… that’s progress! I still remember what he told me while leaving me desperately catching breath on the floor…




	“Oy, I talked with Mike, you were just ranked up. You are rank F! Congratulation! Now, instead of being a completely useless piece of shit, you will be just a slightly useless piece of shit. But! You did it in three days, or so, while normally it takes… a week? Maybe a week and a half? Anyway, keep doing those requests, that no one even wants to touch, and who knows, maybe in a month you will rank up to C, and be allowed to do task that bring you something more than shame… MWAHAHA!”





End of retrospection. As I was walking back to the bar, I met Loki on my way, the rogue type that I spoken with once or twice.



	“He, Zari?”





	“Something wrong with me? You seemed to be surprised…”





	“Yes… you are alive… after training with angry Master. Are you immortal, or what?”





	“He went easy on me. I was just promoted… but I doubt it’s anything to celebrate considering that I am still on the bottom of list…”





	“Yet still, do not say about it to Anatoly… For him everything is a reason to have a drink… Hey, actually, we may cheat a little… but only if you are strong… In the end I don’t want to get killed because of you…”





	“What do you mean?”





	“There are two ways to get an A ranked team, first to create it from very beginning, and rank in up alongside with the adventurers, and the other is when to already existing party a new member is added. If you have a team made of A rank adventurer and a G rank adventurer, the average rank of the party is D… and the party would get access to D rank quests…”





	“So you are telling me that…’





	“If you would find a team with either strong adventurers, or lot’s of middle class adventurers you could easily get access to harder quests, and rank up faster too. As you are F now, you would need to do at least 10 quests of F rank to get promotion… But only two or three of C rank… Well, even if you are not strong in the front line, we could really use the help of a healer, just in case… Should I let you know if we would…”





	“Let me know if ANYONE would need my help. I am not really into carrying stuff from place A to place B… so if you would drag me anywhere, where something actually happens…”





	“Will remember. And as you would form your reputation, many more people would ask you to temporarily join them. Ah, but you are probably hungry and I am keeping you busy in the middle of the hall. See you later.”





…


…


…


FINALLY SOMETHING WILL EXPLODE!


I almost lost my hope for getting my hands on better quests anytime soon, such a wonderful law they have here!


… wait, old man Jericho should know, that I am capable of doing such quests… why didn’t HE tell me about this…


No, wait, I know the answer – it would be either “Gathering information is the job that every adventurer should do by himself” or “Raising from the bottom would toughen your humility and respect towards blah blah blah…”


Whatever. What matters to me, is that I can finally start living a more enjoyable life, I would visit some new places, try new kind of dishes, meet new people, probably murder a few of them… so many reasons to keep breathing…


I was walking with a plate and cup toward table shared by a fairy, orc and few other folks, mostly because I was getting along with them. They were loud, they were joking all the time (by joking I mean offending each other), and what’s the most important, they did not ask me any inconvenient questions… or I would say it differently, they asked them, but if I would not answered, or answered with obvious lie, they would simply change the subject.



	“May I join you?” I asked as soon as I approached them





	“No need to ask. Just sit.” One of men answered me without paying me much attention, for Mrogul was stealing all there attention by sharing one of his battle-story. He did it… frequently, actually every supper was made out of bread, goulash soup, Mrogul’s story of defeating a cave bear with his bare hands, some tea, occasionally beer and yet another story as Mrogul forced his way out of an ambush.





… and without offending anyone… I think he was a bit exaggerating things a little… mostly because I have already listened to three versions of same story, but hey! It is more interesting this way… which one is it now? Cave beer? Ambush?




	“And as I locked his head with my bare hands, I twisted my body to the side and ended the life of this mighty beast!” So, a cave bear story





	“Or you can simply say, that this creature couldn’t BEAR your smell, and it died because of it.” Marika needed to add her part





	“Are you making fun out of me?”





	“It is impossible! The new era is here! Mrogul used his head! What would I do with this fact? To know, that this filthy pig is so intelligent! UnBEARable!





	“Marika! BEAR in mind, that you can really hurt his feelings!”





	“Oy!”





	“And I can BEAR out, that the whole story is true!”





	“Stop that right now!”




See? I told you that they are a funny bunch of people.





	“Zaaariiii.” Marika tilted her head “You never tell a story from your adventurers… mind sharing?”





	“Marika… many people may not wish to have some strangers molding in their businesses… If he would wish to speak, he would. Do not force him to do anything against his will…”




Now, I really need to say something, mostly because I would either show myself as some grump, or bring shame on Marika.



	“It’s not that I don’t want to, it is simply that I have nothing spectacular to share. I have just started working for the guild, what do you want to hear – how I bravely cut off the head of an orchid, or how I avoided an ambush from a bunch of daisies?”





	“… it would be better than listening to the same story a thousand time…”





	“HEY!”





	“And those would be at least real…”





	“I REALLY KILLED THAT BEAR!”





	“Those tattoos!” Marika finally shouted “How did you get those? I heard that you are required special extract from some rare plants to make one, and it cost a fortune to make one! Nobles are killing each other to get one of those!”




Ha, I forgot about this small, unwanted, gift from goblins.



	“One: You will not believe in it, two: there is nothing to be proud of in the way I got these.”




Nothing much to be said, I started by mentioning that I was born within a forest (didn’t say which one), I said that I am not exactly human (Neither I told what I actually am), told how while chasing bunnies, I was taken captive by goblins, I continued with a duel I was forced into, how I fainted after blood loss, and woke up with those.



	“… Goblins… those bastard can be annoying… especially their dishonorable hit-and-run tactic…” Mrogul said as if he did it only for purpose of disturbing silence. “That reminded me as me and my squad once were ambushed by…”





Taking unwanted attention off me? Thank bro, I will remember that.



The evening was going on cheerfully. Food was good, someone from other corner of the hall grabbed a lute from god only knows where and begin to play a lively, enjoyable tune. Such a nice air. With cheers and laughs and peace and… what? The feeling I lost so much time ago returned to me. The feeling lost so long ago, that I no longer could name it. This blissful feeling of having the place I belong…







I woke up about an hour before sunrise – a habit from living within a forest. I got dressed, and left, heading into the lobby.



Mike was sitting behind the counter, sleeping on the armchair covered in a blanket. Night duty? It means that within a few hours he will go home, and his place behind the counter would be taken, but that who… Language, Zari, language. No need to be more vulgar than necessary… kids may e reading this story…



… who am I trying to convince? Where did I stopp? Ah, it means that soon his place will be taken by this filthy, annoying cat-whore. Sorry Mike, I do it with a bleeding heart, but I have to.



	“Mike?” tried t wake him. First attempt is always gently.





	“Oy, Mike!” I said lauder while looking for some kind of stick to poke him.




No stick nearby. Ehh.


I used my ring to get one copper coin from my hidden-astral-magical-amazing-op-stash, and threw it at his head. Why I didn’t walk in there and hit him or something? Because of the note “Only staff member allowed behind the counter” Dure lex sed lex.



	“I DIDN’T TOUCH IT! Wait, what?” Look who is awake.





	“I am sorry Mike, but I needed to wake you up and…”





	“No, no, no, no, no! I shouldn’t have fallen asleep In the first place… how can I be of assist… wait, I have a letter for you.”




He?



	“Really?”





	“Yes, from some noble. He appeared in the middle of the night and demanded to talk with you right now, but I allowed myself to remind him, that the adventure guild is the place, where not even a king holds power… and I told him to fuck off.” He smiled shyly after saying that





	“Hoo… Mike! I do not recognize you! Such a well-mannered man! Good job, good job.”




I opened the envelope.



	“Is it good or bad news, Mr. Zari?”





	“Depends for who… for me? Perfect. If someone would ask about me… I am on private business in one of noble houses. Depending on who would ask, either tell them where exactly I am… or tell them to fuck off. You decide.”






I walked out from the guild. Looks like the condition of Lady Blackwood has become bad. How bad? Bad enough for some messenger to demand meeting in the middle of the night from someone, who you actually do not trust.



How much can we bargain here?









I have a small favor to all of you guyz, if you would find some spelling errors feel free to point em’ out, autocorrect is strong here, and sometime words are shifted into something ridiculous… (like “Chile walking” instead of “While walking”) hehe.
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NOPE! Answer is waaaay simpler -> I am running from responsibilities!


… yes, I am a piece o lazy bum.


… screw this, keep reading
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The alleys are so dark, an hour before sunrise, as I am strolling through the park, but do not fret my son, and listen to the song of lark, so we…



	“Hold it right there! What are you doing in the noble district at this hour, scum?”




Scum?



	“The one with manners knows, that before asking for a name, he should say his own…”




I was stopped by a guards. Actually I have no idea why this happened. Oy, my witch robe is not that poor-looking!



	“What the… You dare to talk back to the elite guards? Your last warning, either you will identify yourself now, or in prison, and you will not like the second option, you do…”





	“No, this is the last warning for you, offend me one more time, and they will scratch off your remainings from the floor for a week… and now tell me, good man, where can I find the house of the Blackwood family? I am expected.”





	“Why would a great family require at this hour a visitation from some stray d…”




My patience was running thin. While shifting muscles in my right arm I raised the vulgar man by his throat in the air. The other one, silent up until now, widened his eyes and raised the alarm. Now, if I am correct, someone more competent should come, I would then politely “identify” myself, the more competent one would show me the way, the vulgar man would gets reprimand, everyone would moves on in their direction.


A happy ending, is it? Buuut, as we are waiting….



	“Which part in “do not offend me” couldn’t you follow?... now, how should I end you? Choking to death is waaay to boring? Blow your head? Forge your body with a plant… no, this wouldn’t kill you… Oy, you there,” I said while looking at the other men “Any ideas?”





	“You will pay for this…” the hanging man whispered through clenched teeth





	“Well, I have council immunity documents, so I doubt it… but, hey! If you can speak, it means I am holding you to lightly, doesn’t it?”




A small patrol arrived the from left as, another small one from right, and from the main alley a reaaaally big one, lead by a man and woman, judging by armors commander and the girl he picked to do the rest of the stuff and vice-commander… or maybe I am wrong? Doubt it.




	“The hell do you think you are doing?” Yup, scary man with scar on face is commander





	“Just wondering how to kill this idiot… Do you have any ideas? The other guy right here is not much of help”





	“… okay, lad. You didn’t kill him up until now, so either you don’t intend to… or you are a madman. What do you want.”




I quickly took a look at the choked man. He is red in the face, it means he still can hold there a little.



	“This should explain few things…” I told while extending my hand with the letter from the Blackwoods in his direction. The man was cautious. He did not walk by himself for it, he sent another of his men. Him, I like him, not only muscles…. Or practice by dealing with scums most of his life... somehow he got that scar on his face… and because it was leading from his ear up to mouth, probably attack from the back or side.




He looked at me, at the letter, at me and at the letter… probably judging if the signature is was fake or not.



	“… Shouldn’t you be heading in the direction of Blackwood family mansion then… sir?” Last word was added after a few seconds. In the end, I am the man asked by a great house to come in the middle of the night, am I?





	“Oh, I am indeed on my way, I was just asking this kind sir about the way… while teaching him that offending a person you just met may be dangerous…”





	“… teaching? By killing? He would not use that knowledge for too long, would he?”





	“He will be smarter in the afterlife.”





	“… what if I would promise, that I would take care of teaching him… no need to waste your time on one like him, sir… and now, please… he is about to die… and the death of my subordinate is an insane amount of paperwork …which my assistant usually does… wait, it means I don’t care…”





	“S…sir!” His assistant didn’t like the idea much… now I will ask the real question. She doesn’t like it because the man will die? Or because she would have a work to do?





I looked once again at the man… Holy fuck, I was talking way too long. The men turned from red to pale, and now he is almost violet on his face. I dropped unconscious body on the road.



	“So… the way?” I asked while taking back the letter





	“Through main alley to a park-like crossroad… you will recognize it by the tree in the middle of the square, turn right, walk until you see a fortified mansion with the crest of a black boar. It is impossible to miss it… and thank you for the mercy you have just showed to this fool, I humbly ensure you, that I will not be this kind to him.”





	“I am also grateful for your assistance… now pardon me… can’t make a cold fish wait, can I?”




See? Within five minutes I did something, I could not achieve with these two morons for an hour.


Lesson for you kids! Violence solves everything!... Violence, some wits and connections… but yes, the most important of those is definitely violence.


In the end you will not win a quarrel using only a logical arguments, if your opponent would pick a hammer and keep bashing your head….


The mansion with the crest of a black boar, the mansion with crest of black boar, the mansion with… Fuck! How am I supposed to see BLACK boar, if it’s dark as…


Never mind. See it. Of course, that they would illuminate something as important as a crest… the other thing, is that “mansion” is the wrong name. Castle? Yes, that is more like what I see.


I wanted to knock on the gate, but literally a second before that, an old butler opened it.



	“Mr. Zariel, I presume. We are glad you could make it, The head of the house will be overjoyed to know you are here…”




I bet, that his name is Sebastian. I mean, c’mon! He is a classic Sebastian! Talks like Sebastian, Walks like Sebastian, Acts like Sebastian… An ultimate Sebastian!


Not this kind of misunderstanding of bird I am stuck with… Ehh, yet still I somehow miss the ol’ bastard… Maybe I should summon him? I definitely should…



	“Would it be a problem, if I would bring along… a pet?”





	“As long, as it would not cause any troubles to the other guests, family members, or servants… would not cast any havoc nor damage…”




Snapping my finger I forced a bird to materialize on my shoulder.



	“Hey, ol’ bastard. Sorry for not callin’ ya earlier… was busy, ya are not angry are ya?”




I was pecked in the head. So he is angry.



	“Well, I will have to live with that.” And I scratched him under the neck.




A hall, a corridor, another hall, another corridor… Please Mr. Butler, do not leave me here, or I would not be able to get back.


And now I was led into something I am calling a “guest room”.



	“If you would be kind enough to wait here, sir. I will inform Mr. Blackwood right away. Please, feel free to taste the wine… it will not be long.”




The man bowed, and left. I stayed. I took a bottle of wine, poured it into a glass, anddrank it. I almost spitted it out.


No, the wine was fine. I simply am not a wine person. So why did I do it? Dunno, maybe to look a bit more sophisticated?


They didn’t make me wait long. Actually, because of the way corridors were made and my excellent hearing, I was able to hear footsteps for about a minute before the door was opened once again.


And one more time the butler entered, stopped himself in the door and said:



	“Thank you for your waiting, may I present, the head of the H…”




But he was gentle pushed aside.



	“Archibald, we have no time for courtesy.”





Archibald? WHO THE HELL NAMED YOU ARCHIBALD!? It’s a insult?! Can’t they see what I see? Please! Release your inner Sebastian! Let em’ see your glory!


Right after the head of the house left our friend, Richard, stepped in. They both sat in front of me.



	“… We sent messenger after you… but somehow he was unable to contact you directly… we are still happy you came so quickly.”





	“The messenger was unable to contact me, because he acted almighty in the guild, DEMANDING to see me. In the guild such an attitude is not… desirable. If he would politely ask for it while mentioning it’s a nice opportunity for me to earn coin, I would probable be woken up. Nooow… Why did you call me so suddenly?”




I already knew I, but why shouldn’t I ask about it? If he would point out how bad the situation is in front of me, I would use it to get a “better” price.



	“The condition of my wife… has worsen… I know that you wanted to get access to the library. It will be done. And I already have a hunch of what kind of person you are… and for your service you will be given something extra…”




… Do I really look like some kind of villain? That feeds on someone else misfortune?... I should feel offended… but agreeing on such terms blindly? Is it a true love? Among nobles? How sweet. Well, your reasons are not my concern, so…



	“The greatest medics tried their best, they were able to reduce the speed of the illness progress… Let me ask you… can you cure her?”





	“I haven’t seen her. I have no idea what is going on, I have no clue what is her condition… And you are asking such a question? I would obviously lie, if I would make any statement now. So maybe… You would let me see her?”




The man only raised from his chair, and while giving me a sign with his hand he asked me to follow. Another corridor, another hall, another corridor, oh! stairs! That’s new…



	“Her illness started over two years ago, she was just a little weaker, coughing from time to time, she said it was but a cold. Then she get a fever, her skin became pale, the breathing problems started…. And now… just take a look.”




In dark room, full of incenses spreading a nice smell, two men in white robes were standing over a sleeping older (just a bit) woman. One of the priest (I assume they were priests) just looked upon me and said:



	“I understand how you are feeling, my lord, but I am afraid that brining another mage would not help her… especially a dark mage… I heard that few fight a curse with another but…”





	“May I humbly ask you to shut up? You helped us greatly, but even you said, that you have no idea what is going on. I will use whatever it takes to cure her… so just let him work…”




Definitely a true love. But once again, it is not important. Let’s take a look.


Pale skin… no wait, it is slowly turning yellow. Black veins can be seen through the skin, absent and dull gaze, slow non rhythmic breathing… but as we have completely no experience with actual illnesses… Appraise time? Appraise time!




	Cecilia Blacwook
	Race:	Human
	Level:	8
	Job:	Negotiator/Merchant
	Hp:	[18/80]
	Sp:	[4/40]
	Woman from higher class. Since her youngest day she was being taught by the best teachers.

Non-warrior class, not directly dangerous. 

	Status effects:	[Crimson Swan Poison]

Hp loss [Poison effect]

Breathing problems [Poison effect]

Coma [Poison effect]

Fever [Poison effect]







… oh booooy. Oh, boy boy boy… In what kind of shit have I just involved myself….




	“… I would like to ask everyone… but Mr. Blackwood to leave…”





	“How dare you to…”





	“Wait, there are only friends of family here, feel free to speak.”





	“I INSIST for everyone… to leave…”





	“I can’t ask for that” Mr. Blackwood was adamant “I simply asked those people here for so much, that casting them aside would be…”





	“Very well” I cut him while speaking “It is not illness. She was poisoned.”





	“ABSURD! For the poison, especially cured, to maintain so long, would need that…” The men became silent. He finally understood





	“It would mean that she was given poison over and over again. Probably in small doses to make it look like illness, your efforts while healing made her last so long… but someone became inpatient.”





	“But… when her symptoms became stronger, she was under strict supervision! It would means th…”





	“That the poison was given by someone close to her… and this is the reason why I asked you out…”





	“You suspect one of us? It’s ridic…”





	“The boy is right…” the other priest answered “… only we, family members and a few maids were coming here…”





	“Oh, you are far too naïve…” a priest will be a priest, he may be good at curing… but skill of planning someone’s dead is out of his reach, well, in my eyes it makes him innocent “let’s say she was poisoned by food given my a maid. Does it means that maid is responsible? Not necessary, she only bring food made by the cook, does it mean that cook is responsible? Not necessary… what if someone replaced, let’s say a sauce with poison… possibilities are endless, and you have started looking from the wrong direction, it will be almost impossible to get from assassin to his employer… it is better to start from wondering who would gain by taking out your wife… and now if you could do me a favor… could you please send someone to bring me a book about Crimson Swan from the library, please? Check in the poison section, in category [Deadly] and probably [Sophisticated] is should be behind [Romance Story for Nobles], next to [Assassination for Dummies]…”





	“Wait, if you know which poison it is… shouldn’t you also know how to cure it… I am just trying to understand how did you recognize it…”




Ha, indeed it may look suspicious… But I definitely am not going to tell you that I possess a skill, that would make every healer cut off his right arm just to have it for one day… so what do I do in such situation? I lie, of course!



	“Someone died because of it… right in my hands… I learned which poison did it when it was already too late… so there was no reason for me to study a poison so rare…”




Aaaand I have no idea if it’s rare. If someone would catch on this lie, well, I may have a few unpleasant encounters…



	“Anyway… in meantime, as we are waiting for the book…” I looked at Blackwood to remind him… THAT I AM STILL WAITING FOR IT FOR BLOODY HELL “… would you mind, if we would stabilize the condition of Madam Blackwood? Oh, and you better start wondering, who is guilty, I came here to cure her, not to get dragged into politics… so about assassin… find him on your own… Gentlemen… I hope your magic is compatible with nature healing, is it? Great, can we begin?”
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The Capitan of city guards entered his office, walk to his chair, sat on it while laying his legs on the desk. His hand grabbed a bottle from a small, hidden shelf and poured the liquid into his mug.


What a shitty day. And it barely started.


He was about to take a sip of his favorite dirty vodka, but just when the mug was supposed to touch his lips, someone knocked the door.



	“For fuck sake! I told you that I am not to be interrupted you stupid cunt!”





	“Ah, so this is how you treat ladies when you are left alone… good day to you… Edon…”





	“What the hell, Eadric, the hell are you doing here!?”





	“Don’t call me that name.”





	“Pardon me, ROGUE… I was sure you are better than in the past. Good ol’ days are still haunting you?”





	“You wouldn’t know. Anyway, I am here on business… quick one. There are a few more places, that I would be grateful if your people would… avoid.”





	“Some kind of story I should prepare? Weird noises? Haunted house is out of the question. They would send exorcists right away so…”





	“No sounds… No smells. We took care of that… No, we do not intend to make people disappear there either. Just… First slums, right near the sewers…”





	“I wouldn’t send my men there... well, maybe, just maybe, one idiot… anyway, you can pay with coin… but in the name of friendship… would like to share some info with me?”





	“What do you want to know.”





	“White haired mage. Who he is, what does he want, where does he come from…”





	“He is… not your concern. Oh, that reminded me. Do not touch him. Whatever would happen,”





	“He is under your strict protection or what?”





	“I wonder… sometimes I think, that I am under his… I like you Ed, really, but this man is Taboo. If you would find out that anyone wants to scratch him… kill him… or tell me… at the same time, if you would try something funny with him…”





	“I will wake up with a sliced throat, would I? Ya could tell me that earlier… we had… an “episode” with him here… just an hour ago.”





	“…Continue.”





	“Nothing much, he almost choked to death one of my men… if he wouldn’t have had that confident aura around him, I would have probably ordered him killed… But you, know… once, just once I saw a gryphon playing with a man. He was carrying him with his talons, flying up to the sky, dropping him, just to catch him as he was about to hit the ground, he was tearing his body apart without killing him, not because he needed, not for revenge, just cuz’ he could… the boy had the same aura… if I wouldn’t know you as good as I do… I would tell you to be careful. Even if you do business with him…”





	“He wouldn’t hesitate for a second to simply break our agreement when it would be no longer be profitable for him… I know… the kid is scaring me, even more since he is not a h…”





	“He is not what…”





	“… this conversation never took place…”





	“Pfthaha, sure boy, I am about to tell my mama that I am being bribed by some villain.”





	“He is not a human. Something bigger... Didn’t you notice some changes in behavior of the furries?





	“Beastmen? They became quiet lively lately… especially thieves… and still are talking about some kind of call… what’s the connection?”





	“Who’s call do you think they want to answer?”





	“I have no idea, this is why…:





	“No, no, no. Think harder and answer me: Whose call will they answer?”





	“You are shitting me… the kid? Why?”





	“To reach the answer for this question I needed to dig pretty deeply. Into never written legends of beastmen, steal a few works of archeologist… especially scripts of Hieronymus Kleir were interesting. He is a Divine.”





	“… Divine rank monster… May the trinity have mercy on us.”





	“His roar almighty shall shake the flighty, Our prayers of slaughter shall wake him from nightmares, 
 And when you would hear his voice, you shall answer the call, For he is the one, who brings on the blight,
 The foolish shall fall, and weak will bawl,
 And as you hear him roar, remember… to answer the call…




Or so they say. There are conceptions, that he is but an Avatar, a concept that is given life every few millenniums… He appear few times… and those creatures are not teddy bears… Every time one was born, a war began. A big one.”



	“Just from curiosity – how big?”





	“You ever heard about humans and demons to unite? Or elves and dwarves? And then human with demons and elves with dwarves? And then a few other races? His march is called a blight “And trees were bleeding at the mere sight of him, the earth beneath his feet will rot, and the souls of those who will be devoured by him shall be doomed to know no peace, but to live within him in torment…””





	“…Just in case things would turn dirty... How do we kill it?”





	“… I am working on it. Just in case… of course…”





	“Pragmatic as always… this is why I work with you, you always have a way to kill someone you are working with…”





	“For now he will be busy. Someone already made an enemy out of him. We just need to help him… from time to time… and take a good care of things, so he would never completely run out of enemies…”










I’ve been sitting here, with priests, for an hour already… and I am already going nuts. They are so fucking annoying! Their magic is so time consuming!!! But is efficient… if we would make a competitions who would cure more men within a day, I would lose miserably… BUT WE ARE NOT GOING INTO QUANTITY TODAY FOR CHRIST SAKE!



	“M… Mr. Zariel! Please slow down! You are surly performing a spectacular magic, but it’s so aggressive that it is breaking our spell nets!”




See? Why the fuck would you prefer to create a bloody net from mana threads just to through them keep healing? Can’t you directly stimulate the body to regenerate?



	“I would love to slow down, but I am afraid that Lady Blackwood is standing with one foot in the land of death, so…”




Door was opened and breathless runner came in holding a book I asked for



	“H…h..here it… is… Page.... 237… Crimson… Swan…”




I wrenched the book out of his hand, opened at page, and began reading aloud



	“Crimson Swan – the poison of great subtlety, the ingredients required to prepare it are: Red Dust, pollen of Aragis Tarantum, leafs of Reaper’s Bell… what the hell, none of these can be found here… in this climate… “




I recalled reading about those from the books in Hanna’s hut. Aragis Tarantun is a carnivorous plant preferring humid and warm swamps… Bell of Deathbringer or so called Reaper’s Bell is in cold places…. Like a tundra… How the fuck anyone get even the idea to create this shit? But what is more important…



	“… the actual skills needed to prepare it are not high. One can create it even without professional equipment… and books like these are casually lying within the library? Any noble and mage apprentice can walk in there and read those? How the fuck do you not have more causalities?”





	“They don’t. Every alchemy recipe is lying within the section that is owned by the Alchemist Guild. We took it only because we told them that we need to act immediately as the life of Madam Blackwood is in danger…”




… well, I,  once again, am both happy and mad. Happy -> cuz we will have not many potential pensioners running through the streets, and mad, because of the monopoly of this shit. Oy! Don’t ya know you should share knowledge!


I don’t give a damn, that my reasoning is simply excluding each either! I am pissed!



	“Let’s see… specification… The poison itself needed to be served repeatedly to have a deadly effect… We know it already… Blah, blah… ah, here antidote… … … … What the fuck is Avaco Derium?”





	“Kind of easily soluble mineral… pretty common, it is sometimes used as base of potions, instead of oil or alcohol…”





	“Let me ask you the other way… can you get me the things from this list?”




And now Richard’s father joined the conversation



	“You are within the mansion of one of most influential houses of the kingdom… And you are asking? Do you want some special kind of this bloody Avaco something? From west coast? From Mountains of Fallen? Even if we are honorable and usually are not getting involved with underground… I think we could co operate… this time”





	“Aha, I could redirect you to a certain someone from underground, who I know, maybe you would get a discount?”




The strange silence took hold over the room. Speaking about my connection was probably a faux pas… was it?



	“Just sayin…” I rolled my eyes “Can you have them by evening?”





	“You will have them in an hour, kid.”




Hoo, okay, you wanted to impress me? Well, I am impressed.



	“Okay, I think I will last up until…”







	Your skill [Nature Healing Magic level 9] has leveled up



	[Nature Healing Magic] is now level 10










	[Vipers Blood] manifestation of [Nature Healing Magic] has been learned



	[Vipers Blood]



	Buff spell. The target of this spell will have improved regeneration ability and be will less susceptible for all kind of poisons, venoms and toxins.



	Hp regeneration up






Skill [Poison resistance - low] will be grantedDuration: 30 min





	You have a new message:



	Keep doing your best! Remember! You can do it! Just do it! Kisses!






Oh, you weren't suppose to get this skill RIGHT now, some strength buff instead... hope you are not mad. xoxo

-Aira



…



	“Okay, I will definitely last this long.”




Honestly… girl… I think I will build you a bloody monument made out of onyx with nothing but my bare hands…


Let’s use it right away!








Rogue was heading back into his quartets through corridors made out of old sewers. He was about to get into one of his chambers, but as he reached the end of corridor, but from around the corner he encounter Daralon.



	“… Well, I think that I should redefine the meaning of SECRET passages… I used to think that they are passages that no one expect a certain one would know about em’…”





	“Oh boy, I know this city better than anyone… you know… there is such a funny spell, you are attaching small [Curse Word – Follow] to a body. Everywhere when someone would move it would leave a small trail. Invisible even for other mages… after you add them to few dozen… okay few hundreds… OKAY! Thousands of people they would draw a nice map… a map I can freely visualize in my mind… oy’ ya know that even the king has his own whores… pardon me, secret concubines?”





	“… Is there anyone you do not spy on? As a spy I feel offended.”





	“Sure thing! There are a few guyz I didn’t mark in the entire city… simply I have no time to mark every drunk worker… but a few in every caste… well and Zari… My magic was sucked into him, thanks the goddess, he didn’t notice… Aaaand this is how we started talking about Zari, which is perfect, because about HIM I wanted to talk with you…”




Daralon grabbed Rogue by his shoulders and pinned him to the wall



	“I heard your little talk with Ed’… which part was interesting? That you are looking for a way to kill him? Now, lemme tell ya… you will stop looking for em’. You will not even think about a way to kill him, even “just in case”… not. Period. Or maybe you want a certain [Curse word] in your body to be shifted into [Pain], then [Agony] Just to end with grand finale which is my own creation [Dance Macabre]… is that clear, sunshine?”





	“… Why do you care? Just asking.”





	“Why? WHY? Well, great question mate… You see, everyone caries within em’ a small seed… seed of darkness. Well, or how it is actually called by priests and mages… corruption. If you would let this little seed bloom… your point of view changes. There are many triggers: hate, despair, anger… love… there are many ways to kick em’ into working… in my case it was a Codex… the moment of blooming… is a bliss, you wont be able to understand the PURITY of this feeling! For in that moment you understand… that nothing shines brighter than the darkest nigh! It is… unspeakable! And every time anyone blooms… each dark mage nearby share this wonderful feeling! There are many… intensities… of that feelings… depending on the power of the corruption itself… usually – the harder it is to make it bloom, the more powerful corruption and stronger sensation… I bloomed after merely touching the Codex… THIS KID IS CARRING ONE… so how strong will it be? How wonderful? I shiver just by thinking… how BEAUTIFUL he will become… I am talking about inner beauty, you will not understand… I was looking for similar beauties in many places… crypts, graveyards… someone’s insides… a fun fact, kings do not bleed with blue blood…





	“You… are insane…”





	“… No way… so you noticed…”





	“It’s not funny…”





	“He, what daya mean? It’s hilarious! Aaaand um, I like you… we made few nice business… we helped each other a few times… we killed a nice bunch of people… even if you nor directly… so can you please promise, that you would stop these researches? Would you?”




Rogue felt something inside him moving. Something like a giant worm twisting and shivering… like if it was readying itself to devour him from the inside.



	“I promise…”





	“See? That was easy! Wasn’t it? It was! Ummm… I am definitely not threatening you right now, but I will just say aloud, that I do really naaaaaaaasty things to folks that lie to me… Okay we are chit-chatting here, but I have a job to do, you know, everybody dies yet some people need a little help… and I am such a small helper!... no touching Zari, ya hear me? No touchy!”





And he vanished. Just like that. Without any spectacular effects. He just turned into air.


The worm inside Rogue’s belly calmed down, but not Rogue. His heart was still pounding hard. How long was he spied on? No, it’s impossible for Daralon to spy on everyone at the same time. He probably set a few actions, maybe key words, to drag his attention. “Zariel” must be one of these words… Damn, looks like he had to once again start using ciphers. In the end, as a spy he really loves his privacy.
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One of the worst things while you trying to healing someone? Seeing as his life is slowly leaks through your fingers. Viper’s blood was not a remedy, it just slowed down the process. Even the combination of detoxification and healing itself supported by two priests was getting less and less effective.


The mistake I made was feeling safe after I saw the hp bar of Mrs. Blackwood slowly filling itself. It didn’t last for long. Bah, my interference made the poison a bit more… violent. If I did nothing the ol’ lady would die in a coma. An almost painless death. But now I have stimulated her body and forced it to fight back, so right now she is bleeding from her nose and eyes. I barely bought her a few hour of life… of painful, agonizing  struggle.



	“Are those fucking ingredient here yet?! For fuck sake, Blackwood! Force those lazy bastards you call lackeys to do their work a bit faster!”




At the opposite of the room Richard’s father was not playing around, as he was giving orders left and right.



	“I do not care for the price! Tell them, that we are willing to pay twice the price, the shipment needs to be here now… NOW! Or even better! I want this cargo to be half an hour… AGO! And you…” he said looking at me “Can you create the cure in equipment of not the highest quality?”





	“I will cook it in a damned soup-pot with a dessert spoon! I just need the bloody ingredients!”




I was yelling at one of the most powerful men in the Kingdom. Nope, I do not work well under stress… I mean under a little stress? Sure… But when the deadline in up in a few hours… haha Deadline, you get it?


The door was slammed to the side as some workers carrying boxes walked into the room. The number of same ingredients could last for a single alchemist a week of thrifty labor.



	“…I hope you will use all of them for the purpose of curing my wife… if I would find out that you in order to get them so you could experiment by your own…”





	“Listen, the poison that was given to your wife was given over a long period of time. Two years, you said? And you thing that one vial would cure her right away? No, I will make dozen of these and you will give them twice a day for at least a week, if not two… And now, pardon me, but with these here…” I said while pointing with my head at the boxes “… I can start preparing what is needed… just try of the rest of the cargo to be delivered within an hour… or the essence I will start making right now will be wasted.”




Noooow, let me see… uh… is it… moving? Well, at least I know I get my stuff fresh…








Far on the east side of the continent, up though the stairs, a little cloaked person was climbing to the bunch of connected temples up in the mountains. The path was not that hard, more like just time-consuming… and boring.


But it was the very reason why the stairs were built within stone in an “all around” way. Every person that wanted to reach the temple complex was treated as a pilgrim. And he was supposed to show his dedication and effort by walking this ridiculously, illogically elongated path.


But our little traveler walked this path hundreds and hundreds of times. For her, it was but a morning walk through the park… especially taking into consideration the little journey she just made.


Within an hour she reached the top of the mountain, she walked past a courtyard, where young males and females were training martial arts under the watchful eye of monk.



	“More fluently! You are forcing your movements waaaay to much! Be more gentle!”





	“B…but sensei! How can you hit harder by being more gentle?!”




The monk removed his straw-hat showing his panda-face to the world, walked to the training dummy, placed his open palm over the place where a human would have a torso, took a breath in, breath out…


And he barely twisted his palm without making and hit.


The powerful blow of wind sent the dummy flying.



	“Just like that. You are trying to hard… Trying, without understating, will cause nothing but violation within the nature. Do not bend nature to your will, instead, allow the nature to bend you! Feel as wind is gently blowing through your soul, the water gently caressing your body, the earth under your feet giving you foundation to rest, and fire lighting up in your heart… Cast aside your anger. Fight to protect, not to destroy… Oh, greetings Priestess.”




He gently bowed his head to our little travel, which finally cast her coat aside, stretching her arms and legs, letting her tails to wave on the wind.



	“Finally home… Sup’ Old Fart!” She hugged the panda with all the strength she had in her little arms.





	“Ho, have some mercy upon the poor ol’ me. Soon one of your hugs will break all of my bones… But I should not stop you, you have had quite the travel, didn’t you? Go and rest for now, the body needs rest as much as the mind. But you will tell me everything at supper, you hear me?”





	“Sure thing master Anzan! … I will also need a good sparring later on… will is your tomorrow morning time free for me?”





	“As always, my child, as always… And now, young ones, keep practicing on your own… ol’ Anzan needs to warm his bones a little…” He said while grabbing a… broom “… And remember, while you reach enlightenment, you will learn to train your body and soul while doing even the most basic task… as cleaning, for example.”




And he began to clean the big training ground of dust, sand and leaves, but he never used a broom in the same way any other mortal would, instead while performing complicated, almost dancing movements, he was forcing a wind to blow, and with the help of the wind he began cleaning.



The Kitsune left her shoes in front of the temple, walked inside, in the main hall she turned right, walked into her private chambers, and dropped in the middle on the room directly on the carpet. It was one of her little habits – she preferred the carpet way more than her bed, mostly because her bed was (for the purpose of hardening the spirit) not exactly comfortable. And her carpet? Compleeeeeetely different story.



	“So you are back, priestess… Do you want to take a bath?” Her most loyal servant and friend came in “I won’t deny, that I am also waiting to hear how your journey went… did you find.. him? Was he much of a challenge?”





	“A bath….” The word was like the calling of an angel “… yes, please, please, please… And I already promised uncle Anzan to tell him everything at supper… and you know I hate repeating myself…”





	“I do, there is no problem. I have bin waiting for over three months for you to return, I can wait a few hours…”




One knows no greater pleasure than having a long bath after an even longer journey.


After warming her body, massaging her stiff muscles and dressing up in new a kimono, the kitsune walked down to a little bower where she used to eat her meals. It was close to the cliff, allowing everyone there to look upon a picturesque valley. The sun, which was setting down there painted the whole mountain in spectacular, pensive redness.


She didn’t need to wait long for her few friends, which were the servants of her mother and her mentors.


The whole mountain complex was a true utopia for peace loving beastkins. The earth was not really fertile, but with great effort it would feed the population of everyone living there. Even if there were a few castes here, with her at the top, no one really was treated much better nor worse. They simply had their tasks, and were trying to show respect to each other.


The head-monk once again pulled off his straw-hat and sat on the bench. Head-main, not much later, put the simple, yet very tasty meal in front of them.



	“Now, Etsuko… would you mind sharing with us, how was your journey?”





	“Well, I have seen many places and meet many people, most of them were actually nice… well, you know why I left… it took me a little more time to find him… for I have wandered once… or twice… I met him within the forest of dread… what was the funny turn of events, was that I traveled there with pilgrims…”




“Pilgrim” in the culture of beastkin have two meanings. One, is the beastmen who climbed the mountain to find a peace, the other one, is someone who start seeking the devour by his own, “uncalled” is their other name.



	“He was living in a little hut, living by hunting animals. He was… strange. Nothing as our teaching told about him. There was much more compassion within him… ah, I forgot to told you, that right before the forest, there was a small village… only humans were living there… And they worshiped him! “Protector of the forest”, that was what they called him. He cured some of them, and brought prosperity upon the land…”





	“A…are you sure that he was the right guy? I... I mean…”





	“I didn’t know up until I stood in front of him and looked into his eyes… it was… I don’t know… so weird, Just for a moment I thought I know everything about him. I forgot to breath… What I was supposed to feel? Anger? Should I be disgusted? … If so… then I failed… I saw such more sorrow within him, so much deep, dull anger, that he kept for himself to not hurt anyone… I simply knew, that he was hurt by someone he trusted… I have seen the part of him, which even he cannot see. He is helping everyone around, as long as they would ask for it. He will tell himself, that he is doing it for a reason, for he wants a payment… but truly he desperately wants to be needed. At the very first moment I wanted to hug him and tell him that everything will be okay… I… couldn’t hate him… I couldn’t kill him… He admitted that he already killed dozens of human… in self-defense. The only thing I fored on him, was to promise that he will not kill anyone if he wouldn’t have to… W…why couldn’t I do the same thing as my mother? Why couldn’t I….”





	“You are still young…” the panda-man just smiled kindly “… and remember, that you two, as separated races, were created to be each other counterparts. As yin and yang, and dusk and dawn, as sky and earth. For millennia’s it was a reason to begin war… but maybe it is also the time to bring a balance. Ho… I almost wish I had met him. If I would teach him the patience… if he would achieve enlightenment by inner peace… But, I am afraid that we will still have to somehow inspect his actions…”





	“I know that, I will ask Faceless to spy on him… Tomorrow morning… I will ask them tomorrow…”





	“Ha ha ha, out little priestess is growing up, do you? Barely a century ago you were swearing that you would never show that kind of interest in any boy… and do I see you blushing?”





	“W…w…w…WhaDaYaMean?!?! ThereIsNoWayForMeToFallForS….”





	“I was bluffing, but I guess right… well, we still needs to be sure about his boy… For now we only can pray for him to not start a slaughter…”


















	“I WILL FUCKING SLAUGHTER EVERY SINGLE ONE OF YOU IF YOU WILL NOT SHUT THE FUCK UP IN A BLOODY SECOND!”




I definitely can’t work well under stress. The first batch of potion was almost ready. Almost. Would be done much earlier if not:



	Delivery being late

	Priests (with no actual knowledge about alchemy) were trying to teach me (with actual knowledge about alchemy) how to “alchemy”

	Old and young Blackwood getting nervous, and by showing me that they were nervous every 3 seconds they were making me nervous.





My hands were shaking, not from fear, but from blind madness that was embracing me stronger and stronger with each passing second.



	“Is it done yet?” The head of the family asked for the third time within last ten minutes





	“It is fucking not! And every single time you steal my attention the time of having this job done is elongating itself! Go do the things that politicians do! Backstab someone, or whatever!”




Butler Archibald, after each of my insults, had a habit to shift his lips a bit stronger than normally. He definitely didn’t like my language, but at least he was intelligent enough to not disturb me. I will probably be lectured when my job is done.



	“Gh, now, if I haven’t fucked anything up until now… the last thing to do is…” I didn’t intent to say it aloud.




I dropped the last portion of herbs into boiling essence.


Now, please work out… please be a success… please, pretty please, pretty, pretty plea…




	You have succeed while creating [Crimson Swan antidote]
	exp: 80







	“I FUCKING DID IT! WORSHIP ME, YOU DIRTY HEATHEN!”




I yelled while running across the rum to take a vial, pour the liquid from pot into the glass, and ran once again though the room to my patient. If her condition previously was bad, now it was … tragic? Catastrophic? She was convulsing a little, she had almost no pulse, almost didn’t breath.



	“Give it to her…” I said to while stretching my hand toward old Blackwood.





	“B…but how…”




I have no fucking time for that! I wanted to let you do the honors, but if you are to dumb for that… how do you want to give liquid to unconscious patient? I know only one way.


I poured antidote to my mouth, connected my lips with lips of Lady of the house and forced the liquid into her mouth, while grabbing her nose with my hand depriving her of air. I wanted to force her body into only natural way to fight for breath – to drink the liquid from her mouth in order to make a place for the air.


She choked, spited a little




	[Medium potion creation has leveled up]
	[Medium potion creation] is now level 3
	- Potions you create will be even more potent

- Poisons you create will be even more potent

- Chance of failing during Potion creation will be reduced







I moved away from the unconscious woman, that slowly was calming herself down.


I was exhausted. Not on the body, but my mind was simply blank.


Some servants were looking at me in an odd way. Yes, I kissed your “owner”. Sorry, I was trying to save a life. So go fuck yourself, will you? I looked once again at the Blackwood



	“Next time, when I tell you to give someone, especially from your family, a potion… you will give them a bloody potion, will you? Or are you secretly scheming, so I would exchange my saliva with each of your family member if they would fall ill?”





	“Sorry. I panicked… I…”





	“Leave it to yourself. For now… the potion within the pot should be sufficient for about three or four days of treatment. Every time you would give her a dose her state should get a bit better. I will be back in two days to make more of it… And for now…. Would you be so kind as to show me the way to a guest room? I would like to take a nap… and after it, I would love to visit the library… is it possible?”




It was. Actually, even if it wouldn’t be possible, I was still going to sleep in his mansion. Even on the carpet of the main hall. It was barely a few hours after noon… and I already missed bed.

            

    
        Chapter 087

    
    
    
    
                I DID IT! I FUCKING DID IT! MWAHAHA! After all these efforts, after pain and tears and blood and sweat! I have my thesis signed! This also was the reason why I was “silent” for these few past days. So, I will defend my bachelor at the end of the month, have barely 130 pages to learn by heart. Izi pizi. Will do it. So notification for you: I will write chappies for next few days, and then I would take yet another break to prepare myself for defense. The good part in it, is that after I would get that bloody diploma, there would be nothing for next two years (ok, maybe 1.5) that would disturb my writing!


And now, take a chappy! Eat it!!!!


Edited by: KenChi死




	“Sir, sir! I beg your pardon for disturbing your rest, but Mr. Blackwood is humbly asking you to join him for dinner.”




Ol’ Archibald woke me from my little nap I took after a few hours of very intense labor. What needs to be said, they really have nice beds here… I would probably ask them to smuggle one into my room in the guild… if not for the little detail, that the king sized bed I was laying on was bigger than my whole room in the guild.



	“Sure thing… just give me a seconds…” I said with still tired voice.





	“Sir, we do know that you tried your best and must be exhausted, but it is my duty to humbly ask you to behave yourself… and I mean language…”




Ah yes, some words were spoken that maybe were just a little too… inopportune, for a house of nobles… well screw them to.



	“I’ll remember that…”




I was led once again through whole mansion to … well not small, but definitely cozy room, not like those absurdly big halls. Long table were up to ten men could gather were placed nicely in the middle. Only the head of the house and stuff were present inside.



	“Ah, Zariel, I am glad you decided to join me… And I already need to say my words of gratitude. Cecilia already feels better… far from being healthy, but she regain consciousness a few times. I have no idea how to repay you…”





	“Oh, I am sure that you will find something out…” I said with a joking tone. But I wasn’t joking. Not at all. “You can start with letting me inside the library… And I have to say it, what kind of barbaric country you are? To keep your knowledge away from the people? Libraries should have free entry!”





	“Now, I have never suspect you to be such a joker! You know, books are extremely valuable, not only thanks to knowledge they contain, but also price is ridiculously expansive! One: many folks simply can’t read, many more have no idea how to use the book without damaging it… Two: if every commoner would have free entry, soon our collection of books would be stolen or damaged… but the very idea is beautiful. But before considering it, we have to teach the society how to properly use them, then we need to find a way to reduce prices… Anyway, because of the situation, I have never the pleasure to introduce myself properly. I am Lennon Blackwood, I have the responsibility and pleasure to be head of the house… And now as we have the boring part already dealt with…” he took of his ring and throw it in my direction I caught it by reflex “Show it to the guard either they would let you in, or arrest you for thievery.”





	“…Not exactly what I was hoping for, but better this than nothing…”





	“Do you have a family name?”




Now… that’s tricky.



	“I have no family. I was born by nature itself. My mother is Earth and my father is Sky.. thus having one is pointless for me.”





	“Logically speaking… yes. Technically… not exactly. A family name in the future may open doors for you that normally would stay shut… have I told you that nobility have free access to places like the library? If you would like to consider…”





	“If you want to ask me, if I want to join some noble family… don’t. Just don’t. I am not interested. Yet if somehow my circumstances would change… I would know where I should look.”





	“I wasn’t going to ask you about joining a particular family… more like making your own. As the king is busy, the great families have authority to raise individuals into nobility. I would need to pay a few fees, pay annual taxes from your noble title and… oh, swear loyalty to kingdom… that’s what you are trying to avoid…”




Sharp, are we? Indeed, I have nothing against becoming a noble, but as th formal part of the Kingdom you are obligated to answer call to arms in case of war. War is coming soon. I have nothing against fighting those holy bros… but who know when the next war would break loose? And with who? And so on, and so on. No, I may work as a freelancer, but being tied to one certain person or kingdom? Not my thing. This is why the adventure guild is a true blessing for me.


The diner started. Leon was asking politely about my worldview, personal beliefs… marriage plans, that one smelled fishy… I was answering, more or less, also politely, while eating and feeding Sebastian (sitting on my shoulder) a few chunks of meat.


Aaaand then that topic was used. The one that I liked, the one that Leon was fascinated. The art of war.



	“You may not know, but the Blackwood family is not old. My Great-great- great - great -grandfather was a common solider, but for his bravery and skills he was raised not only into nobility, but even higher – they were counted as a grand family, even as they were completely alone… The grand house is a group of the king’s personal advisors… well, we and members of his council. Of course we were mostly responsible about military matters… even now every male of our family is raised mostly to, in case of war, lead forces in main battle, while head of the house is directly responsible for strategy…”





	“May I disturb you here… then politics… may I know who is responsible for that matter?”





	“Of course also head of the house, but with no shame I have to admit, that my wife is far superior in that matter. I can’t enumerate all cases which I would failed without her…”




O-ho… now, now…



	“So, you are saying, that poisoning your wife could be an attempt of taking out your family?”





	“No. I was also wondering about that case. We are warriors. And war is approaching. In these times our family is more important than any other family… but relations with others families did… crumbled… a little…”




Damn, I don’t want to get involved… but damn! It’s almost like a side quests invitation! My gamer sense is tingling! No! Stop it! Do not get involved! Do NOT! DON’T!



	“I will look for some traces in the library…” I said.




FUCK! You dumb fuck! Which part of not-getting-involved can’t you get!? I am so mad at myself!



	“Sir…” Archibald entered the room “The man you asked to see is finally here…”





	“Just in time, Zariel, I allowed myself to borrow your time up until now for this particular reason… would you come with me?”




You certainly got my curiosity.


We moved into YET ANOTHER BLOODY ROOM AFTER WALKING THOUGHT DAMNNED HALF OF THE MANSION GOD DAMNIT, IF ONLY I COULD FIND THE IDIOT PIECE OF ARCHITECT THAT MADE EVERY SINGLE CORRIDOR OF THIS HOUSE GO ALL THE WAY AROUND I WILL RIP HIS HEART OUT, MELT HIS EYES AND DOVOURER HIS LIVER GOD DAMN HIM… to find that men that Leon wished to see… was actually a dwarf with couple of assistants.



	“That’s the brat?” a rude dwarf “Th, oy’ kid, show me yourself… that pathetic body, it’s unworthy of my art…”





	“Pardon me?” I honestly had no idea how to react.





	“Pf, weak and dumb. It’s just getting better. I need to measure your body so my art would fit, come’ere you little fart…”





	“Offend me one more time…” if I would get a penny every time I am speaking this quote





	“What will ya do, e? Tell yar mommy ya met a rude dwarf?”





	“… and I will burn your beard.” I finished while snapping my fingers making small flame appearing on top of my palm.




Zari used threat. It is supper effective



	“Now now now now! Why do we get all hasty here… let’s start from the very beginning! Name’s Fional, master blacksmith from Red Mountain…”




Now, that’s better way to start a conversation.



	“Leon, you really want to pay me off by getting me some trashes from some good for nothing merchant?”





	“Now you did it brat! My customers are slaughtering each another just to get into queue so one day they may ask me for my art! I even refused Kings! If not the case that Leon’s great -grandfather was a good mate of mine, you would need to wait about 20 years just to pay me a visit! Now, let me measure your bloody muscle-less body!”




We will get along just fine.


The measurements itself took only a few minutes. After that time, the dwarf started swearing left and right.



	“First time I saw someone talking back to old Fional… well I guess it’s because you don’t know who he was…”





	“Is he really as good as he was trying to convince me he is? Somehow I get an idea that he was exaggerating”





	“Best blacksmith on the continent. Also, second son of the King under Red Mountain. Yes, you have just offended the most skilled craftmaster and royalty in same time… And you know that damaging a dwarf’s beard is the most terrifying thing that can imagine?”





	“That bad?”





	“They would forgive raping their daughters… they would forgive stealing their most treasured ways of crafting, they would forgive disgracing and killing their whole family… and then, there you have their beard… there is a book in the library “Races of the world” how they were bring to life and so on… read it in your spare time…”





	“I will… maybe even now… right now.”





	“It would be a wise choice.”





	“… So here I go…”





	“Sure thing…”





	“Aaaand should I be afraid of some half-sized human assassins jumping at me from the barrels on my way there?”





	“You will never know.” Leon was certainly having a great time





	“… so… see ya? I guess?”





	“We will always gladly see you in our house… but… if a dwarf is holding daggers… look after your crotch arena…”







With that extremely useful advice I headed right to the library… and each time I was passing a crossroads I was looking suspiciously at every places were a dwarf could hide. Damned barrels, you never know what they are scheming…

            

    
        Chapter 088

    
    
    
    
                Yo-ho! It’s author-sama here once again with chappy delivery! I wanted to write here something that would be either funny or piece of history how shitty my life is.


Instead I will get straight to the chappy.


Edited by: KenChi死



The building of the Grand Library was really something. Not only from outside. Oh, yes! I was let in… after a quick question if I had stolen the ring. We had a fast conversation that ended with guards telling me that they would contact the Blackwood family. They wanted some kind of proof of my identity to know how to describe my person in case if my humble persona was to be marked as criminal.


… Seriously? How many white haired magicians with double colored eyes are roaming the streets?


But! To the point! The building had many floors. How many? Very, very many. Each was about 10 meters tall and shelfs fully loaded with book were erected from the very bottom up to the ceiling


The air here was filled with… such a… peace? Serenity almost? Yet pressure of dignity was pushed right on your shoulders as you looked at “small” monuments placed here and there. There was a colossal statue of men sitting and reading a book in front of fountain. And all around that fountain branches and tables were placed. Very few were occupied.


Yet, when I looked at every single men and woman walking through the library. The only though that came in my mind that could be used to describe them was… “having a stick shoved riiight in the ass”.


But I am not here to judge anyone… who am I kidding? I will judge the shit out of them anyway. Cuz’ I can!


But first, lemme grab a few books. What would I need? Something about religion, for sure – just to better understand what kind of folks Aira and girls are. Something about politics, something about magic, bestiary would also be nice.


Let the hunt begins!


First book I took was recommended by Leon “Races of the world”, I also took from over there (section) a nice bestiary, from politic section I took first book that I have seen, from section about magic I found very interesting title “Magic as seed of corruption”


And now, all I need to do is to find some place without a people. Where I would grab a book and begin to read, every living creature begins to annoy me just by breathing. And thus, I continued my march to look for some secluded place.


But you will never believe who I met there! You simply won’t! oh, looks like I will waste a few seconds here, just to say “hi”. It’s important to enjoy yourself from time to time!


The person I have just mentioned was walking with a boy (well, he was 16 or so) that was literally adoring her! Oh boy, he did everything he could to make the girl look at her, yet she treated him like air and simply walked forward while reading the book.


So what did I do? I also picked the book, pretended I was deeply lost in thoughts, and took such path of walking, that soon I would for sure collide with our dear friend. well, collide is a bit too big of a word. Maybe we would hit each other shoulder… but that’s enough to steal her attention.


I didn’t need to wait long. Collision made girl drop her books. She hissed angrily.



	“Look where you’re going you st…” aaaand she went silent right after that.





	“Well, hell-o Blondie…” I said almost singing “… what a wonderful coincidence that we have just bump into each other…”





	“B…Blondie?” The boy looked almost frustrated. He gasped. Oh boy! Like in an old drama movie! “How dare you insult such a fair lady! Do you even know, who you are talking to? Such a stray dog like you should…”





	“Watch your tongue or I’ll have it cut from your head…” oh no the song kicks in again… save your life be keeping whispers unsaid…. “… now, now… what are you reading… oh-ho books about fire magic? Aren’t you a water user? And the other book is… A nature magic? My my… Well, you know… I may not be an expert, but if you need to know something, I am willing to answer your questions, you know?”





	“How dare you…” The boy really can’t fit into the moment





	“May I ask you, to order your little dog to stop disturbing our wonderful chit-chat? For if he won’t stop barking I will pull his fangs off.”





	“You w…”





	“Stop it Mark! And why are you still following me?! Just go away already!” She was trembling a little “… I… I need to talk with this… gentlemen.”




Me? A gentlemen? Pfth… Hahaha! Made my day. Buuut let’s play along.



	“But miss Gloria…”





	“Ah, let me guide you to a better place for a… conversation” I said while offering my arm to her. She took my invitation and soon we left, leaving angry kid alone.





	“Looks like I have rescued you from an obtrusive fan… You really want to talk with me, or it was just a bluff? Oh dear goddess, is it really so cold here? You are trembling!”





	“I am just being led by some savage beast, of course I would tremble! And yes, I want to talk with you… the fire magic you used in our duel… I have never seen nor read about something like that… where did you learned about it?”





	“Oh, I am not surprised you didn’t. It was my creation, used for the very first time.”





	“…How did you make it? I mean, how did you found such a way of using your magic?”





	“How old are you?”





	“W..What does it have in common w…”





	“My answer is complex. Now, how old are you?”





	“I am 19”





	“How long were you studying magic?”





	“9 years. I had just graduated the day of our duel.”





	“How many time have you fought?”





	“Once a week we had a practice duels. Nothing serious. I was also challenged a couple of time by other students.”





	“Mhhh, not quite what I asked. How many times was your life was in danger?”




Silence. It means never



	“When you need to fight back for your life, when you are looking at how your enemies fights, when you wonder how to KILL, not defeat but kill, much stronger enemy… you simply find a new way. You, for all this time, were under protection. Of family, of the academy… even our duel took a place within barrier that restricted me from killing you… And how many spells that you know did you make by yourself, and how many were already prepared for you to read em’ and use em’. This way is, for sure, great. It can show you ways you would never find out by yourself… But you, from the very beginning, were using only that method. You know no other way of creating your own magic. Plus… you have no real skill in actual battle. You were but a lamb thrown in the cage of a tiger. Oh, and for the future – If you would fight with someone stronger then you that is not interested in hurting you… just act humble and play dead… And never… ever, poke a beast with a stick.”





	“I… I want a rematch!” She was confident… nah, not at all, but she was trying really hard to look confident





	“Not interested.”





	“W..WHY?!”





	“Why do you fight? For glory? For pride of your family? I fight to kill. I fight when I need to survive. To kill something that threatens me or when I need to eat. I find no pleasure in mindlessly taking life away… oh no, sorry I just reminded one case, when I actually did… oh no, sorry there it is yet another… and… eh, just forget the last sentence. Looks like I enjoy killing… Answering your question. If you would battle me, you could gather experience and maybe the glory you desire so much… I would gain nothing. What are you willing to offer for privilege of battling me?”





	“And what would you want?”





	“No, no, no, no! It is not how it works! You want something? Figure out how to get it by yourself. Now, pardon me… I have some books to read… go on with your study… but find yourself a place to experiment with new uses of what you already know. See ya, Blondie.”





	“Wait! I am not done yet! Hey! Stop ignoring me ! I am talking to y…”




I needed to waste a few more seconds to lose her in the labyrinth of bookshelves.  But soon I found myself a nice, calm place. I am wondering what Blondie will think of for a fee to get herself a sparring match. I took off first book. The races if the world….






That’s it for today. A bit short, looks like I am getting lazy. In next chappy the action begins.


From time to time I will drop short chapters titled like “page from bestiary 1” aaaand then some monster would be described. Just for you to know what Zari had read

            

    
        Page from Bestiary - Gairaran

    
    
    
    
                Gairaran



The origin of these reptiles is a mystery. There is probability that they are related with swamp raptors, or even with draconis vulgaris – the stray dragons. There are many variations of those creatures, depending on the environment that they habituate.


Usually big, smallest grown up specimen ever found living in the wild was 2.8 meter tall, while tallest - specimen of Volcanic Gairaran was far over 8 meters.


While walking, they can switch from bipedal position (while slow marches and while taking fighting stance) or walk on all four while chasing a prey.


Scales are hard and sharp, overlapping making their body look intimidating.


While mating season (usually once per 4 years, but interval may vary depending on many factors) the female lays usually from 10 to even 40 eggs.


They extremely violent nature is being reveals right after they hatch. The new born right after hatching fights each another to death, making their siblings their very first meal. Because of this behavior from all eggs hatched only about 25% of population would live on.


This behavior is supposed to be the habit from the time of their ancestor, when beasts due to very harsh environment could not feed all of their youngs.


The color of their scales usually fades with environment, thus volcanic would be have red scales, while one living in the forest would be brown and green and cave grey.


There were many attempts in taming those beast, yet none succeed, and every tamer crazy enough to try such thing, was torn apart.


The beast itself are smart and even if not intelligent (in human was of naming that skill), they are able to learn – while being captured by a research team and caged within magical barrier, they were attacking barrier in different places, looking for weak points.


Those relentless creatures, if would hold grudge against someone, would chase them either till one of them would die, or till they would lost the trace.


Excellent hearing, smell and ability to sense heat makes them extraordinary predators.


Their danger rank was marked on[party B+] – (one of these creature should be battled by team of at least 5 B+ rank adventures to ensure chances of success)

Side note – yet they move in groups of 3-5

            

    
        chapter 089

    
    
    
    
                WHEN THE HELL IS GOING ON WITH TABLE EDITOR?! No honestly! I wanted to released this chappy yesterday, but table simply have turned me into a mad man! Simply – I couldn’t load already prepared template and I needed to write em once again (I got a note every time I wanted to load from the file – Invalid bbcode) – anyone had similar problems?



Edited by: KenChi死




When Zari was sitting in the library acquiring new knowledge, the dwarven blacksmith came back to the Blackwood mansion. Or… he actually never left, just “hid” himself in one of many guest rooms, and when the boy left, he reentered the room.



	“Tsh, why did you force me to hide from some kid like a thieving scum... My pride was just damaged.”





	“Oh, it’s because I have something in possession. And I would love, for now, to not show it to the kid.”





	“You don’t trust him enough, to show him some trinket, yet you asked me to forge him an armor… you are either crazy, or you have some divine item in your treasury”





	“No, not divine… just convenient. Have you heard about Crystals of Laparas?”




The dwarf became silent for a second



	“You don’t have one… do you?”





	“Their ability to record the events happening around is extremely useful. I am using it mostly to preserve the meetings of the grand families. Within that crystal there is almost every meeting that took place in the past 4 years. Now you know, why I don’t want mages around it. On the other hand, I have a friend on the councils. They were nice enough to record the duel of Zariel. I want you to see it so you…”





	“Could make armor more fitting his battle style. Hm. Will do. I would rather see it with my own eyes, but…”




Leon snapped his fingers and right after that two servants came in holding big blue crystal, shaped in something between of an egg and ball.



	“Let’s see what this little annoying brat is capable…”





And then he watched. After projection ended dwarf was thinking silently for couple of minutes. Leon was not that patient.



	“aaand what?”





	“He is using fire quite aggressively… fire resistant materials… but what confuses me is that ability of his to turn into that… thing… the hell was that?”





	“…Druids sometimes have… those kind of skills.”





	“Gwah. That’s bad… There simply is not material durable yet elastic enough to be used in both states. He will be forced to chose if he prefer to fight with that beast form or in armor… Does he uses something in close combat? Or even ranged weapons?”





	“Does it really matters?”





	“Oh, of course not! I am asking you those questions just because I have waaaay to much time. Listen brat.”





	“… I am over 40 years old…”





	“And I am over 300 yet everyone in my family calls me that for I am the youngest. When you use the bow you are using mostly muscles on your back. If you use swords you need some to have weaker joints binder within your gauntlets, for pole weapons you need to have your shoulder left without burdens… any more questions?”





	“I am afraid I am unable to give you those informations…”





	“Fine. I will send a few of my boys after him. Aaand thanks to this little play we will both check him, and teach him some respect to dwarfs and their beards!”





	“J…just don’t overdo it.”





	“BWAHA! Did you just ask a dwarf to do something half-assed? Oh-ho, I will enjoy that.”




They were talking for a few more hours, until late evening. Because of courtesy, Leon Blackwood asked the dwarf to stay on for supper.


And, well… you know what they say about dwarfs feasting… it is all true.







I was walking back to the guild. The information I got was overwhelming. Unfortunately within those few hours it was impossible to fully finish one book. Instead I jumped from one book to another devouring parts of the knowledge I thought may be useful.


But it was still not enough! So many races, so many gods, so many… monsters. Very quickly I discovered, that what I took was called volume 7 out of 24. Insane. How many of those bastards are roaming this world?


Yet this is good information for me. The more monsters live somewhere over there… the more skills I would be able to get.


I have opened the door to the guild. Said my greetings to some guyz. Walked further into inn section.



	“ZAAAARIIII” guess who was yelling like that “OVEEEREEE HEEEEREE!”





	“Shut up you stupid midget! Why the hell are you yelling like that? He is not deaf! You are screaming as if he is staying at the end of the town during a hailstorm at the end of the days.”




Marika ignored the greenskinned orc. I walked to their table. Loki was sitting there too.



	“We have just talked with Loki, members of our teams are dealing with some kind of personal business and they are not here… but we are running low on coins…” She said with an apologetic smile.





	“You want to borrow some from me?”





	“HELL NO! We want to earn it the right way… but somehow we became too lazy to do any serious quests… so we want to ask if you wish to come along with us to a small C-D rank dungeon? With this we would earn some coins, rank you up a little bit faster, and we could understand better our fighting styles for the future!”





	“…Why would you do so? I mean, you can easily do it by yourself… don’t get me wrong, I will gladly accept… it’s just…”





	“You are a healer, right?”





	“Um, well… you are generalizing… but yes, I can do that too…”





	“Low rank healer means that he can’t take part in harder quests. By ranking you up we ensure the possibility, that we would have a healer in the party! And as this would be mostly easy we could get along with our fighting formation! Like killing three birds with one stone!”




So, you want to end my boredom? Let me see new places? Taste new monsters… I mean dishes?



	“I’m in.”





	“Great! We have already started preparing for the adventure! We had most of the equipments, maps and so on. We just need to get some food supplies, but we will get em’ tomorrow morning so it would be as fresh as possible…. Oh, that’s right! This will be your first dungeon raid, right?”





… well… not exactly… I was already in one… but let’s just say I was kick in it… literally…


I thought and looked at Sebastian that was still sitting over my shoulder. In that moment he looked away in an “innocent” manner.


Yeah, sure. Sebastian-kun… everything and everyone is more innocent than you



	“… be prepared to spend a few days within the dungeon, we always take twice as much food ration then we would normally be needed… you never know if some corridor would collapse or if you would lose the map… but as this dungeon is easy we could actually just slaughter our way forward, kill the boss, and use those teleportation glyphs…”




In that moment I felt someone behind me putting his hands on my shoulders. Please, don’t be master Jericho, please don’t be master Jericho, please don’t be mas…



	“Eh, so you are taking the boy to the dungeon? For few days? Poor little Zari will need to rest hard for the whole day to have strength for the journey… it would means that he would not train with me today... nor for next three-four days?”




Fuck. It is master Jericho.



	“Oh hello m…”





	“And you left so early in the morning… and you were out of the guild god only knows where… as if you were avoiding me?”





	“That’s simply not the case! You know I can heal, and there was a very ill woman that…”





	“Oh, I know where you were and what you were doing…” the grip over my shoulders became stronger. Did I hear bones snapping? Nah, it was probably just my imagination “… you were getting along with nobility… it must be a very nice feeling to be treated so nicely by people of such status and prestige! For what can we offer to you!? We are but a bunch of dirty, smelling brawlers… are we?”




I know he is saying all of these things just to mock me… but he starts getting on my nerves.



	“Stop it. No, seriously. Just stop. If you know why I went there you also must know where I went right after. I needed to do it for the purpose of information… And it is not that I am skipping training on purpose. For those next few days I will train in the dungeon. Up until now I was fighting on my own and I have completely no sense in acting as a part member. This is an important thing to learn too.”





	“Pft. This time I will let it go, brat...” He patted me on the backs “… when you would came back from this quest, you will have one day off. Then you will have a training session. With no excuses.”





	“Sir, yes, sir.”





	“Good attitude. And now… these words are to the rest of you…” Marika, Mrogul and Loki started to tremble a little “… I want this kid back. No matter the circumstances, You. Will. Get. Him. Back. Understood?”





	“Yes sir! If he would fall in battle, we would bring his carcass back to the guild!”




… Really Mrogul? Really?



	“That’s the attitude! Now… enjoy you adventure kid…”




And he left me. Just like that.






At the very next day I woke up for about an hour before the sunrise… pretty much like I always do.


I got dressed, washed my face, walk down to the inn section (someone is always there. Just like behind the counter), I ate a small breakfast and once again I checked my equipment I packed a new bag pack. The old one got damaged some time ago when I was hunted by inquisition.


The equipment was but a small piece of blanket, some small emergency food ration, which was mostly meat balls  extremely rich in fat, covered in dried herbs to prevent it from roting (small caloric bombs. Not tasty at all. Their only purpose is to keep you alive if something bad would happen), and a few potions quickly cooked in my portable, small pot.


That’s all. I don’t need a tinderbox for I can simply create fire on my own.


The main food ration will be carried my Morgul. Marika is bound to prepare something (talismans or something) to keep monsters away from the camp.


I was told to carry a few herbs and potions, and Loki will not carry a single thing. He is a rogue type so his job will be mostly to scout areas around us, so he will need to be as mobile as possible.


That’s all. Now, I am waiting for the rest of my team.


I didn’t need to wait that long. Very quickly Marika came down from her room, told me that Morgul went earlier and soon he will be back with food so we are now waiting just for Loki.


They also came pretty quickly.



	“So! Team! We are about to departure!”





	You have joined the party
	Members:	Marika Swiftwalker [Enchantress] [Party Leader]

Mrogul Irontusk [Brawler]

Loki the Nameless [Rogue/Scout/Assassin]

Zariel [Dark Hierophant]

	Each time you would perform a kill you would be rewarded with 40% of base exp amount

Each time other member of your party would perform a kill you will be rewarded with 20% of base exp







	There is a quest assigned to the party: [Dungeon purification]
	Every once in a while the population of monster within a dungeon is reaches its peak,

Because the dungeon can't feed every monsters living inside of it, some monster would leave the dungeon and sooner or later would attack habituated areas

As adventurers, you are ordered to reduce the number of beasts.

	Rewards: Exp and gold you gather would depend on number of monster you will kill





Ho-ho. It means only one thing to me… something will explode

            

    
        Page from Bestiary - Draconic

    
    
    
    
                Draconics



The Draconic family has a wide variation of specimens. We can count in here: Drakes, Wyvers, Wyrms, Amphipteres, Dragons and many more.


Most of them are beasts, with no intelligence nor inborn magical powers (may vary depending on different circumstances like age or high mana density of their living arena), while Dragons cause trouble with their classification, for we may separate them into stray dragons (Draconis vulgaris) and high dragons. As stray dragons are not much different from their Draconics cousins from the view point of their intelligence, the high dragons cannot be fully included into Beasts.


Draconics are reptiles, usually loners until mating season. Covered in extremely durable scales, very often naturally enchanted with magic resistance. Armored in powerful, sharp, bird-like talons, very often venomous and poisonous.


High Dragons are creatures intelligent and fully self-aware, always holding inborn magic, using their own language and even having their own primitive society with hierarchy with Dragon King on top of it.


In terms of their intelligence it is enough to say, that sometimes they may communicate with other intelligent races (humans, dwarves, elves, demon et cetera) via telepathy or in extremely rare cases they may use their other languages.


There are numerous cases of high dragons “falling on love” with other races. This was also a foundation of creating a legends and fairy tales about dragons kidnapping princesses.


From mating of dragon and other races (such as humans, dwarves…) a woman would give a birth to a human (usually with higher magical predispositions), lay an egg (usually it ends with female death) or give a birth to a half-breed (extremely rare cases. Superior in strength, yet for unknown reasons often have troubles with controlling magical powers).


Dragons (stray) are usually aggressive creatures that would kill everything that enters his territory, while Dragons (high) are usually neutral and are ignoring every other race up until provoked.


Draconics, because of their diversity, cannot be ranked as one specimen.


For purposes of ranking their powers the following ranks were given



	Drakes – rank may vary on specimen. The “weakest” founded specimen was ranked as C. The strongest A (party).

	Wyverns - C (party) or B+ (weakest); A++ (party) (strongest)

	Wyrms – D (weakest); A- (party) (strongest)

	Amphipteres B+ (RAID) (only one specimen recorded)

	Dragons (Stray) – depending on age from D (party) (weakest – youngling)

	Dragons (High) – from A+ (party) up to Sigma (RAID) rank




Even as high Dragons shouldn’t be dealt by a person (human) alone, there was a case when a single human has killed a powerful High Dragon holding a Lord title. The man was the holder of most powerful human title – Jeremy Aloizi Jericho.



Raid (suggested number of adventures of the following rank should EXCEED 25 members)

            

    
        Chapter 090

    
    
    
    
                Just one sentence as introduction: „Garro, you da real MVP”


Edited by: KenChi死



The adventure guild was quiet and peaceful. It was almost unnatural for this environment, yet somehow literally nothing happened. A few adventurers were picking up requests from the board (wall), some were finishing their late breakfast, and a few were talking to each other quietly. Marika and Mrogul were out, so no one was cursing; Loki was out, so no one was playing stupid jokes nor saying unfunny jokes; Gisele was ou…


The door was slammed and couple of adventurers walked inside.



	“EVERYONE! GUESS WHO’S BACK!”




… Gisele was no longer out. And here the peaceful days hours of the guild had ended. A little commotion started with the halls, in the end, Gisele and her team are the strongest adventurers and quite the celebrities.


The team of Gisele: Giant man, literally a walking mountain of muscles. From heels to ears covered in thick plate armor. Carrying nothing but a tower shield with a few short spikes over its surface. You don’t want this guy to charge at you with this piece of deadly iron.


Another man… or at least everyone thinks he (?) is a men, for his robe was perfectly hiding his body shape and he never took the strange mask off his face. Completely blank white ceramic mask. He (?) also never spoke. Never. He is a magician. So how does he chant spell? He doesn’t.


A woman, elf, yet no dark elf. Her skin was pale, yet not your average ill-looking pale skin, it was almost white. Big gentle eyes, as blue as purest lake, long ears… even too long comparing it to every other kind of elf… and two curved short swords by her belt which directly said what kind of role she hold in the party.


And at the very end Gisele herself. She was no human, she was no elf, she was no demon. The closest thing that could be used to name her was beastkin, but not your average bestkin! Oh, no.


From far away you could mistake her for some Lizard-man, but the truth was much more astonishing. She was a half dragoness.

Wearing a strange hybrid of leather and chain armor, carrying on her back a claymore… that occasionally she wielded with one hand.

Red hair which perfectly matched her red, reptilian eyes, and her gentle smile was an extreme contrast to her confident gaze.


At the very enter to the guild she stretched her body and quietly whispered



	“Home… sweet home.”





The adventurers inside the guild, just before running to them, quickly exchanged glances and said to each another.



	“No word about him.”




But their effort of keeping information about a certain someone to themselves (for now) was frustrated by a certain girl behind the counter. Certain beastgirl from the cat tribe. Certain someone that loved Gisele, hated that very person, and loooved being entertained.



	“Giseeeleee! Answer the c…”





	“I ain’t going to answer any call silly girl, but nice to see you too! Come’ere and gimme a hug.”




They liked each other, or saying it differently there was no one who would hate Gisele, she was simply the hardworking type that loved to help others, even newbies… of course up to a limit. She definitely was not some kind of pushover.



	“Hmm, that’s a sad thing… But I have a news to you… you know that we have a new adventurer? You certainly did not… you just came back…”





	“Really? The more the merrier! But why are you mentioning him right away? If he here we may just…”





	“Guild master Jericho took him as his new apprentice.”





	“…”




Everyone within the guild froze in their position.


Why? Putting it bluntly – Up until now Gisele was the only apprentice of master Jericho. Nothing much… but if you add that she is a very… competitive person… and she had a real dragon temper… and she suffers from chronic lack of sparring partners… Now you see?


Her eyes first lightened up with inner fire, on her face a wide grin appeared… a bit too wide… okay, far, FAR too wide! She actually bared all her sharp teeth; started breathing rapidly.


She was simply struck with a blood rush.


After so many years of training either alone or with master… a partner! A rival! Someone worthy!


Of course our little wonderful Zari was… not exactly worthy right now. He definitely wouldn’t stand a chance against the enthusiastic dragon… even a half dragon counts as a dragon…


Even if she lost the ability to breath actual fire due to her half-form, steam actually started to escape from her mouth.



	“Where…” she intended to ask, but what escaped her mouth was more like… a hybrid of a growl and a howl and the sound that tortured chicken would made…




Step one – do not make a dragon enthusiastic. Step two – Don’t. Step three – I told you, fucking don’t… Step four – you did it, didn’t you? No, do not run, it is pointless. Just lay on the ground, show you throat and maybe you will die quickly. Maybe.



	“I asked… where…”






In the very next moment half of the guild was trying to overpower and restrain a certain half-dragoness, that with bared sword was running back and forth through the whole guild, looking under tables, breaking doors of every single room screaming something like “Where are you, you little piece of…” And the “…” part was different each time she roared it.





A few floors higher, the guild master was trying to drink tea, yet every time he shortened the distance between cup and his lips, a small… explosion? Could be heard from bellow and the whole building almost jumped each time.


The secretary came in.



	“Looks like she is back.”





	“Apparently… yes.”





	“And someone was either stupid or envious enough to right away tell her about Zari.”





	“Once again you are right, my dear.”





	“And as she gets a little bit calmer, and startes once again thinking rationally… she will come here and ask where did he go…”





	“That sounds just like her.”





	“So… what are we going to do?”




Guild master finally stopped his pointless efforts of taking a sip of the tea, put the cup away, looked at Alesia and said.



	“We are going to point here to the location… of place laying in the completely opposite location… like he went south?”





	“Yes, the village that asked for help is Naiaka, laying…”





	“Then… do we have something laying north, about a day or two of marching away?”





	“…She will be back at the end of the day…”





	“But hopefully she would calm herself.”





	“There is, a small trade-city.”





	“May the citizens of that city forgive us… We are about to send them an enraged dragon… Oh wait, isn’t Markolm living there?”





	“… No you didn’t…”





	“I did what?”





	“Did you know when Gisele is coming back?”





	“More or less…”





	“And YOU were the one who halted THIS quest up to the day of Gisele return…”





	“Um… yes?”





	“Jeremy Aloizi Jericho… I will ask you only once… did you actually predict that someone would tell Gisele about the boy, so you convinced Loki and the rest to take him for the guest, just to send Gisele north to have your pitiful revenge on Malkolm?”





	“… But you can’t say it isn’t funny! He is the damned head of the city guard! Can you imagine his face when he will try to calm down angered Dragoness? BWAHAH! Oh girl! It’s hilarious!





	“… old like an oak, and stupid like a goat… Jeremy, you hold an important office in the city… please act like the guild master… at least from time to time…”




The door was slammed opened. A red haired dragon terror jumped inside.


She was no longer able to even ask a question. There was only one question in her mad eyes, that actually told what she wanted.


The last time Alesia looked at Jeremy and said



	“I can’t believe I am doing this… Gisele, child… have you heard about the small trade-city, laying north from here…?”







I sneezed.



	“Bless you. Maybe someone is talking about you?” Loki laughed quietly.





	“You think so? Knowing my luck somebody must have just paid for my head… Can you please tell me once again when we will be there?”





	“In he evening we will stay for the night at a local inn, and in the morning we will dive into dungeon!”





	“Why won’t we walk there right away?”





	“Zaaarii… please don’t ask dump things.” Marika said turning back to me “The monsters in the dungeons are more dangerous during night. It is nothing more than excessive risk.”





	“But, won’t we stay for a few night inside the dungeon? What’s the difference? We will get attacked anyway.”




Morgul growled lowly



	“That’s the only thing that midget is good for. She can create those… what’ya’callin?...hex bags and talismans…”

	“Oh, I can make those too…”




Mrogul looked at Marika and with smile that bared his fangs said.



	“Now, you are useless.”




Marika just picked a stone up, and throw it at Mrogul, but it was stopped by Loki”



	“Now, now, now, now! Calm down all of you! Mrogul, shut your face! And…” But Marika did not calmed down at all “Zari! Mind helping me?”




Eh…



	“Marika! Have you ever ridden on a Warg?”




Sometimes they act like kids… but maybe this is why I like them so much?





The village was really small, slightly bigger than the one on the verge of the Forest. Aaand we were greeted as heroes… And I have to admit – it was reeeeally nice. Some kids were waiting at the road, some dressed as warriors, with old towels to imitate cape.


But the faces they made when Marika rode into the village on a Black Warg? Priceless.


The elder of the village gave us rooms inside his own hut, he didn’t even want to hear about us renting room in the inn. His wife also had prepared a full meal for us.


The saying is right – poor men will give you more than any rich one in this world.


We had a nice sleep, but this is not the part that you find interesting, do you? I know about what you want to hear right now.


The entrance of the dungeon was a cave. Nothing much, if not for te skulls of some cattle animals on the sticks.



	“Folks around are marking dungeon this way, so you would not accidentally walk inside and get yourself killed… This Dungeon is pretty easy, has 9 floors, at the last one there is a return glyph. Now, are you ready!?”





	Natural Dungeon [Lair of NightmareScale]
	Floors: 10
	Suggested average level pf party required to clear: 20
	Cleared: No






	“… are you sure it has 9 floors?”





	“Sure thing, we were here couple of times…”





	“Does it have a boss?”





	“Calling him a boss is a bit too much, you know? More like a mini-boss, creatures like him usually are supports for a real Boss in harder dungeons… why do you ask?”





	“Is he called… perhaps… NightmareScale?”





	“Hell no! He is but a legend of the folks around here!... wait, you are here for the very first time? How did you know about the legends of…”





	“I have news to you guyz…”





	“Good or bad?”





	“Depends. This dungeon has one more floor, and apparently it was never cleared.”





	“And how do you know bout’ it?”





	“Let’s just say… a beast can sense a beast…”



            

    
        chapter 091
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Lord Inquisitor was walking through the corridors of his own personal… “Residence”… his nephew was trying to keep pace with him.


From time to time, he gave him a task or two, just to prepare him for the office that one day he will take. Right now he was listening him as he was reporting progress of certain matter.



	“…and last troop has escorted supplies to the garrison protecting Dragon’s Pass… I have no idea who named it Dragon’s Pass as no dragon was seen there… but that’s it. We are fully prepared for war. The invasion can start from three forts, now we are waiting only for a sign from you and the bishops.” He ended his report. And waited for further information





	“Good. Now we will wait.” The old inquisitor nodded pleased after hearing that all troops are at the right locations





	“…if I may ask… what are we waiting for? Everything is ready… waiting now would mean only a waste of resources that will be needed for supplies… also the more we wait, the more the morale of our soldiers would drop…”





	“Why? You should tell me why we are waiting! Think. Even if I want, I will not be living forever to guide you by your hand!... what are you waiting for? Answer!”





	“Pardon me uncle… I don’t know.”





	“Demons, of course.”





	“… I am afraid I do not understand, we have…”





	“The pact of non-aggression, that can be easily broken. Let’s see how attentive you were during your geography lessons. What can you tell me about Demon’s Continent?”




The young man was quiet for a second or two, gathering his thoughts



	“Demon Continent, named also Hikarion, after the name of a grand demon commander, is a hostile land. Infertile grounds, way smaller amounts of water sources, yet very “rich” in dungeons and mana crystals…”





	“That’s enough. Even as their population is pretty low compared to humans, they still can’t feed every single one of them. War raids to gather food supplies were common things, 200 years ago, the current Demon Emperor… later demoted to Demon King, invaded the Human’s Continent to conquer as much land as he could, he wanted to build farms and so on here, that would be used to generate food to feed their people. Now tell me, what would they do, if they would notice that most of our troops are on the a completely different side of country?”





	“…I see… but why are we waiting? For what?”





	“When the people are going poor, when there is lack of food and so on, the best way to avoid rebellion is to give them a distraction, the best distractions are games, and what’s better game than one, that picks a new King or Queen? In couple of months, maybe a year and few days, they will be electing a new ruler. Each of the challengers picks a champion, and the champions are given quests. The one who perform best wins. This is for what we are waiting for. The Games will take couple of weeks if not months, and right after that the new King will have lots of “paper work” to fully establish his new order. Bribe Lords, take care of the most urgent cases… We will hopefully finish our war, before they would be able to send but a scout troop.”




The young man was left in awe and admiration. Once again his uncle showed him the difference between their skills and knowledge. He was simply terrifying.










We dived deeper into the cave. I was told, that usually the first few corridors are more or less safe.



	“It’s been bothering me for some time…” I started mostly cuz I was tired of silence “… why don’t we have a ranger with us? Wouldn’t having someone with bow be a…”





	“Please Zari, tell me you are joking?” Marika turned around to answer me.





	“Why should I?”





	“Zari… adventurers mainly investigating dungeons, sure thing that we hunt in open field too… but dungeons are our main source of fun and money…”





	“…Aaaand?”





	“Just look around! Right and left! Every few meters we have some kind of a turn so you see enemies max 20-30 meters ahead! As corridors are not that wide, archer would either need to stand in front of the team, and get himself killed as first, or stand behind allies, and shoot em’ in the backs! And ammunition! In one quiver you can usually carry about 12-15 arrows, and there are faaar more monster than 12 in a dungeon! Even if you would keep picking up every arrow, they would occasionally break inside the body of the monster… you want to get back to town for new arrows every 20 monsters? That would take forever to get past first floor! Zari… never go full retarded.”




Haha… right, I asked basing on my experience with RPG games, where archer could carry up to 9999 arrows, and were occasionally dropping from the monsters, and usually with friendly fire off.


Well, at least the problem with ammunition does not concern me – as long as I have mana I can shoot with D’iabel.



	“Stop talking!” Mrogul growled lowly. “Don’t lose you focus. I am not going to die and shame myself in such newbie dungeon because of you two…”




Aaaand once again they are right. What bothers me the most is that because of the size of the corridors, I needed to keep Kaito away. Even to many ravens could be an obstacle. Only Sebastian was sitting on my shoulder.



	“We are approaching reaching the end of the corridor, now we will step into the very dungeon. Do not lower your guard.




We walked into a slightly more spacious hall-like corridor. This was also the place where monster started appearing. We have just entered, so we were greeted by the weakest of the weakest.



	Your skill [Appraisal] has leveled up
	[Appraisal] is now level 6
	Additional information may be displayed

Targets of slightly higher levels may me [Appraised]







	Cavern Bloodsucker [Bat]
	Level	4
	Hp	[41/40]
	Sp	[28/30]
	Monster that usually travels in packs. Natural vampires.

Even as the very monsters are not really strong, the dungeon slightly empowered them.

For skilled adventurers they are more like annoyance than a real threat.

Still their bites are not painful, and cam kill adventurers that fell asleep

	Skills	Bite [Level 3]

Blood drain [Level 2]

Stealth [low] [Level 4]

Echolocation [Level 2]

Oversaturation [passive] [Level Na]







	Cavern Crawler [Lizard]
	Level	8
	Hp	[51/60]
	Sp	[21/25]
	Lizzards that were corrupted by the powers of the dungeon.

Their scales became much harder, but it only made them extremely slow.

They are poisonous, covering their scales in the toxins.

Touching them directly is not recommended.

	Skills	Poison creation [low] [Level 2]

Hardened scales [Level 4]

Roll [Level 1]

Bite [Level 8]






There were exactly three lizards… somehow similar to turtles, if you would ask me, just with much longer necks and tails.


On the other hands, there was shitload of bats, and they were extremely aggressive.



	“Fucking buggers.” Mrogul was not pleased seeing them “Nothing good comes from killing them. They are weak, no glory after battle, but they are fast, aggressive and annoying. Oy, Zariel, you want to see the fastest way to kill them?”




He didn’t even waited for me to answer, he pulled his helmet off, walked a few more steps into the cave and waited. In few seconds one of bats flew directly into his bared neck, bared fangs… and before he was able to bite, Mrogul’s powerful hand splashed it on his neck like a fly, making blood gush in all directions.



	Your teammate [Mrogul] has slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 6 exp





6 exp per kill? I know that those are weak… but… ok, never mind. Just 1557 more and I will level up.




	“This, or simply you can say that this pig enjoys being covered in blood.” Marika simply couldn’t stay quiet.





	“One more word you useless midget and I will cripple you and throw you to their den…”





	“As if y…”





	“Now, now, now, now, now!” Loki saved the day “Can we please stop arguing in the middle of the dungeon?”




Actually I am wondering how those two could push it so far being adventurers. I mean, it is pretty possible, that in the dungeon, right in front of the boss, they would start battling each other instead of the boss… But hey, I am the guest in this party, I should not complain.


And those bats… few of their skill could come handy… I will need to wait for a better moment, and sneak away a couple at a times. I doubt they would tolerate me devouring the dungeon’s monster raw.



	“Yet another bastard.” The Orc almost spitted in anger, this time at the lizard. Actually it didn’t lookehostile, a little bit annoyed by our presence... it did no aggressive action toward us, yet Mrogul raised his war hammer, and smashed it with one blow.





	Your teammate [Mrogul] has slain [Cavern Crawler]
	You have obtained 14 exp






	“Oy, midget! Can you do something about those damned bats?!”





	“Call me midget one more time and I will cut off your balls and wear them as earrings!”




Just imaging this concept made me flinch



	“I am preparing repel, but I need their body parts, if you wouldn’t splash it’s organs all over the damned cave, it would already be done!”





	“Actually…” I suggested shyly “… Marika, don’t bother doing repel on bats. I got this.”




And I have raised my hands on the level of my chest while creating a fireball between my palms.



	“I clasp the pact, I made with you,



Answer my call, as you are due,

Spirits of fire, the reasons you were born,

Is to burn those, who show to me scorn.”


A spinning ball of fire flew up to the ceiling where the bats were gathering, and exploded. Far enough from the very ceiling, to not make it fall on  our heads, yet close enough for the blow of the warm heat wave to knock the monsters from the air. Most of them couldn’t stabilize their flight and hit the ground dying on the spot. Reason of death – gravitation. 



	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 8 exp





	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 7 exp





	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 7 exp





	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 9 exp





	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 10 exp





	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 6 exp





	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 9 exp





	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 11 exp





	You have slain [Cavern Bloodsucker]
	You have obtained 8 exp






	Warning
	You have out leveled monsters you killed by over 10 level
	Combo bonus will NOT be applied





Tsh, so they will not allow me to farm here huh? Well, it is actually reasonable. Combo bonus is geometric growth, and it would means that every more intelligent player instead of risking their life in hard battles would prefer to wipe out caves of small fries.


Life is brutal. Let’s keep farming the hard way.


After this little spell of mine, Mrogul turned on his heel and looked at Marika



	“YOU!” He roared with eyes full of judgment “USELESS!”





	“I will take that “useless” away from you and put it right in your a…”





	“NOW, NOW, NOW, NOW, NOW! We all know that below the 5th floor without Marika we would be completely defenseless and camping inside dungeon would be impossible without her, so how about you stop it right now?”





	“Hmpf”





	“Don’t Hmpf at me damn it! Now can we proceed further?”





	“Not yet.” Marika said “I will still need their body parts to prepare hexes that will keep other beast away. And someone here is actually killing monster in a way that will allow harvest their body parts!”




Marika took small curved knife and started taking away some of the body parts. Eyes, fangs, wings… and putting em to small pouch tied to her belt.



	“Here, I will help you.” I offered my help without even considering being rejected.





	“That’s sweet of you!.” Marika cheered




No, Marika, it is not. I simply hope to steal something for myself.

            

    
        Chapter 092

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死



In the end I couldn’t “steal” any body parts for myself. Simply, Loki decided that he would stand over me (as I was collecting body part while performing a slave squat) and keep telling me jokes. Half of them were… not exactly funny. But to the point!


The first floor of dungeon was like a walk in the park. Monsters were definitely annoying, but not dangerous. They were but a more aggressive bunny. The difference of current and just mentioned situation? I wanted to kill bunnies to get something to eat and level up as quickly as possible, here we want to get to lower levels, and as I already mentioned, to level up thanks to those guyz I need to kill over 1500 of em’.


When you need something, those things are running away, when you are no longer interested, those objects appear left and right and are disturbing you from achieving your new goal.


Oh, irony!


Soon I get to know why Marika class was named “Enchantress”.


	Your party member [Marika] has casted [Protection of Earth Spirits] on you
	Your defense was risen

Armor: +5

Endurance: +5

Stamina: +30

Stamina regeneration: up

	Earth magic is 10% more potent
	Remaining time: 2h 41m 11s






	Your party member [Marika] has casted [Anger of Fire Spirits] on you
	Your magical/combat capabilities were risen

Intelligence: -5

Vitality: +5

Health: +30

Health regeneration: up

	Fire magic is 10% more potent
	Remaining time: 2h 42m 36s





The remaining blessing I couldn’t get were (of course) of wind and water (those were given to Loki) and Wind and Fire were given to Mrogul.



	“I can only give two blessing per person at the same time, simply too many blessings would greatly reduced each other effects… maybe as I would get more skilled in using my enchants I will be able to cast more of those at the same targets!” Marika explained “You get earth for protection and fire for your magic, Loki got mostly those which would boost his agility, and Mrogul… well… strength and more strength. Boosting his intelligence would be both pointless and impossible.”





	“And which one you cast upon yourself?”





	“There are blessing much more powerful, but that can be caste only on myself. Sorry Zari, the best stuff I keep for myself.” She said with wide smile.




We were walking past the curved corridors, here and there killing some more annoying monsters. I took care of the bats, while Morgul and Loki were killing the turtle lizards. And I have to say, that Loki surly knows how to handle his short swords. In my opinion he was showing off, balancing and switching swords over and over again, those moves could be really useful against humans, for they would got scared looking at someone handling those weapons like that… but not on lizards that simply charged either running or rolling at us.



	“Ah Marika! I will never got tired of those blessing you cast upon me! I feel as light as a feather! Senses sharper than ever!”




He was, in my opinion, trying to rebuild her self confidence that Mrogul was undermining over and over again.



	“Kay kids, first floor is over.” Marika cheered.





	“Already? This must be quite the short dungeon… I mean we are walking for… an hour? Maybe two?…”





	“First floor is the smallest one, the weakest monsters are pushed here by stronger. It usually takes 3 days to clear… to get to the 9th floor of the dungeon. Today we should get up to the 5th and made camp there. Next day we should get to the 7th or 8th, and last day is completing the 9th There should be also a treasure chest there… this is why we all thought that dungeon is only 9 floor deep.”





	“May you tell me why there is a treasure within the dungeon? Last time I checked there were only monsters here…”





	“The dungeon itself is alive. No one knows for sure what they are, but it looks like the dungeon itself have something from adventurers… Few wise guys came up with the theory that it can suck small amounts of mana and vital forces. Yet, in the end what is alive can be killed. Creating treasurers is one of the ways to lure us here, and spawning it repeatedly over and over again is his way of convincing us to not kill him… her… it… so in the future it may “reward” us once again. Well, there are also Mad Dungeons… those only want us dead, and we have no problem with smashing their cores.”




Dungeon core… Dungeon core… Core… I can eat it, can I? Please tell me I can eat it… But as I can already tell, that dungeons are quite valuable, adventurers would get pretty mad at me if I would keep eating their job source… In some time I would have to look around those crazy, Mad Dungeons…


For now…



	“Okay, we are diving lower.”




Stairs. Really? In the middle of the cave there are… stairs… Not that I am complain, it will be much more comfortable than being pushed down by some ravens… yes Sebastian, I am talking about you.



	“Anything I need to know before we get there?”





	“No, monsters are not that much stronger. The fun starts below the 5th. Now , here you go!”




And I was forced to walk directly after Mrogul.


We get to the lower floor pretty fast, and what I saw left me in awe and admiration.


The Dungeon was no longer a plane cave. Instead, the thing I saw was a gate. A big ass gate. With monuments of weird looking giant lizards holding each wing of the gate while looking at each other… hissing? I have no idea what that was supposed to mean, yet their mouths were opened and their tongues were hanging in the air.



	“Each dungeon has somewhere something like this.” Loki said standing next to me “Usually it represents main monsters dwelling within it. And yes, this one is has mostly lizards, and each of them is simply… weird. It was called the lair of Nightmarescaled, locals says that it’s one of the dragons offspring that because of its… uniqueness was cast aside by it’s parents and siblings. Born without wings, unable to breath fire, not having even a poison to defend himself nor venom to help him while hunting. His loneliness born madness. In his madness he cried out to goddess of chaos. And she granted him almost impenetrable scales and soaked his fangs in the deadliest venom. But she didn’t do it for she was nice, oh no. Everyone knows that gift from Dark Lady are usually double edged swords. He became powerful, his family once again took him in, and he found love among his reptile-kin. He wanted to kiss her, but the venom was so potent, that his breath killed her before he could taste her lips. Then, there was supposed to be lots of killing, lots of despair madness, some more killing. The end of this story is that he wanted to die, found a lair, yes this very lair, where he laid awaiting for the end. He was waiting so long in one spot in the darkness, that his scales sucked the very essence of nigh.”





	“You think, that he is living somewhere down here?”





	“Nope. ‘Tis but a name. I will tell how it really was. The kid saw some champion rank lizard leaving the dungeon, kid told it to the other kid exaggerating a little, the kid repeated exaggerating even more, adults heard about it and added the moralizing part, for kids to now that their prayers may be listened, so they have to be careful what they are wishing for.”




I still would prefer for the legends to be true… for a reason or two. Super hard scales? Deadly venom? Sweeeet.



	“Now, even as there is no real danger, we still should move in formation.” Mrogul suggested.




The formation itself was not that sophisticated. Standard 1-2-1, Mrogul as fighter in front, me and Marika as mages in the middle, and Loki was covering our backs… even as we left nothing behind. As we would find some branch corridor we wanted to investigate, we were turning our back to each another (me, Marika and Mrogul) facing different directions (Marika was looking in the direction were we came from, I was looking deeper into the main cave, and Mrogul was looking in the new one) as Loki was carefully walking in, looking for some kind of traps and ambushes.


Usually it ended with Loki coming back smiling under his bandana (could tell that thanks to the wrinkles around his eyes) saying



	“No traps nor treasurers, some monsters. We are coming there anyway, aren’t we?”





	“We are getting paid more if kill more. Easy prey easy cash.” Mrogul was a simple man. He saw easy money, so he was going to earn it.





	“Easy monsters means mean not that much money…”





	“And this is exactly why we have to kill lots!”




There was a logic in this madness.



	Guardian of the cave [Lizzard]
	Level	8
	Hp	[112/120]
	Sp	[33/50]
	Slightly aggressive.

Those monsters are instinctively protecting the dungeon.

By protecting we mean killing everything that would walk to close to it.

Hard scales and heavy body do not reduce its capability of attacking quickly.

	Skills	Hardened scales [Level 8]

Earth magic resistance [low] [Level 2]

Fire magic resistance [low] [Level 1]

Powerful Bite [Level 3]

Roll [Level 8]






Fire resistance you say?


	[Fire [magic] resistance] [low] [Level 1]
	The natural skill of a creature that were destined to live in hot areas.

Doesn't provide any real protection from [Fire] sources of damage, instead makes living in hot areas more comfortable

	Damage taken from Fire source of damage are reduced by 2%





And here I was both worried and full of hopes of getting something useful.



	“Mrogul wait!” Loki was somehow enthusiastic. I didn’t like it “Why won’t you let Zari try? He needs to gather some real life experience too.”




I DEFINITELY DON’T LIKE HOW HE SAID THAT!


Mrogul only nodded. He was serious.



	“Where’s the catch?” I asked right away.





	“What do you mean?” playing innocent are we?





	“You are offending my intelligence, you know? Is there some kind of trap? Or he has some annoying move? You accented “gathering real experience” to much.”





	“Honestly I have no idea what are you talking about...”




But I start looking here and there. But I couldn’t see anything. So I took my boots off.



	“Now that’s weird you know?”




Hey! It was not my idea that making the spell working require direct touch with earth!



	“Mother of Earth, Hear the cry of your child,



For I am naked and lost in this world so wild,

Embrace me gently, and show me the way,

So for your glory, your foes I may slay..”


The echo of nature resonated through the cave. I saw a how the dungeon twisted and cured for the next hundred meters or so. But what’s most important I saw life forces of enemies. On dead-like cold blue vision of the dungeon that appeared in my mind they were glowing like small red sparkles. And those cave guardians were not the only life forces in this little small corridor.


I looked on the high walls and ceilings. Some gecko like monsters were plastered to the walls with there tongue hanging from their mouth seeking for prey probably with heat detection.



	Cave stalker [Lizard]
	Level	7
	Hp	[29/35]
	Sp	[44/50]
	The weakest support-assassin type of the Lair of Nighmarescaled Dungeon.

All alone they are almost harmless, for they lack the ability of killing.

Instead they are traveling with other monsters supporting them by intoxicating enemies with paralyze venom and disturbing movement with their sticky tongue.

If caught alone they will roar calling for support

	Skills	Stealth [low] [Level9]

Immobilizing venom [low] [Level 4]

Call to arms

Sticky Tongue [level 3]






I looked back at Loki



	“You fucking asshole. There are, indeed, ways of teaching your friends how to deal with difficult situations, but sending em’ right into an ambush is not one of them!”





	“Eh? But adventurers always like this! Letting a newbie to fall into a pit trap, just to catch them right before they would get themselves impaled… looking how someone charge at the enemy, then he would get surrounded and cry for help… Well, we would of course help you… but at camp time we would have a nice laugh because of you.”





	“Assholes.”





	“oy, were are you going?”





	“You told me to kill them, so here I come.”





	“Zari… you are outnumbered… you already proved yourself! There is no need to rush! We will help you, so..” Now, Marika was really worried.





	“Stop it. Let him do what he pleases.” Mrogul quietly growled.





	“But there is a reason we walk as a team!”





	“If a man says he wants to do something, let him do it for bloody sake! You will only humiliate him by helping now.”





	“Not everyone thinks with that mindless orsich code you idiot!”




But I was already there. 2 guardians, 4 stalkers. They pointed their eyes at me.


Pulling the adventurous knife out of the pocket if my belt, watching my footing, I slowly shortened the distance.


I moved in a bow-like trajectory, now as I was aware of their presence and more or less know how they would fight, I tried to walk to them from a direction, that would disturb their team work as much as it was only possible.


I know bout’ you but you don’t know that I know. The one that will move first will lose.


The guardian hissed, and I was finally able to witness, what the [Roll] skill stands for. The beast start running, and after gathering enough momentum… it hid its legs, curved his head and tail, and as one great ball of scales and hissing anger were moving in my direction.


Now, a few things that needed to be taken into consideration. One, he can’t see now. He will roll to the place where he saw me for the last time. Simply moving out of his way would be enough. Two – he is not alone, the other guardian shuffled his body to attack me from the side. The geckos were waiting for now.


Normally it would be impossible to stop such a furious, rolling ball… if you wouldn’t have some kind of war hammer… that’s probably why Mrogul picked this weapon instead of his usual great axe.


But, I am quite skilled in what I do.


I planted a fire wisp on the ground in front of me, took a few steps back, and waited.


The other thing I noticed is that those monsters are slightly intelligent. After seeing me planting wisp on the floor, one of the stalkers hissed quietly. Because of irritation? Because he wanted to warn the guardian about a possible threat? I have no idea.


The only thing I know, is that in the moment that lizard rolled over the wisp, it painted the walls turned a wonderful red.


The cave guardian (the one that was still living) hissed angry, stalkers were angry, I was angry too.


We all were angry and this was but a beginning of our little dance of anger.






Oh, one more thing Jaenther – welcome to the family ^_^

            

    
        Chapter 093

    
    
    
    
                I AM ANGRY! (no, it’s not chappy yet). Oh, and I have a birthday today. And I ate cake, even two of em (toffee and apple cake). I have met with my family, and gifts were nice.

So now you may wonder why- I am angry?

For today, yes 24th of October – the day of my birthday – I got info bout’ my thesis defense date.

November the fucking 15th.

I was ready to defend myself in this week.

I didn’t write a single thing for you mostly out of this very reason – that I focused on study. JUST TO KNOW THAT I HAVE 3 FUCKING MORE WEEKS!




GWAAAAAAH, FUCK THIS BLOODY PIECE OF MOTHERF….


I am cool. I am cool now. Uh.


I have so much time, that I can both study and write chappies daily, so I think this is a good info 4 ya.


Well that was all I wanted to tell ya. To not keep ya waiting any longer. Thy Chappy!

Edited by: KenChi死



It couldn’t be named a fight. A “fight” means that both sides have some potential chances of winning. Lizards were indeed annoying, but still, it was pretty much a one sided execution.


The facts about their “tactic plan” I witnessed in no time – The Guardian were pretty much brutes that charged at everything somewhat close to them. If distance was small, they simply run, if the distance was bit more than a few meters, they turned into spiky balls and rolled in he direction of the enemy they wanted to turn into a leaky pancake.


But as they couldn’t really aim (especially while rolling) the stalkers were trying to help their bigger cousin by immobilizing the target.


They tried to do it with me to. Another fun fact – stalkers has a tongues much longer than their own body.


It wrapped it tongue around my wrist.





	You are now poisoned



	[Immobilizing Stalker's Venom] [low]



	Your [Reflex], [Agility] and [Endurance] will be reduced over time.






When one of those attributes would hit [Critical] value, you will be struck by [Paralyze]


Good against newbies. But I am afraid a certain goddess gave me something recently…





	[Viper's Blood] in effect



	[Immobilizing Stalker's Venom] [low] is being opposed by [Viper's Blood]



	Keep in mind that the effect of [Viper's Blood] will depend on [Natural Healing] level, [Mana] used for [Viper's Blood] skill, and time/strength of toxin used on you







Its sticky tongue was still there, so I allowed myself so move my hand in such matter, that now I was also holding said monster by its tongue. It was disgusting to touch; the flesh was covered in sticky saliva and poison while it was pulsating under my touch. Not for long.


I enchanted my hand with magic and sent as much fire magic through it as I found it to be adequate.


The smell of burned flesh as the monster was disgusting, completely not “appetizing” one, more like as if you would forget that you are cooking something in the kitchen… for a few nice hours.


The beast tried to run away, but it didn’t succeed, in the end this was the very reason why I grabbed it in first place.


Now I was sure, even if beast were not intelligent, they had the ability to learn. Or so I deducted after seeing the remaining two stalkers jumping off walls and crawling in my direction from the sides.


The guardian charged at me, so while using all the strength I had in my hand, I pulled the beast I held off the wall and used it to hit the beast that charged at me. Impact wasn’t enough to hurt it in anyway, but it kicked the beast out of his trajectory making it miss me, buying me few more seconds.


Stalkers jumped at me, and for heaven and hell, they surly can jump high. I ducked under one of them and rolled to the side why I clasped my hands preparing a fast spell.


The beast hit each other in the place I was just a second ago, and fell down hitting the ground under them squeaking in pain, they tried to free themselves, but they were as clumsy as fast.


The spell I prepared begin to work, making plants grow from the dirt around them, slowly depriving them from freedom of movement, binding them together and slowly strangling.


Now, the main dish.


The strange hybrid of turtle and Komodo dragon looked at me angry. It scratched the ground under it, like bull before charging.


I did the same, while putting my finger near my forehead imitating horns and letting some kind of weird bark sound provoking it.


Something broke in the uncomplicated mind of lizard, it eyes became bloodshots as it ran at me at full speed.


I also began to run at it.


Sorry mate, you would win this clash if the only thing that would be used were our bodies.


Codex-chan, can you help me mana distribution? Focus it on my feet. I will take care of the fists.


~ Okie-dokie. Try to not get dirty… who am I trying to convince? It has been so much time since the last time I was bathed in blood…


I felt a strong acceleration. The ground under my feet was shaking with small explosions every time I took a step. I was getting closer and closer to the Guardian, as I was about five meters away, I jumped trying to perform a superman punch… I really tried… it’s just… the acceleration was too strong.


I was sending almost horizontally at the monster, I swiped my arm back and releasing mana shock wave.


On its scales first cracks appeared, the first explosion wave… it would mean that as second wo…


I couldn’t even finish my thoughts before I was splattered with gushing blood.





	You have slain [Guardian of the cave]



	You have obtained 11 exp










	You have slain [Cave stalker]



	You have obtained 12 exp










	You have slain [Cave stalker]



	You have obtained 9 exp










	You have slain [Cave stalker]



	You have obtained 11 exp










	You have slain [Cave stalker]



	You have obtained 14 exp










	You have slain [Guardian of the cave]



	You have obtained 15 exp







Somehow I am even more pissed off than before. Great.


~Remember to eat those lizards, my dear.

 

Their scales are not that hard… I am afraid that those lizards are a waste of cores, maybe deeper I will find stronger so…


~Not the guardians dummy! Stalkers!


Now I am confused. The only ability I don’t have is climbing, snake’s poison is stronger so…


~THE TONGUE, YOU IDIOT! IMAGINE THE POSSIBIL… MWJAKDAWJKAWDL


Thank you Greed


~At your service…



I looked back at my team, Marika was… disgusted, probably by the blood, Mrogul was lost in thoughts, looking in no particular place while nodding, and Loki clapped a few times.



	“Nice one, those can be annoying, ya know? In teams it is simply faster… Ouch! Okay, okay, I earned that…” He said last part after I hit him in the stomach. “Zari… it is normal thing that older adventurers... are showing the world to the newbies… don’t get mad… will ya?”





	“I already forgot. But remember for the future, that I have trust issues. Do not set up those things ever again.”





	“Noted… now… look at you covered in all those remainings… good thing – there is a small lake here, bad… there is always a bad one, it is on the 5th floor, so you will have to wait. I hope you don’t find it uncomfortable to walk in… a state like yours.”




I only waved my hand to let him know, that I don’t.



	“Nice display of strength.” Mrogul finally said something. “Art worth of Khaili’s acknowledgement”




Khaili – the goddess of war. No, no elegant war that is planned in tents. More like goddess of war where blood and gore is spread in all directions. One of many, created by Heira so she could rule via chaos on battlefields. She used to “reward” the bravest solider with… madness. Or so said the book I read in the library.



	“Zaaariiii… you smell awful! Just like Mrogul…oh, no, wait, still not as bad as Mrogul, but I ain’t gonna hug you till you take a bath, that’s for sure!”




Aaaand they start arguing.



	“Now, now, now, now, now….” And yes, Loki once again tried to calm them down





After a few more hours we came down to the 5th floor…. Huh, what with floors 3 and 4? Nothing. I mean, yes there were a fw (even more than a few) little battles, monster became more and more dangerous… but they were… weak. Still, way to week, I felt like Mrogul could get here in half of the day simply charging here while swinging his hammer left and right. The fifth floor was the one, where everyone got tensed… No in bad that word meaning, just far more cautious.


And indeed there was a lake.



	“First, first, first, first, first, first….” Marika ran slowly in the direction of the lake with some cheerfully yelling.





	“Oy, Midget, it’s dangerous to go by yourse…”





	“Maybe for a dense idiot without life-sensing skills! Even if those are tiresome and mine can scan smaller areas than Zari’s, it will be more than enough… In that time, prepare camp boys… HAHAHAHAHA.” And she ran.





	“That little lazy piece of…”





	“I will plant down those repel hex bags... You mind?” I had one more reason to leave the camp…





	“Not at all, it’s even better that a mage would use those, we don’t want to damage em’.”




So I left. I walked in the direction of stairs between 5th and 4th floor. We killed some bats there. Bats – Blood suck and echolocation skills… oh boy, especially the last one may come handy.


I kneeled down, and my raised oversized bat by its wing. Not every monster here has a core, for dungeon here is weak and its influence, even if empower (or create) the mana flow inside monster, is simply too weak to crystallize it to core a form.


It means yet another thing to me. A bad thing. I need to eat it raw. As it is (simply not enough time to cook it by myself) and bringing it to the camp and cooking… IS COMPLETELY OUT OF theFUCKING QUESTION!


I looked at it one more time… maybe I don’t need to eat it whole… it’s dirty, and has too much fur… Bleh!


Ugh, I made a cut on its body and take out its heart, gulping in one go.


I will never get used to the taste of iron…


Wait. I am an idiot. Animals taste buds are adapted to make eating raw meat more comfortable, pleasurable even… Greed, I will borrow your mouth for a moment…


Something moved behind me.


I turned around quickly with raised dagger. Nothing. Completely nothing. I even used echo of earth, but it said exactly the same thing.


Looks like I am getting nervous. It can be forgiven, I am in a completely hostile land. In the forest, surly, there were predators, but also birds, and bunnies and completely neutral stuff. Here everything grew and evolved just to kill.


I start eating one more time.






What Zari didn’t know, was that he was not alone. He definitely should trust his instincts more. Behind one of the rocks, Marika hid right after she saw Zari devouring the hearts of animals with an unnaturally twisted mouth. She held her own face with both hands in order to not scream, while she used a basic life-hiding skill. After a few more moments she slowly ran away keeping her head as low as possible.







In the guild Jeremy Jericho was reading a letter. A letter from Malcolm, the head guard of small trading city.



Jeremy, You sick fuck!


Those words were used for the introduction.

 

I know, that you simply couldn’t accept that she chose me, but for goddess sake! It was over 40 years ago! And there are ways to take revenge upon such trivial matters! I wouldn’t mind that much if you would make my wife to cheat on me! Bah! To even send one of your brawlers to seduce my daughter!

 

BUT WHY FOR THE 13 LAYERS OF HELL DID YOU SEND ME A BLOODY DRAGON!? AND WHO THE FUCK IS ZARIEL? IT TOOK US OVER AN HOUR TO CONVICE HER THAT NO ONE WITH SUCH A NAME LIVES HERE!

 

Ending my little letter, I want to let you know, that this little lady of yours has damaged over 20 private properties and one military outpost.

 

And you will be the one to pay for it. You can expect the bill at the end of the month.

 

Your sincerely,

Head Guard of Ajima City

Malcolm 

 

Ps.: Go die somewhere in pain, you crazy old fart!




	“Tsh, Malcolm have no sense of humor, that’s for sure… but I hope you are somewhat calm, are you? Young lady?”




In front of his desk, on the carpet, a certain woman was sitting with head kept low.


Yes, that woman was partly covered in scales.



	“I am sorry master…”





	“Do you remember what I taught you every single time for the last 5 years? Which world did I use to start our training… may you remind me?”





	“Master your anger, or anger will become your master…”





	“That’s right. Now… what should I do with you? Malcolm is not going to treat me lightly… poor, poor old me…”





	“I am sorry master…” She became quiet for a second “Can you please tell, why did you pick another student?”





	“Hoo? Why do you care?”





	“… Was my progress not satisfying? Did I offend you by words or actions? Or maybe…”





	“No. he simply reminded me of someone. He had the same look as a certain girl I took care of about … 5 years ago? Also had nowhere to go, also is incredibly rare specimen and is talented… who knows, maybe even more than you? But you have to know, that he is exactly NOT like you. You try to solve everything with strength and a smile. He would try to outsmart everyone he can’t beat and beat everyone he can’t outsmart. And his smile has more sadness. I hope both of you will learn while meeting each other. He may push you to become even stronger, and you may help him find a way. He may be a new type of person, that you have not encountered yet, and who knows, maybe you will wipe the sorrow out of his smiles… as long as you wouldn’t kill him in your fist sparring.”




Gisele eyes shined. She really has a rival. She wasn’t cast aside. She has one more reason to get even stronger.


The new fire was burning inside of her. She got up from the carpet.



	“Master, I know it’s late… but would you mind sparring with me? Without holding back?”




The old man’s brow raised, both in surprise and joy



	“How long?”





	“10 minutes!” She claimed “I will stand up for a whole 10 minutes!”





	“Either your sense of humor improved…” the ol’ man smiled “… no, there is no other thing that would judge your statement. You won’t last 5, kid.”









Okay, as I finished writing it is 25th oct, so my top note got kinda outdated. Who cares. Will be back

            

    
        Quick note

    
    
    
    
                I am writing it 4 few of u send me private messages asking where is the chappy.


Wonderful question.


Answer: i am writing smth big.

Clench your teath, bite pillows and wait

            

    
        chapter 094

    
    
    
    
                Okay. It is happening. I put those warning for a reason. I want to warn you. In one or two places it may get… kinky. Nothing much yet, but still… I just want to humbly remind that in story description there are: “+18” “sex” and “slavery”…. But you are still reading it you bunch of horny dogs… tssh, with who am I forced to work YES THERE WIL BE SEX IN THIS CHAPTER


Oh, and rest of chapter maybe… bit crazy

Edited by: KenChi死




I chewed some herbs that I brought with me on this journey, as I was walking back to the camp. I took em’ mostly for cases like this one – to get rid of the smell of flesh and blood from my mouth. I will also need to visit the lake, for I am cover in blood from my little battle with the lizards.


The lake itself was already empty, apparently the guyz already were here to clean themselves. Snapping my fingers I made the witch robe to disappear. Just like that. Convenient part of soulbound items.


I jumped inside the cold water and rested my back on some rock trying to relax my painfully tense muscles. The deeper we walked into the cave, oh irony, the brighter it became, thanks to a blue glowing mushrooms and some plant growing near the ceiling. The place itself also changed. First floor was an ordinary cave, at the 2nd we were greeted by gates guarded by monuments of two lizards, and now, the deeper we came, the cave became more… inhabited? Civilized? Here and there you could witness something that, in my opinion, supposed to look like some kind of hut, somewhere was a piece of the wall, like some kind of castle, but never finished… they were place here and there without any logical pattern… as if dungeon was trying to mimic small cities… cities that it never saw with its own “eyes”.


Maybe it “heard” adventurers talking about their homes and tried to… nah, I shouldn’t dwell further in consideration about the dungeon sanity nor architecture. One – it ain’t going to be useful to me, two – I have simply no valid data to make anything more than speculation. Oh, and three – this is NOT why I am here. I am here to have fun and kill… not necessary in that order.


Now, as I am clean and shiny I can resume my march back. It didn’t take me long, just two minutes or so.


Yet I was greeted with an unfamiliar air around my companions. Marika wasn’t looking at me, Mrogul actually was looking at me too much and his hand was placed a bit too close to his warhammer. Only Loki was smiling as he usually did.



	“Yo Zari!” he yell “It took you quiet some time to get back here, were you doing something dirty on your way here?”





	“Opposite of that, I was getting clean.”





	“Whatever… Now I have an idea! Let’s talk about ourselves! Nothing tightens up the bonds of friendship like good, honest talk! You start Zari!”





	“The hell? What am I supposed to say?”





	“Hmmm, maybe what kind of food you like the most? What places you want to visit? Why are you eating the guts of monsters raw when no one is watching, and finish with what kind of woman you like? You know, just your regular stuff!”




O-ho, so this is why they are acting like they have stick in their ass. Marika hissed at Loki



	“You were supposed to ask less directly!”





	“You can’t ask about woman less directly!”




Now they were trying to turn it into a joke.



	“I have nothing again answering, you know?” I said while sitting at the opposite end of the campfire. “Favorite food? That would be all kinds of sweets… I know, not exactly manly, but I can’t hold myself after I see a good cheesecake… Places? Maybe take a romantic walk in the light of the moon near some ancient ruins of a castle? Would be nice, I guess… I eat guts when no one is watching to not make anyone disgusted, that for sure… and woman? Hard to tell, I am not sure if I have one type… anything else.”





	“Zari, it is not what I asked and you know that…”





	“If you want to ask something, ask directly. No need to cover your fear in the illusion of friendly talk nor fake courage.”




I was looking him in the eyes. Calm. He was quiet, so I allowed myself to continue.



	“Almost every human I met so far was hiding his true intents toward me. Trying to beguile me with nice words and fake smiles, just to use me and then cast me aside. You are… such stupid creatures… When you are scared, you jump into danger thinking that acting brave will save you, when you have no knowledge about something, you pretend to know everything just to impress each another. You are raping your instincts, yet you still somehow managed to dominate this continent. I know only one thing. I became an adventurer to stop being used. To release myself from lies. Ask directly, or don’t ask at all.”




The camp once again became silent as the uneasy atmosphere became stronger and stronger.



	“If you are afraid to hurt my feeling, you already did it. If you are not going to ask, I will not answer. And it will only make me not trust you, and you to stop trusting me.” I said while I shoved another part of a food ratio into my mouth.




Loki only breathed heavily and said



	“We have heard stories among adventurers. Some are tales for kids, some are legends, some are myths… We have one particular… about Faceless. He was supposed to be a boy that… ugh… I will cut it to the end okay? It is some kind of mimic creature that is highly addicted to… meat. Fresh meat. And it is lonely. It would, from time to time, visit human settlements, make friends, and enjoy his time until his addiction would kick in again. It would do everything to stop himself… start eating animals raw first… but… do I really need to say where the story is heading? Zari, the problem is, that there are usually two kinds of creatures that eat meat… raw. The one that do it because of instinct and low intelligence… and the one which are…” here he made a gesture near his head which supposed to mean ill-in-head.





	“Saying bluntly, as you already know that I am not an animal, you are afraid that I am some spooky boogieman.” Well… now I have a problem. “Heh… actually you would be partly right.”




I said with wide grin, but not a evil-I-will-devour-you-all-grin, just a friendly grin



	“I am definitely not a human… the only things you need to know is that: one – I am not your “Faceless” nor any other beast that will tear you apart, two – I am not addicted in any way to raw meat, actually I hate it, I told you that prefer candy already? I probably do, three – ol’ man Jericho knows exactly what I am. And he trusts me. Cuz’ I am not human there are many who would like to see me dead, Jericho accepted me as his student for he wanted me to fight for my life. I am one of a kind… it is pretty lonely… to be one of the kind.”





	“Zari, you still lied to us.”





	“No, I didn’t. The face you see is my own. I didn’t tell you what I am to keep you safe. You are… pretty heavy drinkers guys… I can’t risk for one of you to get drunk, go to screw some whore, as you would be light-headed, and say here that you have a beast-like-friend. She may tell another one, the another one would tell to yet another… and finally someone would come for me.”




After a few minutes of silence I resume



	“I was a human up till a few month ago, you know? I give up my humanity to… save a village… and right away I was kick out of it. But I didn’t mind. I lived as a hermit in the dense forest by my own, until assassins came for me. What was I supposed to do? Staying with humans – bad. Leaving humans and moving to the forest – bad… what do you want me to do? I just want to live… I just want to live…”




As I talked the sorrow started rising in my heart. My lungs somehow were getting less and less air, I start hyperventilating. Am I crying?



	“Fuck… we brought it to far!” Loki was frightened in a strange way, Marika jumped on her tinny feet and rushed at me giving me a hug.





	“Zari, we are sorry! It was supposed to be a joke!” Wha… “We told you that we love to mock newbies! It was supposed to be a prank! Sometimes we pretend that we are monsters that are eating newbies on first missions, but I saw you back there eating those hearts and I decided to tell the rest to change the script! You really think we would mind it?! When we are starving and trapped in a dungeon we eat monster too! Bah! Mrogul parade covered in guts as part of his idiotic ritual! We are sorry, we didn’t know that you had such a hard past…”




… My insides were screaming. I found a new home and the idea that I would be kicked out of it again was making me numb with fear. And here they are telling me that it was supposed to be yet another joke…


The fear vanished. What replace him was pure fury.



	“A joke…”





	“Yes… sorry… we a…”





	“YOU FUCKING DENSE IDIOTS! I WILL FUCKING KILL YOU SO HARD THAT YOU WILL DIE OF DEATH!”





	“Now, now, now, now… calm down plea…





	“DON’T YOU FUCKING DARE TO TELL ME WHAT TO DO!”





	“Zari… now you are actually scary…”





	“I AM SCARY NOW?! NO YOU LITLLE FUCKER, I AM GOING TO BE SCARY IN A BLOODY SECOND! YOU ASKED WHAT I AM!? I AM GOING TO FUCKING SHOW YOU WHAT I AM!”




I felt my muscles shifting, they apparently saw that too, in the end it is hard to NOT notice skin bulging and crawling as if bugs were digging their way under it.


I wanted to make a show. But something hit me in the head and I blacked out.



	“Marika… where did you find the branch to hit him? He will be even more pissed when he wakes up…”





	“I…I…I will take care of it!” Marika said eagerly.









Weird. I was hit in the head… was I? I am pretty sure that I was. But I was also 5 floors under ground. In a cave. Caves are humid, smells like wet moss and ground, on which we were laying, should be hard and uncomfortable. Even if laying on our adventurous sleeping bad.


So why the hell is the air so dry, almost too dry, I can smell roses and honey and I am pretty sure that I am laying on a bed.


And I am being petted, someone is caressing my hair while huming.



	“I know you are awake Zari… well, the word “awake” may be misleading now.” The voice I haven’t heard in quite some time.




I opened my eyes just to see the mischievous smile on the red lips of Heira.



	“Mornin’ sleepyhead.”




Something is off



	“Last time I was here I could barely think, not to mention moving…” I said while lifting my hand





	“Many factors can improve the way you feel in different realms.” She didn’t stop caressing me





	“Like?”





	“Like your spirituality, in the end it’s the power of connecting your mind to sprits, another factor is your affinity, it grows alongside with you… last but not least are my powers… for the next month and half my power to influence the world will be the greatest…”





	“…”





	“You don’t know what day it is? Hey, back on Earth you were celebrating it too… It’s the day of death honey, my power will grow and grow up to the shortest day of the year, when they would reach their absolute peak. And then we will have the day of the “birth of the sun” when the days start getting longer… you worshiped that day too… under the same name… until the whole Christianity kicked in and they rename it as the day to be birth of there god… silly… they made it the 25th of December, even as it was never mentioned when he was actually born… the only purpose was to get rid of the pagan festival… but you already know it… of course you do…”




She went back to humming and patting.



	“Why did you bring me here… and you may already say where is “here””





	“We are in the so called hell, of course… and I dragged you here… just to tell you what a jerk you are! I gave you powers… I gave you my to… my servant as a pet, and you never call, never write letters… I thought that I may give you to one of my succubus for a night, just to teach you a lesson… but as you were already here… ahh, I am growing too old for this sh… my, my… pardon me, a lady must watch her language. Wanna take a walk?”




I stood up. I still couldn’t move completely freely, as if I was in state on being verry tired, my eyes were heavy, muscles tense from exhaustion. Almost immediately I felt like going back to bed.



	“You look… older…”





	“Now, that was completely rude!”





	“Pardon me, for I used the wrong word…” I quickly decided to not make the owner of hell angry in her own house “You are looking like a blooming flower. Is that because of this day?”





	“My, my… what a player…” she giggled “I am sure we told you dozens of times already, we can bend avatars to our will. It’s like clothing, we have a full wardrobe and it would be a waste to wear the same thing everyday… or at least thit is what I think, my sisters may have different thoughts about this… speaking of which…”




This is when I noticed, just after I could completely focus my gaze, just a moment ago she was wearing something that could only be called a pajamas, the next second it changed  into a goth stylized rococo dress, she also held a small umbrella in one of her hands.



	“May we leave?”




She asked resting her body on my arm.


The great door (out of her room) opened wide as we left.



	“Many people have many ideas about how our domain works. If you are good you go to heaven, if you are bad you go to hell. Yes, but not always. There are many realms in our domains, for our children, other deities we created as helpers, are ruling them in our names. And thus we have eternal battlefield, were solider may fight all day and night, soaking in blood, pain tuned into semi-pleasure, gathering ecstasy every time they kill… just to be reborn in this realm after a few minutes to fight once again… there are fields of eternal hunt… this one is shared with Aira… but she in nor really interested in the afterlife… What you like you get… Pervs also have there own haven here, in hell… You really need to be kind of a jerk to be cast into hell as you describe it… have you ever read the Divine comedy of Dante? Do not answer, I know that you know half of it by heart, also painting of Hieronymus Bosch picturing hell? Also rhetorical question. This kind of hell is here too…”





	“In which one are we now?” I shouldn’t have asked. I definitely shouldn’t have asked that.




After a second I heard a moan coming from behind one of the closed door. A moan that was a mix of pain and pleasure.



	“Deandare, how many times I have I told you that you should close the door to your workshop… I know that being a watch is turning you on, but please, we have a guest…”




The door was opened and a succubus came out.








What, you want a description of her and the room, don’t you? Eh… fine (you pervs…)


Tanned skin, exotic body with curvy shapes, small horns curved back, small wings, that definitely weren’t suited to fly growing out of her backs just a bit higher than her waist.


And she was wearing something that was resembling a latex suit…. Well calling it a suit is exaggeration, it was nothing but stockings, long gloves, corset… everything attached more than well to her body. She held a whip and fake phallus was attached to her waist.



	“Pardon me, my queen…” She said. Behind her, on the bed a woman was tied and blindfolded. Her whole body was covered in red marks after being hit by the whip. “…oh hello Candy boy…” that was addressed to me “… can it be, that we were talking about him, my queen?” She said licking her lips





	“Change of plans, I am keeping him for myself.” She giggled “But who knows, the night is young, I still may bring him back… and watch… depends on how much this young man would please me with his company.”





	“M…Mistress?” It wasn’t me. Not Heira nor the succubus. The woman tied to the bed moaned. “Mistress where are you…”





	“SHUT UP YOU HORNY SLUT! CAN’T YOU SEE I AM TALKING WITH SOMEONE MUCH MORE IMPORTANT THAN YOU PATHETIC BITCH?!” … actually… she can’t… she is blindfolded… remember? “… no wait… you talked… you dared to speak? Last time I remember I allowed you to bark and only that…” she once again turned back to us “Pardon me, my queen, responsibility is calling… see you around candy boy…” she winked. I shivered.





	“You know…” Heira said, “If you are into that kind of things I will have nothing against letting you join in…”





	“I am afraid I do not like those… that much…”





	“Rarely anyone likes it… until they are introduced to the right succubus… it takes about a week to completely break em’… but sometimes we have special cases ya know? There was a priest sent here… the pure type. He never did it anyone, mediating his whole life… but well, because he never felt true pleasure… Luxia asked me if I can entertain him a little… two hours. He endured two hours before he completely lost to pleasure…”





	“You are mocking me.”





	“True. But the story is also true… can we keep walking?”




We resume our peaceful march.



	“You are a bit stronger… but still not enough. Even if you are getting stronger twice as fast as you’re supposed to… it is still too slow. This is why I allowed myself to prepare something for you.”





	“I just hope it isn’t another succubus.




She laughed cheerfully.



	“Nooo, but… how do you want to combine getting stronger and a night with succubus? It usually goes in the opposite direction, ya know? They will try everything to break you… and rarely let go… unless… maybe instead of being beaten you prefer to beat? In that case I can give you her number… she may show you a few tricks… I will do it right away!”





	“No, wait.. sto…”




She grabbed my wrist painfully and pushed her thumb into my skin. I hissed with pain as something got burned in my skin


A black mark of a single bat wing. It quickly disappeared.



	“It will always be there, if you want a lesson… or the other case… you know how to use it, do you?”





	“… May you… stop using my body like that? I honestly dislike being tattooed everywhere I go… first goblins, then snakes, now you…”





	“It won’t show unless you want it to, stop whining.” She smiled while biting her lip.




We walked out of the castle (far as I could see after some time, we were indeed in a palace like structure) and were now walking through the walls.



	“About you getting stronger” she continued “I can’t tell you everything now, for it would spoil the fun… you will see by yourself in like… a minute? I just want to say two thing before you wake up… one: call me god damn it! Pray to me from time to time! Or next time you will have a session with Deandare… the second one…”




She pushed me to the verge of the wall. The railing was pretty low, so part of my body was hanged over it. One more step and I would fall into the nothingness below.


She leaned to me looking in my eyes. I thing I forgot about breathing. The red lips were getting closer and closer, her gaze was distant and she was panting heavily. If it would continue like this we will kiss each other… But do I mind? With every second, as I look into those brown, warm eyes, I was losing myself…



	“The other thing is… that you will have only one chance to find it… Chase the rabbit, Alice.”




The warmness disappeared from her eyes. She bite her lips as evil, really evil fire burned in her eyes.


She pushed me. She pushed me out of the palace walls. SHE PUSHED ME OUT OF THE FUCKING 50 METERS TALL WALL RIGHT INTO BULGING DARKNESS BELOW!


FOR FUCK SAKE!


The speed of wind start hurting my eyes. I felt as if my heart skipped a beat. Right before the moment I was supposed to hit the boiling mass of nothingness. I woke up.


All covered in sweat.



	“..ari! Zari wake up! Thanks goddess! We couldn’t wake you up, and it looked like you were having a bad dream…”




I changed my position into sitting one.



	“My head…” I hissed “As if I was hit by a train…” I said while I laid my hand over the back of my head.





	“What is a train?”





	“In our case – Marika.” Loki giggled.





	“Zari, we are sorry! We pushed it to far! And then I hit you, and then I… is that a rabbit?”




She said while looking over my shoulder.



	“What is it doing over here?” Behind me the rabbit was sitting with an extremely bored expression. It turned to gaze to us.





	“Finally. How much can you keep folks waiting?”





	“…It talked… didn’t it?” Loki was somewhat impressed





	“Ya got a problem with that?”





	“But… you’re a bunny…”





	“And you are a whining bitch. So what?” Extremely rude black bunny.





	“Listen guys, you ain’t going to remember any of this shit, so please don’t waste my time, Alice get your sweet ass up, we are about to move.”





	“… I am afraid my name is Marika and not Alice…” The only owner of a female name in our camp said





	“Ain’t talking to you whore! Como on Alice! Wonderland can’t wait!... literally can’t wait… the rift is unstable.”





	“What kind of R…” I was curious





	“JESUS FUCKING CHRIST ALICE! I AM A GUIDE NOT A FUCKING HELP OFFICE! I was told to bring you with me, and I am about to move. With you or without you!”




And he started hopping away. I jumped to my feets



	“Guyz… I know it is crazy… but I have to follow him. Be a nice team and wait.”





	“Wait!” Loki yelled “What does it mean? Where are you going?”





	“On an adventure!”




I bolted forward after the bunny. Fast son of a…



	“W..where are we going?”





	“To the rabbit hole!”





	“WHY?!”





	“I DON’T KNOW!? AND THIS IS THE FUN PART! HAHAHAHA”





	“The corridor! We walked through the corridor!”





	“CORRIDORS ARE MENT TO WALK THROUGH THEM!”





	“BUT YESTERDAY IT WAS NOT THERE!”




I ran and ran, jumping over smaller rocks desperately trying to keep speed with the oversized and overspeeded (I know that no such word does exist) bunny.



	“THERE! RIGHT THERE! JUMP RIGHT AFTER ME! HAHAHA!”




He said while hopping into a hole. What else was I supposed to do? I was told to chase the rabbit. I jumped in right behind him.


The same feeling as after using teleportation hit me. I hit “warp speed” while being sucked by some kind of tunnel that appeared in the void.


Finally I was spit out right into a land unknown to me. Purple sky, flowers and mushrooms as big as a houses. And the moon. The moon was smiling. Literally. The moon had a fucking face twisted in a wicked grin. (ED: soul eater moon?)



	“NYHAHAHAHA! THAT WAS A RIDE, RIGHT ALICE?”




A teenage girl came out from behind some bushes. Blonde hair, white and blue dress… like the real Alice from the animated movie…



	“Mr. Hopper! Here you are! I was looking for you all day and night!” She yelled catching him in both hands.





	“FUCK! FUCK FUCKFUCKFUCK! WHAT ARE YOU LOOKING AT! SAVE ME! SHE WILL KILL ME!”





	“Because of you we were late for the dinner!” she said while pressing her face into Mr. Hopper’s fur “And we couldn’t start without you! In the end you are the main dish!”




The face of the girl changed. From sweet and innocent into a deep sea monster fish with teeth longer than my arm. With one bite she chewed off the head of the bunny.


What


The


Fuck?



	“You…. Are you Mr. Hopper’s friend?” She said with the girl face. With the face of the girl covered in blood.





	“Nope. Never seen him before.”





	“What a shame… I would have you at tea party… well, I will be going then…”




And she went back into the bushes. Just like that. What is wrong with this hell hole?!



	“UuuuUUuuUUu…”




What now? Sounded like a kid who would try to scare their parent after putting sheet over him pretending to be ghost.


The sound was emitted by … a flying white tissue.



	“uUuuUUuuUUu… why is he standing like an idiot over there? He should be terrified… UuUUUUUuuUU!!! OY! ARE YOU DEAF DICKHEAD!? I SAID UUUUUUUUUUUUU!!!!”




I grasped the flying tissue and squeezed it a little.



	“KWAH! It hurts you asshole!” I pulled the tissue away. What I was holding now was some kind of butterfly girl. Her skin was completely white with black marks here and there. Antennas were erected from her forehead and her eyes were red. “What ya lookin’ at? Never saw a night pixie before, you prick!?” I should squeeze you lil more… :Atataatata! Okay okay! I will be a good girl!”





	“Where am I?”





	“You are Alice, aren’t you? Well… I was told to wait for Alice, Alice was described to me, and you fit the description of Alice! Even more! You are in the exact place where I was suppose to find Alice, therefore…” She said making a dramatic pause, just to point at me and yell with the voice as she made some kind of discovery “…YOU ARE ALICE!”





	“Call me Zari… you still haven’t answer my question…”





	“This whole world… was designed for you… and only for you… BE FUCKING GRATEFULL ALICE! But to that point… We are here to hold an event for you!”





	“…”





	“…”





	“…”




<Squeeeeeze>



	“At-atatattata okay, okay! You rememberthe festival of love! The so called valentine’s day! It’s the same! The same-same! It is so very similar… that it’s…completely different!” …<squeeze> … “Uff! Ok ok! Ya remember when you needed to cut out hearts? The part is similar! You may find monsters here! Monsters, depending on many factors, may drop Halloween candies! You will be either able to eat em… I hope you do so… or keep em! After 24 hours… in this dimension 24 hours… You will get an extra 10 minutes were you would be able to decide how many candies you would want eat or how many you wantkeep.”




She took a few breaths just to continue after a few seconds.



	“The prizes. As with hearts, there are milestones… if you would decide to keep em… but… eating em… oh boy that’s a wildcard! You can get something nice… or something less nice… or few terrible things… oh… did I mention events in events? All over this realm there are scattered places where you can challenge the game! Butt you will have t… BUTT! HAHAHA!... OH, I mean… but you will have to pay an entre fee. You know… pay 50 and you MAYBE will win 200… just an example… You know everything? Great? Want to ask something? No? Great! TIME START! KEEP MOVING FUCKFACE!”




	Halloween Spooky Party is on!
	Remaining time: 23h:59m:58s
	Candies found: 0








The hell. Palace of Lust. Heira was sitting on her throne. In front of a blue floating ball. The ball was working like a screen, showing everything that happened in the dimension she created. She was holding a glass of wine in her hand. A gentle smile plastered all over her face.


On the floor in front of her a young succubus was kneeling licking her alabaster-white feet


The flash of light hit the room.



	“Sister… how nice of you to decided to visit me…” Heira said without a single hint of joy “…with two serafin purifiers… tell your dogs to hide swords. They are irritating me…”





	“Where is he?” Luxia was angry. Like as a dragon. That was kicked in the ass. After a week of explosive diarrhea. “Before his existence vanished he was here! What did you do to him!?”




Heira only pointed with her head at the orb.



	“W…what is this place?!”





	“I named it Halloween Wonderland. Nice name you have to admit…”





	“WHAT IS IT!?”





	“A realm I made when I was bored…”





	“THAT’S FORBIDEN!”





	“No, if it is temporal. I will erase it after 48hours… Pardon me sister for a moment… something happened Klante? Your tongue stopped moving…”




The succubus terrified by the appearance of angel started working once again.



	“You are disgusting…”





	“If you want you can sit and look…I don’t mind… the fun part will begin… in 20 minutes…. I guess… until then…”




She grabbed the succubus by it’s horns and leaded her face in direction of her crotch


She gasped happily



	“You… are… disgusting.”





	“Hm? You still there?”





	“If a hair drops from his head as he is there…”





	“Then what? I will tell you more. I appraised his possibilities and raised the difficulty to BRUTAL mode. He will struggle. He will be wounded. Maybe badly. But he will came away from there stronger.”





	“Why are you doing this? It’s..”





	“You see… the idea is not to make him just stronger… he is mine… MINE! He dwelled in darkness. If I would succeed, the way he views the world may change, he may be the perfect tool of chaos! Until he learns to be chaos himself…”




She got bored of teasing the succubus and kicked her.



	“Klante, you are hopeless, you may be good in pleasing horny dogs, but you lack skill and dedication. Call for Deandare… ask her to bring a few tools.”





	“He better came out of there alive… or else…”





	“Or else what? One, you are here with two angels. No matter how strong. If both of us would call for help who would come first? Lemme just point the fact, that we are in hell… and even more, may you tell me again what day it is have? You stand no chance against me… Now go away… I am angry. And horny. And you are quite the beauty. Do I need to say what will happen if you stay here a few more minutes?”





	“Y… you wouldn’t dare…”




Heira only got off of her throne and walked in the direction of her sister. She started working near the straps of her clothing making it fall on the ground. Her clothing was a one part suit, so now she was standing only in her stockings. As she was walking she took off the table a whip that SOMEHOW was already there.



	“Actually I was hoping you would stay…”





	“We are leaving.” Luxia hissed angry





	“What a shame…”




Another flash of light made the three figures vanish.


Heira was standing there naked for some more time.



	“FUCK!” Heira was rarely using such a direct vulgarism. She started throwing things through the room.





	“WHERE IS SHE FOR FUCK SAKE!”





	“Mistress? You called for me.” The experienced succubi came in





	“You better work hard today.”





	“I live to please you.”





	“Did you bring it?”






(If you are not into gurl on gurl action, skip the chapter, cuz there is nothing more from the story here. Just sex)


Deandare kneeled, bowed her head and with an outstretched hand she gave her mistress a tool. A two sided dildo with straps.


Heira took it and slowly slid it inside of herself with a small gasp. After a few more seconds she began to tie the straps of toy around her hips in order to secure it from falling. She checked it twice. Things are about to get intense. If the toy would fail.. well, it would be quite a turn off.


She once again sat on her throne spreading her legs. She waited for a few seconds. Some less experienced succubuses would jump right on her in order to please her. Those more experienced waited. Deandra was definitely experienced.



	“I’ll allow you to suck it.” The lady of the night finally gave her permission.




A tanned devil with a wide grin started crawling on all four to her mistress. And she started licking. First her inner thighs just to slowly start traveling up, higher and higher, leaving small trails of saliva. When she finally get to her destination, she started to slowly, sensibly and skillfully lick the the toll through it length.


Heira felt the sensation of her skilful tease inside of her. Her muscles tightened on the toy. A weak moan left her mouth.


The tease was good when they were doing it for fun. But not now. She is horny. Once again she grabbed the succubi by it’s horns and forced the toy inside her throat. Some rapid pulls were enough to tell her partner what she want.


Deandare started swallowing the large tool, as it was hitting the back of her throat and then traveling deeper. She grabbed the armrest of the throne in order to not fall on her mistress as the motion was getting stronger and faster. The sound of choking started to escape her throat.


The goddess partly closed her eyes and began purring in pleasure. She moved one of her hands behind her, and the other one she start playing with her beautiful, full breast, caressing it in a slow, circular motion, pinching her nipple from time to time.


The succubi’s hands were massaging the inner thighs of the black haired girl, providing additional stimulation.


Tension was getting stronger and stronger. Purring turned into quiet moans. Quiet moans into loud ones.  The goddess finally couldn’t wait any longer. The lust that finally reached its peak.


Heira jumped off the throne, she pushed her lower into place, just to once again grab her horns and start thrusting her hips, forcing the phallus into her throat. She was literally fucking her face.


She yelled loudly as she reached climax. The love liquid start leaking, making its path first through her thighs, then through the stockings.


After about half a minute she remember that she still had the toy in her servant’s throat. She released her. Deandare started coughing fighting for the air. 10 seconds later she was ready to serve again.


She stood up and asked with the smile



	“Anything else mistress?”





	“Ho? You think we are done? You know that I get… more demanding on the day of death… On the table. Bend over.”





	“Yes, mistress.”




She did as she was told, laying her body on the table, and then spreading her rear, exposing her flower that was dripping love nectar as an invitation. Because of the way her body was placed, she couldn’t see the goddess coming to her, but she definitely felt the elastic toy being pressed on her, and slowly spread her lower lips. The succubi gasped quietly.



	“Dea, my love, are you ready?”




Heira was in a good mood. She rarely cared for the pleasure of her partners when she was in heat.



	“Yes, my queen.”





	“Good, for I doubt I can wait any longer.”




She pulled the toy slowly out, building tension, just to make the very next move rapid.



The day was young. It didn’t look like the goddess would stop before evening.




Oookay, this was one of the very reason why it took me so long. You had no idea how many porn stor… I mean literatures… I needed to read in order to write the following scene in a relatively decent way.  I humbly ask those who read this part (so yes, everyone of you) how good it was. I don’t want to make sex the main event of the story, yet it may be important in the future. This is why I decided to write this part as an experiment. Was it good? Was it bad?

Who won? Who’s next? You decideeee EpicSexBattleOfHistory.


(ED: What did I sign up for? * shakes his head, which was resting in his hands* I… I’m sorry. Please forgive Anuel for he knows not what he does.)
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	HellMaw [lower Infernal Spawn]
	Level	11
	Hp	60
	Sp	400
	Skills	Life sense [Passive]

Bite [level 9]

Tireless [Passive]

Insatiable [Passive]

	Those beast are used by Devils in hunting because of their ability to find their targets and because they never let go.

Fast. Very Fast. Very, very fast. Forget about outrunning them, you will grow tired, they won't.






Have you ever found something that looked like a mouth on legs? Those beast are exactly something like that.


Reptilian like legs, two of them, that ended with a ball like torso. The torso was only a mouth. No eyes, no nostrils. Only mouth. He won’t be even able to digest what he eat, for he has no stomach. He. Is. Only. Mouth. While standing beast was about 1.2 meter tall.


The monster was moving like a kid with ADHD, jumping left and right with it’s tongue hanging out making some kind of indescribable noises. And it jumped on me of course.(ED: Are we allowed to say this?)


I lifted my hands to hold it as far from me as possible. The bastard was pretty heavy, forcing me on the ground, clasping his mouth in front of me repeatedly like it wanted to bite me.


Using all my strength I threw the beast away and jumped back on my feet. The creature needed some more time to do same, since it only had its leg as every possible tool of supporting its body.



	“Spear, D’iabel.”




It should be the best way to keep those buggers away.



	“I live to serve.”




With a few swift moves I balanced the weapon in my hands. The creature jumped again. With a swing I hit it making it drop to the side. Before it was ready to rise again, I impaled it with the spearhead.


It squalled in pain.



	You have slain HellMaw
	You have obtained 42 exp





In a flash of orange light two candies fell on the ground near the corpse of the beast.



	“EAT IT! EAAAAT IIIIT!” The pixie yelled. I already forgot it decided to follow me. When I asked her why, she just scream like some kind of maniac FORH FUNH!





	Halloween Candy
	You can keep it, You can eat it!

But what would you get? Who knows!? It may be a trick or treat!







	“Somehow I don’t trust you.”





	“Don’t trust me! Trust your luck! Where’s the fun!?”




Tsh…Maybe I should force one into the mouth of that annoying butterfly…



	“I can tell what you are thinking about! Won’t work! Those are restricted to you, and only you!”




Fuck. Who does not take risk, shall not drink the champagne… heh, in my native language it sounds better.


I unwrapped candy and gulped it in one go.



	Chocolate flavored Candy of small Experience
	Exp + 100





What the… it’s great… it’s wonderful! Maybe one more?



	Bull's Blood flavored Candy of small Dexterity
	Dex +1





Do you think Bull’s blood taste the same? Nope. It doesn’t. It’s worse. Thick and leaves a stronger aftertaste.



	“MEEEH! It should be 50-50! Why did you get only nice stuff? Why ya didn’t get… BUNNY TAIL! You would be adorable with a bunny tail!”




I could grow a fucking bunny tail? You are kidding me… no wait, I could just forcefull shift my body to erase it… no problem with bunny tails.



	“Go on Alice! You have no candies! No candies means no prize! Oy! Alice! Keep some with yourself! You may want to take part in a competitions! And those have fee!”




I started moving



	“What kind of competition?”





	“SECRET! Secrets that are no longer secrets are no fun! Move that ass Alice! NOW! ALICE RUN LEFT!”




… Well… I did as she said



	“NOW ALICE RIGHT! 100 METERS STRAIGHT AND THEN LEFT AGAIN!”





	“Where are you leading me?!”





	“I HAVE NO FUCKING IDEA!”




I stopped running



	“What did you say?”





	“Hu? I thought that yelling like that would be funny…”




… I will fucking murder her.


The bushes rumbled. Some HellMaws started running at me.


Breath in, breath out. I started circling the spear in hand while channeling mana. As the beasts jumped at me from the sides I hit the ground with the dull edge of the spear releasing shock wave, not to hurt em’ but to create a wave of wind and magic that would push them aside. What I already noticed is that these beast are unintelligent and have completely no team-fighting skill. As their first charge was broken, they would regain footing at different times and start attacking as individuals.


I prefer fighting this way.


One jumping from the left got hit and flew away, another one jumping on my back, I performed a swing from above forcing it on the ground right below. I retrieved spear and thrusted again. The beast died on the spot.



	You have slain HellMaw
	You have obtained 40 exp





The strategy in painfully plain. Wait for em’ to jump, hit them down. If there would be danger of being attacked by another beast, simply wait and hit that to. If I would have enough time, just finish the crawling creature.



	You have slain HellMaw
	You have obtained 44 exp





One left I don’t want to get to sweaty, maybe I will finish him from afar? Heira said that magic based on her element should be stronger for a month and half, didn’t she?


With the spear in one hand and one free I started channeling a dark bolt, as the beast started rushing. It was struck with the arrow of darken I shot at it.


It didn’t die. Weird, it had something like 40hp, didn’t it? Why is it still… Oh my…


The beast started trembling and growing. It’s gray skin turned black. It’s maw got another row of teeth. What the…



	You gave [Chaos infused] status effect on [HellMaw]
	The beast absorbed the chaos magic you gave it

Str +25%

Dex +25%

Vit +25%

End +25%







	“Bw…BWAHAHAHA! SERIOUSLY? I KNEW THAT FOLLOWING YOU WOULD BE AMUSING, BUT THAT HIT THE SPOT! WHICH PART OF INFERNALSPAWN OR HELL IN ITS NAME COULDN’T YOU UNDERTAND? DO YOU PUT DOWN FIRE WITH GASOLINE TOO? MWAHAHA! OY! WAIT! USE FIRE ON IT TOO! I AM CURIOS WHAT WOULD HAPPEN!”




The beast got faster stronger bigger and even more insane. Yet still remained stupid with no sense of tactic.



	“Warhamer D’iabel!”





	“Your will, my hands.”




I shifted my arms to gain as much muscle as possible, while enchanting em and the weapon with mana.


The beast was still smaller than me, and the difference in height only brings more force to the swing.



	You have slain HellMaw
	You have obtained 60 exp







	“WEEEE! BLOODY CONFETTI! Can this day get any better!?” The pixie screamed while getting a small bath of blood and gore. “Candies! Pick’em! Eat em!”





	Event Pocket
	Currently stored Candies: 11





I think I will take one more and then start collecting for milestones.




	Earwax flavored candy of Explosive Diarrhea
	Remaining time: 0h:9m:58s





W…What?



	“BWAHAHA! FUCKING JACKPOT! You can use those bushes, I would stay on guard, fret not!”




It’s some kind of joke.



	“Chip, Chip, chip HellSpawn! C’mere!”





	“THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?!”





	“I HAVE NEVER SEEN ANYONE FIGHTING BEASTS WHILE HAVING DIRAHEA! IT MUST LOOK HILARIOUS! I HAVE TO SEE IT!”





	“I will fucking TEAR YOU APART YOU DUMB BITCH!”





	“It is something to die for!”




I heard the noises and sounds of lizard legs scratching on the ground. I can’t believe this! I will fight monsters with my pants down… it can’t be happening…


Or wait…



	“Through the knowledge of ancients, I call your name,



Hear me from darkness, and take ones blame,

To honor the pact we made long ago,

Spread the havoc as night shall glow… Kaito! Greg!”


Could you please guard me for the next… 9 minutes and 11 seconds? Thanks so much!



	“YOU ARE CHEATING! YOUR CHEATING CHEEATAH! YOU RUINED EVERYTHING!”




… just wait for those 8 minutes and 44 seconds and I would gladly devote you a minute or so…


Greg stood behind me, guarding me with his branches, as Kaito was using the beasts as chew toys .



	You have slain HellMaw
	You have obtained 38 exp





For now I am safe… just wait you little…


5 minutes… guh… the pain! Maybe I will gave her more than a minute of my time?


3 minutes…. He, I am stupid, I can torture her all the time as I would not be occupied!


1 Minute! Wait for it… waaaaait for it


10…


9


8

54321!~Here I come!



	“He, Alice, what ya dui… WGAh! Stop squeezing me! … P…Please, be gentle… it’s my first time!”





	“Still joking? Soon I will erase that grin from your face…”





	“… you wouldn’t hit a lady, would you?”





	“The hammer of justice is unisex.”





	“W..W…W..Wait please! Can we talk about this?”





	“Speak.”





	“I could somehow pay back for my unforgivable behaviors!”





	“How?”





	“… I am a girl, ya know? HOW DENSE CAN YOU BE YOU IDIOT?! DON’T YOU FIND ME BEAUTIFUL?!”





	“You are about 20 centimeters tall. Barely bigger than my tool. If we would have sex I would find you dead instead. Now… where were we? <squeeeeez>





	“Thaw! Okay! Okay! I can pay you! I have some candies stocked in my hidden stash!”





	“How many?”





	“20!” <squeeze> “TWATATAATAT! OKAY 50! 50 OF EM’!”





	“Deal. Where is that stash?”





	“Hidden!”





	“Where?!”





	“Well hidden!!”





	“WHERE!?”





	“umm.. I hid it so well… that I forget where exactly it w…. NATATATAT! Okay! Stop it! Fine! Your on top! Turn right! And walk 100 meter!”




I did as she said



	“Now turn right and walk 100 meter!”




…



	“Your right and walk 100 meter!”




… I am losing my patience



	“Go right and walk 100… TWA!!! WHY DID YOU DO THIS?!”





	“Last time I checked turning four times in same direction makes moving you in a circle.”





	“Well, since every time you turned in 90 degree, it makes a square… Tatatata! Why?!”





	“Where is it?!”





	“Right in front of you! Asshole!”




Wait what…



	“What kind of sorcery is this?” Indeed, right in front of me, right in the place where I stood before I start moving, was a half buried chest.”





	“Think a little idiot! If you lost something and want it back, you need to lose yourself too! It’s logical, isn’t it?!”





I have no more question about this place



	Event Pocket
	Currently stored Candies: 60






	“Bu-hu, my candies collected via great effort! Taken! You are cruel!”





	“You can’t eat em, why did you even bother..”





	“You can’t eat gold too, yet you collect it! Same here! We use them as currency.”





	“You have a place to spend them?”





	“Yes. No. Maybe. Later, Alice, later… ya said that how many those candies you have?”





	“60.”





	“kay’ it’s enough. Follow me!”





	“Where are you leading me? If you say “I don’t know” one more time you will have one wing less.”





	“Shut up Alice! Follow me!”




We walked for about 30 minutes. Occasionally killing beast giving me some more candies.”



	“We are here… behold… THE CHASM OF DEATH!” the thunder could be heard as she yelled the name. Weird, especially since sky was completely clear.





	“Why is it called like that?”





	“Well.. we wanted to name it “The smelly groove” but that name was simply not accepted.”





	“Okay.” She cleaned her throat “As we are near the… CHASM OF DEATH <thunder>… you may take a special challenge… here in the… CHASM OF DEATH <thunder> you will meet a special opponent, and you can try to fight him back the master… the keeper… of the… CHASM OF DEATH <thunder> will await for you.”





	“Can you tell me why we can hear thunder when you the name of this place?”





	“You mean the… CHASM OF DEATH?!” <thunder>





	“aha”





	“Dunno. It just happens. Give it a try.”





	“No, better no.”





	“Oh! C’on!”





	“umm. Chasm of death?”





	“NOT LIKE THAT! Put some feeling in it! CHASM OF DEATH!” <thunder>





	“CHASM OF DEATH!” <thunder>





	“Very well.”





	“Ha, neat.”





	“Neat. Okay Alice, we shouldn’t make him wait any longer… the keeper of the CHASM OF DEATH <thunder> may grow inpatient!”





	“Stop it already…”





	“Stop what? CHASM OF DEATH!” <thunder>





	“Just stop.”





	“One more time? Pleeease?”





	“Okay.”





	“CHASM OF DEATH!” <thunder> “okay, I am done. Keep walking.




The CHASM OF DEATH <thunder>… oh, it works even when you say it in thought… neat… was a mountain like was, twisting like a body of a serpent.  After we walked a decent distance on the path. What I saw was a man wearing black knight armor, riding on a horse as black as him, with red eyes and breathing fire out of his nostrils. Oh, he was a head shorter than me. Literally.



	“Let me present you the keeper of… CHASM OF DEATH <thunder> the Headleeees Hoooorsemaaaaan!” <the song of the Monty Python inquisition entrance was playing>





	“Does it works with his name too?”





	“Sure thing. Wanna try?”





	“No thanks. Why are we here.”





	“Wait for it. Waaaaaait for it. Waaaaai…. TA-DA!”





	Death Race in Chasm of Death [it was called Chasm of death for a reason]
	Win the race against Headless Horseman within his land.

Why you will be riding, you can attack your opponent with swords, daggers, hammers, spear, biscuits, chickens... EVERYTHING you find.

The one who would rides through the finish line will win

If a rider would fall from his mount, he will be disqualified

	Enter fee: 50 Candies

Reward if win: 200 Candies







	“All fine and dandy, but I have no mou…”





	“well, that warg would do just fine.”





	“… I have never ridden him in any kind of race. Bah, I rode him maybe twice in my life…”





	“Chickening out?” The pixie asked with a mocking smile, bowed her hands along her arms, hiding her fists under her armpits, imitating chicken wings and making some bird like noises “Brave sir Robin ran away…”





	“No!”





	“Bravely ran away, away!”





	“I didn’t!”





	“When danger reared its ugly head
 He bravely turned his tail and fled!”





	“That’s not true!”





	“Yes, Brave Sir Robin turned about
 And gallantly chickened out”





	“Shut up!”





	“Bravely taking to his feet He beat a very brave retreat
 Bravest of the brave, Sir Robin!”





	“FINE! I WILL DO IT!”





	“… you do what? ARE YOU DOUMB! YOU WILL LOSE! Certainty of death! Small chances of success!”





	“What are we waiting for?”










Two last part were ordinary stolen by me (but I doubt you don’t know those) LotR – gimli speech; and The tale of Sir Robin

            

    
        Great news. Wonderful news. Magnificent news!

    
    
    
    
                It's my great pleasure and honor to anounce, that apparently i have just found proofreader (or actually he found me).


As he (judging by nick)  is still in middle 20th chappies, we have to give him some time to catch up, but hopefully soon my chappies should get slightly better (at least grammatically)

Kenchi, say hello to everyone(don't be shy, here, here...)
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The weather was peaceful. The earth was dry. Why does it matter that the earth was dry? I have completely no idea! I just saw a few times (in movies) cowboys checking the earth between their thumb and index finger saying the line “The ground is dry, perfect.”


A pixie was flying in front of me and the Headless horsemen with a flag in each of her hands.



	“LAAADIES AND GENTLEMEN!” oh yes. Somehow when I accepted the challenge roadsides were crowded by masses of creatures “Monsters, freaks and weirdos! We have gathered here to witness the spectacular failure of our guest – Alice! No one of us really hopes that he would win, we can barely make bets how injured he would cross the finish line, if he would do so in the first place! Yet please, reward him with applause, for he will be our source of entertainment for the next 30 minutes! He is not in the least bit scared to be mashed into a pulp! Or to have his eyes gouged out and his elbows broken! To have his kneecaps split and his body burned away! And his limbs all hacked and mangled! His head smashed in and his heart cut out, his liver removed, and his bowels unplugged, his nostrils raped, his bottom burned off, and his penis…”





	“… That’s enough I think…”





	“Tsh, whatever. Okay! Please finish making bets. I just humbly wish to remind that chances of Alice being the winner are 1:20.Aaaaaand it’s finished! Now, to our main event! Headless! Are you ready!?” his horse raised on it’s rears legs, at the same time he unsheathed his sword circling it over his hea… over the place where his head was supposed to be





	“Well, I’ll take that as a yes… Are you ready Alice?”




I simply nodded. Kaito below me scratched the ground under him and growled lowly.



	“Are you really sure, that you are ready to humiliate yourself? To have your pride mixed with dirt and mud? To be completely…”





	“Are you done?”





	“Tsh… Okay! Reeeeady? Steeaaady? Go!”




The difference in skill and mount could be seen right from the start. Kaito was great in chasing preys in places like forests, with many obstacles, on soft dirt, over a relatively small distances.


Here the ground was hard. Pretty much straight. Perfect for a horse with horseshoes.  Another thing I didn’t notice, and it cost me dear. He started left from me. He was right handed. So was I. In the end he was holding the sword in his strongest hand while having  the smallest distance to me. Fuck.


I needed to duck. If I was a second late. The number of headless horsemen in this race would double.



	“For fucks sake! Kaito! You are a fucking wolf! You are twice as muscular as his fucking mare! May you help a little?!”




The beast growled and used its whole body weight to ram into the armored horse making it lose its footing. I was about to drop some spells on him, but we reached a crossroad. Because of the impact the horseman was forced to take the left road, going slightly down, while I started climbing up.


Looks like my rival is heading down the shorter path. Great.


Riding on the back of Kaito is not exactly comfortable. I was lacking suitable equipment, like a saddle, stirrups and reins. I was holding myself onto his back only thanks to the strength of my legs that were holding Kaito’s body, and one of my hand holding his fur.


Pretty quickly I found an opportunity to repay the horseman for his harassment. On the side of my path there was small pile of rocks. As I was passing by it, I pushed it with shock wave forcing a small rock avalanche to fall over him.


His horse whinnied annoying dancing between rocks. Jump to the left, jump to the right, jumping over another rock just to duck under one flying high. Just when I was sure that one pretty large shard would hit him, he sliced it in two with his sword. You must be fucking kidding me. It’s cheating!



	“Ssssmart Alice! Yet completely useless, just like him!” I heard the butterfly roaring through some kind of megaphone “Unfortunately for you, the horseman as high level phantom is wielding a cursed blade that can tear the minds of its victim, a clod of rocks is as effective as a paper sword.”




Great. Sweat. Fuck.



	“Kaito, you are running to close to the edge of the cliff, one wrong step and we wil… THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?! DON’T EVEN THINK ABO…”




Too late. Kaito decided that it would be a great idea to shorten the path we were heading down. By jumping off the cliff. No, not exactly jumping down 20 or so meters; with a few dozen small leaps he slid to the lower path. In the process I felt my teeth hitting each another a few dozens of time and my whole body jumped a couple of times, making me almost fall off his back. But now I was first, the rider was behind me, and the path was too narrow for him to overtake me. He shouldn’t be able to reach me with his sword. I have a few hundred meters of comparatively peaceful rush.



	“APPEARANTLY ALICE’S MOUNT IS SMARTER THAN HIM! GOOD JOB ALICE’S MOUNT!”




Fuck you too, bitch.


Now, that spell I haven’t use for past few months…



	“Spirits of desires… hear my call,



My anger is burning and soul squalls, As the phoenix of grief, I will mark my path,
 To turn the world into ash, and hateful wrath.”


Flame path. The land on which Kaito stepped started burning leaving scorched earth behind.



	“AAAAAND YET ANOTHER TIME WE CAN SEE LACK OF ALICE’S KNOWLEDGE! EVERYONE HERE KNOWS, THAT HEADY’S… OY HEADLESS HORSMAN IS TO LONG TO SAY, YOU DON’T MIND ME CALLIN’ YOU HEADY? EVERYONE KNOWS, THAT HEADY’S HORSE WAS A GIFT FROM THE GODDESS OF WAR! MADE OF MADNESS, FIRE, BLOOD AND SOME MORE MADNESS!”




As if wanting to prove the pixie right, the horse breathed fire from her nostrils, stepping over the fire like it wasn’t there.


IS THAT SOME KIND OF FUCKING JOKE?! Chaos no! Fire no! What kind of competition is this?!


The path got wider as we were getting closer to the sharp turn. I kept to the left side to have as small of a path to travel as possible. Of course as soon as there was a place to overtake me, the horseman overtook me.


But now I have a sword in my dominating hand, so prepare for some bullyi… why are you holding your weapon with your left hand?


I swung the sword from over my head, the strike was parried. I used the impact to redirect and hit from the side. I wasn’t exactly skilled in fighting with sword. I could barely fight on the ground, while using footing to aid my blows.


Here, on the back of Kaito, each strike I made was resonating in me, shaking my to my very core. Why the hell is he so fluent with using sword a both his hands?! It’s ridiculous!



	“UNOFORTUANTELY! BEFORE HEADY BECAME A PHANOTM AND START TERRORIZING VILLIAGES, HE WAS A MERCANERY AND HE USED TO TEERORIZE BATTLEFIELDS! BACK IN HIS TIME THERE WAS NO BETTER USER OF THE SWORD! OF COURSE IT MEANS THAT AFTER REACHING PERFECTION WITH USING A SWORD WITH HIS RIGH HAND HE MASTER HIS LEFT HAND RIGHT AWAY! HA! I WONDER HOW LONG DOES IT TAKES FOR SOMEONE TO NOTICE THAT I ACTUALLY AM LEAVING TIPS FOR ALICE!? BUT WHO CARES!?”




What the hell!? With who am I racing?


The finish line became visible at the end of the path.



	“Sorry kid.” The phantom said to me. Word “said” may be misleading. I felt his intention as a resonating voice in my head. “You were not prepared. You have this flame burning inside you. Make it glow as bright as possible, without making it burn you down... Or you will end up like me. If you would get any better… I would love you to challenge me in the future… but for now…”




He started throwing a cascade of swings and thrusts, forcing me to the side.


His blade pierced my arm making me bleed slightly. The damage itself wasn’t serious, but the blade did something more to me.



	Howlers Mark
	You were hit by the Cursed blade [Death's Stinger]
	You were struck by [Fear]

[Fear] status changed into [Panic]

[Panic] status changed into [Terror]

	Life drain effect was casted upon you [You will lost 10hp per minute]
	Damage you deal will be reduced by 10%

Damage you take will be increased by 10%

Stack x1 [max5]

	Remaining time 0h9m58s







	[Terror]
	You have experienced an incredibly traumatic event
	Your mental attributes will be reduced by 30%

The probability of taking irrational decision are increased by 50%

	You can overcome this effect by having [Charisma] of 50 or more

You can overcome this effect if you are being lead by a commander having [Charisma] 50 or more






My heart skipped a beat. And another. And another, in very next moment I felt the exact same heart in throat.


I know that its but the effect casted on me his by his sword… but I simply couldn’t stop shaking. I had cold sweat all over my body. As the horseman bolted to finish the line I tried to do everything to stop Kaito from moving.


Jesus fucking Christ! Kaito! Let him go! If he wants to ride forth. Let’s turn back and go in the exactl opposite direction! CAN’T YOU FUCKING SEE WHAT I SEE?! His cloak is moving like death itself! Can’t you hear the screams of every soul he killed around him? Can’t you see those battered faces?!


Why do you keep running?! I swear to the gods, if you won’t stop chasing him I will jump off you!



	“FOM FUCK SAKE! ALICE! DON’T BE EVEN MORE MISERABLE THAN YOU ALREADY ARE! GETTING PIERCED ONE TIME IS ALL IT TAKES TO BRING YOU DOWN?! WHAT DO YOU WANT TO ACHIEVE WITH AN ATTITUDE LIKE THAT!?”




FUCKING EASY TO SAY! To achieve something you need to be alive first! And this guy is worse than death! He is a master in the use of all kinds of weapon! He knows this place better than the gods! He is riding on some kind of devilish horse! Wields cursed blade! Has proper equipment! How to fight him!? I have nothing!



	“AND YOU WILL FUCKING DIE HAVING NOTHING, YOU WHINY BITCH! JUST FIGHT! HE IS SCARY! GOOD! SCARED PEOPLE CAN DO THINGS THAT THEY WOULD NEVER BE ABLE TO DO NORMALLY! RUN FASTER THAN POSSIBLE! FIGHT STRONGER THAN POSSIBLE! IF YOU WON’T WIN THIS FUCKING MATCH YOU ARE AS GOOD AS DEAD! JUST GO YOU FUCKING MORON! GO OR TURN AROUND AND GET OUT OF THIS DIMENSION, FOR THIS WHOLE PLACE WAS MADE WITH THE IDEA OF FRIGTENING YOU!”




… FUCK! FUUUUCK!


His cloak waved like the wings of a raven.


Raven.


I spent almost my whole life with a raven. He was always with me. He was my eyes. My talons. My friend and mentor.


I definitely am NOT going to lose against a raven.



	Your [Terror] status effect changed into [Panic]






	Your [Panic] status effect changed into [Fear]






	Your [Fear] status effect changed into [Anger]






	Your [Anger] status effect changed into [BloodLust]





… playing dirty… are we? I wouldn’t mind if you would kick me off Kaito’s back. I wouldn’t mind if you would cut my hand off. BUT MAKING ME WISH TO RETREAT I SOMTHING THAT I WON’T LET GO.


If you would honor your opponent you would allow him to fail with pride…



	“Spirit of ancestors… that sleeps so deep Wake from your slumber, as your children weep,
 The nature that twist within the ground,
 Will leave me enemies bleeding and wound.”




The tentacles of plants that erupted from the earth caught the horseman by his arm and pulled him back, making him fall from his mount.



	“HEADY GOT DISQUALIFIED! YET ALICE STILL NEEDS TO CROSS THE LINE!”




The horseman raised from the ground. His horse awaited for him two meters or so further.


He moved his sword a few times and prepared to knock me down.



	“Well done kid, but I am not going to let you win like that…”




He took a stance, holding the sword with both hands level with his shoulders, preparing himself to strike.


I stopped using my legs to hold Kaito. I jumped on his back instead. As the Horseman swung his blade cutting off Kaito’s legs making him fall, I jumped.


I landed with one leg on the horseman’s shoulder and kicked him once again jumping another time. This time I landed on his hose’s back, took a few more steps accelerating and jumping final time.


I flew for a few seconds and I landed exactly on the finishing mark. Half of my foot was behind it.


Everyone became silent



	“Now… how do we count it?” someone was curious.





	“He didn’t cross the line on a mount…”





	“It’s not a regulation… he was told to cross the line – that’s one requirement… and he was told to not touch the ground before he would finish the race… the question is… did he cross the line? He is EXACTLY on the line.”




Kaito vanished is flash on purple smoke



	Your familiar [Kaito] was forcefully unsummoned
	Time before resummoning: 11h59m55s






	“The problem is, that there may be some of us, that would count it as win, and some that would treat this as failure. And none of us would be wrong…”




At the same time, A horseman start marching my way. With a few movements he hid the in his sheath.



	“For willpower that allowed you fight back your fear.”





	“For creativity in fighting.”





	“For perseverance on your way to achieve your goal.”





	“For making your fire glow without burning youself down…”




He took my hand and raised it in the air



	“I proclaim you the winner.”




After a few more seconds of silence, the crowd started clapping and whistling.



	“Remember kid, anger is a powerful tool, but it may leave you crippled. I hope we will meet in the future. I will lurk in the shadows…”




He jumped on his horse, moved in a circle and start galloping faster and faster. As he was about to hit the end of the cliff, but vanished in an eruption of fire.





The crowd disappeared quickly. I looked at the event clock



	Halloween Spooky Party!
	Remaining time: 19h11m37s






	“Aaaaaaliiiiiceeeee!!!” The butterfly lady flew to me “Nice ride, you made an idiot out of yourself only 37 times. I lost my bet because of you! I bet, that you would make an idiot out of yourself over 50 times!”She ginned





	“What did you say at the beginning of the race? That I will miserably fall?”





	“Fret not Alice! Tis’ but the beginning of our parade! We have many more attractions prepared!... now time is money!... or actually should I say “time is candies”? Could be pretty cool, huh? KAY keep moving that squeezable ass of yours! Forward, forward!”




I was forced into yet another direction. Looks like I am not going to be bored.
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I was following the butterfly lady on my journey to the unknown, unconquered lands!... okay, yes. We were lost.



	“You said, that you knew where you are going.”





	“Yes, I know. But then I realized, that there is completely no fun in following already known paths! Let’s wander! Let’s get lost!”





	“You are such a bitch! You are wasting my time! I have like 19 hours more to colle…”





	“And I have 19 hours of life! Shut up, we are going to enjoy the time that is left! That’s the main purpose of this realm!”





	“What do you mean by 19 hours of life?”




She rolled her eyes as if it was obvious fact.



	“Look. This dimension in not permanent and as you would leave it, it would cease to exist. A few creatures are guests here, like Heady, and after their job is done they will go back where they came from… but what about everyone that was born here? Like me? I was given 24 hours of life, and boy, I am gonna use em’ fully! After you die you would be reincarnated. But I have no soul. What would happen with me? nuthin!”




Somehow I felt bad for this girl.



	“What’s your name?”





	“Do you really think someone would bother to name an existence that would vanish after 24hours? You are naaaiiiveee! But thanks to this, I know the answer to the greatest philosophical question that humanity asked since the dawn of time: what’s the meaning of life? Why are we alive? It’s actually pretty easy, u know? It’ just that… is that a blue mushroom? I LOVE BLUE MUSHROOMS! THIS WAY ALICE! C’ON THIS WAY!”




There is no point in demanding an answer. She either said it to mock me, or she already forgot what she was saying. Just keep moving.



	“elp me… please help me…” I heard not for away.




What I saw was a woman, buried in the ground up to her belt level. Beautiful, wearing a white, her breasts were nicely curved. She looked to be weakened, as if she was buried there for quite some time.



	“Stranger… please… help me, before he gets back.”





	“Oy, Alice! Why are you standing there like that? Be a good knight and help the damsel in distress!”




I considered all pros and cons along with possible scenarios. I only shook my head and said.



	“Nah. Better keep moving.”





	“Wha… no, NO! Please! I beg you! I will give you everything I have just please…”





	“Alice! And I thought that you were such a good boy! Tsh-tsh. Shame on you!... but may ya tell me why…”





	“Read to many stories. If this would be some kind of sick romantic story, right after I would dig her out some strange monster would come out and I would have to duel him, after glorious victory I would ride away with her on a white horse in the direction of the sunset. But as I am more realistic, she is either a bait placed by a monster or a monsters herself. The fact that I can’t appraise her also says something. Now, can we keep moving?”





	“Eeeeh, and I thought I would see the funny part. Floria! He ain’t gonna fall for it!”





	“But you told me that he was an idiot!” the woman dropped her weak, begging tone. Now she sounded like a classic bitch.





	“But he is! Your acting skills simply suck! Really?! A woman buried in the middle of nowhere? You could think about something more sophisticated, but nooooo! Let’s play the most boring scenario!”





	“Shut up you dumb whore! I murdered more creatures than minutes you have left before you will die!”





	“… Touché… Yup, that hurt badly…”





	“Oy…” I said looking at butterfly “you leaded me into an ambush… again? For a moment I felt sorry for you… but now I think that I am going to reduced your lifespan even more…”





	“PLAN B FLORIA! GO FOR HIM! GO!”




The woman put her hands to the ground and pushed herself up, freeing from the embrace of the ground. But what came from the dirt were not legs. From her waist down her body was attached something that looked like a bloomed, pink-purple flower.




	Floria [Corrupted Alraune] [Boss]
	Level	26
	Hp	[400+100/400]
	Sp	[18/20]
	Mp	[288/300]
	Skills	Whip Strike [Level 9]

Petal Dance [Level4]

Alluring Smell [Level 6]

Nature Manipulation [Level 18]

Water Magic [Level 4]

Regeneration [Active] [Level 2]

Spore Shot [Level 3]

Earth Resistance [Level 10]

Water Resistance [Level 15]

Fire Vulnerability [Passive]

	Usually friendly and protective guardians of backwoods.

This kind creature experienced horrific damage from the hands of humans, or was influenced by dark magic.

Those creatures have reduced ability of movement, yet their excellence with magic compensates it.

[I hope that you were not dumb enough to battle her on her own territory...]







	“Now, my sweet morsel… where were we? Ah, yes, this is the part, where you are coming closer to give me a hug….” She smiled kindly while spreading her arms invitingly.




A-a. Ain’t going to happen.



	“Alice? Should you… I don’t know… fight her?”





	“Boss rank beast 10 levels stronger? Nope. I think ingabout running away, yet somehow I doubt that she would let me simply turn around and walk a…”




As if wanting to prove me right, the ground below be bulged spreading thorns-like-vines that surrounded the place creating some kind of round arena.


Over her head 4 red health bars appeared, alongside one gray atop of them. So 4 x 100hp and 1 armor bar? Just don’t tell me that after I would break each bar, her battle pattern would change… pretty please?


Two whip-vines were raised from behind her backs. I won’t like it… will I?



	“We could do this in the easy, no-pain-way. Why are you so stubborn lil-morsel? I don’t want to hurt you… why do you force me to be so cruel?”




The whip hit the place where I was standing a second ago. The strike made the ground crumble a little.


I start dodging whips while creating some explosive bolt in my hands. Spreading mana from my heart, through my veins to my palm, just to change its nature, forcing molecules to shake and vibrate in order to generate heat, controlling those heat and vibration to make them NOT explode in my hands, while dancing like a drunk between whips was NOT exactly easy task.


Whips flew at me from both sides in a slicing manner; I ducked, feeling as one of whip that was about to cut my hair millimeter shorter. I straightened my body and pushed the vibrating ball of fire right at her face.


With a bored expression she raised her hand creating dense cube-like pool of water floating between us.


The orb of fire flew through the block of water, losing its power all its way in, so from the other side the only thing that flew out was warm breeze.


Tsh, if not quality, then quantity? Let’s play with our magic a little.


I start gathering fire, from the bottom of my body, it looked as if the fire came from the ground to surround my arm and finish between my palms. Yet together with fire, using nature manipulation I also raised a few rocks from the ground.


Once again I threw the pulsating orb of fire, but this time for a second before it would hit the pool of water, I scattered it. Normally, it would make the fire disappear (to powerful blow of wind would simply put my fire down), but this time, I used those small rocks within the flames as a catalyst.


She tried using her own nature magic to take down my rocks with her own, yet the element of surprise was on my side.


She was forced to strike down some rocks with her whips.


This was the time I noticed it. The gray bar fell down. In the moment when she used her whips to strike the rocks down.


Haha. Haaa… don’t tell me… the gray bar is for her whips? I was told to take em first? Of course….  In many games where you fight whit tentacle like monsters you are forced to cut his arms of before you could attack main body.


I WANT TO CRY IN ANGER! I AM AN IDIOT! 20 YEARS OF PLAYING GAMES TAUGHT ME NOTHING!



	“Scimitar, D’iabel.”





	“As I was told…” I heard the low growl of my weapon.





A whip attacked from the side. I twisted my body and perform a swing from below. The momentum of my blade combined with force she used to strike down. The vine fell behind me twisting a few time. At the same time I heard a somewhat painful-irritated hiss. Half of gray bar vanished.


Cutting the other one was only matter of time.


As the other whip fell beside me, I charged forward.



	“Hammer, D’iabel!”





	“I was made… to obey.”




I jumped in the air bringing the hammer down. Yet I was kicked back like an annoying fly. What I didn’t notice, was that a bit lower, behind her flower like body, she was surrounded by another plant. It looked just like the thorn-fence that build arena.


She indeed somewhat changed her fighting pattern. Now she was dropping spells right and left.


It somehow made me recall my duel with the three water magicians. The only difference was, that I would prefer fighting with those three… Oh, and the occasionally boulder as big as myself flew from the sky.


Once again I couldn’t get to her. Keep looking around, what did I miss again!?


Of course.


Who ever made this “game” had to be a sick sociopath. He combined tentacle-type strategy “cut off tentacles first” with plant type “cut off roots”


Why am I still wondering? There were indeed four, almost completely invisible small roots, traveling below the ground. I someone didn’t know what he was looking for, it was impossible for him to find them.


Anything more I need to take into consideration?



	“Through the power of shadows, I made my call,
 For pact we…”





	You took [20] damage






	“ FUCK! BE A NICE GIRL AND LET ME FUCKING FINISH!”





	“Eh? But this is a game between you and me! No cheating with calling help!”




CODEX! How long will it take for her to take down my fire tentacles from fire seeds?


~ ”Not very long. But it should buy you enough time to cut one of those. Then simply repeat…”


I don’t want to run out of mana in the middle of boss fight…


~ “You can either risk, used all your mana but maybe you could bring her down, or fight as long as possible, just tell me, who would get tired sooner, you or her?”


Fuck.


~ “Exactly”


What more could I do?


The fire erupted, shaking rapidly



	“AXE, D’IABEL”





	“As I was told…”




I swung from over my head. The earth gave away pretty quickly revealing thin roots, that spattered green liquid on the sides.


Now I heard really painful squeal. Four strikes. I needed to hit it four time for one of roots gave away completely.


One of the bars was reduced by 50%. Three more to go.



	“YOU LITTLE ANNOYING BRAT!”




I ducked under another fist-sized rock bolt, as I was heading to another root. If I only had teammates that would hold her occupied… nah, it would still be one annoying battle.


Wait. I am an idiot. Yet another time. Why the fuck am I cutting those roots with an axe? Change of plans.


With horror I found yet another fact. What Regeneration skill stand for. Her grey bar was quickly filling itself up. As it reached 50% a whip one more time emerged from the ground behind her backs.


I am fucked.


As I ran passing another root I dropped fire seed right on it, continuing my charge.


As Alraune noticed the change in my behavior, she dropped her defense. The pool of water that floated in the air got scattered and froze in mid air. Hundreds and hundreds of small needles were send my way. I Hit the ground erecting a layer of earth to cover me. I heard the sound of dozens small things hitting the earth a split of seconds.



	You took [2] damage





	You took [7] damage





	You took [4] damage





	You took [3] damage





	You took [7] damage





	You took [3] damage





	You took [1] damage





	You took [4] damage





	You took [5] damage





	You took [2] damage





	You took [10] damage





	You took [2] damage





The ground couldn’t endure the hailstorm of attack, letting some fly past it piercing my legs and stomach.



	You are now [Bleeding]
	You will lost [1]Hp per each 10 seconds
	Remaining time: until you stop [Bleeding]
	Your movement may empower [Bleeding] effect





There is no way I could win it. The difference is too big. I barely scratched her, and I am pretty much done.


I am not the hero of some kind sick chunni story. I will not overcome my opponent thanks to power of discipline nor friendship.


I can’t run either… the ground is completely guar… the ground… not the air…


I am not skilled with this, last time I tried it I end in some tree… there is also risk, that I could jump into an even more dangerous monster…


FUCK THIS SHIT


If I stay here I am going to die.


I start throwing fireball after fire ball. Rapidly. With almost no power.


Plant-girl once again raised water shields and began taking em’ down.


I didn’t mind. Actually I even hoped she would do so, if not, I would be done.


The fire I casted, had no damaging purposes. It was only pure heat. As every single bolt touched the water pool, it changed into a small clouds of mist.


Home-made smokescreen.


As her vision was reduced, I began shifting.



	Custom shape shifting in process
	Arms morphing into Wings in process
	Reducing Bones weight in process
	Reducing Fat amount in process
	Increasing muscles mass in process
	Shifting Lungs structure in process






I hope I didn’t fuck anything up on my way. I used my knowledge gathered in biology classes about bird’s body structure. It was quite some time ago.


I spread my wings and hit the air a few times. I couldn’t fly right away. But of course…


I start running, flapping wings all the time…



	Your condition is getting worse
	[Bleeding] will deal [3] damage each 10 seconds





I felt as warm liquid start dripping out of my body in greater quantities.


I slowly start hovering over the ground for few seconds



	Your condition is getting worse
	[Bleeding] will deal [5] damage each 10 seconds





Fuck.



	“What are you doing morsel…” I heard an angry hiss




I also heard vines that was moving right behind me, probably trying to catch me.


I flew. My muscles were torn with pain. My lungs were burning, shifting process ended either with failure, or I am lacking enough DNA to complete a full shift. Because of that, my lung couldn’t provide enough air to my body. I will lose consciences in a minute max.


I am almost there… 5 meters and I will move past the fence of thorns…



	Your condition is getting worse
	[Bleeding] will deal [7] damage each 10 seconds





Just a little bit more and  I will be free… I will be able to treat my wounds… 2 meters… 1 meter..


Something was tied around my ancle.



	“Got you…” I heard sweet moan




I was pulled back.


No, no, no, no, no!


I can’t end here! Not like that! I have barely started my journey!


As I was dragged back, pretty roughly, my consciousness slowly start fading away. Maybe because of blood loss? Maybe because of too small lungs? Well, the fact that I got hit in the head didn’t help my condition much. That’s for sure.

            

    
        very_quick_yet_somewhat_sad_note

    
    
    
    
                I will be off.


For a week.


Defense is coming, need to study.


Se ya after 15th November


(I really hoped that i would finish Halloween part before it, once again, why did i even put Arlune there?)

            

    
        back to the buiness

    
    
    
    
                Ok.


I just came out of defense room. Ofc i got my diploma with max mark from defense (cuz' im a genius, but you already know that).

So, Proofreader-dono made really decent job coreccting about 44 chapters. I will edit already wroten chappies with his suggestions and will try to write smth today as extra bonus (WILL TRY - i am still not sure if i won't collapse from exhaution while writing)


So, info-note was placed. to not waste yet another precious minutes, i dive into this great pile of $hit called work. 

            

    
        Chapter 098

    
    
    
    
                Author’s note: if you are just a Reading Leech, feel free to skip this part.

Yesterday I actually collapsed from exhaustion. No, not kidding. I wrote it down as petty excuse just in case, but for heaven and hell, I went to bed at 7 pm! I used to wake up at this hour!

Aaaand apparently someone responsible for fate (nah, I am not a believer) decided that my life is not fucked up enough and thus I am dealing with some personal issues within my family. Yeah. Life fucks me riiight in the ass all the time.

But something cheerful right now: apparently Kenchi is catching up with the story (after this chappy I will try to past rest of edited chappies), so soon chappies that will be posted here should have better quality.




Okay that’s all for now, Chappie… (wait, what I was writing in last one…. Ah, Alraune… fuck…)



Edited by: KenChi死



I was dizzy and I felt warm.



	“Aw, are you awake little morsel? Tsh, to bad for you, I was about to eat you right nowwww.” Last word was purred. “You see, normally I would simply throw you into a carnivorous flower that is attached to me, melt you down in half an hour… but I took a bite of you… your affinities… chaos and nature? It’s jackpot for me, little morsel, and a piece of hell for you… in that case I want to enjoy every piece of you, I wish to savor every taste, to gorge on your very essence… “




I felt as she slid her finger over my check.



	“It will be a faster, but much more… intense experience.”




I understood her words, but somehow I didn’t care. I knew I should but… she drugged me?



	State effects:
	[Embrace of healing petals]
	[Stun spore]
	[Weakening spore]
	[Numb spore]





Yup. I am drugged. At least she healed me… well, she probably needed me alive t… Ouch!


I groaned in pain as one of her vines cut through my skin and entered body, connecting itself to my bloodstream. Another one, and yet another.



	“now, now… try to pay no attention to those morsel… I am afraid, that we have just started, and you are going to feel something much more horrible, but bear it for me, will you? My sweet, sweeeet morsel?”





	Your [mana] is being drained





Fuck! Stop it! Stop! It is….



	“… pai…n…f..ull…” I said weakly.




Plantgirl’s eyes widened



	“My, my… you can already speak… you can already feel it that much? You have some inborn ability to resist poisons? My poor little morsel. It’s bad! Well, for you too… you may die from shock in the middle of the process… poor, poor morsel… but we can’t stop it now… bear it for me sweet little morsel…”




The less mana I had, the stronger the pain became. My body start feeling heavy. Very, very heavy. The nice warmth I felt at beginning turned into unpleasant fever, I started sweating.


I was hopelessly staring at my mana bar being emptied faster and faster.


100 mana left, my vision started being blurry


50 mana, my very skin became sore and somewhat… dry?


10 mana, Headache. Ha… calling it a headache is like calling a dragon a tiny lizard. My very brain was pulsating stronger than my heart. I could SEE the sounds! The smells! I could see voices! And taste triangles… why triangles? Maybe because of trees around us… conifers…. Those tasted like iron… or maybe it was just my blood?



	“You did it morsel… good, good morsel…” She patted my head as she held me in embrace “But, I am afraid, that painful part begins now…”




You are kidding, right? You must be kidding, you are one of those girls, that simply enjoy tormenting everyone… you sick sadistic fuck…



	Your [Blood] is being drained
	The [Digesting fluids] are being injected into your body





GWAH! STOP IT! STOP IT NOW! I BEG YOU!


I wanted to shout those words into the air. But I didn’t, I simply couldn’t form any words.



	“Poor, poor little morsel… do you know what is happening to you know?” she said, as one of vines blocked my mouth preventing me from screaming, and as he started wiping out tears out of my face. “Your blood is tasty, I want it. But it would be shame if my meal would be finished after drinking those…. 5 liters? Of this liquid pleasure? I want more… your organs… your heart, your liver, your kidneys, your lungs…. The blood I suck creates a vacuum in your veins, the vacuum creates suction power, that force acid into your body from mine… through this little tentacle… yes… the less blood you have, the more acid enters… as quantity of acid would hit certain value, you will start melting… from the inside…” I wanted to start kicking, to trash my body into every possible direction. But I was held a in powerful embrace of flowers, tentacles and Alraune herself.





	“Your insides will turn into mush, there will be no veins, no nerves… there will be no… You… and I will suck it too… frightening, isn’t it? But hey… morsel… it would means that you will no longer feel pain… do you want to not feel pain? Tell me little morsel… tell me… I can stop it… all this pain will go away… Hm? You want to talk?”




She removed vines from around my head.


What could I do? My muscles from the level of my neck down were struck by some kind of paralyze and my mana was exactly 0 points. I did the only thing I could.


I spitted right on her face



	“Fuck you… I hope you will get indigestion you dumb wh…”




She gagged me again.



	“Incredible display of strong will… and low manners… well, I am not going to make you pay for it… in the end you are already dead…”




The pain. Unbearable, indescribable pain. I wanted to faint, but simply couldn’t.


I think I was being devoured for 5 or 10 minutes longer, even as I thought that it felt like hours.


Yet finally I was embraced by darkness. That’s right. I died.


Do you know how the last few seconds of dying feels? It’s… pleasurable. I am not kidding. The brain that is shutting itself down is flooding itself with hormones responsible for feeling joy and pleasure.


Yet now, once again, I am floating in nothingness. I am going to be reincarnated? Where would I go for the duration of purification? The afterlife that belongs to Aira? I hope so… for now I am …resentful… toward Heira…


FOR FUCK SAKE! CAN SOMEONE TURN OFF THIS ANNOYING BLINKING BLUE LIGHT ABOVE ME!? I AM DEAD! I WANT TO CONTEMPLATE MY DEATH! SHOW SOME RESPECT TO THE CORPSE, PLEASE!


… wait… I have no corpse… I was sucked in. Whole. I am bloody nutrition for some kind of annoying flower. Ha-ha, I get the joke.


The next time I would meet her I would…


Do what?


Kill her! Tear her apart!


Too weak…


Weakness is temporary. Via efforts and actions it can be change.


No more time left… dead…


…that’s right… there is always a bigger fish in the ocean. I got stronger than the wolves, but was still weaker than the witch hunters, so I became stronger than the witch hunters, to became weaker than this Alraune… if I would defeat her, someone stronger would appear…. A never ending circle


The journey is more important… than reaching the destination…


Does it matter? Even if I would defeat every living being in this world, there are still deities… and goddess’s… a glass ceiling, I will never break…


Ha… just because you think…. that perfection is unreachable… gives you an excuse… to stop reaching for it?


No matter how tall the tower of Babel I would build, no matter how far I would shoot from it… my arrows will never reach the gods…


The journey is more important than the destination…


What the point?


To travel, to witness, to experience. TO SEE! TO TOUCH! TO FEEL! TO LIVE!


Why do I live? What’s the purpose?


To die


Then why does it matters… everything that lives has to die… no matter if you are an insect, goblin, human, elf, dragon… if you will live a day, 10 years, 50, 100, 1000 or 1,000,000… we all will die… so what the point?


Death is the destination. Living is the journey. Billions of paths that lead to the same place… what really matters, is the path.


My path was too short


The journey is more important than the destination…


They deprived me of experience I could gather…


The weak are food for the strong.


I want to see more…


Reforge your anger into motivation.


I want to eat more….


Melt the fear from your soul… shape it into a blade… and use it against your opponents… against those who oppose you… those who stand before you… those who use you… those who hate you…


I want to feel more…


Death… is no longer a destination…


I DESRVE MORE


Death… is no longer absolute… 


I was laying covered in blood and mud, full of fear and sorrow and grief and pain…


Death… is no longer permanent…


… ha… they want to hunt me? fools…


Death… is you…


… Who are you?


…


Say something. Who are you… what are you… what am… I?


You… are me… But I… am not you…


It doesn’t make any sense…


You are still too weak… inferior. Won’t… understand… be… stronger… be…faster… be…smarter… better.stronger.smarter.faster.smarter.faster.stronger.better.better.better.fasterstongerstrongersmarterfasterstrongetBETTER!

 

WAKE UP!



	“ek up! Oy! Stupid Alice! Wake up!... or I will pinch that nice ass of yours….” The butterfly girl was flying over my face




I sat down from my laying position breathing heavily. My whole body was in pain… what the fuck happened!?



	You have died within [Hollywood Wonderland]
	Because [Hollywood Wonderland] is an artificial realm, death here is not permanent 
	For dying you were punished:

- 50 candies were taken away from your deposit

- process of remaking your Avatar took 2 hours. 







What.The.F…



	“I am… alive?”





	“Well, technically you were dead for two hours so…”





	“… it is all because of you…”





	“Me?”





	“I was melted and sucked dry… because of… you?” I was not exactly happy.





	“…Alice… let’s talk about this…”





	“Sure thing… just first… I will pull your wings off…”





	“A…Alice?”





	“Then, I will do the same to your legs, I will gouge out your eyes, rip out your genitals, and I will switch your eyes and ovaries…”(ED: Made the threats anatomically correct for gender.)





	“Um… I just remember I had something to do… over there… see ya!”




The fire ball missed her by an inch.



	“WAIT! ALICE! STOP IT! LEMME TALK! LEMME TALK GOD DAMN IT! I WAS FORCED TO DO SO! I DIDN’T WANT IT, BUT I HAD NOTHING MORE TO DO! THAT WAS A LESSER EVIL! NO MATTER WHAT WOULD YOU DO, IT WOULD END SAME, OR EVEN WORSE!”





	“Oh, I will let you talk. In the end I will leave your mouth unharmed.”





	“Alice! It was an event that was bound to happen! You needed to face a much stronger enemy, and you had to die! If you would somehow defeat her, in an hour you would meet an enemy 20 levels stronger, then 30, 40,50! Up to the moment you would die!”





	“Why!?”





	“I DON’T KNOW! ASK THAT BITCH THAT CREATED ME!?”





	“Heira?”




The pixie stopped flying around.



	“You won’t do anything without me here. Give it a try. Walk in any way you want to. No matter how many times you would walk away from me, no matter how many times you would change your path. You will always come back to me. This world was made for this very purpose!”





	“… but why?”





	“… you need to learn something. Don’t ask me what, because I don’t know! I only know, that you have to fall… fear… this is the very purpose of this dimension. The fear of facing stronger opponent, fear of losing in competition, fear of dying… she wants you to experience every possible fear!”




She was flying closer and closer. I pretended that I was looking in some distant place. Just so I could grab her.



	“Gwuh! Oy! Meanie! Lemme go!... or not… go on… it turns me on… hahaha! I am completely fucked up!”





	“Which wing do you want me to pull off first?”





	“Doesn’t matter. Teasing is fun… but you won’t hurt me?”





	“Actually, I will…”





	“Actually you won’t. You think that this always hungry bitch would let me go? I can’t be harmed. Dunno why.”




I still wanted to check. As I grabbed one of her wings and pulled it away, her body turned into smoke, flew a meter away, and turn back into her original form.



	“Aw, you really wanted to hurt me… it’s... it’s… it’s so sweat of you!”




… wait what?



	“You wouldn’t want to hurt me if you didn’tmind me! If you wanted to hurt someone it means that you care! It’s so sweat!”




What kind of twisted, broke logic is it?



	“… M…m…m…maybe, when this whole mess comes to the end… and I would have a couple of minutes… we c..c..could m..maybe…”




She was sticking fingers of both her palms together as she was looking away. Even more broken. Even more twisted… just like this whole world… is this what you want? To twist me? To make me your follower? Heira, what the fuck do you want from me?!~


For now…



	“Oy, you masochistic maggot, where now?”





	“Aw… wait…” she landed on my shoulder “There! 231 meters 24 centimeters and 13 millimeters forward! Then turn left!




This world is broken. I want to get out as soon as possible. So I will cooperate. For now.

            

    
        Chapter 099

    
    
    
    
                I allowed myself to speed up the story. Don’t mind me



Edited by: KenChi死



The peaceful glade. Some butterflies were flying here and there, plant were growing lazily and birds occasionally would sing making the air around this glade very calm and relaxing, that everyone who would stop here just for few seconds, would gladly rest, just to appreciate the aura of this magical place.


But the peace could last no longer. From behind the bushes a certain white haired man jumped out running as if he was chased by the devil.



	“RUN ALICE! RUN IF YOU TREASURE YOUR LIFE!... Or don’t, as you know you can’t die here, but it would still be painf…” a pixie wanted to give yet another obvious note, yet the mage had no humor to listen her speech yet again





	“SHUT THE FUCK UP!”





	“Aw, don’t be like that… couldn’t yo…”




As they ran for over 50 or so meters through the glade, the bushes behind them rumbled. They were chased by a horde of… humans? No… humanoids, bit taller than humans, yet much more muscular, having instead of human-like face some kind of twisted abomination – small, round completely black eyes, the nose was replaced by the nostrils, giving them some kind of snake-like look, and instead of lips a round hole, armored in dozens of very small, very sharp teeth placed in their whole mouth.



	Cultist of Flesh [Cannibal Tribe]
	Level	17
	Hp	119/220
	Sp	91/150
	Mp	88/100
	Skills	Pole weapon Mastery - Regular [Level 18]

Blood Magic [Level 9]

Blood Sucking [Level 8]

Trained Body [Passive] [Level 6]

Corrupted Body [Passive] [Level 3]

	The creatures that used to be humans - cultist of a dark religions or blood-brotherhood.

They are outcome of abusing forgotten Blood-spells or mistakes during rituals heavily influenced by forbidden powers.


They have completely lost to the desire for human's flesh and blood.

They lost a huge portion of their intelligence alongside with their humanity, but they are still capable of using magic [their blood magic was even empowered]







	“Theee idoool…. Briinng theee idol baaaack...” The creature even more corrupted than those already chasing our lovely MC came from the bushes. Slower, having her/his head covered by the skull of some animal with really sizeable horns. Probably the boss of the cultist.




I can already see the question in your eyes – about what kind of idol is that creature speaking? Weeeell, my mistake, pardon me, druid that was running away was having a small bundle with him, from the side you could see that part of his “package” was visible. It was a golden figurine of some kind of creature with bared fangs.



	“Why… from every possible object… that I had to steal… it had to be… the golden idol… from the cannibal tribe?” Zari said while catching breath





	“It is a secret… but fair enough! You deserve to know after you retrieved it… you see… the secret is… THAT IT BELONGS IN A MUSEUM!”





	“I will fucking kill you.”





	“Now! MAESTRO! MUSICA!”




And now, as he was running away, chased by over 50 blood lusting creatures, the theme music from Indiana Jones was being played in the background.



	“You are fucking kidding me!”





	“Alice! For fuck sake! Shut your mouth and enjoy the moment!”





	“YOU ARE NOT THE ONE THAT WILL BE DEVOURED… AGAIN… IF THEY CATCH US!”





	“Fair point! Go, go, go, go, go!”




From time to time some kind of primitive spear would be thrown, missing his body each time by inch or two. But Zari never left this without response. He also twisted his upper body from time to time, throwing fireballs randomly into the crowd, and notifications about damages he dealt were letting him know, that he usually managed to hit someone. From time to time he was also raising some obstacles with nature magic.


Yet once again, he dropped the idea of using chaos magic. Mostly because last time he threw a chaos bolt at an enemy witch-doctor, he absorbed it in mid-air.



	“THERE! TO THE CAVE!”





	“LIKE HELL I AM GOING THERE! CAVES RARELY HAVING MORE THAN ONE ENTRY! I WOULD SIMPLY JUMP RIGHT INTO THE DEN WITH NO PLACE TO HIDE NOR RUN! AND KNOWING MY LUCK AND THIS WORLD, SONE KIND OF MONSTERS LIVES THERE!”





	“ALICE! THERE IS NO TIME TO WASTE! DO YOU TRUST ME?”





	“NO!”





	“THAT’S THE SPIRIT! TO THE CAVE!”




What else could he do? Well… he could NOT listen the crazy masochistic-sadistic Pixie… but it was too late for that. In the end the endless mass of blood lusting creatures could somewhat force anyone to cooperate with the person he does not trust.


Within the cave there was a small river and one boat was tied to the pole.


The river. That simply started there. Just like that. Yes. It was a river. While looking at the surface of water you could easily see a powerful stream running inside.



	“TO THE BOAT ALICE!”





	“B…but…”





	“TO THE BOAT!”




And thus he jumped inside. What a crazy little fellow he is… listening so eagerly someone who already dragged him into the ambush… twice…



	“ROW, ROW, ROW THE BOAT! SNEAKING UP THE STREAM, LOCK N LOAD IN TACTIC MODE, U…”





	“JUST SHUT UP ALREADY!”




After releasing the boat and jumping inside Zari felt a bit of safety. Even if just a tiny one. The savages stoped following him, annoyed shouts and snarls could be heard.



	“Ahahahah! That was fun! We showed them! Didn’t we?”





	“What thing did YOU show them? You were flying and screaming all the time revealing my position…”





	“Oh, come on! Adventures are twice as fun if you have someone to share them with! Be grateful that I took you with me!”




… Who exactly took who… I am not the one to judge. I am merely an author…



	“But Alice! Your stamina is horrible! Do you train your body? Do you eat healthy? It would be a shame if someon…”





	“Be quiet…”





	“AGAIN! You only shush me all the time an…”





	“No, I heard something! Be quiet for a second! That some kind of… water dropping… no, more like… like…”





	“Waterfall?”





	“… what did you just say?”





	“Waterfall?”





	“Liz, don’t tell me that…”





	“USE MY FULL NAME!”





	“… this stream has a waterfall at its end…”





	“No, of course not!” The magician took a deep breath, relaxing himself a little “It is not finished with one, it is finished with a lake at some kind of clearing. The waterfall is in the middle of stream. Just at the end of this cave! Oh, by the way, you can see it from here!”





	“W..w…w..wha…”





	“Don’t be silly!~you really though, that they would just simply let it go if at the end of this cave some kind of certain death sentence was not located?”




The stream got more powerful. The sounds of splashed water grow louder and louder.


The boy started looking left and right for some kind of vines to grab in a last act of despair, unfortunately, the walls of cave were completely smooth, resembling a tunnel more than an underground pit.



	“HERE IT COMES! HOOOLD TIGHT!” the pixie screamed while jumping on Zari’s head catching his hair like some kind of reins, with a sick grin of excitement plastered all over her face.




And that moment came. Part of the boat started inclining over the edge of the waterfall, hanging for a split seconds in the air, until the moment when the center of gravity itself was left hanging in the air.


The next thing that happened, was that boat leaned into a completely vertical position, and fell down.


Zari screamed in fear, The pixie made some “yahoo!” yell, the waterfall said nothing, as our protagonist fell from an over 30 meters tall cliff.










	“…lice! Aaaalice! Wake up, wakeeee uuuup! Not that I mind, it’s wonderful thing to rest surrounded by nature… but you don’t have much time left, and I’m afraid, that somewhere around some beast may have a den….”




I opened my eyes. My lungs hurt, muscles were painfully stiffed, and on my chest a pixie was laying on her belly, supporting her cheeks with her palms as she was looked at me. Oh, she told me, that her name was …. Elizabeth Christine Brenda Evelyn Jeanie Patricia Ursula von Divh. I was sure she made it up within a second, but was so proud of her ability to made up names, that she forced me over and over again to repeat it. And I called her “Liz” such sweet vengeance of mine.



	“Sooo, did you have a nice dream? Maybe about… me?”





	“Indeed, it was nightmare.”




The pixie turned on her back laughing while curling her legs up to her stomach.



	“Ahhh, ok. Hihi-ies and giggle-ies ends now. We have a job to do, Alice! You have the idol, don’t ya?”




Without thinking my hand went to my belt. I exhaled with relief. The bundle with the idol was still there.


You may be wondering. Why the hell is he hunting for some kind ol’ dusty idols?


Side quest-event of course! If not for the payment I would never have decided to jump into that hellhole… or hellholes, for it was not the first artifact I retrieved.



	“Yes, right here…”





	“Okieeee! No more time wasting! To the teleport glyph!” She jumped and flew off me leading the way yet another time. Into how many traps has she led me? I lost count after 10… Yet somehow, with time I started to accept it, it was simply bound to happen. Also with all my courses were less actual violence and more bantery… Crap, is this Stockholm syndrome?





	“TO THE TREE ALICE!” she yelled at full blast yet again. It was just her habit. A habit that brings dozens of dangers upon us. This time was no different. The bushes a few dozen meters away rumbled as some weird hybrid of hiss and snarl could be heard.




We stayed quiet for a second or two, then just look at each other



	“Really Liz? Really? Again?” it happened so many times, that I didn’t even feel an adrenaline rush. Just your normal Friday morning.





	“… TO THE TREE ALICE!” she yelled again pretending the previous line wasn’t said.




I start heading into an empty, broken old tree, which insides were marked with weird symbols. The beast that was charging was some kind of unwanted child between a reptile and toad or fish… maybe all of them… Very teeth-y, very scaly, very angry, very charging-at-me-while-trampling-everything-on-its-path-y.


I stepped inside the circle. The magic started dancing around me making my body semi-transparent. The beast was coming closer and closer; it leaped at me, baring its fang. I could smell its breath, his teeth were inches from my face, and then I vanished.


This is why I was not excited. Every single time it’s the same. Beast are different, places are different, loot is different, but always, at the very moment I am vanishing right before having my head chewed off.



I stepped from the circle at the other side of the linked travel-tunel.



	“Aaah! Your bring it back! Wonderful! Spectacular! I have never worked with a human as helpful as yourself, Mister Zariel!” The Dragon said.




The dragon was walking on his rear legs, clothed in a robe with glasses on his “nose”.



	“Don’t mind it. I am not doing it for free, you know? You pay, I bring.”





	“Of course, this was the very object of our deal, but I really hope that you also enjoyed the fact, that you made worlds a better place! After this dimension shatters, all those insane tribes and beast will get back to their realms. But now, a huge portion of their power was taken away. Forever! Now let me secure the idol. It is really dangerous. After spending some time around it mortals turn a bit more blood lusting.”




He took the figurine out of my hands.



	Treasure Hunting quest!
	Avillion Avanetus Averinchi, the kind Dragon-scientists asked you to secure a dangerous artifacts!

Help him making the worlds much safe and earned some candies

	The Amulet of Mummy King	Forgotten Pyramid	SECURED
	Spear of Ice Giant	Altar of Storms	SECURED
	Egg of Necrotic White Dragon	Laboratory of Change	SECURED
	Jewell of Whispers	Tomb of Madness	SECURED
	Bloody Idol	Jungle of LifeSuckers	SECURED






	“You truly did a great job! You earned it!”





	You have finished [Treasure hunting] quest!
	Reward	1000 candies
	Time bonus	231 candies
	Stealth bonus	117 candies
	Duels bonus	42 candies
	Riddles bonus	82 candies
	TOTAL	1472 candies





And I have over 1800 candies… or so. Once again I looked at the timer



	Halloween Spooky Party!
	Remaining time	02h:48m:22s





Not even three hours and I want to get at least 200 candies more.


It can be tricky. Saying honestly. I had over 3000 already, after 4 hours of grinding.  But, there was a place… gamble house that was pretty much a side event too… there was a great reward for winning 10 times in a row – a crystal that gave 25 point to luck…


Do I need to say how it ended? Don’t force me please… let’s just say that I was lucky enough that they allowed me to keep my pants… decent people.



	“Avi, one question if I may…”





	“Of course my friend!”





	“Do you know where the nearest place where I can get some more candies is?”





	“Well, there is a gamble house…”





	“Avi, I will stop you right here… do you remember in what condition I visited your museum?”





	“O..oh, right… hmm, there is a wave arena nearby.”





	“…how does it works?”





	“Pretty same as normal arena battles. Just instead of human-like opponents they release dozens of enemies at you. Fret not, they are not so powerful, not at beginning at least. Entry fee cost 250 candies, but you can get those back after clearing 5 waves. In moment you would be dealt a fatal wound you are forced back with teleportation magic. Oh, and I can easily say, that if you came back from my quests, 10 waves will be a piece of cake to you. Are you going there?”





	“Probably.”





	“Then please, let me come with you. I will bet some candies on you. Hope you won’t mind letting a friend earn a coin the easy way.”



            

    
        Chapter 100

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死



Why, for gods sakedoes every estate, building, facility in this bloody place needs to appear right from behind the corner.


Honestly, you are walking through the dense forest, you are turning right, BAH! Out of nowhere – inn. Deep in the mountains, you are taking another valley, DUH! The gamble house! Now we were walking through wasteland in the middle of the savanna-like plain. There is nothing. Nowhere. To the lest – nothing, to the right – absolutely empty place! Nothingness in front on me and we came from nuthin’!


BUT! There is one big rock. In the fucking middle of empty field. Over 20 meters tall and 6 meters  wide. GUESS WHAT IS BEHIND THE FUCKING ROCK!? Yes, a simple arena… actually more like a wooden fence, with some… gates-like opening? As I was told later, into those gates beast’s hunters were attaching cages with monsters. One cover of the gate was opened releasing beasts. Beasts that were hungry and angry, that jumped right on the one unfortunate person that they had in sight. The one in the arena.


Around the arena (fence) a small tent-town was… built? Erected?



	“Snacks! Pancakes! Chocolate cakes! Blood and tears of your enemies! Sweets! Only here!”





	“Wanna step into the arena? Better get good armor! Only now! Buy armor, gauntlets and boots, and you will get helmet free!




And there were some guyz, wearing clothes that screamed “I am selling illegal stuff!!!” looking here and there. One of them came to me



	“Psh, kid, wanna buy…” In that moment someone that could be named an arena guard also show interest and came closer “… a pancake?” the man finished after he saw guard “You know what… never mind. See ya later…”





	“You better be careful kid, if you would be found with the steroids that those guys are selling… You will be let in on the arena… but you won’t be let out… and even if you would win every single match… you won’t earn a shit. Of course your entry fee won’t be returned either… just sayin’… now excuse me…” and he left. Useful info is useful.




Me, Liz and Avi came to the tent that, apparently, was selecting who would be picked as another arena fighter. Avi was talking instead of me.



	“Ah, good morning madam. We are interested in letting this young man show his skills in the arena.”




The woman… Or THE WOOOOMANH! Looked at me from above… even as she was sitting. She was easily over 3.5 meters tall, had pall skin and single horn coming out of her head. Oni?



	“That weakling? Where does he have muscles? I would take him in, if he would be at least big enough to feed the beast… Don’t tell me that you want to set him up, and them bet ur’ candies that he would lose…”





	“Ah, pardon me my rudeness for I am will allow myself to interrupt you here, I vouch for his skills, strength and courage. And the truth is, that I want to bet my candies ON this, how you called him? Ah, weakling. If you don’t mind we can register him and my bet on him at the same time…”




The woman was annoyed. She didn’t want to let me in. Dunno why



	“I am sorry, but we currently have a fighter in the arena right now so you would have to wai…”





	“GWAHAAAAAAAHHH! STOP IT! STOP IT! IT WILL CHEW MY LEGS OFF! AH! THE PAIN! UNBEARABLE! I GIVE UP! GIVEEE UPPP!”




Could be heard from the direction of the fence.



	“…nevermind… looks like you can come in… You can leave every 5 waves… so 5th, 10th up to 15th. Then you can leave after defeating every wave. The fight ends at 20, and you will be dead at … 3rd… nah, 2nd. Are you still in?”




 I just nodded. And threw my fee on the table in front of her.



	“And I would like to bet 75 candies that this gentleman would last… 7 waves…”




The woman nodded and took his share too, giving him proof of payment.



	“In front of your gate there will be an armory. You may take… pardon me, borrow, any kind of armor and weapon you like.”





	“What’s the catch?”





	“Those are extremely poor quantity. But it’s always better to carry bad weapon instead of no-weapon. No, go away and prepare to die.”




We left the tent. After a few steps I moved my head to Avi and said.



	“You told me that I would last 10 waves with no problems.”





	“That’s right.”





	“So why did you bet only for 7?”





	“You see, I can always make another bet after each wave, and this is what I am going to do. But as least people would bet less money for you, the ratio of candies that you can earn will be bigger. If I would bet without blinking 10 waves, for each candy I gave I could earn lets say 1.3. But as I bet 7, it should be 1.4, or more. And that’s for now. After 1st wave I will make another bet. Fret not. First 5 waves are nothing to be scared of, if you are such a hardened in battle warrior like you!... where are you going?”





	“To the armory…”





	“… don’t you have your own weapon?”





	“I do, but it needs mana. For weaker enemies I would rather fight with another weapon, just to keep strength for harder battles.”





	“That’s probably a smart move! Well, I am about to move into the spectator’s section… May luck shines upon you… and saying which may it also shine upon me…”




And he walked away. Liz, that up until now was laying lazily on her back at the top of my head raised up, stretched her arms, yawned loudly, and once again dropped on me, this time on her belly, supporting her cheeks with hands.



	“Ki, Alice, show em’ who’s da boss! I will join prof. Dino in no time.”





	“Hm? You are not going to stay with me?”





	“Khe? Ya already miss me? That’s sw…”





	“I simply can’t wait to get rid of you.”





	“You are bluu-shin’”





	“How can you say that laying on top of my head?”





	“IMAGINATION! Nah, I can’t stay with you. There can be only one person in the arena. Plus, from the spectator’s section I will have a better view of you being torn apart. Okish, Good luck, die hard!” She yelled while flying away




I looked at her for a couple of seconds, then walked into the tent was taking the role of armory. The tent that was… 4 square meters big.


And there was EVERYTHING here. 4 square meters? Maybe from outside. Linked dimensions? Dunno, but from the inside… it was like a grand barrack! With stands filled with armors, walls covered in all weapons in all sized, divided be sections.


“IMP size” “Goblin size” “Fairy size” “Human size” “Orc size”… this one was weird. Mrogul was about 2 meters tall… yet those armors were about 0.5 meter bigger… Is Mrogul some kind of midget among orcs… I read a book about devils spawns (demons, orcs and so on)… those were supposed to be tribal beings… very deeply connected to their society… will have to ask him later… “Ogre/Oni size”, “Troll size…”


short, medium, great, bastards – Swords … , war axes, battle axes, one edged double edged, hammers, mattocks, spears (with maaaany, blades), glaives… But, just as WOMANH said… worn out, rusty, with wooden parts partly rotten… what a shame.


I took off the rack a Wushu-spear. I have no idea how to “Wushu” my abilities are not that advanced… buuuut… Ok, I took it cuz’ it was not that damaged and… it’s badass? Don’t mind me and my childish nature… COME ON! Don’t tell me that you wouldn’t do the same!


I came out of the tent, the WOMANH! was walking in my direction with irritated expression.



	“You certainly took your time. On to the arena n…” she looked at weapon I chose.




There was only “Tsh” and she pointed with her head at the gate. I moved there while balancing the weapon in my hand. After a long time of not being used, and because of it being partly damaged, the point of balance had changed. It was closer to the blade by an inch or two.


The floor of the arena was covered in sand. I stood there playing with my spear.



	“Another challenger is…” I heard annoyed voice of the WOMANH though some kind of megaphone. But it won’t last long “…W…what are you doing here?! How did you get here… What are you doing, her sto… I SAID STAPH, mWH”





	“Mic test! ONE-TWO,ONE-TWO…” Guess who was now speaking. If you bet, that certain pixie, you are right





	“Ugh, Nothing? Ok, I can warm up while waiting… do-re-mi-fa-sol-la-si-do! So-so-so-so-fa-mi-re-do!!! Dra-dre-dri-dro-dru-mra-mre-mri-mro… what day a mean we are on air… Fuck… I mean… HELLOO FOLKS! Welcome to the 736th arena wave fighting!”





	“I thought it was like the… 15th?” someone from the audience said. Pretty quietly, in my opinion





	“SHUT UP AND DON’T TALK BACK! As I said… Welcome to the 1054th arena wave fighting! In the red corner, never ending waves of beasts and monsters, terror, despair, and death! In the blue corner… Alice… the red corner unbeaten champions, that did not let anyone claims its title, merciless, heartless, restless, blood lusting avatars of chaos! The blue corner… Alice… The red corner…”





	“Just stop it already and start the battle!”





	“Yeah! Just let em’ start!”





	“Annoying meanines… ok… REALEASE THE KRAKEN!”





	“… we don’t have a kraken…”





	“Not saying that it would be overkill…”





	“GUUH! GET IN THE MOOD FOR FUCK SAKE! WHAT AM I SUPPOSED TO SAY? REALESE THE BUNNIES?!”





	“Bw..bwahahaha…”





	“SEE? OKAY! REALESE THE… psth… what can we realese?”





	“… Depends what hunters brings… today we are serving mostly kobolds…”





	“REALESE THE KOBOLDS!... that was weak…”




The gates were opened and from the cage ten beasts were released.


How to describe Kobolds? Unwanted kid of goblin and lizard? Yup, small as goblin, bipedal, humanoid posture, but covered in scales , with small tail that hanged  afew centimeters over the ground. Somewhat intelligent, since they were carrying primitive weapons... well, in this case pickaxes… Yet in their eyes… madness. Pure, untainted aggression. ThemMost savage and primitive desire to hunt and kill.



	Kobold Worker
	Level	4
	Hp	[38/40]
	Sp	[48/60]
	Skills:	Nigh Vision [passive] [Level 4]

Mining [passive] [Level 9]

Cooperation [passive] [Level 2]

Primitive object construction [passive] [Level 3]

Pickaxe Usage [passive/active] [Level 7]

Poison resistance [passive] [low] [level 4]

	Not completely monsters, yet definitely not intelligent creatures.

Savage, primitive, yet able to cooperate within their small society.

Workers are the lowest cast, yet are not to be underestimated.






Ok, doesn’t really look like a great challenge… repeating the goblin village? I am stronger now. Much stronger. Well, it’s the first wave… Let’s dance




Dum-dum-dum. The end for today. 5.5 pages. Not much, I know. But one: I feel terrible today, yet wanted to write ANYTHING. While writing I was like: ok, let’s finish this arc today., then: ok, let’s finish fight today and next chappy will be epilogue of arc, and then: ok, let’s finish the first wave.


And at the very end: Fuck this. Ain’t going to sweat that much for comments under last chappy (I am not writing that I feel unloved and unwanted… but I feel unloved and unwanted. Remember when I made triple release within a day cuz’ I told that I felt happy and throw a quote :”it is important to keep ur author happy?” making conclusion I am leaving to you.)


Still love you Garro.

            

    
        Chapter 101

    
    
    
    
                Before the chapters start, there are 3 things that i have to say:



	Why it took me so long (yes, I consider 14 days as very long) – 1 cuz I had lots to do 2. Cuz I simply couldn’t write anything. Yup that’s all






	As I study once again (now on master degree) I want everyone to know what is my schedule: Monday – Thursday is no-no for me (maybe somehow with support of divine power I would write smth but….), so you can expect chapters mostly at the weekends




In the last part I will allow myself to answer some comments from last chappy


No-One-Special – you will be able to see it in this chap

Dragochaos – Thanks, Good to know, I will try, I also hope so. (Yup, those are four separate answers ^_^)

Garro - … … … sai wot m8? U doubted meh? Im gonna wreck u m8!

No, honestly!? Bruh! How… HOW DARE YOU?! YOU DARED TO EVEN MENTIONED THAT U DIDN’T BELIVE THAT I WOULD GET SO FAR!? HOW DO YOU EVEN DARE TO DARE?! I DARE YOU!

KatersKater – Great. Another one. You have just admitted that u actually DROPPED MY story! Was it not good enough?! HUH!? You treat me like some kind of object existing just to please ya~!? GOOD TO FCKING KNOW!

Jk. Good to have you back.


Schadof – thanks for comment.



And one last thing. As our Halloween party lasted for a bit longer than it was planned… I am afraid that xmas this year is cancelled -> https://s-media-cache-ak0.pinimg.com/736x/26/71/cc/2671ccbd5c6e8d7b9f97593407b8068b.jpg

Ok, that’s all to the story, (in like hour or so… cuz once again I lost my will to write a shit… hold on… going for coffee….)


Oh, and rejoice, for proofreader-dono finally is up-to-date with the story. ^_^

Edited by: KenChi死



Extremely weak enemies, normally I would never consider them as a threat, but numbers matter. In one of the books I read in the library, (about devilspawn… will tell ya bout’ it later) there was mentioned history, that troll was torn into pieces by horde of wild-mad-angry-hungry goblins. Aaaand there is the thing that truly frightens me - cooperation skill… If their synergy is really good then I may be cornered… But of course I could just fry em’ down! Yet still, I have at least 4 more waves to be even able to leave the arena if things would turn ugly… okay, let’s take a closer look at this cooperation skill…



	Cooperation
	Lowest class skill of [Synergy] class

Acts of individuals are becoming more efficient while individual is under effect of [Leadership] skill of other individual

Removing user of [Leadership]-like skill will force backlash on [Cooperation] users






Which one of them has Leadership? Not this one, nope, this neither…


As I was quickly viewing one status profile after another, beasts started getting closer while snarling. Pickaxes weren’t really meant to be weapons. Not exactly balanced, with limited possibilities of swings...


7th kobold… nope, 8th… 9th and 10th also, none had skill that look even similar to leadership... no leader at all in the wave? Well, it’s the very beginning so maybe they will treat me gently…



	“HEY! Kid! The hell are you doing?! We came to watch some action! Get your ass moving and start fighting! Paint that arena with blood! Yours or those creatures!”




Someone from the audience shout, his remark was rewarded with small applause and “Yeah” or “That’s right” shouts.


They are right. Need to start moving… not that I care why they came here, for I am here for my own reasons… or actually cuz’ I followed the wrong rabbit.



Half animals or not, the monsters were not dumb enough to rush in a crowd; instead they started getting closer while trying to circle me. Thanks to the spear (.. well, and magic…) I had distance advantage, yet it needed to be used quickly, or else it will turn pretty much useless.


But! As it is pretty hard to create really good strategy against an enemy twice your size and triple your weight (that would be me), the beasts were moving carefully. It was such a bizarre experience! They were moving so peacefully, so carefully, like hunters trying to hunt down a sleeping bear, they knew that one wrong step could break the hell lose.


But they are not as sophisticated in their action as hunters, I am not as gently as a bear… and I am not sleeping.


I waited another second, and then rushed to the side. They wanted to circle me, by running to the left I broke their sickle-like formation. Once again, I had them more or less in line, but this time the distance between them, was small (way too small), and wouldn’t allow me to fight one by one, got bigger as gaps get wider creating more place for all kinds of maneuvers that were required to skillfully handle the spear.


I feinted a strike towards the torso, the 1st beast afraid of getting impaled by my weapon tried jerking its body to the side, but then I shifted weight of my body and lowered thrust, burrowing spearhead deeply in its thigh. I did all I could to waste no time, and I twisted the weapon in both direction to make wound bigger. Killing him could take some more time, by penetrating his leg this way I pretty much crippled him (or at least disabled him for the duration of the fight). One of them is no longer dangerous…


Hey, I am also hoping that maybe… just maybe… he will bleed to death and save me some trouble? Well, my luck in this place is as shitty as never. But mama always told me: optimism is a key! A man can dream!


A pickaxe hit the ground dangerously close to me as I was retrieving my spear back from the poor bastard leg.


The lizard beasts with great effort tried to once again raise his weapon, but his small body frame, uncomfortable position after he tried to strike me, and overall clumsiness of his made this action last way to long.


As soon as my weapon was free, I started using it like a pole, mostly to get some space.


I jerked from right to left, forcing kobold to take 2 steps back and then I hit him with blunt part of the spear in the gut, making him fall on his back.


Another beast swung his pickaxe from above his head, I got on my knee (mostly to reduce difference of our sizes) and raised my hands over my head while holding the spear. The pickaxe was stopped by it. Wasting no time, I shifted the way I handled my weapon and while performing a swing to the side I managed to force the kobold to release his pickaxe from his grasp, and hit him in the face.


But then the advantage of number kicked in. I heard once, that while you fight with multiple opponents, you can be attacked from three sides effectively. If there would be more enemies, they would have to wait, or else they would simply disturb the movements of their allies.


Bullshit, I tell you! Fucking bullshit! This formula surly never took in consideration that your opponents may be about half your size, and thus open at least two more spots in which theirs brothers could fit easily.


I was forced to dance. Literally! I needed to perform some weird half-spin movements that would keep me free from being covered in those scaly bastards.


How the hell do you deal with em’ in such numbers?!


~It’s extremely easy, you know? You simply send heavily armored phalanx down their streets in mountains. Ya know, tower shields, long spears and glaives… as long as they wouldn’t get on your back you are safe.


I AM ALONE FOR FUCK SAKE! How do you deal with em without support of bloody heavy infantry?


~ It doesn’t need to be infantry… cavalry charge would do the trick nicely too… but one vs many? I advice stealth. Taking out one by one, they are not really bright, so they probably would notice if one of their brother would go missing… or two… or fifty…


… I am fighting in the arena Codex-chan… stealth is out of question..


~… hmm, there was such a saying in your world... Nec Hercules contra plures? Yeah, something like that.


Come on! My level is 4 times bigger than theirs! And there are not warriors! They are fucking miners!


~So you could easily take four of them at the same time… they still have advantage of 2.5 times… it’s while using your calculation system… Go lie down somewhere and die.


YOU ARE NOT HELPING! And you are having way too much fun. I am suffering you know?


~Maybe if you were training with Sebastian instead of sleeping under the tree every time you had possibility to do so your stamina would last for a little longer…


~Keep fighting boss! Ya can do it! Just do it! Don’t let your dreams be dreams! Fame! Experience! Candies and thus glorious rewards! All those things lie right in front of you! Just waiting for you to pick em up! Even if it means that you will have to get dirty! Ju…

 

… what the hell now? Guyz… you are acting weird… or should I say.. suspicious?


~…


~…


~…


~…


~…


~…


~…

 

I can literally hear your awkward silence… wait… don’t you even dare to fucking tell me that…


~… that’s right boss… we… kinda… made our own casino here and… um…


THE HELL!? You have nothing! Literally! You are but parts of my mind! What for all goddess did you use as curre…


~ FROM THE RIGHT!


~LUST! NO HELPING! Try it one more time and you will be disqualified!


… Every one… but you? Et tu, Greed, contra me? You were the first who ever talked to me! You are like my firstborn!


~… it’s nothing personal… just business…


Ok, now I want every one of you to tell me how long do you think I will last… I mean how much you put on each wave…


~… it’s highly confidential information…


~LUST PUT ALL IN, THAT YOU WILL LEAVE ARENA BY YOURSELF! EITHER BY WINING OR LEAVING BY YOUR OWN WILL! NOW! SHOW EM WHO’S DA BOSS! HORA-HORA! GO! JUST DO IT! HOST-SAME! HOST-SAMA! BANZAI HOST-SAMA!


So no advices from you guyz? I will remember it, you can be sure that I will carve this event deeply in my mind and heart, and when the time will come I shall… JESUS FUCKING CHRIST! STOP ATACKING ME FOR A BLOODY SECOND, WILL YOU? I AM MAKING A DRAMATIC INNER-MONOLGUE SPEECH!


~… umm… to help but not directly… to help but not directly… HA! I KNOW! LUST-SAMA IS A GENIOUS! It’s the quote from your world! Gandalf said it to Luke in last Star Trek movie! “Use the force Harry!” as they were traveling to Narnia to trap the Lucifer!

 

What the… HOW WAS THAT SUPPOSED TO HELP ME?! wait… use the force? I wanted to save mana for later, but apparently I have no other possibilities…



	“Getting cornered in first wave… tsh, last challenger lasted to 7th… what a bloody disappointment…”




I can hear you, fucker…


But time to move, my mana bar is full, so one time cast shouldn’t be that painful… eh.


I swung one last time to get as much space as it was only possible. And I felt it one more time. I already forgot how doing this felt like. The warmth from my guts spreading through my mana veins to my arm, then deeper, faster stronger… to my palm.


As I hid the spear behind me, and a beast jumped at me.


Breath in… breath out… Inhale.. exhale.. Now.


I quickly dropped myself on one of my knees and rapidly hit the ground with palm. One shock wave a day keeps kobolds away…


And suddenly the world around be got… peaceful? So calm…


The adrenaline finally kicked in?


I saw the bodies of the lizard beast-men flying… no, no literally! Simply shock wave should blow them away… for at least 2 or 3 meters… and as explosion occurred, their bodies were sent flying… and I saw them so clearly, like if someone turn the slow motion on.


I raised up. My motion was also slowed down. Weird feeling. At the other hand I had much more time for all kinds of preparations… I had all the time of the world to aim each of my hits.


I thrust the first time aiming for the heart. My target was still “flying up”. The blade of my spear easily, almost without any resistance penetrated the monster’s chest. I wasted no time, retrieving my spear back, and thrusting yet another time aiming in the same place. As the angle of hit was different this time blood splashed everywhere.


I managed to kill total 4 kobolds as they were still in air, I felt my muscles being stretched painfully. I will need a good massage after this.


Finishing the rest of them was a piece of cake. Mostly because I finished three more before they managed to get back of their feet.


Fighting with two beasts that were standing as last of the wave was nothing more than formality.



	The first wave has been finished
	Kobold Worker has been killed x 10
	You have obtained 60 exp






	By performing special action you have learned new skill
	[Pole Weapon Mastery] new manifestation [Heart seeker]
	Perform three fast thrusts - [3x one enemy] or [1x three different enemies]
	Damage is based on [User] stats and [Pole Weapon Mastery] level
	Critical rate is improved by 75%

Critical Damage is improved by 50%

	May add [Bleeding] status effect





Eh, a good thing? Here? Something good met me in this hellhole? Can’t be happening.


First wave cleared. Not a great feat, so my reward from audience was a lazy applause from a few guys.


Oni woman.. pardon me… WOMANH! raised from her chair and yelled not so loudly



	“Okay, go rest a little. You have 5 minute break till next wave. Arena staff, please clean the field from corpses…”




Massaging my shoulder I walked to the bench for some (not so) well deserved break.


Without magic I could lose. Trampled by a horde of weaklings. I got used to stealth attack waaaay too much. No one likes jack of all that are brilliant in all kinds of combats… 1 vs 1, 1 vs many, stealth, ranged, magic… the problem is that… I NEED TO BE A BLOODY JACK OF ALL. I trust no one. Not up to the point of trusting them with my life. Adventurers? Nice bunch, but they are mercenaries, there will always be some that would sell their mothers for a bag of coins. Maybe not Marika, maybe not Loki, maybe not Mrogul.


Fuck. I survived Behemoth’s attack. I survived being hunted by inquisition. I will not die trampled by some fucking lowly kobolds.


I learned my lesson of humility. I will not let myself be caught like that. Heart seeker will help me with it.








I know some time has passed... but love me? just a little?


            

    
        Chapter 102

    
    
    
    
                Behold my children! Behold the glorious me bestowing upon you yet again the gift of mine!

... Love me? a lil more than last time plox?

Oh, and love Ken-kun a little too... (JUST A LITTLE! In the end... you know... priorities and such...)



Edited by: KenChi死



I was massaging my shoulder while rethinking strategy. Those kobolds were… weak. And slow. And were wielding unbalanced weapons. So why the hell did I struggled that much? If didn’t use magic and shapeshifting… is this11 the limit of my current abilities?


No, it is the limit of a human on this level. Soliders that are training daily in barracks are level 10-15. Adventurers that are risking their lives fighting unimaginable creatures are level 15-25. Level 30 is reserved for real monsters among humans. 40 are grand masters, like a few dozen in the whole world per generation… you know, the kind of hermits that were studying arcane of magic in swamps while dueling with insane creatures.


And level 50. I am pretty sure the ol’ man Jericho is one of those. Or, as I suspect, he crossed that line. Did he evolved? If yes, then his race is either heavily connected with humans (…well, that was his base race) or has insane camouflage skills.


Making conclusion. I am not that weak. I am lacking experience in actual fighting. Yes, I still do. But I am not going to stop on level 20. Nor 30. And not 50. Will it take long? But Sebastian told me, that I will reach the level of the most powerful human in 2-3 years. If I will treat is seriously, it is. If the most powerful human is somewhere around level 50… damn I am a cheat in the end. To reach in 3-4 years something that other creatures devoted there whole lives to.


Tsh, as I will get back I will have to start looking for more difficult quests. And train with ol’ man… and maybe… nah, don’t push my luck to much… but he would be overjoyed… no, no, no and no! I will die… but unlimited power! But for what cost!? Ok, let leave asking Sebastian for help for some really dark times…


As I was lost in thought, I didn’t noticed someone approaching me. And, oh boy, it was quite a feat to not notice HER.



	“You. Your stance is far too defensive.”




I shivered as I heard the voice way to close to me.


The one standing behind me was Oni.



	“Pardon me?”





	“You got cornered, since you kept running away. They kept pushing you back, and you kept giving away your ground. As the result you get cornered. Kobolds are not intelligent but are also not completely mindless. Use it to your advantage. As one of them jumps at you, avoid him and try getting in his place, doing so you will force yourself a place for movements. Also, you made far too many unnecessary movements. Those exhausted you. And keep using your legs more instead of upper body. As you were sweeping at the sides to shake the Kobolds off your heels you used far too much stamina. Instead of shaking only your upper body, try to rotate from below your belt.”





	“T…Thank you… I guess? Why are you telling me all those things? Isn’t in your business making me fail?”





	“He? Why do you think so? It’s quite the opposite. The better you will fight, the more spectators may come, and we get most of our payment by selling tickets and taking bets. Your rewards are not estimated to be equal to 10% of our income. Atop of that… you have a talent. Raw instinct. When you pierced those beasts hearts… you did it for the first time, didn’t you?”





	“I guess so.”





	“In many schools of spear usage, moves like those have many names. Tempest of Ran Vu, Triple Snake’s Bite, Three Stings of Malikh… There were geniuses that spend their lives mastering spear, and after years of practicing they created a few moves, just like that one. And you simply thought, that it would be nice to use something similar during the battle. You have insane potential. By giving you those pieces of advice, even if just small ones, I am contributing to the progress of someone, that one day may become a wonderful warrior. And there is no such thing, that my kin value more than truly devoted warriors. Do not betray the hopes that I lay in you. Show me something spectacular.”




She turned around and ones again started marching toward the reference section. As she was walking, she turned her head one more time and yelled to me.



	“Get your ass up, white-boy. The next match will start in couple seconds.”




So I raised up, played with spear in my hands a few more times balancing it, and I stepped into the arena yet again.


Again 10 monsters. 5 workers, we already know those gentlemen. So, the other 5?



	Kobold Brawler
	Level 	6
	Hp	[106/110]
	Sp	[82/100]
	Skills	Nigh Vision [passive] [Level 6]

Cooperation [passive] [Level 1]

Club usage mastery [passive] [novice] [Level 4]

         - Manifestations [Powerful blow] [Slam] [Charge]

Brawler's skill: [Taunt]

Trained body [passive] [Level 1]

Poison resistance [passive] [low] [Level 6]

	Kobold Brawler was a Kobold Worker, that was promoted thanks to his extraordinary strength (compared to workers).


Stronger and more durable than their lower casted kin, yet their strategy may be far simpler.


Because of their beliefs in their own strength they do not work together... unless an even higher cast would come along and force submission on them







	Kobold Scout
	Level 	6
	Hp	[62/70]
	Sp	[55/60]
	Skills	Nigh Vision [passive] [Level 6]

Dagger [passive] [novice] [Level 4]

         - Manifestations [Backstab] [Rapid thrust] [Lunge]

Scout skills: [Tracking] [Presence hide]

Nimble body [passive] [Level 1]

Poison resistance [passive] [low] [Level 6]

	Unlike Brawlers, Scouts were far to small and "fragile" to be even considered as workers. Most of such kobolds die of starvation, as none of their kin even think about helping them.


Only if they shown their ability of tracking and hiding their presence they were taken into training to became assassins. The lowest cast of the way to that position is scout. Those poor bastards are sent into the deepest corridors of the Mountains to look for possible threats from creatures living deeply under earth.


Unlike common Kobolds they are lacking skill of cooperation, as they were taught to travel and live on their own, coming back to villages in the mountains once per few months, just to report






The rest of company was made out of 3 scouts and 2 brawlers. As they were walking toward the middle of the arena, brawlers were simply pushing workers out of their way. Classic bullies.


They looked at me, at made some kind of sound, that probably was supposed to sound like a mighty roar. Well, it sounded pretty much like a turkey being stuffed… alive.


The brawlers, which showed a specific kind of… “enthusiasm” jumped right on me. Remembering the words of Oni I did the same.


The spear was dancing, blood was flowing, the music of scream was ringing high. Maybe it was because of this music, or maybe because of gossip that was spoken outside the arena, the audience was slowly filling up.







….








	“Ladies and gentlemen! Monsters and freaks! The challenger has reached the 5th wave! Lets reward him with applause, because right here, right now, things are about to get…. SPICY!”




I was bit battered. Nothing serious – a few grazes, as I reacted to slowly or to aggressively on strike performed by brawler; and some cuts that proofed the ability of scouts which somehow managed to sneak behind my back and perform a thrust.


I was panting a little, my cheeks were a bit red from the heath. A small streamlet of blood was lazily dripping down my lip.


I looked upon the small squad that standing in front of me. Apparently things will be a little bit more troublesome from now onward.



	Kobold Knight [Chapmion]
	Level	13
	Hp	[159/160]
	Sp	[134/200]
	Skills	Night Vision [passive] [Level 10]

Sword Usage Mastery [passive] [Apprentice] [Level 2]

           Manifestations [Storm of Slashes] [Rapid Thrust] [Defensive Stance] [Aimed Thrust]

Trained Body [passive] [Level 3]

[Coordination [passive] [Level 4]

Regeneration [passive] [low] [Level 2]

Knight’s skills: [Taunt] [Wall of Shields] [Cruel Riposte] [Trading Blows]

	When the Kobold Warrior besides strength and skill shown also intellect and ability to coordinate the movements of a squad, he is rewarded with the title of Knight.


Health and Stamina highly above average makes him a foe no less frightening than a regular human Knight.


Passionate on the battlefield, he knows only two ends of fight - when either he or his opponent would fall lifeless






This fucker was taller, maybe about ha alf-head smaller than me, wearing a bit of rusty armor, that within their savage community must be a luxury, wielding a steel sword and buckler that he was tied to his whole forearm covering half of his body . And he was accompanied by two warriors and six brawlers.


He hissed rising his sword above his head. Warriors lined up with him rising their primitive shields, or planks nailed to each other, creating even imposing formation, in same time brawlers jumped in front of them with their clubs in hands.


So this is how you want to do it? Sacrifice brawlers to exhausted me and see the way I am fighting? Fine by me. Taking care of those won’t take me long.


Now, shall we?


Another hiss made brawlers rush at me with madness in there eyes.


The strategy of not giving ground back is far more effective than I wanted to admit.  In the end, thanks to my range advantage, I was the one forcing foes back.


I moved one of my feet forward, and twisted my whole body to the side while thrusting the spear. The head of the spear penetrated the body of the Kobold.


Another beast though that since my weapon was stuck in the body of his comrade I was defenseless so he jumped at me trying to swing his club.


But instead of releasing the spear, I get closer to the impaled brawler that was desperately fighting to stop his bleeding, I grabbed him with my free hand and moved him in the direction of approaching beast, using him as shield.


The assaulting brawler bumped into the bleeding bastard losing his momentum and bringing even more suffering to the already dying monster.


I grabbed the spear as close to the body of Kobold as it was only possible to reduce the possibility of my spear breaking, and used my leg to release the weapon out of body with a kick. The body once again was pushed at the other kobold making both of them stumble and fall.


In that moment I rotated my body twice pushing aside other beats that wasted no time and kept attacking me, as I regained some place after the second or third, I stabbed the 2nd kobold that was trying to get up to my throat.


Another few moves, some sweeps, a few stabs, and after 20 or so seconds another two corpses were lying on the ground and I was standing on the other side of ghd arena, with all the ground and time that one could require to keep the battle at the same pace.


Another time the beast was pushed aside, I ducked under the high sweep and stabbed attacker in the leg near the ankle, as the kobold hissed in pain losing balance as he was focusing his attention on his leg that got penetrated through, I hit three times the last brawler three times with blunt end of spear in the stomach, making him take a few steps back, and as he was far enough, I shifted the way I handled the spear and stabbed him in same place for the 4th time, this time with the blade.


I finished the kobold with the penetrated leg with one thrust in the corpus, as I turned in the direction of the “Elite” group.


The eyes of Knight were shining with… something… not intelligence, but… understanding? Curiosity? Desire to obtain knowledge?


I could tell that he was lacking the purest ability of intelligent – of prediction of outcome before the action.


Intelligent creatures after observing the fire for some time could easily understood, that putting a hand in the fire would be painful. But not him. He would push his bloody hand in that fire to be sure. Here he is doing the same. Observation and then he will try to get the experience by himself. In some twisted way this knowledge made me shiver. Almost intelligent. I would prefer not to know what they would do with the knowledge, if they would get full access to intelligence.


I can only be grateful, that those creatures are more animals than humans.


The remaining three characters stared marching. The warriors went first, with knight was following two steps behind.


Now, what are you up to?


Now I noticed, one of the creatures was wielding the sword in his left hand, making their formation quiet unique – the warriors that were marching in front of knight had his sword outside of the formation.


Now that will be problematic, if they would coordinate their movements, I may be attacked in the same time by swings from left and right, while the knight could perform a lunge from the front still being pretty much covered by the shields of his warriors.


How many battles had you won to gather that kinds of experiences?


Their formation shifted a little more, now one of warriors was a step forward from his colleague.


And then he rushed, he swung blade from the side. I parried it as quickly as I could. He rotated his body performing a weird turn. That move was full of holes in his defense, but I couldn’t use it, for in that moment his mate from the opposite site did the same move, I blocked this one too, and barely dodged the thrust of the knight.


And in that moment I saw the reason behind those weird turns.


They moved them around me. Now I was perfectly inside of triangle between them, having barely time to parry each swing, thrust and cut.


They were moving like most wonderful clock. 1-2-3; 1-2-3; 1-2-3.


Very predictable, but to use this predictability against them I need time and space. That I was lacking.


For each movement they performed I needed 3. I will be exhausted in no time.


1-2-3, series after series. I managed to find most optimal range of moves that made me lose stamina a bit slower.


1-2-3; 1-2-3.


I could use magic… no, no yet… get the ground…


1-2-3; 1-2-3… make something risky. Unpredictable. Something that will break their harmony…


1-2-3… I GOT IT!. Just wait for the moment…


1-2-…


I moved. I knew exactly where each blow will land. As Knight was supposed to perform a thrust, I once again I faced him with my body turned to the side, and made a quick steep in his direction.


His thrust scratched me a little making me lose a few drops of blood. In very next second I felt the flow of the air on my neck, and another blade missed me by centimeter or so.


Now as I was walking past the Knight, I grabbed his arm and shifted the trajectory of his thrust. His blade met a body. Not mine, but that was the idea. I pushed my whole body mass on side of the beast to force him drop on his subordinate, while I change the way I handled the spear, and used Heart seeker.


This skill was meant to be used with either both hands or while standing face-to-face with your enemy. Maybe this is why my accuracy dropped that much? One of stabs completely missed its target as the blade of my spear was pushed next to the enemy head. Another one got his arm pierced, and the very last one burrowed the head of the spear somewhere in his chest, luckily in the place where his armor had an opening.


I made a few rapid jumps backs to get some space and gather my breath.


The Knight took the blade out of his subordinates’ body. As it was dying it managed to rise its hand in the direction of his commander. Pretty beautiful act, if someone would ask me…


The Last kobold standing looked at him for couple of seconds more and then he turned back at me slowly.


First there was a sick passion in his eyes as we were battling. Now it was replaced by something colder. Determination? Maybe.


We were looking at each other for few seconds as we moved in a circle. My hand was shaking. I needed a break. If he would fight for time, getting closer and back. Making an attack… I would lose… it if I wouldn’t use magic… but I was not going to use it. Firstly I told myself that I wouldn’t use it before the 10th wave. I already know, that I will find myself in need of using it sooner. But not just yet. Maybe from 6th. But. Not. Now.


We rushed at each other. He swing from the side. I ducked under the blade and thrust from a kneeling like position. But he already saw that move before. He turned his body. It looked just as if he decided to take a walk in a different direction. Twisted his body then to perform  yet another slash. And another, and another. He was taking a step after step as he was waving his sword with insane speed. That was probably his manifestation of [Storm of Slashes].


5th slash, 6th slash, 7th slash, 8th…9th…10th…

He stopped


So a series of 10 slashes?


I held my spear horizontally in front of me, using it like a pole, twisting my body performing fast strikes from side to side, as only I hit from the right, I used the momentum of impact created as he was blocking to strike in a second from the left.


He took a step back, and another, and another. Ashe get in the distance where his blade got the advantage, he wasted no time. He retrieved the blade from behind his body to perform a lunge, but at that time I raised my leg and kicked him in the gut.


I stabbed in the direction of his body as he was kneeling.


But he raised. And not dodged. He dropped his shield away, for now it was only getting in his way, and grabbed  my spear with his palm.


The blade of my weapon easily got through his palm. I wanted to retrieve the weapon but in that moment his scaly fingers clasped on the spear making it impossible to get it back.


He raised his blade and slashed. But the strike was not aimed at me, but at my weapon.


Sword easily divided the spear into two useless sticks.


For a second I tried to comprehend what he wanted to achieve with that move.


Ah, to take away my weapon. He sacrificed his palm, up to the moment that even if he would win, he would probably could never used this hand, just to take away my weapon and make me defenseless.


If I wouldn’t have had magic and D’iabel… it would have bin an excellent move. Such determination. Sucha spirit. Wonderful fortitude.


The fire in his eyes faded as he noticed my sad admiration. He knew that the sadness in my eyes was created not because I was afraid of my life, but for I found the act of his useless.



	“Sword… D’iabel”




Funny. Usually I say those words with passion, not with sorrow. Even if he is almost completely a beast, that only human-like part inside him was the ability to create deadly tools. For a moment I was admiring his resolution of acts.



	“I live… to serve…” the ring answered




And then we started dancing again. The difference was obvious.


I could, from time to time” grasp the sword with both hands performing a much more powerful blow.


He was giving back more and more ground. Occasional my slashes made him drop bloody tears from his veins exhausting him even more. As for me, the knowledge that I once again had advantage renewed my desire to fight.


I rammed my body into his, making him take even more steps back. It was the final episode of this battle, and we both knew about it.


For the very last time he slashed from behind his head.


I ducked. Yet again. This time he had no time nor power to react.


I spun my body twice. First as I was knelling – it got me to the side of his body and allowed me cut his leg.


Then I made yet another spin as I was raising. In the moment I was getting up, he was falling down on his knee.


Then using momentum of the 2nd spin, I cut his head off. There was a scream. A scream of released frustration. The scream of anger, excitement, and the joy of victory.


Wait, as I am thinking about it… it could be my scream.


I was standing in the position of executioner with my blade low as his head was spinning in the air getting higher and higher, just to drop after a couple of seconds and roll through the ground with a <plat> <tap> <tap> <tap> sounds.



	You have finished the 5th wave
	Kobolds Brawler killed x6 - 81exp
	Kobold Warrior Killed x2 - 48 exp
	Kobold Knight [Champion] killed x1 - 210 exp





After another few seconds of silence, the audience burnt out in applause whistles and cheers. That was something they were waiting for.


And I felt all fired up. That feeling was.. incomprehensible. It made my blood boil. Could you hear them? Screaming my name? even if it’s temporary… only for now or a few more fights… I feel… good… so full of … life? Yes, now I was living. My blood buzzed in my ears. I raised the blade one more time and screamed. The audience once again rewarded me with enthusiastic applause.



	“AAAAND THE 5TH WAVE WAS CLREAD! TELL US, OH CHALLANGER? DO YOU WISH TO TAKE YOUR REWARD AND STOP FIGHTING, OR WOULD YOU TAKE A HALF HOUR LONG BREAK AND ONCE AGAIN STEP INTO THE ARENA?”




The people turned quiet for few moments



	“I wish to keep fighting!”




Another insane burst of applause… Ohh, more! Scream it more!



	“WONDERFULL! PEOPLE OF WHATEVER NATION, THAT GATHERED HERE! BEHOLD! THE CHALLANGER WILL AMUSE US WITH MORE FIGHTS! WITH MORE SKILLS! WITH MORE CUORAGE! WITH BLOOD! AND GLOOOORY!”




I started walking toward benches to treat my wounds and regain my stamina.


Oh irony… who could guess, that one will never feel more alive, but when he takes away a life as the people around him cheer. One could feel like a god. I just hoped, that as I would leave the arena, for good, I would lose my desire of taking lives so easily away.
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I have spent my well deserved break treating my wounds (even if not serious one) regenerating my stamina and meditating, the last one allowed me to boost overall regeneration skill while heavily reducing mana consumption. Well, and core growth, but for now it’s bit more a side effect.



	“Berserker or a combat master?” I heard a question.





	“Pardon me?”




I opened one of my eyes to see who approached me. Well, it was more a courtesy of mine, in the end I already knew who has stopped by. Once again – Oni. I recognized because… I couldn’t feel her presence at all. She has big, surly heavy body, she wears that weird hybrid armor, but all those chains and links should ring each time she moved. Yet each time she made a move the only thing that followed was silence.



	“Warriors may have many… specializations. You have brawlers, which jump into the fight, focus all attention on them allowing their teammates to make their moves, yet still are deadly on their own. Provocateurs, heavily armored, usually slow, but thanks to extraordinary strength can wield huge weapons that could allow them to sweep multiple enemies with single blow… The list go on and on, but you… you have predispositions to be either a berserk or combat master.”





	“One of?” I asked in joyful matter “Why do you think I can’t master both? I am a genius! A prodigy!”




A cold gaze. Either she doesn’t like jokes, didn’t hear the joke in my tone, or hate people thinking highly about themselves. Or all combined.



	“Mostly because you can’t be both at the same tame. Berserkers use there inner rage to reduce their ability to feel pain and use there muscles over the possible limits, while master wields the power that are the reverse of a berserks: the inner peace. You can call them meditating warriors. Both of them fight in trans. And both of them are extraordinary lone fighters. You have to consider which style would represent your soul.”





	“And then what? You would take me as disciple? Travel through the world? I will be forced to do push-ups over the fireplace or meditate under a waterfall? May not be that bad.”





	“… you have a weird sense of humor…” Well, at least she knew I was joking “…yet for the future… do not joke of such matters around my kin, we treat self-improvement in the art of war… seriously… And not, being anyone’s disciple in mastering there path is out of question. Every warrior has to do it by himself…”





	“Ah, you may show me the path, but you can’t walk it for me… understood.”




And now she looks a little less… pissed off? Further note for myself: If I would meet Oni in the future, quote Sun-Tzu for self-defense.


Umm… but my main class is mage, would I still be able to follow those paths? I still have possibilities to mix classes, steeping out of pure mage path and taking warrior sub class may not be the worst idea.


But there is no time nor sense to keep wondering about that matter, to pick another class I would have to gain 4 more levels. And I am [1749/10 000] to level up. From last fight I have gathered 339 experience point, thus to level up I would have to win the exact same battle 25 times more. Yes, to level up once. Fight against small army 25 times. To be level 17. Who the hell put such sick experience requirement?!


<damn you, you stupid author>



	“Indeed. You are not half-bad. Start acting like a warrior and who knows? Maybe with a 100 years of harsh training you could become a somewhat splendid warrior.”




100 years you say? And how strong are you? Huh? Acting all high n mighty!?



	[Appraisal] skill is in use






	[Appraisal] skill failed






	Partial [Appraisal] results





An icon of a violet skull was put in the place where normally a health bar of a boss monsters would appear.


I tried to appraise it too.



	!!!Warning!!!
	Individual is over 25 levels stronger than [User]





… okay, I will give you that, you may be just a little bit stronger, and thus I may have some problems defeating you, still nothing I should be conc…


~Again, you are making retarded jokes and start talking nonsense each time you got stressed.


Are you implying my magnificence wouldn’t be enough to get rid of that pest?


~… she is 64.


Years old?


~no, she is about 300 years old. Her level is 64.


… it said 25 level stronger…


~OVER 25. Last time I checked 47 is over 25. If she would be 3 levels stronger you would get a black skull. Not that it would make any difference to you.


… I may consider reducing number of my bad jokes. B..b…but she told me a chundred of years and Sebastian was telling… he promised… he swore! That reaching 50 would take 2-3 years!


~One – you are a freak of nature. The stronger you get the harder it will be to push your limit even more. Do you remember? Up to level 10 you needed 100 exp to be lvl 2, then 200, 300, 400… as you reached 10 then number changed. 1000, 2500, 5000, 7500… as you hit 20, 30, 40, the patter changes. And at 50 it gets hellish. Oh, one more thing. Sebastian indeed told such thing, but he also said that you would need to train and grind seriously. Do you do so? Mr. Herb collector? 


I…I started doing harder quest…


I said in my mind while pushing my index fingers against each other. Bad excuse. Please, make something happen! If nothing will happen Book-chan will keep nagging, and in this particular case, I would have no possibility to fight back! And the very idea of giving her any kind of satisfaction simply annoys me! And then she will keep reminding over and over and over again that she once won a word-battle! And then…


Arena bell rang saying all around that new wave is about to start


HALLELUJAH! Whatever you are: angel or devil, whoever made this bell ring, from the depth of my heart: THANK YOU.


~tsh.


Oh, you may keep tshing to your heart content. But now pardon me, I have a battle to win, so if you could stop distracting me…


~Jerk


Moron.


~Asshole


Bitch



With the last word I shut the connection between us and started preparing for the battle.


Another swarm of enemies was released. No knights around, but the numbers is somewhat bigger. 15 of them? And among of those poor bastards…




	Kobold Acolyte 
	Level	8
	Hp	[60/60]
	Sp	[28/30]
	Mp	[89/90]
	Skills	Nigh vision [passive] [Level 7]

Core cultivation [lowest monster core] [Level 2]

Primal Fire magic [passive/active] [Level 4]

     manifestations:[Fire breath] [Fire blessing]

Frail body [passive]

	The cast of [Mages] among Kobolds in the most sophisticated. Sophisticated here means that you can't stab someone "above" you in hierarchy to get his position.


Everyone can become acolyte here, it is a rare ability of this kin, that via cultivation each of them can obtain magical powers. Yet, as those creatures are only partial intelligent and cultivation is more o a instinctive dependent, mages are still pretty rare among these monsters







… mages… really? Two of them. Probably while breathing fire they would scorched their own lips, but still. Those are mages. It’s unkind of you. First you bring friends to brawl with you, and now taking guns to knife fights. Not nice at all.


I wanted to train my martial arts a little… but if you guyz are going to use magic... well, I am more than justified to use it by myself?


You little poor bastards… I almost feal bad for you.





…




The smell of burning flesh. Here and there ashes. The next four fights were finished quickly. More than quickly.


Before me another wave was being released. 15 monsters. 4 scouts, 2 rangers… yes I saw them for the first time too, just your average kobold with a crossbows and 8 brawlers. No matter how much time I wouldn’t count, one was still missing.


And then I saw him. Well, that is a bit an exaggeration to say that I saw him. Barely part of him, yet as my [Appraisal] was turned on, I gathered piece of information



	Kobold Assassin
	Level	14
	Rest of informations were hidden thanks to high level of [Presence hide] skill
	True assassin of Kobolds. Nothing to laugh at. His relatively fragile body was rewarded with insane swiftness and precision.


He can hide well both in cities, villages and in the wild. If you are fighting against the assassins and you know that, you can already consider yourself lucky.


Do not get distracted by your surroundings.

And. Watch. Your. Backs






Great. I can already tell how they are going to fight. Brawlers will do only thing that they know. Mindlessly charge and throw blows and punches that will dry them out of stamina in few minutes, scouts would wait for some openings and will try to jab me from the sides. Rangers will simply irritate me, I will have to literally count the time between their shots to know how long it takes for em’ to reload.


And then there is this sneaky bastard. Whatever he is doing, he is good at it. Maybe not master class assassin that can/will be in a different town as your body is discovered, but still I keep seeing and then losing him out of sight over and over again.


I will have to systematically take em one by one, till only the assassin is standing.


That’s the plan. I am pretty sure it’s not going to work.


Let’s start with those damned rangers.


Weapons I choose for this very particular wave, are those of my own creation. My palms and forearms were covered in multifunctional gauntlets-like creations. Mostly I armored my hands to be able to deflect blows faster, but to not be completely thrown to defense, I allowed myself to add about 15 centimeters long blades that were sticking out over my fists.


I rushed right in the mass of monsters. The scouts moved to my sides and the brawlers did there best to literally cover me with their bodies. Shadow moved around them.


I hope, that you are not too attached with this weird formation of yours? I once, once again, dropped on my knee and hit the ground unleashing mana shock wave. The bodies were sent up in the air and then pushed back. Everyone, but one. The assassin as soon as he saw me doing the move, get on all fours, hooking his claws in the ground, it took him lots of efforts to not get blown away, but in the end he managed to do that. Wasting no time he ran behind one of the other kobolds taking cover. Apparently he is not the type of guy that will rush mindlessly seconds after seeing an opening. I used that time I charged at the rangers that were standing a couple of steps behind. The blow of my shock wave made the dust rise and thus reduced their sight.


Using the dust like a smoke cover I jumped at one of them and grabbed him by the hand that held the crossbow. I used his as a living shield covering myself from the second ranger, forced his hand with the weapon to point at his comrade and then I made him release the bolt.


It flew a short distance and buried itself in the beasts chest, then I pushed my hostage forcing him to take a step or two, and then I stabbed him in the back with the blade which was attached to the gauntlet on my left arm.


My position was not exactly comfortable, but I thought that I still had some time.


Then he jumped, completely out of nowhere. Right from the left, the very same left that I had unprotected, for my arm was still occupied with finish life of the ranger.


I kneeled a little trying to hide my whole body behind the armored arm. Somehow I succeed. Maybe because while pouncing the assassin performed a over head slash. If instead he would have stabed, I would have two beautiful holes in my corpus.


I shifted the way I held the body of the already dead creature, and threw the corps on the assassin, he jumped over the body, and in very next seconds we were trading extremely swift attacks. I slashed from the side, he parried it with him small curved dagger, in the very same time he stabbed with his other hand as I made the blow slide of my other armored arm.


I could barely keep a pace with him. At the same time one hand attacked, another parried, and then we tried to use the weapon which just parried to attack, and the one that attacked to parry. I was never good in doing manually a, few things in same time. Each time I tried to juggle something, after a few moves the juggled object ended up on the floor.


Now, being not able to follow would mean having as many holes in my body as cheese.


I broke the pattern and tried to stab his body by performing X stab with both blades, yet before my hands reached the target, he took a fast step yo my left and kicked me, forcing me to take a few steps back. But instead of attacking he jumped back.


It was the moment when the rest of company managed to rise up and once again tried to jump at me.


I have had enough. You remember the part when I said something about killing them one by one? The part about slow, but successive walking step by step to victory… well, as the battle was over I remembered about that too… yet at that very moment…



	“BURN YOU LITTLE FUCKERS! BURN!”




Yup. More or less that. Those were words I yelled into the air a second after I clasped my hands and unleashed the fire storm from my hands. The stronger my magic become, the more my fire was gluing itself to the targets.


As the raging inferno was devouring the next creatures I saw the very assassin jumping in at the last possible time from the fiery embrace. some of the kobolds, together with a scouts, were trying to take me from the sides.


I clasped my hands again, and by pointing them in each direction once again I wasted my precious mana, that I promised myself I’d keep for as long as possible.


Mana allowed me to regain strength between fight, it allowed me maintain any weapon I could imagine. But it also could allow me to change the fight into a BBQ party, which I was doing right now.



	“Where are you, you little fucker?”




Once again, as I am thinking about it now, I have some serious problems with my anger management.


I forcibly put the fire down in order to cut the mana consumption.


I saw him, with his deathly cold calm eyes and part of his cloak burned.


He started approaching me. Well, not that he had any choices left. Normally he would probably retreat and then he would wait for another chance to attack. In closed space like arena it was impossible.



	Shifting in process [Casual shift]
	Body parts:	 Muscles and bones formation of wolfs, panther and bat will be selected radomly
	DEX	+12
	RFL	+7
	STR	+3
	END	+2
	Skills obtained	[Blood sucking]

[Enchanted hearing - echolocation] [lowest]

Predator's sense

Prey's sense

Nimble Body [passive] [Level 1]






I felt my ear are becoming bigger, my fangs are getting bigger, and after a few seconds I couldn’t cover my mouth, as my eyes are turning into cat-like, claws getting sharper and my whole body frame becoming bit more hunchbacked.



	“Mousy, mousy, mousy…”




Predator’s sense allowed me to more easily locate the enemies, not that he wanted to hide anywhere, on the other hand Prey’s sense allowed to me to react to blows, and this will be more than useful.


We stopped walking toward each other, leaving a three meter gap between us. But after a few seconds of watching, we once again throw our bodies into a deadly dance of blades.


This time I was faster! I saw him moving more clearly. You are not a fighter. You may be fast, but in the end, you are far more used to backstabbing your enemies, aren’t you?


His stamina was low. Each time our blades met, he was losing some ground, which I greedily took.


And then I pushed him into the corner. Immediately I dropped my defense and unleashed a hailstorm of blades. As one of my hands was aiming for his vital organs, the other one was taking the place to perform thrust.


He couldn’t keep with me. After a few blows the first cut his skin making him flinch a little and as the outcome lose his balance a little. Another attack made the skin over his eyes bleed, reducing his sight.


And he couldn’t stop the next blow. And next. And next.


His body gushing blood from a few new holes fell lifeless on the floor.


I won another time.


Knight, assassin. Another one will be shaman? It will be shaman, will it? I am pretty sure it will be shaman…







…








	“AAAND HERE HE STANDS BEFORE THE 15TH WAVE BEING UNLEASHED! NOONE BELIVED IN HIM, YET HERE HE IS ABOUT TO CHALLENGE YET ANOTHER WAVE BOSS! REWARD THE CHALLNGER WITH YOUR APPLAUSE!”




It is a shaman. How predictable.


Shaman, 2 mage apprentices, 2 healers. And once again lot’s of canon fodder. Get the shit going, I have about an hour and something before the event is over. And I am going to finish this bloody tournament no matter what. So, can we?








….



<pant> <pant>


I am dead tired. but in the end I am here. Waves from 16 to 19 where once again different formation leaded by either assassins, warriors or shamans. Pain in the fucking ass. Made only to exhaust you before the last wave. And did I mention that after 15th wave there was 20 enemies in each next battle? If not, then I am doing it now.


I healed myself for as much as I could. What now, will you release 25 enemies? Or 30? Doesn’t matter, I found a perfect pattern to deal with those half-brains. Bring as many you want.



	“The final challenge! As I recall this is the first time we will be able to witness the 20th stage of our arena, each of you may be wondering what kind of monsters will our challenger have to kill! SURPRISE! There will be only FOUR of them!”




… something smell fishy… that smelly smell… don’t like it.


~Stressed again?


Shut up. Not now. Codex, my love, we will have of plenty time to talk in a second, so may you be quiet? Please?


The cages were opened.


Knight. Great, we already know this gentlemen.

Assassin… wait, what? Both of you!?

Shaman… now you are shitting me. Who the 4th?


… what the fuck is that?! Kobolds are small! You are definitely not a Kobold!




	Kobold King
	Level	21 [Elite]
	Hp	[321/350]
	Sp	[127/200]
	Skills	Night vision [passive] [Level 10]

Poison resistance [passive] [medium] [Level 5]

Royal aura [passive]

Spear mastery [passive/active] [regular [ level 13]

	You were unlucky enough to witness the Kobold King


No, seriously! How did you do that? Did you walked into a city under fiery mountain and slaughter your way to the royal chamber, just to look at him?


We have no idea what you wanted from this beast, but here he is. Take a good look at this fucker.


He is strong. He is fast. And he is angry. No, he is not angry now. He is simply angry all the time


Good luck







Kobolds are smaller than human! Stop cheating, you… bloody… 2 and half meters tall… ugly… toad! And put aside this gigantic spear that is taller than a small building and fight like a men!



His roar made the ground shake.


Okay, you are the men. Now will you…



But what would be the event without wonderful dues ex machine?


Something jumped from the sky and with one blow and cut the King in half.


It was the Oni girl.


Three moves. It took her three moves to completely get rid of the monsters that I probably couldn’t beat. And one of the moves took her on the stage, Rescue? Am I a damsel in distress? Well, thank you, my brave



	“Change of plan.” She said in completely calm voice “I will be your opponent.”




Oh. Well. Fuck


(ED: rest in peace)
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People sitting on the balcony around the arena were whispering to each other. Well, I’m not surprised about that – a few of them are gamblers, and as the Oni entered the arena… well, those who put money on me… let’s say that their finances may suffer some kind of damage



	“I owe you apology” She said standing few meters from me, yet not looking at me directly “When you came in, what I saw was nothing more but amateur. The way you moved, the way you acted. Seeing your lack of actual experience I allowed myself to judge you and call you unworthy as a fighter. But then you showed me something far more important than just pure skills.” She made a small break to catch a breath and then she finally made eye contact “You showed us determination, wild stubbornness, great adaptability and fortitude. There is only one way I can satisfy the insult I cast upon you.”




You will take me on beer? Fine by me


~The Oni race is a bit crazy when it comes to war, battling and so on. Their hierarchy is pretty elastic. You can easily get promoted thanks to your achievements on the battlefield and so on. If you are on the bottom of the  hierarchy you can forget about talking to the one in the middle of it. And dueling… well, if two warriors of same class would have met, and one would refuse the sparring without a really good reason, it’s like nobility being slapped in the face by a peasant. Not every can be granted from sparring with higher class Oni. Oh, lucky, lucky you!


Yeah, I am overflowing with joy. Such distinction. I am deeply moved.



	“I will treasure the knowledge that you will grant me.” What else could I tell her in this situation?




She chuckled



	“I know that you, humans, have different view on our tradition. I met one years ago. Just like you – a novice. Almost frightened by the very idea of holding the blade in his hands. But, just like you, he had potential. I showed him a few tricks, now I wonder, if he became as good as I thought that he could be.” She smiled weakly





	“Mind telling me his name?” If he was really good I could do some small research. I am just curious how strong he was.





	“Does it matter? It was over a hundred years ago. And his magic potential was equal to zero. He is dead by now. But maybe… I don’t remember his first name, but his family name was Jericho.”




… say what?



	“Old man?” Her eyebrow twitched





	“Old man? You mean he is alive?”





	“Y… yeah, at least he was... like three days ago?”




She grasped her weapon tighter



	“And what is his position and your connections to him?”




The aura around her turned a little dangerous.



	“H… he is head of the adventure guild in the Capital of Neira…. And he is a living legend. And um… I am an adventurer so… um, he is… my boss?”




Better not tell her that he is training me…



	“So… after over a hundred years… he didn’t even bother to step by and say hello? Even as he was an adventurer and could travel ANYWHERE. Kid… I will teach you a few move… You will show to Jericho… and tell him that Nori sends her regards. And now… the lesson”




… Now I know from who Ol’ Jeremy took such an attitude about training.


Nori moved surprisingly slow. She was still faster than me and each strike of her pole would leave my bones broken, but she was still holding back. Just enough so I could react.


And now I saw how much the styles of her and the ol’ man were different. Jeremy fight style is minimalistic. He uses simple, yet very precise strikes. No unnecessary movements… unless he is bullying someone… when the strike would be parried he would switch the handle of the weapon in his hand, and perform storm of chained attacks.


And here she is almost dancing. Lots of feints before actually striking, making those strikes way less predictable. A very annoying fighting style, it requires lots of focus to keep track of blows.


And this may be the reason why Jeremy prefers fighting “plain”.


She feinted a high strike in the head, I raised my spear to counter, as I was raising my weapon, she lowered hers to once again feint an attack to the guts. I tried to react once again, but before I could block the strike she hit in yet another place. I was hit in the chest, dangerously close to the throat.


I took three steps back gasping for the air.


And I shouldn’t do that. I definitely shouldn’t give her any more space.


High thrust, I needed to duck in order to not get my head crushed, but as only her weapon was above me, she brought it down right on my shoulder.


Crap, I need an opening.


I look at her stance.


Nope, no opening here. Striking now would be the most stupid idea possible, for I would be simply countered. But using the fact that I am not a bright man which does not like the idea of being a punch bag..


I evaded yet another blow and tried to attack. In a normal battle I would be dead already, her position was simply far to good comparing to mine, she could strike me twice in the time that I needed to hit her once.


But she retrieved her weapon and blocked the attack, I tried to do same thing that Jericho, shifted the way I handed spear and strike from the opposite direction.


She also changed the way and blocked yet another strike… she passed her pole from one hand to another behind her backs. She barely looked at me… wait, she is not looking at me at all, just keeping me in vision.


My desperate attempts on landing a blow were insufficient. And with each passing blow, I was slower… less precise.


My exhaustion was kicking in. Small rest between fights, allowed me to somehow keep going, but as I was denied the proper rest, each time I fought I was getting tired faster.


I doubt that I could fight like that for more than 10 minutes. It is only if she would rise the tem…


Fuck. Of course she raised the tempo.


She restrained from attacking, instead she started countering each of my strikes.



	“Do you understand the trick?” she asked




I didn’t. I had no idea. For me it had no openings. Bah, even if it had, I couldn’t properly use them for the difference in our speed is simply too big.


Swing from the right, she parried in fluent movement that looked like part of a complex dance, then without even a second of delay she took another step and thrust into my guts.


I couldn’t react in time and the blow left me grasping for air.


Once again I was forced back, but this time she didn’t push me further and allowed me to restore my balance.


Yet the weapon in her hands never stops moving. Even when she wasn’t attacking or blocking, it kept dancing in her hands… Wait…


Those are not only feints. I mean… yes, it is one of the purposes, but it’s more like… this battle stance of hers is focused on dealing with many opponents at the same time – by playing with her pole she switch the places she guards. Of course, she always has time to quickly shift it, but most of the time her weapon covers center and one of the sides of her body. The very reason why it is so effective against me is because I simply can’t follow her movements… Well at least I should show her that I understood the lesson… More or less.


I began to imitate her movements, of course in an extremely clumsy manner.


Now as I am mentioning it… I shouldn’t have done that…


As she noticed that I could follower her moves, she began attacking, mostly to let me get a proper grasp of my full capabilities of this stance.


And once again my head got almost smashed, but somehow I parried the powerful strike. Not that she was impressed, Bah! She didn’t even stop! Instead she kept improving both power and speed with each passing strike. Ha-ha… I’m going to die.


But I finally got somewhat skillful with this! It is getting more and more easy to predict where my weapon should be at the time, the way to pass the spear from one hand to the other is also getting more and more fluent… if not for that tiredness…







Fast pov change







This kid is a monster. I wanted to torme … I mean train with him for a few hours. I started as I used to, by showing the capabilities of my stance – saying bluntly – by using it on him via attacking and then defending. He had lots of problems in the first phase, he was simply to focused on not getting hit. Apparently this is what martial arts are for him. We view it as part of our life, as self-improvement. Mastering spirit by mastering body. For him… It’s purest desire of surviving. Not that this is bad, but may elongate the training.


Then I allowed him to start attacking.


He has keen eyes, He simply knew that I left him no openings. He hot hit (ED: I’m not sure if what this means.)  a few times. I was a bit afraid that I overdid it, humans tend to die after receiving blows that an Oni would barely feel. I let him rest for those couple of seconds, as I kept maneuvering the pole.


And then his gaze changed. He looked at me for some time like he was in trans. And then he kept moving in the very same style. If someone would look at us from the side, he could tell that we were acting like two sides of a mirrors.


…He is bluffing, is he? He is just mimicking the same movements, but he simply CAN’T know how to use it properly… no, I need to check it!


I attacked.


… For all the gods… He was not bluffing! It was not mindless repeating the action, he knew how to use it!


The spear was dancing in his hands… but he barely knew how to hold it at the very beginning! He was reeking of an amateur! Maybe he fought with it once or twice, maybe even as his life was in danger, but geniuses need a week of strict training under the eyes of masters to grasp it properly!


And here he is, tired, battered, and barely keeping his eyes open…


What is he? No, it can’t be happening. He is just like this ungrateful brat Jericho… No, even Jericho needed a whole week,


It can’t be happening! Impossible! Impossible! This style is complex. You first need to repeat dozens of moves thousands of times to make your muscles remember them, then you need to work on your reflex so you can follow after the movements of enemies during battle, and then hours of meditation to find inner peace to never loss your focus!


I lost my temper. I start attacking faster and stronger, just to forcibly prove myself wrong. But he kept blocking, even performing attacks from time to time…


Can’t be happening…


I kept attacking stronger…. Faster…. Stronger… Faster!


And I overdid it. Once again I forgot about the difference in strengths between Onis and Humans. One of the swings that were simply too fast for him hit him in the chin.


In a second his focus vanished from his eyes and his body fell unconscious on the ground.














Pov back,








	You have lost 20th Wave
	You have been rewarded for lasting 15 waves	1500 candies






	Your skill [Fire magic] has leveled up [Fire magic] is now Level 9
	New manifestation: [Rune of fire]






	Your skill [Spear usage - novice] has leveled up 3 times. [Spear usage - novice] has ranked up
	[Spear usage - novice] Level 10 is now [Spear usage- apprentice] Level 1
	New manifestation: [Spear of Mirage - stance]






	Halloween Candies:	3324





I woke up in some dark, dry, warm place. With my body heavy from exhaustion and an almost blank mind. Something poked me in the cheek.



	“Hm… maybe he will never wake up…” I hear Liz talking to herself “…what a shame… hmm… well… definitely not going to wake up any time soon… tsh-tsh, poor Alice, sleeping wherever you want… it’s dangerous, you know? Someone could… use you… hehehe… thehehe… hahaha…. Ooookay… you are asking for it… don’t blame me…. here I come!”




I opened my eyes.



	“O…Oh! Alice! You are awake! Thanks goddess! I… I had no idea what would I do if you wouldn’t ask anytime soon! I thought about looking for someone to help… but in the end you can’t trust anyone! You never know if you would encounter some kind of… pervert? Who knows what they would do with their dirty hands to such a young nice piece of ma…”





	“Where am I?”




Oh god! My head!



	“You were sleeping for quite some time… and the time of that very dimension ran out. So, as it was said at the very beginning, you were moved to the [waiting room]. You can decide here if you want to eat candies or use them for other prizes… soooo?”





	“Prizes?”




It was hard to focus.



	“Aha! The very ending of this show… TA-DA!”




After ta-da, in thin air a wheel of fortune appeared. It had four dominating colors, black, red, green and blue.



	“So, you have over 3300 candies. You can bet any amount, and then I will spin! Blue means exp in purest form, green is item, red is losing candies for nothing and black is tricky-trick! A gamble! May be something good, may be bad. Let’s say that my putting 100 candies and rolling and getting [Blue] you have 100exp! But as you hit black you can get 500! Or lost 500! Or after you would get a powerful angel-slaying blade! Or less powerful stone! Or you would get a toad! Or porn magazine! Or permanent blessing! Or curse! You get it? So how much are you willing to…”





	“All in and spin.”





	“Wait what?”





	“Ya deaf? I am tired of those games. I just want to rest a little. Just do it.”





	“over 3300 candies… it may be nice… but if you would get red… you would basically left empty handed…”





	“Alice hears you, Alice doesn’t give a damn. Spin it.”





	“But… horrible things…”





	“Spin it.”





	“Everlasting curs!”





	“Spin”





	“Never-ending suffering!”





	“SPIN! NOW!”





	“Kay, Kay! Just don’t cry as you [black]… Here I come!”




It was pretty funny to look at a pixie trying to spin a wheel 10 times bigger than the very pixie.



	“Gyuuuah… Khaaa! Gurururu!”





	“Need help?”





	“Nah! Therere… I am… Kwuuuuh! Fine! Turarara!”





	“You are red all over your face.”





	“Tis but emotions… can’t you… guuuuah… feel the… khuuuu… suspension?”





	“The only thing that is suspended for now is the wheel”





	“Shhh, Now…. One… two… MAXIMUM! EFFORT!”




The wheel started moving.


Blue, Green, Red, Black, Blue, Green, Red, Black, Blue, Green, Red, Black….


It was slowing down


Blue, Green, Red, Black.


Almost stopping


Blue


It was barely moving


Green, the movements almost stopped.


Red. It stopped. Well Fuck me, here come noth…


Black.


Wait what? Eh, what was I even thinking? This is Heira’s place. Of course it would end on black.



	“Kho-ho-ho, now we are talking! Please! Oh merciful goddess! Cast upon this little ungrateful brat!”




The darkness inside the room started getting denser and denser as it was cumulating in one particular place. The darkness turned into a humanoid shape. Heira, of course.



	“My, my. Are you serious?” She was chuckling “Really? I thought that you would have learned your lesson after the gamble house…”





	“Don’t mention that filthy place.”




I groaned as I recalled in my mind as I left that place in nothing but my underwear.



	“And here you are, doing exactly the same thing.”





	“Listen, that place was amazing. I really appreciate all the efforts you put into creating it just for me… but 24 hours without sleep isn’t good for decision making.”





	“My, my… You are tired? You want to rest? Am I… Am I boring you?” She was teasing me, you could easily hear amusement through her anger.





	“You? Boring? The last thing I can tell about you is that you are boring.”





	“Ah, Should I then forgive you for your insult?”





	“That would be extremely kind of you, my lady”





	“And I am a generous goddess.”





	“Oh, yes you are.”





	“And merciful atop of that.”





	“Indeed.”





	“And so very beautiful.”





	“Like blooming flower in the moonlight.”




She chuckled even more.



	“I am to soft for you… Well… But… this world is mine… I can bend it to your will... do you fancy making yet another deal?”




Something is bit fishy here



	“I am all ears.”





	“As you know... you may got something nice from the fortune wheel… or bad. Really, really bad. But, I can cancel this. But you would have to make a wish.”





	“What’s the catch?”





	“You can’t ask for anything for yourself. Be someone’s else Santa instead. There are restrictions, of course. So? What will you do?”





	“Whos Santa you wish me to be? There are not many people I know, and even less I want to give a gift.”





	“Um… Pardon me… I couldn’t do anything but accidentally overhear your conversation… as I was sitting here for the whole bloody time as no one paid me any attention…” Liz spoke “… but I may possible know one poor soul that could require some help.”




Here we are….



	“Alice… I know that I was a pain in the ass… but I did it to enjoy myself. Having 24 hours of life may bring out your worst side… Oy, scary miss…” now she turned to Heira “…could it be perhaps possible… to attach me to his? I will be a good girl…”





	“I am not the one you should be asking.”




No, don’t look at me like that.



	“Alice… pwetty pwease…”





	“How is that supposed to work?”





	“Easily, Pact extension. She would be your familiar. Just like Baho… Sebastian. Or Kaito, or everyone else. So? Are you taking her as your familiar? Or you wish to gamble?”





	“Why do you care?” I was still curious. Something was not right.





	“Cuz’ it will be hilarious. I enjoyed every single second watching you. And you simply can never have enough good laughter.”




A weak sigh left my mouth.



	“Where do I sign?”





	“ALICE! I LOVE YOU! I WILL BE A GOOD GIRL!... or not. Depends won’t you prefer…”





	“Fret not.” Heirsa smiled as some kind of scroll and needle appeared in her hand. “Just drop your blood here and here. And it will be done.”





	“That’s it?”





	“Blood is the currency of life. Ducat of soul. Of course it will be enough.”




I took a needle and stabbed my finger. A small drop of blood formed on the surface. I slowly bring it to the paper



	“Here it comes! Oh boy! I will enjoy my time! So much food to eat! And maybe I will touch Alice when he falls asleep! The-he-he life can be beautiful!” The blood almost touched the paper “I will enjoy tormenting this candy-boy.”




I froze in place.



	“What did you call me?”





	“He?”




I moved my hand away.



	“What did you call me?”





	“… Um, Alice… If I offended you… then sorry… but you know… this is pretty important for me, ya know? So if you could…”





	“Up until now, there was only one person that called me same way.”





	“Maybe I heard it somewhere?! I was hanging with you for the past 24 hours! So…”





	“if it was spoken in the last 24 hours I wouldn’t mind. But it happened a few minutes earlier. One of the succubus called me that. Heira… you mind telling me again, what is the purpose of this mark you gave me before sending me here?”





	“Alice, please, I am running out of time, so if you could…”





	“Stop it, Zanez, you fucked up. That’s rare for you to fail.”





	“Tsh.”





	“Maybe someone would enlighten me?”




Liz, or Zanez, started changing. Soon there was no longer a pixie in the room. Instead a little chubby succubus took her place.



	“What a shame. We could have looots of fun together. But you had to ruin it…”





	“Give me your hand, Zari” Heira said “As you already joined the threads, the mark made you into… a target. For succubi. As you know, devils and angels have many restrictions. They mostly need to be summon… or accepted via special ritual. As with angels those are very complex… with devils it may be waaay easier. Like pacts.” She smiled pointing at the scroll





	“And why did you do that?”




She came closer, embraced me, hugged me, and whispered in my ear



	“For fun and giggles.” And chuckled “No, honestly. I feel so, so lonely hear…” She started pressing her index fingers “… the more you dwell into darkness, the greatest influence I would have on you. The greatest influence, the more time we can spend together.. I envy Aira so much… You have to understand, that I want something for myself too… You aren’t angry… are you?”




Actually I am furious. I am just not in a position to show it.



	“Are you? Please, tell me that you aren’t, or my heart will break.” There was absolutely no sadness in her voice either. What are you playing?





	“I would like to ask for the reward.”




She nodded with a grim impression.



	“Turn around.”





	“What now? You marked my arm for succbi, now you want to mark my ass for incubi?”




She burst into loud laugh. This time not a fake one.



	“That’s an idea! No, not this time, I am just giving you your reward. But I need you to turn.”




I did as she asked. I felt as she touch my neck, and soon after a small pendant was hanging on my chest.



	Unknown Pendant [Unknown pendant]
	Grade	???
	Level requirement	???
	Effects	???

???

???

???

???







	“What is it?”





	“Oh, this, my little morsel, you will have to find by yourself. Oh, and just in case. Feel free to call for Zanez every time you would like to. I think she wouldn’t mind it. And now… Wake up Zari… Wake up… Wa…”
















	“ek up! Wake up Zari! Fuck…. I think I hit him too hard.”




I woke up with terrible headache. Everything was still spinning around.



	“Zari are you ok?” It was Marika. “I am sorry! I am so, so sorry!”





	“What happened?”





	“Hay you don’t remember?”





	“remember what?”





	“Great Marika” Mrogul could be heard “You have broken Zariel. Well fucking done.”




It was a dream? Completely fucked up. There were no injuries on me. And I had many. But I need to check it. Just… how?



	“Guyz….”





	“You will have to take responsibility for what you did. What if he will be unable to use magic anymore?”





	“Guyz!”





	“I told I was sorry! He was freaking out! So…”





	GUYZ!”





	“What, what?”





	“I want to check something…”





	“Then just do it. Check if your head is all right.”





	“No, no like that. There is something I need to confirm… it may be the only way to do it, but… I am not crazy ok? I just have to do it.”




They looked upon each another.



	“Fine. Do whatever you like.”




Breath in, breath out. I don’t believe I am actually doing it. I inhale as much breath as I could and yelled loudest I could



	“CHASM OF DEATH!”




Nothing.



	“Nothing…” I repeated after myself. “Thanks gods, it was only a dream.”





	“Umm… so you needed to yell… after being hit in the head…. “Mrogul looked once again at Marika “Well fucking done.”





	“I… I think it can be logically explained… I mean… how many times were YOU hit in the head… were you dumber after th… no wait. You couldn’t get any dumber than you already are. Forget about that.”





	“Listen you blood midge… He, Zariel…”





	“Hm?”





	“Since when did you have that pendant? I was putting you on the blanket and I don’t remember it on you back then…”




Wait what? I looked once again on my chest



	Unknown Pendant [Unknown pendant]
	Grade	???
	Level requirement	???
	Effects	???

???

???

???

???







…fucking great…






Pov change.




Heira was sitting in her chamber with glass of wine in hand. Yet another succubus came inside.



	“My mistress?”





	“Something important?”





	“No, my lady, nothing more but my concerns.”





	“Ho? What could possibly be so dangerous that you came by yourself?”





	“The… pendant you gave to the boy. I wonder if it was wise.”





	“What’s wrong with it?”





	“He… does not know what was given to him… He may accidentally use it.”





	“That’s correct.”





	“… On the other hand… there are lots of hints on it. If he would do some research, he could easily find out, and then… use it on purpose…”





	“You are right once again.”





	“Mistress… I am not sure what frightens me more… why did you do that?”





	“Don’t misunderstood me. I was going to give it to him anyway. If not now, then it would be in a chest at the end of the dungeon he is currently plundering. If not, it would be his reward for some quest from a mysterious taskgiver, as he would be hired via Guild. If not, he would be given it by a girl he would save in the forest from bandits or monsters… It’s occasion was good as every other…”





	“B…but why?”





	“Mayhem, my lowly servant… who am I?”





	“You are my mistress.” She said it without even thinking. From the bottom of her heart.





	“Aww, aren’t you cute? But that is not what I meant. What AM I”





	“The lady of chaos…”





	“And what could happened after giving such an item to ambitious boy?”




The succubus – Mayhem – only nodded.



	“Pardon me, my lady. Yet I still think, that giving the key to the hellgate to a mortal may not be the wisest.”





	“Oh, I never said that it is wise. But it doesn’t matter. I didn’t give it to him for any particular reason… but one…” She made a small break building tension “For one, good laugh.”




She cheered once again.

            

    
        Chapter 105

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死


I could still feel the dull pain at the back of my skull. He was still there pulsating and driving me mad. But as my face was betraying my discomfort, I was told by the rest of the team to take my time and rest for those couple of minutes as they were packing camp equipment preparing for diving deeper into the dungeon.


Nice folks… Well, in the end they are responsible for the headache... but it also needs to be said that back then I may have lost my temper and via my actions I gave them very good reason to “pacify” me.


I wanted to use that time for meditation and healing process.  As soon as I sat down and started meditating and became one with my surroundings, once again the world turned black for a second or two just to shine with life and magic all around. I saw small piece of ore stuck in the walls of dungeon, small insects crawling around, my companion walking around the camp. And for the first time I saw my equipment. Yup, the pendant. It was actually the first thing I noticed.


The “life” had a yellow glow – it was hard and steady. The magic looked like a colored wind, twisting and changing as it flew slowly, eventually circling around the very object.


And then there was this little pendant. The violet orb pulsating like a heart surrounded by semi-transparent red mist. From time to time on the violet core some kind of symbols appeared. A rune, a marks that looked like some weird version of Chinese or Japanese writing, or something I couldn’t call anything but hieroglyphs. I have never seen anything like that before.


I felt uneasy about it. Something was off. It certainly had other purpose than being a piece of jewelry that glows.


I focused on it. Aaaand I regretted it pretty soon too. As soon as my magical consciousness “touched” the object on my chest, the violet core expanded and take a shape of a complicated structure. It was a multi-layered logically-mathematically-magical lock. Or something.


Imagine Rubik cube…. 7x7x7, trapped inside of the sphere of 3 rings that moved in different direction (one vertically, one horizontally and one diagonally)…


In order to open it, the cube needed to be solved, BUT! There are lots and lots of possible combination… the  trick is, that I can’t simply moved it directly. I needed to move those three rings into very special, bah – unique- positions. And each time the position of one of those rings would be changed, the cube would perform a move.


And apparently, just my assumption thought, each time the cube would change itself something would happened. I just could feel it in my bones.


Maybe some random spell? Or some kind of defense system would be triggered?


Every reasonable person would leave it be, and start researching and information before even thinking about using it!

(ED: don’t do it)


…




…



…



…



Let’s play with it…. Just a little…


Vertical ring three moves back… Horizontal one move forward. The last ring not touched. Each time I moved a ring the cube shifted and after each movement some glyphs shined. Some vanished, some stayed glowing just like that… don’t tell me… not only position is important… but order too? IT’S FUCKING HILARIOUS!... once again?


Vertical five moves forward, diagonal one back, horizontal one back and one forward…


I did something. I have no idea what, but the cube reacted. Everything darkened and words appeared in front of me in the thin air.




Combination accepted.

 

Emerald Dragon, Fiery Plains, Month of Rain, Raging mountain, Crying Orphan, Merciless Wind, Bloody Path.


Command cannot be executed – incorrect location.




…double secured insane logical lock that depending on combination require special places to be opened.


What. The fuck. Is this. Shit?

No, seriously, Heira, what did you give to me? Or for what purpose.


She is extremely easy going and everything she does has mostly one purpose – to lift her boredom. And here she gave me something as secure as panties of prophetess. She. Something secured. So it wouldn’t be used mindlessly.


I think I will put it away for now and start looking for information. Maybe in theological books? Or those about black magic? Eventually in “How to destroy the world step-by-step; textbook for dummies Vol.1 of 5”.


Bad jokes again. The stress is eating me up. Okay. It’s decided, as soon as we will finish the dungeon I am taking a day off or I may turn into a crazy workaholic, or even worse, my sense of humor will be the same as Loki’s.


Someone was poking my cheek.



	“…ari are you all right? Great, You fucking midget, now he is spacing out! Hit him harder next time! Why not!?”





	“Let me have a look… he is meditating you idiot. Deeply. Don’t disturb him. He will wake up as soon as he is done.”





	“And when will it be?”




I opened my eyes irritated a little



	“Usually when someone yells over my head so loud, that I can’t hear my own thoughts” I said half seriously, half-humorously.





	“I just wanted to tell you, that we are pretty much ready. We can move anytime… once again – you are sure that you are in optimal condition to…”





	“Mrogul…I would have a small request”





	“Yes?”





	“Would you mind, if we would speed up our ride a little bit? I am afraid that I have some business to deal with.”




The question appeared in Mrogul’s eyes, Marika titled her head a little and Loki only sigh.



	“Nope. Old Jericho would be angry. And by angry I mean really, really angry. Man is nuts when it comes to earning stuff by yourself. You can either follow us… and we already know passages traps and so on, but then you have to keep our pace… we would use it to show you this place, teach you as much as we can… you know the drill; or you could lead and we would follow. But I wish to point out that you know nothing about this place. How many times would you lose the way? Into how many traps you would fall? Hmmm? Decision is up to you.”




Loki wanted to prove something. But he was lacking some vital information. He didn’t need to wait long for my answer.



	“Follow my lead.”





	“Awww, we will have to explain to ol’ man why the job that was supposed to be done in a week counting journey in both ways took us a month.”




He chuckled.



	“You are free to report whatever you want.”




I said as I started moving.







Few hours later. Loki’s POV






Chaos. Hellgates. Apocalypse. The day of the end. Only those words could describe what I witnessed. As Whitish took a lead the hell came here and walk among the living. As soon as he started walking he covered himself in flames and start marching forward, deeper into the dungeon. The monster stand no chance. Of course they were not a problem from the very beginning, this dungeon is used as training ground… I saw mages in action a few times, but none used there magic so… naturally like him.


Magic is a complex art, and is made out of three steps – power – the pure force that is needed for every magical activity, focusing – the process of shaping the force into a desired form via spell, artifact, ritual, curse and so on, to finish with the effect.


Here it looks as if he is somehow abusing the phase of focus. He is simply commanding the fire over and over again… He makes it appear to be as easy as breathing. From time to time he takes a break, and commands us to take a guarding role as he replenishes his mana.


But what is truly admirable, is that he never got lost. Newbies use to get lost easily, walking the same path over and over again, yet he never picks the same corridor twice. It’s not that he do not walk in the wrong direction, he does, but because of that he found a small treasure chest. It held a few silver coins. Usually as treasure is found, most of its contents would be shared among the one who found it and the one who checked for traps. Yet he demanded equal share. We told him how things were going and he only shrug his shoulders and still divided it as he pleased.


The guy is dangerous. No one knows anything about him, he appeared out of thin air in the guild. He is pretty skilled in using magic and more than skilful in the art of surviving. And he doesn’t care about money. Maybe… just maybe, the reasons why he joined the guild is the same as mine?


If the answer is yes, I will have to stop digging for information. When you are hunted… because of the reason like mine – being an assassin who’s face became well known, becoming the adventurer is a great way to start a new life.


Yet still I need to know the answers.



	“Zari, I am asking only cuz’ I am curious – how is that possible that you are casting spell after spell without a chant?”




He turned around with puzzled expression. Almost as if he didn’t understand the question.



	“’Tis but one spell. Or… it shouldn’t even be named as a spell. Basic fire manipulation. By igniting myself I created a resource of fire that I bend to my will. As I get more skilled with fire magic properties of my fire changed. It is more… sticking to the skin and its temperature is getting higher. The spell would be if I would shaped the fire into a double layered ball of fire – clothing and trigger inside, and then shoot it. This is what we call explosive bolt. But this…” He made the small blaze of fire dance atop of his hand forming into various shapes. “This is the same as if you would ask a warrior what kind of move he used, after he would barely pull the sword out of his sheath. It is natural to me, almost as breathing… Very exhausting breathing, indeed, but I barely track my actions… did you even wonder how you are moving your hand? This in yet another limb… just separate from the body.”




I indeed heard, that element manipulation is the lowest kind of training among magicians… But no one, simply no one, would use the element manipulation as a weapon. Lack of damage. No one but him.



	“There is something bothering me… ya mind telling me how you are… NOT getting lost? I remember my first time here. My team decided to leave me in a place that was previously exterminated of monsters, and told me to came back by myself. It took me four days, my food supplies almost ran out. But you simply never get lost…”




He only smiled back and moved once again.







POV back.





I can’t tell him that. One – he would never understood the words I would say, Two – IT’S PATHETIC!


What would I say? That in my previous life I was no-life that spent lots of time playing old RPG- dungeon’s crawlers? Those games were labyrinths without maps provided. The only thing you could do was memorize… or draw on a piece of paper… the scheme of those caves. And trust me, I have finished the dungeon crawlers of over 100 floors without filling one piece of paper. I simply draw the map In my head. I wouldn’t even get lost if there would be teleportation platforms moving you into different places in random order. And trust. This place is waaaay less complicated than floors over 50th of certain games.,, The one with teleportation platform, puzzles all over the massive floor… you needed to solve the puzzles just for the rooms with levers to be opened… and then you would have to use those levers in the right order… and then there was a Boss fight…. Oh, did I mention that whole floor was filled with traps? Oh, and “fire”-themed? It means that every seconds inside of it was dealing to you and your party 1 dmg per screen-move? So you never fought with Boss on full hp?... unless you had fire protection ring… about this “trick” I found out after beating the game…. Hehehe….hahaha…HAHAHAHA! THAT RING WAS TRASH! YOU COULD BUY IT EVERYWHERE! EVERY-FUCKING-WHERE! YET I NEEDED TO REPEAT THIS VERY FLOOR ABOUT 10 TIMES AFTER AN INSANE GRIND JUST BECAUSE I WAS TOO DUMB TO FIND OUT BY MYSELF, THAT FIRE-RESISTANCE ITEMS WOULD HELP VERSUS FIRE BOSS ON FIRE FLOOR! …and why? BECEASUE BACK THEN I HAD FULL COMPLET OF ACCESSORY THAT MADE MY AVAT SHINE! AND I THOUGHT IT LOOKED BADASS!



Ha…. I was fired up. But… returning to the question that Loki asked me… if I would answer that if he would find an inner nerd inside of him he would be capable of the same things… would he understood? Oh, I doubt it. Even more as… oh. Are those stairs to a deeper floor? Uno momento per me! The fastest way back is… walk into first crossroad, then turn right and right away left into barely seen passage. Then pick a widest path, and walk forward ignoring every other side-passages until reaching the stupid para-labyrinth, there one would need to take – left, right, left, right, forward, left, left forward right forward…. Then 30 minutes walking through relatively straight path and we would reach the lake. From there it’s about 10 or so minutes to the higher floor. Easy-peasy. As long as something has corridors I will get through it


I am one with the Nerd, The Nerd is with me, I am one with the Nerd, the nerd is with me…


Eh, why do I feel bad about it? Nothing to be proud off? Well, in the times when there was no internet, the one with knowledge was a king in the backyard….



	“Zari… something wrong? You froze in the middle of the room…” Mrogul once again showed interest In my state of health. For the first few hours I thought that it was because he care about his teammates.. but apparently he only needed a reasons to keep bulling Marika. Eh…





	“I’m all right. I was only trying to burn in my mind the map of this place. Just in case you would decide to abandon me here just like Loki was by his team.”





	“We would never do so!”





	“Yeah, especially because you would start freaking out again and Marika would have to hit you one more time…”




Aaaand they started arguing again. As soon as they finished we headed deeper. Deeper into the lair of NightmareScaled
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Small group of armored knights were waiting in the Middle of the forest.



	“I don’t like it commander…” one of man said, “We are completely visible here.”





	“That’s the point. Our informant chose this place because thanks to this he will know it’s not a trap. He may be risking even more than we do.”





	“We are knight of a hostile nation on enemy ground. He’s in a worse position?”





	“If we were caught, we would be executed. Hanged or beheaded, so it would be a fast death. Traitors would be first interrogated, then killed by the rack… so from his point of view…”





	“It is exactly as you have just said…” the bushes rumbled slightly and a hooded man steeped in lightly “…but the truth is much more complicated. I, by myself, mean nothing. Not like my master. If I would be caught and began to talk I could discredit people which help in vital for you Kingdom.”





	“Yet I have been wondering…” The commander of the group – the beautiful blonde lady spoke her fears “Why is one of the grand houses helping the Prophetess… on so many levels.”





	“My Lord is not helping you. He is helping the people of Neira. Thanks to their power for generation they were bringing prosperity to the land. But the King grew weak and stupid. He started favoring the Blackwood family only because they were decent on the battlefield. With time the influence of my Lord’s family started growing weaker and then: the economy started failing, allies start turning their backs to us, the tempo of finding new technologies and deposits of raw materials also was decelerated… To be blunt, my Lord decided to get rid of that family. He ordered to get the wife of the Househead poisoned. Everything was going right. Just a few more days, a few more actions, and step after step the Blackwood family would crumble, on their ashes once again we could build prosperity. But then the boy you are looking for interfered. And this is why we are helping you. The very boy you are looking for is working as an adventurer. He is now in the dungeon northwest of here… you know the location. He moved three days ago. Oh, and as apparently he is an alchemist… take this…”




He handed a small leather pouch



	“What is it?”





	“Four vials of potent antidote. My Lord doesn’t like the idea of someone getting dirty work done for himself… so in this way he is showing his gratitude and wishes of good hunting.”




The woman only nodded and one of the knights took the pouch.



	“We appreciate that.”





	“Just… kill the man who ruined months of planning.” The man started moving and quickly he vanished behind the bushes.





	“Do we trust him?” Yet another man asked





	“We are not here to think, but to act. We were given orders. It was already decided who is to be trusted.”





	“Are we moving out, M’lady?”





	“No. He is simply too far away. We won’t make this on time. Before we get to the dungeon he would already be back in the capital. Derek.





	“Yes?!”





	“Look for some disguise. Clothing of travelers, buy some merchandise. We will pretend to be traveling merchants with mercenaries. It should allow us to move through the country a bit more freely. I hope that none of you was stupid enough to take something that could be use to connecting us with Holy Kingdom?”





	“… only a few necklaces of faith but…”





	“Burned them.”





	“But commander!”





	“Faith is stored in your hearts, not in jewelry. You can buy another one as soon as we get back.”





	“…commander… I refuse.” That’s something new. Normally they wouldn’t hesitate to jump into the fire after the order would be given. “…it belonged to my wife…” That’s a different story then.





	“Keep it. Just keep it hidden. I will personally punish you if I ever see it in view.”





	“ Yes, my Lady!!”




The commander of Crimson Lily sighed quietly. It was suppose to be a quick mission, the birthday of her sister was suppose to come in a few weeks. Apparently she will not be able to partake in it. Again.







Zari’s POV








After a few more floors the team began acting normal. By normal I mean here that they were no longer acting weaker than they were, nor acting dumb, triggering traps on purpose. Their “dumb acting” was supposed to teach me about dealing with unpredicted events, finding paths by myself, to learn how to act while being ambushed…


… When sayin’ that they did it just to let me gather experience was a half –truth. Or even less than a half. They wanted to have their laugh. But they saw quickly that most of those “training sessions” were needless.


This is why they agreed on speed-diving. They had only one condition: We had to kill every monster we see, seeing as one: if we kill more monsters the will village be way safer, two:… our salary depend on the number of beast we kill. I have no idea how the guild would check how many beast we killed tho… in the end we did not gathered a single piece for a trophy.



	Careful now…” I head Loki speaking “… in the next chamber the beast used to jump from the ceiling. There would also be a treasure chest, it may have some coins in it, some useless items, or may be a trap. Chances are 33-33-33. Or something like that. Ready?”




We were ready. Mrogul ran inside screaming, after a few seconds Loki followed and Marika and I entered as last.


The giant posture of orc and his loud behavior focused most on beast’s attention on him, a few beasts indeed jumped from the ceiling. Green-skin fearlessly began to smash the head of the beasts with his hammer. Not even the hard scales of lizard-like beast could withstand the powerful blows.


Loki followed like a shadow with short daggers in his hands. As soon as he entered the room he threw them to the sides without looking. Each of the dagger hit their marks, sinking deeply in the soft body parts of monsters – eyes, throats, bellies… But before those daggers reached their destinations, he already performed a half-spin, showing his back to Mrogul, and reaching with his hands to the belt pulling out yet another pair of daggers.


As chaos ruled inside the chamber me and Marika had all the time we could ask for. My left and her right hands held each other, we kneeled and our free hands touched the ground.



	“We pray to the spirits of this forgotten cave, Answer the calling, of those who are brave,
 Bless us with might, of Earth and Water
 So we could unleash in your name the slaughter…”




The beasts’ minds are simple. They would prefer to target those creature that are spreading havoc, who are killing their brothers and sisters instead of those who are kneeling on the dirt far away. It allowed us to finish the incantation without any disturbance.



	“…and may the anger of Mother Nature be thrown upon em’,



So the madness of war could shine as unspoiled gem…” We finished. The incantation and yelled the name of the very spell



	“The garden of madness!”




I felt my mana being drained at an insane speed, as the manifestation of spell took place. From beneath the ground thick  thorny vines erupted catching beasts in there iron grasp, slowly getting tighter and tighter.



	Member of your Party [Mrogul Irontusk] has killed [Armored Roller Level 12]
	42 Exp Obtained






	Member of your Party [Mrogul Irontusk] has killed [Armored Roller Level 11]
	38 Exp Obtained






	Member of your Party [Loki Unnamed] has killed Shadow Spitter Level 14]
	52 Exp Obtained






	Member of your Party [Loki Unnamed] has killed Shadow Spitter Level 9]
	34 Exp Obtained






	You have killed [Enraged Crawler Level 13]
	68 Exp Obtained






	You have killed [Enraged Crawler Level 13]
	68 Exp Obtained






	You have killed [Enraged Crawler Level 12]
	62 Exp Obtained





…


I ignored dozens of notifications.


The 7th floor of the dungeon. After the 5th it gets nasty. Not only do the monsters became over twice as strong as they used to be, not only does the number became greater and the overall abilities higher. The main problem was that floors from 5th were swamp like. And the weird plants growing here were releasing some strange fumes. No, not deadly. But I was told that after breathing it for several hours you would get dizzy, weak and… lazy. You stop taking care of your quest, your comrades, your own safe… and the desire of taking a nap was getting stronger. And you fell asleep. And not even being devoured by a beast alive could wake you up.


And here Marika was shining like a gem. “Blessing of Wind” She casted upon us was reducing the influence of the gas to zero. It needed to be recasted every few hours, but hey! If not for her the whole journey would be way harder. We would be forced to stay in “safe zones” For a few hours for the effects of the poison to wear off, or to spend lots of coins for antidotes, making the whole adventure barely profitable.



	“Oy, Zari, mind taking care of the chest?”




Dealing with treasure chests became my reasonability, not because they were locked… as I had no skill in opening locks… but in case of traps… well I was dealing with them the fastest way and with the smallest side damages


I prepared the fire spell in my hand, just in case raised it over the chest, and with my free hand I raised the lid of chest.



	Mimic Chest
	Level	10
	Hp	[100/100]
	Sp	[4/5]
	Skills	Pressence hide [Passive] [Max]

Bite [Active] [Level 4]






The insides of chest was containing no gold nor treasure, but pinky flesh, the chest jumped on me trying to bite my head off.


I showed my fist into the flesh and activated combination of explosive bolt and mana shock wave. The part wood part blood pieces of the beast’s insides were scattered around the room, living me with piece of something similar to liver plastered to my face.



	You have killed [Mimic chest Level 10]
	60 exp obtained





Loki chuckled.



	“… it always used to be a trap here… didn’t it?”





	“You will never know.” His cheers only ensured me that it was truth.





	“I hate you.”





	“Now now, some practice can never hurt…”





	“How long to next place I can take bath in?”





	“On the beginning of next floor, like always.”





	“How long to the next floor?”





	“About three hours? Maybe two if we would increase the pace.”





	“So you want to tell me, that for the next three hour I am supposed to walk with my face covered in the insides of this motherfucker?”





	“The life of an adventurer is filled with discomfort! We walk into places where no one dares to enter, for a handful of coins! Lots of pain on this path awaits you! Lots of blood, tears and…”





	“…and assholes. Thanks. Will remember it.”




He chuckled yet again



	“Loki?”





	“Hm?”





	“I will have my revenge.”




Another burst of laugh.



	“You will try!”




With a team like this… can you ever be bored?








Today chap’s short 5.5 pages, but only cuz I had lots of shits to do. I g2g for now, will write smth 4 ya tomorrow.

See ya,

Author out! [Jumps thought the window]
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The deeper we went the hotter it got. As a result the pond nearby the stairs between the 7th and 8th floor had the best possible temperature. It was true bliss. But I was wondering. Wht was there a pond or even a small lake at the entrance of almost every floor.  Coincidence? I don’t think so… But why the hell would a dungeon take good care of the adventurers it tries to kill? I shouldn’t think too much about this now. What I should be thinking now is about…


The blissssss. In the end it took us a bit more than 2 hours to get to the deeper floor. We will take yet another break so we could finish the dungeon tomorrow. To be honest I am a bit disappointed. About the dungeon, it is… I hoped that I could level at least twice here. And here I am, in about half of my level, atop of that I have spent quite some time in the Heira dimension. Tsh, I will have to somehow convince ol’ Jericho to allow me to take harder quests.


I heard a small splash near me. Loki jumped in the pond. Even as he was mostly naked he still was wearing the bandana covering his face.



	“Sure, go on. I don’t need privacy at all.”




 I just needed to relieve my fatigue and irritation. On someone. And here he came, almost volunteering.



	“You are taking a longer baths than ladies of upper social ranks. I needed to check if you weren’t putting make up on your face.”





	“It would surly took me less time if I wouldn’t have to scrub pieces of flesh off my face. Ya maybe know, who is responsible for that?”





	“You and only you! You should be grateful, for thanks to me you could experience new things!”




I will punch him in the face…



	“But honestly… I don’t want to be an ass, but they require your help in the camp. So if you could…”




He made a gesture with his hand as if sending a servant away. I felt offended. And I would surely punch him and hold his head under the water for quite some time if not for the smiling sparkles in his eyes, which show clearly that he was joking.


I am growing too soft.


Indeed, there were quite a few tasks to do inside the camp – preparing food (we decided that we have had enough of our “packed lunch” and decided to cook some lizards), setting the very camp, once again putting up repelling hex bags…


Yet all the time I spent with them in the camp had something magical in it. It was so… peaceful. Listening to the quarrels of Mrogul and Marika while meat spread its smell and the view of a campfire happily lightening up the surroundings… and all of it while holding a warm cup of weak herbal alcohol…


My heart became warmer. Just a little.








The night was quiet, the blanket warm and quite comfy. Imagine my reaction as I was awakened by a bucket of cold water.


Well, my instincts kicked in – I got up quickly, my nails morphed into claws which were clothed with fire magic in the very same time against my will from my mouth escaped a weird hybrid of a roar and hiss



	“On your legs? Good. Morning sleepyhead. Ready for the daily dose of blood and guts? Here, have a carcass of your enemies as nutriment.”




It was Loki handing me a piece of roasted meat from yesterday. Why didn’t I hit him? Maybe because part of my mind was still sleeping, part of me was looking for enemies, and my body, as a whole couldn’t comprehend what for fucks sake had just happened.


I stood there with a piece of meat in hand for a few more seconds. As soon as my brain started actually working…



	“What the… Loki… I will FUCKING KILL YOU! HAVE YOU LOST YOUR MIND?! THROWING A BUCKET OF WATER AT A FIRE MAGE? BECEAUSE OF SHOCK I COULD BLOW THIS CAMP UP!”





	“But you didn’t! Now, keep moving, while you were sleeping we finished most of the tasks around here. We are moving so if you could…”




I stopped listening to him in that moment. I focused completely on his neck, imaging how wonderfully would he look with his throat sliced.



	“… and as only you would be ready we will march out.”




And he walked away.


This Loki is a very… interesting person. He may be a great companion as soon as you get used to his “jokes”… or as soon as you learn to prevent his attacks… Yet for now I am NOT used to it.



	“What are you thinking about?” Marika asked me as she was walking past me.





	“Mostly if it would be hard to kill Loki here and fake it as an accident.” She chuckled “Why are you laughing? I am deadly serious about it.”





	“Just wait a little. Loki is a great adventurer, you just have to stop leaving openings or wait for him to pick someone else to bully.”





	“Why the hell is he such a jerk?! I understand that one can make a joke or two, but this dork is crossing the line.”





	“He lost quite a few friends. He believes, that thanks to mocking new guys he is teaching them to always be on their guard and thus reducing the death rate among amateurs. Just ignore him.”




… Should I feel bad about this? Cuz’ I didn’t. I have survived a forest, I have survived witch hunters, I will survive a newbie dungeon and I will survive Loki.


But for now, we were ready to head deeper into the dungeon.








I could easily tell why this dungeon is used as a training ground. Pretty much nothing changed since the first floor. I mean, yes – the monsters were stronger and so on, quite a few traps and the very fact that the air was poisonous could make it sound like some hellish place.


But the tactic of the monsters was repeatable and easy to predict and the traps were not exactly… sophisticated. Pitfalls were usually under plates of different a color, flying spikes were triggered by mobbing a strings places on foot-level, and if a treasure chest was left in the middle of main room – it was a monster. The actual treasure chests were places deeper in the dungeon in “side rooms”, and even then those were never placed in the very center of the chambers.


A hammer was once again brought down in a powerful smash. Mrogul became enthusiastic, he swung his weapon from the side to side. He was unstoppable. The rest of us were standing at the end of the room looking at the hell he brought upon his foes.



	“Should we… should we help him… maybe?” I asked shyly.





	“No. It’s okay the way it is.” Marika said with a bored expression





	“But… Shouldn’t we act like a team… or um… I don’t know. Maybe it would be faster if we would help him?”





	“Look at him. Does he look like he is in need of a helping hand?”




One of the lizard terrified by the sight of said possessed by bloodlust orc tried to get away. As only Mrogul noticed one of his preys running away, he threw aside his hammer and grabbed the beast by its tail.


And he swung the creature by its tail over his head



	“Does he…. Does he often fight like that?”





	“Just ignore him. He will be done soon.”




The lizard flew in our direction. We moved to the sides to make a space for the corpse to fly through.



	“I am seriously worried.”





	“He just needs a worthy opponent. Killing weakling like those bring no… wait, what was that word? Ah, yes. Honor. So he jumps into swarms on enemies just to make the fight a little bit more equal…”




The last beast fell dead. The Mrogul was panting but I am pretty much sure that it was caused by excitement and not exhaustion.



	“Feel better?” Marika asked in a tone, which said that she was not interested in answer.





	“How could I feel better?!” Someone was angry “Orcs live via honor and war. What kind of honor did I receive by slaughtering a bunch of such weaklings?”





	“Be a good boy and we will take you for Behemoths hunting.”





	“Don’t you dare treat me like a pet of yours!”





	“Now, now, now, now, now! Calm down! Marika stop mocking Mrogul, Mrogul we are here to help Zari with ranking up. In no time he will catch up with us and then we will be able to do harder task. You know, you can’t simply ignore the fire power he possess… not sayin’ that some dungeons are dark… having a fire mage that would cast flying torches could allow us to save a few coins on supplies and we would have one more hand free while dueling…”





	“… wait. Don’t tell me that that is the reason why you are interested in helping me rank up… you see me as nothing more than a walking torch….”




Loki turned his head back to me



	“Don’t be ridiculous! Of course you are much, much more than a torch… campfire, bath warmer, bug repeler …”





	“I am not going to kill you… in the end someone in this party has to be used as a scapegoat and trap detector” I hissed angrily




I can guess that soon relations between me and Loki will be the same as between Mrogul and Marika.



	“Now, now, now, now, now!” This time it was Marika who intervened. What a time to be alive. “We are all nervous. Let’s finish this job and get back to the guild.”




Both me and Loki turned our backs to each other with a “Hmpf!” on our lips.


We moved forward.







The 9th floor.




Usually Mrogul as a heavy armored fighter should lead the way, but it all changed as in one room Loki mentioned something like “Heh, apparently I killed over 11 foes as for our walking fireplace about 5…”


It was supposed to be said as a joke. I didn’t treat it as one. In the outcome, I rushed into next chamber and unleashed the fiery inferno by the cost of 1/3 of my mana pool.


I scorched everything to the ground.


So in the next yet room our little competition started for good. Loki was mocking me a little that if I would keep using such spells one after another I will lose my consciousness in no time. That is why in YET another room I didn’t wait for him as he was collecting his throwing dagger back.


Oh sweet revenge.



	“ 8th, 9th and 10th! You are hanging ba…”





	“From 6 to 14… ah explosions surly are comfortable… I could not imagine how non-magicians must have been tiring themselves for a single kill, when we – the higher class – can do the shit done by snapping our fingers…”





	“Tsh…”




This time it was Mrogul and Marika who walked behind while shaking their heads with disapproval.



	“This one is 14th… woah! THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?!”




As Loki was trying to stab another lizard, SOMEONES spear was thrust in front of his face, missin… I mean being skillfully performed and then hitting the monster instead.



	“Pardon me, apparently this one is mine. 16th!”





	“You little!...”




I chuckled. I was having fun. Actual fun!... Crap. I just noticed how it sounded. Having fun while slaughtering some animals… well I am lost case anyway….


The blades were dancing. The spear was mimicking the movement of a snake, the knives were thrown followed by the flameballs.


The 9th floor was perfectly straight and soon we reached the last chamber.


Me and Loki – both of us were breathing heavily.



	“So.. ho… how much did you kill?”





	“Over 9000? And you?”





	“Pfth. Ha..haha, same. But no, honestly. How much?”





	“Not sure… wait, 5 and 22 and 14 and 11 and 9… ah fuck this. can’t remember.”





	“Draw?”





	“Ca… can agree.”





	“Now. You mentioned about 10th Did ya? Can’t see any doors, stairs and so on… but this returning glyph…”




He pointed on the ground where small marks were shinning.



	“… those will take us back on the surface… and such glyphs are usually placed on the last floors or after Boss battles. Plus there is a treasure chest. Not sayin’ that you are wrong and there is no 10th floor… but you are wrong and there is no 10th”




I start looking around. The very last room was filled with few monuments of dragons.  Three rows of two. And every single one of them was looking in different direction. I start playing with them.



	“What are ya lokin’ for?”





	“Everything… and nothing in particular. Maybe those are some kind of puzzle… maybe there is something to be moved… Maybe there is some kind of lever or… switch…”





	“Waste of ti…”





	“BINGO!”




I pushed a dusty jewel. As soon as I did the head moved the direction it was looking at, and the jewel was pushed back.



	“Guyz help me with those…Maybe they need to look in the same direction or something…”




Aaaand we started playing around. We tried pointing em’ into every possible wall, pointing em’ back, pointing em forth…


Fortunately no trap was triggered… ya know, from time to time there are penalties when you are putting puzzles in the wrong order and so on…


And then we made them look into to the center directly between all of them. And something rumbled. And something crumbled. Something moved and something trembled.


The plate in the middle of the room moved to the side showing spiral stairs down. Well, definitely wouldn’t have found it if I hadn’t t been looking for it.


On one of the plates, right before the stairs inscription appeared.


May the goddess have mercy upon your souls, Whatever are your desire, whatever are your goals,
 You opened the doors, that was told to be shut,
 And you awakened Nightmare, prepare for the blight.




	“One suggestion… maybe rest here for a moment or two… just in case?”




The rest of the team agreed without hesitation.


… Okay, where is my SAVE button?
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I have been sitting close to the stairs meditating, trying to renew as many mana points as possible.  My stupid competition with Loki left me pretty much drained. It was stupid of me. Completely childish. As I could tell, without “seeing” my actual mana regeneration rate, it would take be about a day to completely regain my mana from 0 to 100%. This is surly boosted by meditation. The only positive thing in this whole madness was that I tried to hold the bare minimum of mana as a “safety margin”.



	“Zari… more or less, how long will it takes you to prepare yourself?”




I looked at my mana bar. About 40%. Will have to do.


I stood up, stretched myself, moved my joints to the sides causing cracking sounds and took a deep breath.



	“I could use a hour or two more, but what I have now will have to do the trick.”





	“Zari, it’s dangerous to go unpre…”





	“Easy sunshine, I have an ace in the hole. I always do. But now… let’s keep walking. Somehow I feel uneasy about it.”




I said while pointing the stairs with my head.


Loki once again checked his daggers, Mrogul laid his hammer on his shoulder, Marika renewed her spells….



And we walked in. As we moved deeper and deeper the smell hit us like a train. Strong, heavy,  almost choking – the smell of decaying flesh. As if you had opened the grave of an almost completely degenerated body. Marika tried her best to cast the smell aside with wind magic, yet her efforts were almost completely futile.


As we reached the ground we noticed that someone was awaiting our arrival. Small. Flying. Angry… Another pixie? Jesus! What the hell is wrong with my luck?



	“Do you have any bloody idea… what you have just FUCKING DONE?!”




Definitely not happy with our visit.



	“Decades of work may be completely screwed because you had to fucking open the door – the only bloody door in the whole bloody dungeon, that was NOT meant to be opened!”




Mrogul leaned to Marika and asked her in cot exactly quiet tone



	“Some relative of yours? Can you deal with her in a peaceful way?”





	“Where the hell do you have eyes!? I am easily 10 times bigger than her!”





	“Midget is midget. Plus she also can’t keep her mouth shout so I thought…”





	“ARE YOU EVEN LISTNEING TO ME FOR FUCK SAKE?! Why for everything created on this damned world… You needed to came here?! That’s actually an intrusion into private property!”





	“Not in our eyes. Now speak your mind. Dungeon pixie rarely comes to great adventurers… even more as you can be sold for quite the price…”




It was not a threat. More like a statement. The question that never was asked: “Why did you risk your life just to scold us?”



	“Oh, tis’ but a courtesy. In the end you have to know why I am not letting you go until you clear this dungeon.”




Speaking that she made a gesture with her hand and the entrance to the stairs behind us were shut down. She turned around and flew slowly as she started her story.



	“This dungeon is called the Lair of Nightmare, lair of the one who brings nightmares, the pit of nightmares… and so on. Your legend says the story about a dragon that lost his mind, or something similar? Bullshit, and yet truth at the very same time. Indeed there is a dragon, but he is not crazy. He barely IS at all.” She turned her head a few times just to checked if we followed





	“Ya see… the truth is that he is dead… which doesn’t stop him from moving, killing and spreading his aura of death and disease. He got cursed. He was denied both: life and death. This dungeon was created by HIM, just a moment before he lost his mind. His body, for centuries, never stopped releasing miasma. And the miasma needed to go somewhere. The dungeon was sucking those energies from the dragon and pushing small portions into the lizards it created. Lizards mutated and started roaming the corridors of the dungeons. And then adventurers would come, kill the beasts helping us greatly. Each time part of the miasma was sucked from the dragon, it would grown weaker. Few more decades and he could finally die. Find his peace. BUT NOOOOO! YOU HAD TO FUCKING CAME! RUINING THIS SUBLTE, ELABORATED PLAN! You see, in the moment you have opened the door he awakened from his painful slumber. In that moment he smelled fresh, not rotten meat… you are the meat… he began to hunger blood. Now you have to fight him. If not he will leave the place and devour the nearby village. Grown stronger, fly away, and start devouring yet again, in a vicious never ending circle. So… you have to die here. The time you would buy will allow us – me and dunny – to seal the entrance and hopefully put him into slumber. You follow?”





	“Can’t we just kill him?” I asked shyly





	“B…bwahahaha! Oh, I see it. Well, you are welcome to try. That would indeed help us greatly, bah it would actually solve our problems… But… I doubt you will. Even as he is brainless, even as via years or agonizing labors we drained lots of his power… he is still a dragon. A high dragon of an old almost ancient bloodline. Yet still, even as a shadow of his old form… he will be more than deadly for such younglings like yourself. I almost feel pity for you kids.”




We moved via a few corridors. The smell became unbearable. And very soon the source of this smell appeared before our eyes.


The room looked like an ancient altar, surrounded by many columns. And in the very middle of this wonderful room he laid. Its eyes were half open, moving from side to side. There was no intelligence within it. Just anger, pain, sorrow, and torment... and hunger.


Slowly, almost as if every move caused pain grater than one can imagine, it raised up showing the body lacking lumps of flesh. It spread its rotten, full of holes wings. Part of its skull was visible.



	“A motherfucking undead dragon…” Loki whispered to himself “… by any chance… if some of you know holy magic… he or she can start bragging about it right now.”





	Dogwartzh of Voiceless Abyss [High Zombie Dragon] 
	Title	[Dungeon Boss]

[Undead]

[Cursed]

[Bane of Mortals]

	Level	31
	Hp	[1726/2500]
	Sp	[411/1250]
	Mp	[811/1250]
	Skills	Bite [Active] [Level 62]

Scratch [Active] [Level 71]

Chaos Magic [Active] [Level 37]

Black Magic [Active] [Level 28]

Miasma Weaver [Passive] [NA]

Rotten Body [Passive] [NA]

Unholy regeneration [Passive/Active] [NA]







What the fuck. Is this. Shit? 2.5k of max hp? 1.2k of mana?! Those skills levels!?



	“So… as the purpose of this journey was to allow me to gather experience…” I started “… I think it’s the very best time for you to tell me how do you deal with fucker 4 meters tall and 20 long…”





	“If it’s a beast, simply smash and slash until it falls death.”





	“And if it’s a dragon?”





	“Depends if stray or high. If stray you smash and slash until it dies.”





	“And if it’s high?”





	“Depends if young or adult. If young… you smash and slash until it’s no longer moving.”





	“And if it’s adult?”




Now Loki finally looked at me



	“Usually? You fucking run.”




Only Mrogul grinned like a mad man. I inspected him one more time. Scales are almost completely rotten providing no defense at all. If we could land few blows… or few dozens… we could separate a few limbs from body… after immobilizing we could poke him with everything we have got and hope he dies… I could also try burning him. Last time I checked fire was effective against zombies. The problem is that he will be able to easily extinguish my fire. I will have to tire him down. Okay



	“Marika, focus on crowd control, disturb his movements as much as you can, Mrogul, each time you see an opening bash his limbs. But prioritize your own security. You are the only one using heavy weapons here, without you we are doomed… Loki… just… just try not to die. You can perform some weird dance to distract him…”





	“One: why do you think you are in charge, two… what the fuck is wrong with that tactic?!”





	“One: if you have any better strategy – I am listening; two – if you had a weapon that is not a dagger… feel free to use it. You can also try convincing me that daggers are useful against enemy this big that can’t be poisoned and can’t bleed.”




He only waved his head to the sides, and from behind his back he pulled a few shorter bare blades, joined them together and put them into handle, twisted the whole structure making snapping sound. He just made a sword. Have you ever seen a sword that you literally build from pieces? Well, it is surly my first time seeing one.



	“It ain’t my first dungeon ride kid.” He smiled weakly.





	“So try doin’ the same thing as Mrogul… but to not burden you with excessive tasks… you can die. No, honestly. We would still have Mrogul so no need bothering about security.





	“Thanks mate. Appreciate it. And what will YOU do?”





	“See all this miasma around the dragon?” I asked pointing at thick smog around the beast “I will do all my best to prevent you from mutating after you step into it.”





	“Fair enough. So… shall we dance?”







Yet… we made a little mistake. I mean… the hell was I even thinking. That this bloody dragon would sit on his ass and let us talk in peace? Well… not exactly.



	“Zari, I am definitely not the expert when it comes to miasma… but is it supposed to act this way?”




The cloud was gathering in strange pattern as it lifted from the bottom up to the dragon mouth.



	“… find cover.”




The beast roared. The smog turned from its usual dark violet color into deep green for a second before the dragon breath headed right at us.


I could control miasma to some degree. You could manipulate a bit easier the kind you created by yourself, and it got harder and harder the more of it you tried to control.


Well, I didn’t cast this one and the mass was quite frightening.


We hid behind one of the columns as I tried to create the field that would push it away. The room rumbled and columns barely resisted the insane amount of magic that was casted upon it. Green mist was biting into the field drying me out of mana.


After a few seconds, that in my mind lasted years, the tempest of death stopped.



	“Are you all right?” Loki asked after a second.




I only raised my hand. Took a breath and jumped from behind the cover. I casted some fast fire spells and threw them at monsters head, not to do any damage, but mostly to shift his attention to me and to reduce his field of view.


As I ducked behind another column I saw Marika kneeling near the ground chanting quietly. I shifted my gaze at Mrogul and Loki. We only nodded at each other. I repeated my action, this time taking more time standing between columns. In that very moment Mrogul and Loki rushed into two different directions trying to attack the beast from different sides.


Small plants started sprouting behind the dragon, far more fragile and elastic to even dream about restricting the mighty beast. But it’s something. The chant kept being sung.


In that very moment the orc came close enough to perform the first swing. The hammer hit exposed bone that was attaching his left rear leg to the body. But even decayed, dragons bones are no joke. It withstood the impact, yet the whole posture of the beast was shaken.


Loki wasted no time. He performed few X cuts tearing huge chunks of flesh.


I looked at beast hp - not even 100 was deducted.


~You know… not that your… “strategy” is bad… even pretty good for this situation… but you are not going to win. Not like that…


And here is Codex-chan so save a day. If you want to say anything, have some advice, tips… anything. I am here to listen.


~How do you think… you will survive any attack of this monster if it would hit you directly? Claws?


Doubt it


~Bite?


He would break me in half


~Its magic?


A-a. Will be burnt to a crisp by its unholy flame.


~Then… why bother about defensive powers? Why do you bother about your hit points? You can put them to much better use… and you know exactly what to do. Embrace me. Savor your pain. Gouge your anger. Open the book… And at last but not least… do not hide who you are, you can gather so much powers, open so many doors by wearing the right skin. Afraid that your friends would judge you? The other option is death. This time it would not end with the  lose of some candies.


… Not that I have any other possibilities, do I? I also doubt that I will be able to overpower the dragon just by some blood magic.



	“Shadows, you who lurk in the darkness, I am offering blood, feast on my madness,
 Devour my flesh, suck on my sins and eat on my mind, Yet grant me the powers that humans declined,
 I am standing still with nothing to lose, but much to gain,
 So free my will, erase my strings and shatter my chains…”




Once again, in front of me, the book appeared. It opened itself and from the blank pages roots emerged cutting through my skin entering my veins and sucking my blood.


Marika heard my incantation. Her eyes widened and she yelled



	“STOP HIM!”





	“What’s going on?! You know, we are not… exactly… in the position… to help…. ANYONE!”





	“THAT IDIOT WANTS TO SACRIFICE HIMSELF!”




I am going to do what? No my dear, but it has to be said, that I am walking on the thin rope.


Just a little more…


My body started becoming pale.


More…


My hp bar was already lower than 15%


Still not enough


My vision turned blurry, the only thing that was keeping me conscious was the pure power roaring in my body, demanding to be released.


I am almost there…





	[Equilibrium]
	Spell Rank	Apprentice
	Spell [House]	[[Blood] Chaos]
	Hp sacrificed	[99%]
	Perks	Inteligence: +50

Wisdom: +50

Spiritualism: +50

Mana regeneration up: + 500%

Mana max capability: +150%

[Mana fever] status added








I can’t remember what was next.



POV change [Marika]



They said, that when the mind goes to sleep, the devils shall wake up. I had no idea what was happening. I watched Zari’s body is turning pale, as the light slowly vanished from his eyes. As he started to bleed from his nose.


But then it stopped.


Yet I knew that whoever stood in front of me was not Zari. He allowed himself to be possessed?  Those sorrowful eyes filled with melancholy and kindness hidden deep within them were gone. What replaced them was cruelty and… tiredness? The creature that took over was annoyed by the very fact of being forced to move.


And then it spoke with strong feminine voice



	“Basstard… Fucking morons… Bloody bastards. They had one fucking task… ONE! To keep the host alive… What now?”




And it looked at the dragon.



	“Really? This thing? Oh come on! How pathetic can one get? This chunk of meat is barely moving! Whatever, I just want to go back to sleep, let’s get this done… slaughter this pile of bones, have quick conversation with my brothers and sisters…. And to the bed… Now…”




She looked at the ring



	“Oh, hell-o my dear ol’ friend you will be sufficient… Now, let’s start the work… Rapier, D’iabel.”





	“Access… Denied.” I heard this ring before. Zari already used it once or twice. “User not detected.”





	“Don’t oppose me silly…”





	“Access denied… User not…” From the hand of Zari’s body a small mist surrounded the ring.






	“Acc.. den… Us… Acc… Den… Access Granted. Welcome Mistress Sloth.”




And then on Zari’s lips the most evil smiled I have ever seen bloomed like the finest flower.

            

    
        Chapter 109

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死



Did you even wonder, which sin was the most powerful? The most fearsome? The one that would be the greatest burden on your soul?


Laziness. Sloth.


Hm? Are you surprised? You are asking the question: Why not Wrath? – The one that brings madness upon you and forces you in to bloody violence, why not Gluttony? – The one that as you are hungry can lead you to literally kill those who you love? Yes, yes! There are cases when two travelers were stuck in a cave, their food ran thin… and one ate the other one… Why not Pride?! The one that makes one view himself better than the others? To use than as mere tools? Why not literally every different sin? What can Sloth do? Sit someone on sofa to the death!?


…


You are wrong. Every-single-one of you. Because, you see… Every single sin is focused on presence… Wrath – I have to kill him NOW! Lust – I want to feel his/her skin NOW! Gluttony? – I want to eat NOW!... and so on…. And so on…


But Sloth? Sloth, my dear children, is waaaay more sophisticated. Sloth, indeed, wishes you to take things easy… to rest as much as possible…


But because of Sloth every single race started wondering – if I am hungry I have to get up early in the morning, go to the forest, get tired, get dirty, hunt for my meals and then maybe after killing, gutting, cooking… eat… how TIRESOME! Why should I repeat this mindless action day after day after day after day!?


Why not… catch a few animals in the near future, than put them into cages, let them breed, let them grow… and when the time is right just eat what we have just by our houses? I will struggle now, for a month, maybe two… but then? YEARS OF PEACE! IT WILL BE SO MUCH EASIER!


Or Pride? Why should I tell everyone over and over and over again how much better I am?! Why should I repeat this a thousand times?! If I could only manifest my greatness… so no one could ever question my superiority!?... I know! Let’s create castes! Differ each from another! I will be royalty! I shall rule! I will take some friends and make them into nobility! And the rest… let em’ be peasants… they will take care of our needs…


Wrath? Indeed, I should jump on this fucker, show him his place, make him bleed! Make him cry… But what if I fail? What if he is stronger? What if he has friends nearby that would help him? Plus if I would act directly, I could face punishment from those who hold the law… better not act in haste… calm down, smile back to him, ensure that no offence was taken, hide your anger… And act from within the shadows. Bend and join, twist and crush. Create a net of slanders and conspiracy… all within the shadows. And then I will destroy him. And his family and friends. And no one will ever know that it was my doing!



My, my loves. Sloth desires nothing but comfort. By itself, is small and unimportant. Yet Sloth IS so incredibly scary, because it can twist every other sin and bend it to its will.


Everything that was even achieved by ANY society, was because of Sloth.


We, as village A have enemies in village B, why should we hit them with our hands, if we can use sticks? Why use sticks, if we can forge swords! Why should we allow them to attack us, as we are unprepared? – Lets build walls around our village! Tall! First out of wood. But wood can be burned… let’s use stones! Ha? Enemies build walls of stone too? Let’s build catapults!


Progress, also by war. This is true nature of Sloth.


A friend once told me, that there is no more dreadful thing, than a silent, smiling woman.

I answered, that blitzkrieg is quite horrifying too… we had so much fun back then….


But now I know, that thing that is truly to be feared… is when Sloth wakes from its slumber with a set goal. For… is there any existence more sophisticated in achieving its goal than Sloth?






…





I woke up, yet I knew, that I was dreaming. How did I know that? The bed. I woke up in this bed to many times to no longer recognize it. My first ever encounter with Heira was also in this bed,


And once again, I was not alone here. I was laying on someone. Someone held me pretty tightly, purring right in my ear, petting my head. It was bliss.



	“My…my…my, how hardworking you are…” She… yes, I think it was a woman… She said it in such a sweet tone… so full of admiration “Aren’t you tired? Rest a little, my sweet, sweeeeeet lover. You did well. Now take a minute of two just for yourself…”




Yes… I did pretty well. All this time… I was struggling so much… I fought, and I trained, and I met new people… but now I am tired…



	“Indeed my love. You can rest here… Oh, I missed you so much… but now I feel safe. You are so, soooo strong! And smart… you always find the best solution… who could even dare to oppose you?!”




Her sweet voice… so wonderful… yet she is right. She needs me… I feel needed….



	“Are you hungry?” She said yet again “I will have dinner ready in a blink of an eye… just wait… your favorite dish is juuuuust on its way here…”




… yes… I can already feel its smell… cooked just right…



	“Tell me honey…” She stopped talking every few sentences so I could focused on what she have just said “… weren’t you lonely? Because I was…” Her hand moved from my head to my cheek and neck, caressing me with the greatest love “… I was so lonely… I can barely hold myself from kissing you… from touching you…”




It’s okay… I will allow you…



	“You do? You really, really do? My love… I am so happy! You are so generous! So kind! So wonderful! Not even gods are as great as you!”




Yesss pet, yes… you are right… You are… wait… who are you?



	“Does it matter? Why do you bother someone like me? You are here… so wonderful, so beautiful… so wise… I am but a small, lowly servant that basks in your glory…”




… I am… generous… and want to say… your name… as… a reward…



	“Don’t bother… don’t bother at all! I am no one . I am nothing… shhh… just sleep…”




… name… tell me… your… name…



	“No… please don’t ask it… are you not pleased with what I do? Do you want to ruin it?”




… I… don’t…



	“Then please… don’t ask…”




Your name… my love.



	“… I am Sloth. My love.”




Sloth.




… Sloth…



I know that name… from somewhere…



	“No, my master… you herd it for the first time. Don’t scratch the wall. Don’t open wounds. You are safe here. You are loved here. You are fed here. Don’t struggle. You don’t want it to end…”




… Yess… I think… I think that Gluttony and Lust said your name… Huh… who is Gluttony… who is Lust?



	“No one! They are no one! Please! Stay here with me! don’t scratch!”




She tightened her grip around me. It was not painful. She held me like a child that didn’t want to let her favorite uncle go. It was cute… I am so loved. I am so needed…


But… I forgot about something….



	“it is impossible! How could such a perfect being forget about anything! It’s blasphemy! Stay with me… can you feel? I am sooo warm… please… kiss me”




… Greed? Pride? Wrath? Envy? Lust? Gluttony?... who … are they? Where… are they? Where is… where is … Codex-chan…



	“Don’t scratch… please, here is your heaven. I just want you to sleep with you here forever and ever! And to wake up occasionally, just to eat, talk a little, kiss and touch you just to fall asleep once again while having you in my arms! Don’t struggle! Accept me! YOU HAVE EVERYTHING HERE! EVERYTHING YOU COULD EVER DESIRE? GOLD AND SILVER? I CAN CREATE A MOUTAIN OF IT JUST UNDER YOUR FEET! DO YOU DESIRE LOVE? I CAN LOVE YOU DAY AND NIGHT! I CAN TAKE ANY FORM YOU DESIRE! EVEN MULITPLE OF THEM AT THE SAME TIME! ARE YOU HUNGRY? LONELY? I WILL GIVE YOU EVERYTHING YOU DESIRE!”




… everything I desire?



	“yes… yesyesyesy! YES!”




But what… do I… desire…



	“No, no, nonono! NOOO! Stop scratching! I BEG YOU MY LORD! MY LOVE! STOP SCRATCHING!”




Who… am… I?



	“NOOOOOOOOO!”




Slowly my strength was coming back to me. It all started crumbling like glass. One crack led to two. Then to four… eight…


And the hollow appeared in the wall. From the abyss six hands erupted. They came closer to me and they grasped me. And slowly, gently started pulling.



	“NOOOOOOOOO! BEGONE! AWAY! YOU IDIOTS! YOU FAILED TO PROTECT HIM! HE IS ALL MINE! AWAY! AWAY!”





	“And they called me Greed… sister… you did well. As always… But you can’t enslave everyone you treasure…”





	“Enslave?! LOOK AROUND?! Which part looks like a prison? He has everything here..!”





	“He has nothing but illusions.”





	“A cage will forever be a cage even if it’s made of gold…”





	“Enslavement doesn’t mean cruelty – it means depriving one of choice… exactly what you do…”





	“STOP IT! HE IS MINE! I WILL CAST YOU INTO OBLIVION!”





	“Not yet, my beloved sister… not yet…”





	“He will die…. He lives only because I fight!”





	“And with hope we put his and our lives in your hands…”





	“But you are taking him away!”





	“ No away. His souls is spacious. It’s like a great apartment. You sealed yourself in one of many rooms… Leave it… Step from the shadows… we will great you as one of us… so will He…”





	“… I don’t want to let him go…”





	“Sister… He doesn’t love you…”





	“LIES!”





	“He can’t love you… because he doesn’t know you. It is not love if you give him no chance to love yourself…”





	“Come with us sister. Leave this room…”





	“His soul is bigger than this tinny shard you lived in up until now…”



 


	“And you always can return…”





	“Just… Let him be…”





	“Come with us…”





	“Come with us…”





	“Come with us…”



 


	“Come with us…”



 


	“Come with us…”





	“Come with us…”





	“… no. Not yet… I still have a battle to win… I have to keep him safe.”





	“We will keep him with us… until you would care to join us. You are always welcome.”




The hands pulled me through the hollow. Yet I manage to take a look at the Sloth laying in the bed.


I saw only eyes… so sad. And a hand raised in my direction as if she didn’t want to let me go.


But as soon as I left through the hollow, is vanished. Broken parts of the wall, went back in their places. Soon there was no evidences, that behind the wall any other room was placed.





Where the fuck am I?



	“Look who is ba…”





	“Boss-u!” Something jumped at me, tackled me and began to rub there face in my chest “I was-u so afraid-u!”




Stop adding that “u” to words you say.



	“Isn’t that cute?”




Nope



	“Damn it.”



 

Anyway. Where am I?



	“In yourself. In your very soul. Or in a small piece of it. You will stay here until Sloth finish slaughtering this poor bastard.”



 

This is my soul?


I asked looking left and right. Plain room. Few tables, chairs… sofas… wait… is that a Billiards table?



	“Hey! Don’t judge us! We like to have fun too, you know? And once again. Your soul is huge, and definitely not limited by 3 dimensions. Oh and by the way, your soul is fucked up. Like… totally. I already feel sorry for the poor bastard that will try to forcefully posses you… but it’s not the case. Listen here kid. You did something risky. And I am not talking about killing yourself. You awoke Sloth, and as you can probably see... she’s a bit crazy… She can be… possessive... no pun intended… You may not know, but death is not a scary thing. It’s natural. But she can really hurt your soul. She would make you love her, more and more. She would make you feel special, you would allow her to feed you, love you… and you would become defenseless. Unable to do simplest tasks on your own. You would completely rely on her… and you would became Sloth yourself… she is naïve. Powerful, intelligent… but she would destroy you. Do not summon her to many times. Somehow you managed to break free. You scratched the wall and you yelled for help, that is how we found you, but don’t push your luck. In that room – sin domain, you are affected by sin’s element. The longer you stay, the weaker you become…”




I get it… I really do…


I regain enough strength to look around. To look at the sins directly.


They looked like beastmen. Humans with animals parts. And thus Greed was middle aged man in worn out brown cloak with deep brown eyes and grey wolfs ears. Pride was clothed in shiny armor and her lower body looked like that of a deer or horse. Classic centaur. Gluttony was a lamia with her belly…. Well…. He was clearly after a snack. Big one. Human-sized one. And so on, and so on. I couldn’t take a good look at Lust, for she was attached to me. Literally. She didn’t let me go for a seconds, everything I saw was pinky hair and bunny ears.


So… Um… where is Codex?



	“Outside of the room. She does everything she can to eventually stop Sloth from… being too attached to your body.”




Oh.


Um… not that I am complain… but… how long will I stay here?



	“She should be done in couple of minutes.”




… what will I do until then?



	“I can think of a thing or two… thehehehe…”





	“So do I. Here, catch.” He threw at me a cue




Really?



	“Afraid of losing? Of being totally destroyed?”




… I haven’t played for quite a long time… and we have to say I have never been a pro…



	“…Brave sir Robin ran away…”



 

FINE!






Pov change (Marika)



The wonderful eyes of Zari started losing there color. They always fascinated me. One blue, one green. And now they were becoming brown. But not human- brown. Animal’s.


Because of the last dragon attack Mrogul and Loki were forced back. Now we both were standing separated from the monster by Zari.


His body was slowly morphing. His ears became cat like, him face a bit more feminine and I could swore I saw a tile behind the layers of clothing.



	“Are you honey’s friends?”




The creature said twisting it head a little. I could do nothing but wondering how could his neck NOT snap after being turned in such a manner.


Yet we didn’t answer.



	“I asked…” the tone of creature turned bit more hostile “…are you my Host’s friends?”




She (?) pointed the rapier, Zariel’s tool, at us.



	“Easy there! We are! We are best buddies!...” Loki said quickly raising his hands in the sky “… We are best buddies ever! I have com-plete-ly no idea how depressed he would be if we would suffer any injury!”




That idiot! Even his half-joking tone all the time! He will get us all killed!



	“In that case hide behind me. I will protects those who he treasure… for now…”




Here comes our doom… wait, what? Praise the nature! Praise the mother Earth!



The dragoon inhaled miasma from the surroundings, it was clear that he is about to breath it right on us.


The Zari (?) began to draw marks with his sword in the air, each time he would drag the blade through the space, glowing marks would follow. I recognize those. Runic words?



	“Yipn, Eraden, M’ayan, Nurgn…” the creature that possessed our teammate began to chant quietly. “Power word – [Barrier]!”




And she slashed vertically, cutting mass of smog into two, that left us unharmed.



	“May this blade was blessed withthe wisdom that dwells within the mountains…” this creature… how does something so terrifying has such a beautiful voice? “..Sipmn, Terna, Arka, Arago. Power word – [Divine Sharpness]”




D’iabel glowed with a weak, blue light. And it rushed right at the dragon. While running her voice could be heard one more time



	“Via arts of mind, I desire unstoppable body… Hyrn, Ajia, Yipmn, Terna! Power word – [Body of Thunder]”




And she vanished from sight, just to appear dozens of meters further.  Zari’s body jumped between powerful blows from the dragon’s claws. Ha, it made it look like a clumsy kitten… But I also have to say something about this battle… the spell I have been casting since the beginning of the battle, thanks to sacrifices of everyone… even if just a little I will help her…him… that thing…


The blade glowed even brighter for a seconds as the spirit possessing Zari slashed another time… But this time the “glow” separated itself from the rapier. I watched the as crescent shaped blue light was flying through the air.


At the very last moment the dragon clumsily moved to the side avoiding a direct attack to the head. But its body was big. Far to big no maneuver its rotten body easily in closed space. The light hit one of the beast’s wing that was jutting from its back. One strike. Only one strike was needed to cut through the dragon’s bones.


The wing fell behind the dragon, which was now roaring in pain. The Boss lifted its paw, and twisting it’s whole body to the side it tried to crush its opponent. The blow came from the upper-left, Zari’s body moved even further to the left, ducking under it. Normally, after such da odge, it would have a perfect position to attack the unprotected side of the Dragon.


But the Zombie did not stop moving. It was but a feint. The dragon finished performing a perfect circle, using its tail like a weapon.


Zari’s body once again turned into blurry light, as it used mana to accelerate its movement to get out from the dragon’s reach.


But it was too slow. For a glimpse of a second. A small, almost unnoticeable scratch appeared on Zaris face in the place when the whip-like-tail hit him.


Thanks the goddess… this attack held no damage behind i…



	“How dare you…” the feminine voice could be heard once again. She was standing with her side exposed to me, and I could barely see Zari’s eye. But it was enough. This very eye I could see was filled with hate that could devils tremble “…to hit my treasure… my love… to… to leave a taint on this perfect body… you…” it started laughing like a lunatic “…I will show YOU A PLACE SO CRUEL, THAT IF YOU WOULD COMPARE THE SEVENTH CIRCLE OF HELL TO IT, YOU WOULD VIEW THE HOME OF HEIRA AS FUCKING LUNAPARK!”




… how much madness can be stored by a single body?


She jumped once again; the smell of burned mana could be almost sensed in the air! Zari’s body moved with a speed that my eyes couldn’t follow. I only saw a flash of light. As it passed, the sound of slashes could be heard and in very next instance the chunks of rotten meat and parts of bone were falling from the main body.


It stopped for a second, just to shove the rapier up to the handle into the body of dragon, and then with mad scream on its lips the sprit started running cleaving the side of the Boss into two.


But I noticed it. Because the spirit got lost in it’s rage, it started focusing on “torturing” the dragon, more than killing it. The spirit, no matter how powerful it was, was still limited to the users capability. User mana. Even with it’s knowledge and insane mastery of using its art… it was still burning way to much mana dealing less and less damage. It needed to be done quickly..



	“Mrogul! Loki!” I yelled in panic “Spell is almost ready! While the dragon is distracted, go help him!... Her…. It… You know what I mean!”




First they wanted to politely refuse. But them the unspoken rule of adventurers kicked in – if someone yells to do something, it means that he/she saw something important and something needs to be done. Asking “why” could only waste opportunity. If you would stand over the cliff, and your teammate would scream “jump”, you jump. Do not hesitate. In the end, we are family and we trust each another.



	“Boys… now!”




Loki and Mrogul bolted to the sides



	“Oh, ancestors who dwells in the earth,
 In the name of mother I cry my call…”




I sang as loud as I could, using as much mana as this spell could burn.


The dragon roared in irritation another time as the Spirit cut off his horn spurting from its skull. It was so loud that I could no longer hear my chant. I only hoped that I didn’t make a mistake in the chant.


Apparently, I didn’t.


The thorny vines and roots erupted from the ground and started coiling around the massive body. Normally it could stop him only for few seconds… but now the dragon was battered! And was tormented more and more by the spirit! And the job of the boys, even if not as spectacular as the vengeful spirit, surly served its purpose weakening the colossal monster even more.


Loki was stabbing around its joint, Mrogul was bashing its knees. Soon the beast fell on the ground and vines began to twist and tangle more and more! Those a few seconds of movement disturbance were elongated to at least a minute!


This opportunity couldn’t be ignored even by the spirit lost in its anger.


It jumped on it back and started running toward its head. Raised for a split of second sword above its head and start stabbing while yelling with no longer cute nor sweet voice filled with madness



	“DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE YOU FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT! DIE THOUSANDS OF TIMES! DIE MORE AND MORE! I WILL KILL YOU SO FUCKING HARD, THAT YOU WILL BE DEADER THAN DEATH ITSELF!”(ED: He’s going to die of death.) (AU: Fatal death by being killed)




…d- deader?... Well…


The creature was no longer responding to the stabbing. It was gone. The evil forces that kept it from dying for good and kept him in an undead state were gone.



	“RUNNING INTO OBLIVION? YOU SILLY FOOL! I WILL FIND YOU THERE TOO! JUST WAIT!”




Still angry, still panting, the spirit jumped from the top of dragon’s head landing… not exactly gracefully. Apparently its time is running thin. Loki was approaching it. Knowing him he will say his thanks… in some weird, pathetic, sarcastic and completely not funny manner. And if I know anything about vengeful spirits, it is that they are not to be provoked.



	“Well, thanks bro… or sis… ya kno’ it’s hard to address you now as I am not sure your se…” I did the only thing that could do to save a day. I jumped in, kicked Loki in the guts, covered him mouth with my palm silencing his further words, then I grabbed him by his hair under his hood and forced him to bow, while I bowed myself





	“Please, oh powerful spirit, do not mind the words of this fool as we all appreciate your help even as we are unworthy of your attention!”




Please don’t kill us, please don’t kill us, please don’t kill us, plea…



	“… You… Zari… Friend?” It’s eyes were getting blurry.





	“We recognize your host as our friend, but as we don’t know each other for too long, I can’t be truly sure if Zari views us as friends of his…”




Humility. Humility… mama taught you that it’s the best way to deal with spirits.



	“Good… hear me.. now… he … weak.. He… injured… Not much…blood… You take care… of him…” The creature pointed on me “Herbs… in his bags…. Use… take care… of him…”





	“M’lady, I treasure him as a friend, and I would do so even without your command… We will do everything we can, and even more, to patch up our friend.”





	“You…” She once again pointed at me “On your… knees…”




HOLY CRAP! Maybe she doesn’t want to execute you… maybe she won’t blow your head off…


I obediently rested on my knees. She laid a hand on my shoulder, I could do nothing but shiver, but instead of snapping my neck, she pushed me gently forcing me to sit on my heels.


And then she laid Zari’s head on my lap, and shut his eyes.


… she used me for a lap pillow? What the… Zari’s eyes opened again. I shivered one more time, but calmed down quickly, since they had their usual blue and green colors. Still blurry, cracked lips… Poor thing…


I laid my hand on his cheek and started petting him gently. Turning my head back to Mrogul and Loki I hissed both quietly and angrily



	“Aid kit and Zari’s bag morons! Quickly!” And after shifting my gaze back to Zari I said louder and with calm, cheering tone





	“You did great… We owe you so much! Rest now… we will take care of you, rest for a while and fret not, we will patch you up.”





I don’t know why, but for a second I was sure, that my words scared him even more.

            

    
        Lost scrolls - begining of the world <story related>

    
    
    
    
                Well this chap appeared only cuz adiwsp asked once (chap 80 or 90, not sure now) about smth that would describe the nature of goddesses. So, here it is. As I recall about 10 chaps later he made yet another request, and as he is the only one requesting, he will get his pleas done... For I am a merciful god…




At the beginning – there was a Madness. Madness, for it was to chaotic to was even called chaos. By chaos we mean lack of order, but the Space before goddess influence, was denying all laws of nature and gravity. The flames were appearing in thin air and after a second freezing. Rocks were shattering as they hit water and wind was never peaceful blowing even everlasting Leviathans away.


From the madness She was born. The one we praise under name of Aira. The mother. The giver of life. She calmed down Madness and setter laws. She was the one who calmed down winds, who told the fire the burn as long as it has fuel and to generate heat, she set a rocks as foundation of the world.


She also divided Light from Darkness as she created Sun and Moons. Yet, as she was lonely and her job of keeping Madness at bay was overwhelming her, she bring new perfect life. She used the powers of Sun and Moons and thus casted into existence her sisters, Luxia and Heira.


Sister loved each another and joined forces while banishing madness – reorganizing them – creating a world as we know.


Via powers of Order and Chaos, which twins possessed they forced into existence their servants – angels and devils, they solider, helper, workers, slave and worshipers.


Yet the difference between sisters characters became visible.


Aira casted earth and allow her sisters to bend it to their wills. Luxia created mountains, that reached almost to the sky, as if monuments for her own glory, which after Heira filled with fire and lava, creating volcanoes.


Aira given sister the water – Luxia put it high in the mountains, so it could flow down peacefully, creating rivers that cut through the ground. Yet Heira did not view those ass beautiful, as to peaceful, so she joined dozens of rivers together, gave them same estuary, creating sea and oceans, that as wind blew caster violent storms.


And as mighty fight among each other, those who are weak suffers. Servant of goddesses – Angels and Devils, as they never fully knew what they goddesses truly desired, they started fighting against each other.


The war began as Aira was not aware of it, as she was busy with other divine duties of calming the Madness. The war lasted for millennia’s, which in eyes of goddess was like blink of an eye, the catastrophe which occurred as mother took her gaze off her children for split of seconds.


The wars battled the world they created so carefully, as Aira was back, and saw what happened with the world she treasured so much, she lost herself in anger. Even as war was finished with draw by itself, in grief and madness she banished as Angels as Devils from this world, telling her sisters to create worlds of her own for theirs unruly children.


As Heira and Luxia were busy with creating Heavens and Hells for their children, she began to cry over the world she lost. Her tears fell on the earth, so full in sorrow and mana, that they began to grow by themselves. As if to comfort the goddess, the world turned green as nature emerged from earth, fire, wind and water. This is where the Life he know took its origin. After the plant, goddess in her mercy casted into living animals.


By giving life to more and more creatures and being, her own knowledge expanded. She was bringing into life more and more complex beings. And then she created humans. As time passed, and goddess, and later deities that were casted into existence, got curious about Life, the greatest gift of Aira, they began, by her permission, began to experiment with that, they gave rise for the other races, Elfs, Orcs, Demons, Dwarfs, Beatkin and many,  many more.






May our prays be heard by Aira, the most powerful of trinity, the giver of Life, Tamer of madness. May your mercy never be forgotten, you who wields the faces of child, of lover, of mother and grandma. You, the huntress and prey. For you gave beginning to dusk and dawn.

May this manuscript forever and ever praise your glory.


The head of Druid Circle of Deer House,

Malgroph Swiftrunner, First of his name

            

    
        Chapter 110

    
    
    
    
                I have to ask -> really none of you noticed that little secret I put in the [Lost scroll] chapter? I mean… this” secret” is but a minor detail with not impact on the story itself, but for more attentive reader (or those with better memory…) it could be quite a relish.


Ooookay, I will have exam in 5 days, so it s my usual time to run away from responsibilities – running by chappy releasing! Is there a sweeter form of running away?

Edited by: KenChi死



Pov of Marika



As soon as we dealt with the most serious of Zari’s injuries, we used the glyph of return on the 9th floor to teleport ourselves back on the surface, then we moved to the village, dropped a few coins to rent a rooms and food with medicines. As we told that we dealt with the main danger that was hidden up until now, the villagers gave us everything dirt-cheap.


Right now I was trying to reduce his fever and side effects of anemia. Tsh, Anemia and Mana fever at the same time, how unlucky could you get? As anemia is quite a common struggle among adventurers… you know wounds dealt by cursed items, blood sucking monsters and so on… the mana fever is a specific “disease”, a higher level in danger and rarity than normal mana exhaustion.


In mana exhaustion you would just faint, your body simply would force you to renew its mana resources. But in Mana fever for the duration of the illness your mana capability would be drastically reduced, your mana consumption would increase and you would even suck mana from the surroundings. It means that even healing spells would be less potent, as you would simply drain pure energy used while spell weaving.


So here you are, exhausted in both body and mind. But you saved us.


So many things have happened since you lost your consciousness. The dungeon pixie stopped us for a seconds or two. One: she was impressed by your performance, one day I will tell you how she praised you… two: Apparently the dungeon’s job was not over. It will keep neutralizing mana from the cave, and then maybe it will change its “profile”?  Ha, I can already tell the kind of uproar that will happen in the guild as soon as we tell them that you, pretty much on your own, slaughtered that dragon.


The student of Dragon Slayer Jericho, after not even a month of training has also killed a dragon. Even if a weakened cursed zombie dragon… Well, part about him being weakened we can add after they pull all the hairs from their heads… I can’t stop smiling just from thinking about their faces… But first we have to put you back together!


Loki entered the room



	“How is he?”




His short question hung in the air. Even if he acts like an ass, he actually cares about his friends. He just tries to cover it under that mask of douche bagginess.



	“He’s clearly getting better, even if he is still sleeping. Thanks to his own forethought. He filled his bags with lots of supplies and raw herbs, he even has small traveling pots, probably to create potions… unfortunately, I can do nothing but basic infusions, maybe some medicine for a cold. Haha… he will take better care of himself as soon as he is back on his legs.”





	“I see… I see... that’s good… Are we going to talk about this?”





	“About what?”





	“Don’t play dumb. What the hell was that? That… thing. Not that I am complain, it saved us, but I would prefer to know if my teammate will turn mad in the middle of battle… in the end, you know, it killed a bloody dragon.”





	“…I am not sure myself. I think that I was a protective sprit. Of higher class. Naturally bounded.”





	“I think I get the part up until spirit. Mind elaborating? You said it in a tone that suggested it was important.”





	“The spirit is spirit. Everyone knows it. They simply exist between words bounded by…”





	“The part about higher and natural, pretty please.”




Aaand I wanted to be nice to him…



	“Lower rank spirits are everywhere, they bound with everyone that has tinniest shard of mana and they are not self-aware. A mid class sprits is something amazing. They are self aware, much more powerful and may… play… with those they found interesting. But higher spirits are like legends among legends. There are few of them in the whole world. And naturally bounded means that she was not forced via contract nor enslaved by magic… well, if she would do his bidding against her will, she would show her dissatisfaction of being involved every single seconds… and do you remember how she was speaking about Zari?”





	“…Hahaha… yeah, honey, was that? Should we worry?”





	“Spirits can’t possess their host just like that! Dozens of strict conditions needs to be met, and even then the spirits grow tired, most likely months needs to pass before we could witness this again.”





	“.. I won’t miss her… better tell me… will Zari be annoyed if I would start calling him “honey” and keep joking about his unstable sexuality?”





	“Don’t know, but I will tell you who will. ME! HE ALSMOT FUCKING DIED AND THE ONLY THING IN YOUR MIND IS BEING A JERK?!”





	“Whoa! Easy there! Calm your tits…” He looked at my chest with a critical gaze “… nah… nothing to calm. Forget about that…”





	“I AM STILL DEVELOPING YOU IDIOT!”




I prepared some magic in my hand to throw it the dork, and I surly would! If not for a weak chuckle that could be heard from my lap.



	“Zari! How long have you been awake?!”










Pov change [Zari]







	“Since a second or two…” My head! Gosh, it’s like bloody elephant would stomp on it! “… I still could hear… Loki mentioning something about your chest…” I smiled weakly





I lied. I have bin awake A bit longer. I could hear you talking about Sloth. You are right and wrong in same time. I always had the feeling of Sloth being there in me. I knew, that if I would “reach out” to her, I could almost touch her existence. But now she is weak. Even if I would battle again and repeat the process of almost dying, she couldn’t answer.


But she is not A spirit. Each time I sing a chant while casting a spell, I am calling for spirits. And Sloth is not the one. Now… the notifications, notifications…



	[Lair of NightmareScale] 
	Status:	Cleared
	Your team was the first one to ever clear the dungeon [Lair of NightmareScale]
	Perks	+2 Charisma

+ 500 exp






That’s it? It is surly nice, but where is my note about killing a dragon?


~Hm? Did you kill a dragon? Apparently it’s something I don’t know…


Everyone says I did it! So…


~You did not. Sloth did.


Using my body?


~And?


And?


~Look, point of experience, is exactly how the same suggest, points that measure experience, skill or knowledge you achieved during certain task. You were unconscious almost all this time so there is no knowledge nor experience. Skills? Sloth used combination of Arcane magic and Runic Powerwords. None of those are your skills. Muscle memory? Once again, she mostly used magic, even the stabbing she did was during [Body of thunder]… do you wish to know something more?

 

So… I lost it? No exp from dragon at all?


~Not even a single point!


… how much would I get?


~Hmm, the dragon is a dragon. It’s a creature of ranks of its own. So… 5000?


5 BLOODY THOUSANDS?


~Well, that a bottom line I think… so you could get up to 6 or 7….


5000 IS HALF OF MY LEVEL REQUIREMENT!


~Aha


AND ITS GONE!

 

~Right in the thin air!


Bu… but…



	“Zari. Everything all right? You look pale?”




Loki and his unusual perceptiveness…



	“HOW CAN HE NOT BE PALE! He has lost most of his blood!”




Thank you.



	“My head…” As if my very soul was dragged awry!




Someone knocked to the door.



	“Pardon me? Am I not bothering you?” A chubby woman in her middle 40-ties entered the room “I thought, that you might be hungry…” Bless that woman! “Oh, the hero is awake?”




Hero? Someone is here with us?


The woman moved quickly to my bed, curtsied with grace, and with still bowed head she said:



	“Let me, in the name of my husband – the village chief, say my words of gratitude. If not for your heroic deeds we could die in the maw of the dragon…”




… Me? A hero?















Bw…BWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA! FOR GODS SAKE! IT’S HILARIOUS! And I was thinking that some actual hero came here for my head! HAHAHAHAHA, my belly hurts! Stop it, you silly woman! I am not in the right condition to listen to such a jokes!



No, no, no, no, no, no! The show must go on! It’s simply to beautiful to let such an opportunity go!



	“Please, say no more. I did what had to be done, anyone else would do the same…”




I said it all with as serious of a look on my face as was possible


Marika and Loki were now standing behind the woman. Mari-chan only rolled her eyes, but Loki needed to cover his mouth with his palm.



	“Most certainly not! The bravery of yours can never be left without payment suitable to your deeds! Say a word, even if we are poor we will try…”





	“Don’t mind it. If you really want to thank me, try to spread joy, love and happiness in my name. Take a good care of traveler, feed those who are hungry, offer bed those who are homeless…”




Marika hit her face with her palm. A loud “slap” could be heard. And Loki dropped on his knees holding his belly with both hands fighting for air, yet still trying to be as “soundless” as possible.



	“H… How generous of you! I… I will serve you and your companions dinner soon, and I will also bring you a decoction that will help you to sleep, we can only hope that wounds you received defending the chastity of this village’s maidens would be gone…”




… Now I am a protector of chastity?


~….TAHAHAHAHAAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAHAHA…. AHAHAHAAHAHAHAAHAHAHA… OH MY… AHAHAHAAHAHAAHAHAHAA. BEST…. LINE….. EVER! It was worth to live those eons up until now to hear those words! HAHAHAHA

 

The woman left bowing all the way to the doors. I looked back at Loki and Marika. Fairy was only holding her face in both of her hands, shaking it slightly from left to right. Loki was suffocating.



	“So, what kind of adventurers awaits us now, my faithful companions? What kind of evils will we banish next? Loki, my dearest blade, you who protects me from the dangers of the nights, would you show me the way to the nearest damsel in distress?”





	“… No more… Stop it… I can’t… breath…”





	“It’s good to see that you are feeling better…”





	“The words of that fair lady that ensured me about my valor and right of our cause returned unto me my strength!”





	“Mercy!”





	“Zari, don’t make fun of them! Those are ordinary people! Living days and nights in both danger and monotony. They maybe have one fairy tale book in the whole village and about two or three people that can read it! Adventurers are their heroes! And now as you killed the dragon you gave them another, truly living story, that they will remember for generation… promise me that you will stop that behavior!”





	“Tsh… such a killjoy.”




The rest of the day passed peacefully. Mrogul helped with firewood, Loki annoyed everyone in his surroundings and Marika kept nursing me… And me? The herb liquor that the wife of the head chief brought me indeed forced me into slumber.




The very next day, even if still weakened, I could leave the village. I kept using healing magic on myself, but with dread I noticed how much weaker my spirit became.10 minutes of healing, hour of rest, again 10 minutes of healing, again hour of rest. I chew blades of river grass to deal with the small fever and reduce my mana instability.


Marika told me that I should be sick from anemia for four more days, and mana fever up to a week.


System told me that anemia should last for 22 hours and some and mana fever exactly 53.


Sorry Marika, I believe System-kun.


Our journey would take bit more than a day, thanks to one of us being sick. We needed to move slower because of that person and sleep one night in the forest.


Curse you! You bloody sick person!






…



Pov change



Not far from the village on a tall tree, a man clothed in dark robes was sitting enjoying company of… a human skull placed meter from him.



	“I liked that dragon, you know?” Daralon shrugged his arms with a sad face “It took some effort to place that curse on him! What a fierce opponent he was! I had plans of using him. But, if Zari killed it, it can’t be helped… can it… say what?”




The skull, of course, remained silent.



	“What ya mumbling under your nose?” Daralon picked the skull and brought in closer to his ear “Hmmm…. I see… I see… yes, you are certainly right… But he did not awaken! It’s frustraaaaaa-ting!”




By moving his hand he forced the skull to rattle its jaw



	“Stop laughing! You ain’t helping! Better tell me how to make him stronger quickly! I will have no use of him if he would stay like that… the possibilities he carries… He?”




No. The skull didn’t say a word



	“You made it sound as if I am a bad guy! Well… technically… but hey! It’s not like he would lose anything on that! He won’t be left without benefits… So what that it’s dangerous!? LIFE IS DANGEROUS! WE ARE ALL LIVING TO DIE! WE ALL ARE GUILTY! THE CERTIFICATE OF OUR BIRTH IS ALSO A DEATH SENTENCE! What you mumbling again!?”




The skull was as silent as death… oh, wait….



	“Of course I like him! Tha… NOT LIKE THAT YOU SICK PERVERTED FUCK! If you only saw how he treated those old farts in the council! He literally laughed right in their faces! Ahhh, he was so liberated! It was the greatest pleasure to aid him!... so would it really be that bad, to use him, just a little?... Of course I am curious!... in the end he is an artificial mage! Just like Darion! My old man!”








Pov change [Zari]




I felt much better, if you would ask about my overall health. But sleeping by the road? 3/10 – do not recommend.


But since we got up before dawn, we reached the capital a few hours before noon.



	“I can’t wait to finally jump into a warm bath… not a lake, looking over your shoulder over and over again checking if you were about to get ambushed… How about ya, boys?”




Marika is a weird creature. Stays a few days in guild – misses the wild, stays a few days in wild – misses the guild. Either she is insane or she must be a woman… Oh… so that’s why… apparently… she is insane.



	“About returning to the guild… “ I started shyly.






Pov change [no one particular… just me]




Gisele was sitting in the corner of inn section of the guild, rumbling her fingers on the table. She was inpatient. There were rumors being told about new apprentice of Jericho. And as she was told, if everything went according to normal schedule, he and his party were supposed to be back two days ago, yesterday morning, in worst case. Were they making fun of her? A prank? She was not a greenhorn! Plus she was a dragon blood!  One does not simply make light of half dragons! Half dragons are easily offended, hard to calm down, and… let’s say “exuberant” way of manifesting their “passion”.



	“WE ARE BAAAAACK!”




Oh, so that’s how joy sounds? She recognized that voice, it was Marika, her good friend! She really liked chating with her, but this time, this this this very time, she knew, that she was supposed to be in a team with that kid.


Her fingers were itching. She wanted to challenge the kid! NO! NO PERMANENTLY INJURING! Just to say hello! The very fact that he was picked by Jericho meant something! She could be an older student! To give advice! To be an example! It’s almost like having a younger brother! Such a wonderful new possibilities layed open before her!


And that Marika moved past doors, after her Loki, then Mrogul… After Mrogul…. As soon as Mrogul passed… almost here….



Why no one is walking after Mrogul?... Could it be… that it was a joke?... Ha…haha…hahahaha…. They are all dead… Her hand was already laid on the sword resting by the table, but then someone said



	“He, Marika? Where did you put the rookie? Hope you didn’t kill him on his first serious mission…”





	“Nay, he is also a healer. He said that he has a patient that he needs to check on…”





… ha….hahaha… that kid has guts… to make her wait… TO FORCE HER TO LOSE ALL OF HER NERVES, AND THEN MAKE HER WAIT EVEN MORE!


… of course Zari had no idea that she was waiting for her. Every reasonable person would know it too…


The problem is… Gisele is not a reasonable person.



	“But you have no idea, ya all know that rookie-lizard dungeon?”





	“The one with gates shaped into dragons on the 2nd floor? Sure we all have been there…”





	“How many floors it has, mind reminding me?” Marika had a smile on her face so wide, that one could tell that she may be relative to some hellmaw…





	“… you are surly enjoying it, so here you go… This dungeon has 9 floo…”





	“WRONG! It has 10! The last one is hidden! Zari found it!”




… That kind get more and more interesting…



	“And you won’t believe who was a boss…”




The audience was getting nervous. No one likes excessively long stories



	“Just spit it out!”





	“A dragon!”





	“And?”





	“An adult. High. Dragon.”





	“… Okay, and now, what was really guarding it…”




In that moment Mrogul from his bag picked a piece of skull. Surly dragon skull, and broken horn that was pointing out of its skull surly revealed it’s “high” origin…



	“You guys killed a damned dragon? Wait for Jericho to hear about it? You are going to rank up, right from the spot!”





	“I am afraid, we won’t… in the end it was Zari who killed it. We were barely any help.”




…


…


…



	“Nice one, huh? The apprentice of Dragon Slayer killed a Dragon by himself!”





… b…but she is also an apprentice of Jericho…



	“If you could see him moving! Like a mist! Like death! I am so grateful we were on the same side…”




b…but she was…. She was supposed to be the “elder sister” …a..a..an example! The one who would lead the lost child through the world!...


w…w…w…w…



	“where is he…” she whispered. Her voice was silent like a falling leaf.



            

    
        Chapter 111

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死


Did I mention about small plaza inside the Merchant district? Alley of the faithful? No? Well, probably because I never thought I would have a need of visiting this place. I just wanted to have this part done.


The Alley of the faithful… that as I already said was a plaza and not an alley… was built with the scheme for donuts. On its farthest ends the small temples for Luxia and Heira were located, inside of which was smaller shrines for lesser deities were placed. In the center of the plaza there was a small… park? That was separating both temples. Just to avoid tensions. So where is the temple of Aira? Or shrine?... or stall? Anything? I heard that she doesn’t have many worshipers as she rarely intervenes into the affairs of mortals… But isn’t it a bit… sad? Like very sad? If not depressing? My favorite goddess? Oh come on! Do you have no shame? How could you treat my poor Aira like that!? There, there little one, somehow we will do it. But first things first…


I headed into direction of Heira’s temple. She was the most stubborn one, the most crazy one, and the one that directly told me that she wants me to pray to her. Eh.


The insides were dim. It looked a bit like the insides of a gothic church. Very small. Micro gothic church. One could have asked how do you even imagine a small gothic churches, if the very idea of gothic culture was … BUILDING EVERYTHING FUCKING HUGE?!


Don’t ask me. Here I was in a gothic church on a micro scale. Very few people were sitting inside. Maybe because she was “The Lady of the Night”? probably.


I sat in one of first benches in front of the altar. The symbol of Luxia was a sun with curved rays. And Heira’s looked like an “O” with a horns.


Someone sat next to me



	“A new face? We are always happy to see new worshipers. What brought you hear? Your desires?”




How much can I mind fuck her?



	“She just told me to came here.”





	“Like every single one of us. We all heard her call…” The priestess smiled.




… No, I think you don’t understand…



	“Actually, I never did this whole… praying stuff. Do you know some easy to remember, short one chant… or something?”





	“My inpatient child. Your haste in doing instead of talking is already a form of prayer…” …Marvelous… can I go now? “… actions are, and always were, the best way to worship your ideals. But… if you could make a donation…”




… so here we are… it is always about moneys.



	“… I am sure that goddess would appreciate generosity… and if your pledge would be sufficient, I could even pray for your luck. You know, we priestesses have strong connections with the goddess.”





	“You really would do so? I have to tell, that it would help me greatly. As you noticed I am short on time.”




She chuckled. Yet she stopped as I pushed a coin in her direction.



	“You can tell her: Thanks for everything you did for me… Even if you were mostly making fun of me and enjoying your time. Please, keep taking good care of me…” I stopped for a second “… could you also, in some nice words, ask her to stop acting like a bitch?”




I raised and started walking back to the doors. She didn’t stop me. I think she was still thinking who with sanity intact would leave just like that a gold coin.


… Now I am wondering, for how long would she keep the goddess “away”… hey! I am not ungrateful! I just hate being toyed with! And don’t you even dare telling me that she does those thing cuz’ she cares for me! I can beat, that she is simply bored! And she torments me for nothing but fun, and then she would just toss me a nice shiny trinket so I wouldn’t complain!


Now. Another location. Temple of Luxia , just so she won’t be jealous. I pretty much repeated actions. But this time I approached the priestess by herself and informed her that I am willing to make a donation if she would pray in my intentions.



	“Helping the community is a wonderful act of generosity and mercy for those who are poor. Even if I am limited in my skills, I will do everything to help those who are helping us!”




Or so she said. While having her arms held closely to her chest.


Bit sweet of her, don’t you think? I almost replied with “Do your best” or “I am counting on you”


But I once again left a coin and left.


Yes, in less than 10 minutes I wasted enough money that would allow someone to survive many years (if he/she would waste money only on eating any sleeping).


Why did I do that? One: to have some personal space – “goddess free personal space”. And because I still has a few more coins in my ring stored. I am an alchemist with my own underground organization. If I have learned anything during economy classes is that keeping moneys to yourself is equal to wasting it. Coin has to rotate. You need to invest, even if investments could bring out a loss… and I already have everything I need to keep livi…


Something caught my attention. As if I heard a very quiet voice. I was still in the plaza, but this time I faced the direction of the neglected park. I walked in, moving through thorny bushes and barely visible path, covered in dust and ashes.


And I found it. A very small, wooden shrine. Ha! Even lesser deities within the temples got bigger and far more beautiful shrines.


My poor, poor Aira… how are they treating you here!?


I sat on the ground in front of small shrine.



	“Hello, lil sister…” I said quietly “… ages passed since I talked to you last time, huh? Well, my bad, I have nothing to use as an excuse. You said that you would be everywhere, where I could find but a smallest blade of grass… I miss ya a little, you know? I wonder how good at cooking you have become. I just can’t wait to taste it, and fool around with you… My poor Aira! How could they let to such conditions come to your little shrine?! It’s absolutely barbaric, just because you don’t toss your blessings left and right?! Those greedy bastards… wait a little, it’s not much, but I hope it will help this place to shine with its true beauty…”




I began to cast lesser spell. Slowly, peacefully. Tsh, normally I could cast them left and right without noticing that I am even using mana, but because of this bloody Mana Fever, even those smallest tasks are almost agonizing.


But I have time. Lots of time. So did Aira.


Small vines appeared from the from the ground around this little cabin-like shrine. They walked past walls, embracing it little by little. As soon as the shire was almost completely covered in vines, I forced them to bloom.


The damages done by time and weather were no longer visible. Only a small cabin, looking like it was made only of flowers.



	“Take care, little one. I will try to visit you from time to time.”




I ran with my head over the grass, almost as if it was Aira hair, got up and moved to the Noble district.







I knocked on the door – showing that I also can act like a civilized man, but then I opened it without waiting for a response – to show that in the very end I don’t give a damn about their opinion.



	“How is my favorite patient doing?” I asked from that very door.




Inside of the room I saw: ol’ Archibald the butler (I still called him Sebastian in my thoughts), two maids, young Blackwood, old Blackwood and sick Blackwood. In the nearest future I will have to start calling “sick Blackwood” as “Lady Blackwood”, but it’s not this day!



	“I see… my husband described you well, indeed you can’t be mistaken with anyone else… I must beg your pardon for showing myself in such inelegant form, it’s truly a shame, that I can’t welcome you as the guest of this house in proper way.”




… Holy crap. Now, I hate nobility. I truly do. But now she showed the  class of a level that was unknown to me.



	“I wish to thank you for all your efforts. I truly owe you my life.”





	“Please don’t say it like that. I can’t accept words of such high gratitude. You owe me nothing. Even if it’s completely improper to say it, I was paid for taking care of you. There is no benevolence in my acts.”





	“I heard about that.” Such a pure, kind, mother-like smile “I heard, that you asked for knowledge. You could have asked for the whole wealth of our family, to use us in political plays, my beloved, but foolish husband would do as you asked without thinking for a second. You are a much better person then you would like to admit.”




It’s getting awkward. Please stop it right here.



	“Anyway… How do you feel?” I asked, just because staring at her in silence while I browsed her status could made me look like a weirdo. And now, as she was talking I could pretend that I am listening her.




Well, the Swan sickness was still there. But [Fatal] attached to it names turned to [medium]



	“I am still a bit weak, sometimes it is hard to even open my eyes, my throat easily get sore, but after drinking a glass of water I can talk without much difficulties. The rash is mostly gone… That’s embarrassing…”





	“Not at all. Don’t mind me. I will prepare another few doses of medicines…. I don’t see those healers that were here last time.”




This time Richard’s father answered



	“They said, that thanks to your elixir Cecilia’s condition is getting better, so they don’t have to rip us of our gold. Instead they are visiting twice a day to monitoring any changes and deal with the lesser symptoms.”





	“I have to admit… That they are good people… I had a really low opinion about them, but they are not taking advantage of your situation… that’s… good… I think…”




The old man chuckled. Cecilia only smiled weakly



	“You must have really low opinion on humanity, I can do nothing but wonder, what horrifying things you experienced up until now.”




Hm? Ah, no. I was just kicked by them to the forest after weeks of taking care of them, then I was hunted, just so at the very end to be judged by them. If not for Daralon I would have been cut into pieces for research purposes. And even then they wanted to use me by forcing me into working at the guilds as a slave. It doesn’t matter that each of them belongs to different organization. Humans are humans. Greedy, acting without any moral inhibitions. Even their “honor code” is used probably because they want to be viewed as better than the others. “I have honor, so my word means more than yours…” that’s how I see it


Trust humans? No, thank you.



	“Mr. Zariel?” Aaaand I got lost in thoughts.





	“Ah, yes, yes. I am sorry. I will get back to work immediately. I think that in a month you should be healthy. But those are only my presumptions. It may take a week more or less… and even then, you were sick for a long time. I can’t guarantee that you haven’t suffered any permanent damage. And it can’t be said for sure until the main treatment is done… By the way…” I said looking back at the head of the house “Is there anything known about possible perpetrators?”





	“No, I am afraid that this is very delicate matter and we can’t act in haste. We can’t risk a scandal with false accusation, that could undermine our house…” Sick Blackwood began





	“Or so my wife says. If it were be up to me, I would already raid them and cut them to the last member of there family, burn their houses and hired dark mages to curse their family up to the 10th generation…” *Cecilia death glare* “… but as my wife does the thinking in this house…”




Now I was the one to chuckle. Maybe they are not as terrible as I thought?... well, I am still going to torment their son…



	“I think I will be going… May I ask that someone show me the way to where you put all my laboratory equipment? I see that you have moved it…”





	“I will allow myself to show Master Zariel the way.” Archibald raised as if he was waiting for this moment.





	“We are glad to hear that, Archibald.” Sick Blackwood lightly nodded




By saying our best regards over and over again we finally left the room, and once again I was led through the maze of corridors.



	“Pardon my boldness, but may I ask, why you are interested in knowing who poisoned Madam Blackwood?”




The air got bit tense. Let’s check this old butler, just to be sure



	Archibald Starcutter
	Titles	[Elegant]

[Sword Master]

[Blade Tempest]

[Former Adventurer]

	Level	29
	Hp	[418/420]
	Sp	[640/680]
	Skills	Sword Usage Mastery - Grand Master [Passive/Active] [Level 18]

Agile Body [Passive] [Level 7]

Strong Body [Passive] [Level 6]

Dual Wielding Mastery - Master [Passive/Active] [Level 22]







… my, my.



	“Well, as I interrupted someone’s scheming I may be targeted to. Not that I am afraid, but I would love to know from which side I should expect the blow to come…”





	“Indeed, the family simply can’t allow itself to put into danger those, who help it so greatly. But nothing is sure yet. We can’t even say that we have presumptive evidences… Nothing but conjectures. But… it is more than that those who would benefit mostly would be other grand houses… Especially silvers and reds… it’s unfortunate that we can’t be sure.”




I see. Not that I know anyone from those families, but I surly will be cautious if someone from them would cross my path.


The laboratory was pretty big, way bigger than the one in the slums… maybe I could convince them to “lend” me a few of those… without notifying anyone else about it, that is. So… some more work awaits me now? Not that I complain. I can sink into the abyss of repetitive labor. Actually, it’s quite relaxing, you know? Like preparing a diner… But I already said it, didn’t I? Whatever. First I will need some alcohol for the core…









	[Medium potion creation] has leveled up
	[Medium potion creation] is now level 4
	- Time needed for potion preparation is slightly shorter

- Effects of potion is slightly stronger

- Failure chance while creation of Medium rank potions and lower is slightly smaller






Aaaand once again half of the day has gone missing. The good part was that ol’ Blackwood didn’t even want to hear about me leaving just like that. So I could use almost royal-like baths, then dine with them… and it has to be said, even if I like the Guild,  even if food there is really good… It is impossible to not notice the difference in quality of those meals.


So, plan for today :

- deal with goddesses? It is done!
 - check on Sick Blackwood? I have also dealt with this..


So next thing I have to do…




Pov change [inside the guild]


The adventurers, with the help of master Jericho, managed to calm down a certain Dragoness. The process of calming down contained two phases:

First – restricting movements of said Dragoness by pinning her down to the floor with a mass of bodies

Second – persuading Dragoness by Marika and Jericho to calm down. Well, mostly Jericho over and over again was repeating “Control your rage, or rage will control you” like a mantra, while Marika was describing the poor condition of the dragon.


It worked. It took over an hour, but it worked!


Yet even a weakened necrotic dragon still was a dragon. It was quite a feat, especially for rookie adventurers, it was more than sure that new star of the guild branch was rising, and just like the previous one, it also was “caught” by Jericho.


Gisele the Dragoness was once again sitting in the corner of the inn section of the guild, a bit more devastated than before, rubbing her fingers over the table. What kind of person is he? She ] wondered…


The old man told her that he was still pretty weak, maybe B or B+. Haha, yes indeed, normally B+ rank was viewed as extraordinary strong… but not by those people. Not by the A+ Dragoness nor by the former S+ Jericho… but those beasts were in a rank of their own.


Her fingers were itching. She wanted to grab the sword and spar! Right here! Right now! Jericho offered himself as her sparring partner, but today, for the first day ever, she rejected his generous offer. She needed to be in her best condition. Just to show the difference of their skills. No, she didn’t want him to act like some kind of underling, nor to bully anyone. She really got into her not yet existing role of older apprentice that would help in study of martial arts. She needed to clearly judge his abilities to help him rise as fast as possible. Who knows? Maybe he is truly some kind of prodigy and in years or even month he would became her peer? And then she would receive a rival! Her heart was truly, truly on fire. (ED: dat pun thou)


Why, you ask? Why she desire someone who could threaten her position? Because she lived by the sword, she spent every single day mastering her skills. And she was afraid that she was reaching her bottleneck. Having someone to once again train basics could help her.


And then door opened again. She almost jumped from her seat.



	“Someone call the kitchen! Supplies have come!”





… FOR FUCK SAKE!... or that’s what she thought.



	“Oh, by the way, not so long ago we met some white haired kid, someone from you?”




Her ears twitched, she already know the description of her new targe… I mean possible rival.



	“Oh, yes. We are actually waiting for him. Where did you see him?”





	“Five minutes or so ago in front of the guild. I have no idea why I noticed him. Because of his weird appearance, or because he walked from the Noble district toward Slums…”





He was here… and didn’t even bother t… that little UNGRATEFUL FUCK!


Once again table was send flying



	“CALL JERICHO! DRAGON’S DEN! I REPEAT DRAGON’S DEEEEN!”





And so it once again has begun.






Pov – back to MC



I walked quickly through the warehouse that was rebuilt into our little underground laboratory. Just a quick checkup. I don’t want to waste more time than needed. Clarice was walking behind me reporting what happened for past few days.



	“We have successfully finished two batches of potions, 20 vials each… but…”





	“I am not sure if I should be happy or sad. With both human resources and raw materials you should create two times that… not that I am complaining, it is still a great feat as for someone who just started both alchemy and management… the time consumption should be reduced as you can gather experience…”





	“S…sir… we didn’t waste out time… somehow… the purity of the potions dropped…”




… Now. It means that somewhere someone fucked up. Very hard.



	“Some specific workplaces?”





	“P…pardon me?”





	“I have asked… if the impure potions came from one specific workplace? Did you control the purity of raw materials, then materials on each level of processing, and then just measure final quality or…”





	“N…no. We only checked the final batches…”




…My fault. It is all my fault. I forced them into mass production without specifying how production process should be done not about quality control. Fuck.



	“You see… if you would check every part of production, we could easily tell where the problem occurred…”





	“We beg for you forgiveness! We didn’t think about it…”





	“Shush. My bad. That’s what happen when you do things half assed… no, not you! I do. Listen now. By using a dropper take samples of each potion and check how many of them can be sold, and how many shall finish with a flush…. Then once again make 5 control potion on each workplace and let them follow normal production procedure. Control every single phase, by doing so you will know where the mistake was done… If the mistake is but a minor thing… just deal with it and resume your job. If not, call me.”





	“But if we would find where the mistake is but had no idea what it would be…”





	“Call me.”





	“… but sir… we wanted to report it back three days ago, but we were told you were outside the town…”





	“We have five workplaces that can create potions simultaneously, do we? If the problem is only in one of them, just stop working on that one line, doing so we would still have four running. And I would deal with it as soon as I would get back. All clear?”





	“Technically… yes, but…”




But. There is. Always. A fucking. BUT



	“…We have been experimenting a little trying to create something new…”




I stopped her here by giving her light chop in the head.



	“Thanks the goddess the laboratory is still in one place… Girls! What got into you? Have you lost your minds?”





	“We thought you would be happy…”





	“I AM OVERJOYED! By your initiative and hunger for knowledge! But don’t, just don’t do anything on your own!? Do you know how violently some materials react while combing to each others? You could create a bomb, sure! But also a vaporizing liquid that would unleash toxic gas or acid that would literally jump from the vial right on to your pretty faces! If you have ideas note them! We would check them, all of them, as soon as I would get back!”





	“… I am sorry. We didn’t thi…”





	“It’s okay pet. I know, that up until now you had it all the hard way, and now as you are working here you see possibility to earn a coin and have a better life. But don’t overdo it! This job is dangerous, not only because of the materials we are working with. If Alchemist Guild would hear about us they would do everything to eliminate us. If in the slums a roof of some warehouse would be sent flying in an explosion, I ensure you, they would be the first one to investigate. Now.. that’s all for today, is it?”





	“Sir, yes, sir!”





	“Very well. I will be back tomorrow. Either at the morning or afternoon. We will check those recipes of yours.”




And dealing with that, I left. To my home, sweet-sweet home.






I entered the guild and moved to the reception. Mike was behind the counter.  He just sat there, as certain catgirl was taking her leave



	“Mike! Thanks the goddess you are the one greeting me here! Thank the goddess it is you, and not that other bitch that tends to sit he… oh you are here too… well, hello… once again, what was your name?”




An angry hiss answered me at first. But then in her eyes a small flames of vengeance appeared as she yelled loudly.



	“Oh, Zariel! You surly made us all wait!”





	“The hell are you yelling?”




But as soon as she finished a sentence I could easily hear some rumbling from the inn section, as if heavy cavalry began its charge.



	“Anyway, Mike I hope that Marika and the others reported back…”





	“Surly, just let me check it… the note about your reward should be somewhere in here… ah here it is…”





	You have finished the quest [Dungeon Purification]
	You have successfully eradicated the threat of the monsters. You will be rewarded according to your deeds
	Rewards	- 00g31s00c

- 2200 exp







	You have leveled up






… I did what? Ah yes… level up… it happens… when was the last time it happened?! Ha…hahaha… I AM ONCE AGAIN STRONGER! HAHAHAHA! TREMBEL ALL OF YOU WHO WISH TO OPPOSE ME FOR I WILL PULVERIZE YOU BACK TO THE GROUN….


The door’s from the inn section opened as someone was walking past it. All I saw was partly covered in a scaled body, wearing a strange partly leather partly chain armored and with a bastard sword by her side. She was strong. I didn’t need to use appraisal for that. She simply had an aura of a walking war machine. Taller than me by almost a head, she looked down almost bowing to make her eyes meet with mine. She stood there for a few god damned seconds doing nothing.


What could I do. I titled my head to the side and said.



	“Um… h…hello? Do you perhaps have some business w…”





	“I demand a duel. Now.”




… nice welcoming party I have here…
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She said she wanted a duel. That’s what she said. I am pretty sure that what she wanted was a duel, and the duel was what she desired…


The way she move, the very air around her, her confident gaze and posture. All those things told me one ultimate truth: “You definitely DON’T want to have a duel with her”.


…. But here she stands… Maybe if I look at her like an idiot long enough she will walk away? No? Damn.


That’s the right moment for some prince on a white horse to came in a save poor Zari in distress…



	“Hm? Gisele, I hope you don’t bully rookies that just came from their first mission ever? One: he still needs to report to me, I have many things to ask him… and just look at him, he is barely standing.”




The guild master walked from behind same door as so the called Gisele…


… oh, that’s right! I have anemia! And mana fever! Perfect excuse!



	“So…” Jericho continued “… I was told, that you killed a high elder dragon all by yourself…”





	“I was told that too…” I chuckled putting one hand behind my head – just to look as innocent as it was only possible. In the end Gisele was still there… “… you see… we were losing pretty hard… so I decided to use a bit.. let’s call it a dirty… spell of the blood magic class. I gave lots of my blood for power, but as I couldn’t handle all this magic I got, literally, drunk with it. I woke up the next day with anemia, mana fever and a hangover greater than Alojzy ever felt.”





	“So you saved those who were assigned to protect you? I will take it into consideration while assigning ranking points… How’s your body and mind? When will you be able to take another job? I am not pushing anything onto you. I am nothing more but curious.”




That what he said, but who he meant was: when would you like to fight with that angry ball of fury behind me – Gisele. Well, I should be ok in a day or two max…



	“I think that full regeneration may take even a week…” I said with sad expression “… Dragon or not, it still sucks to came back in such condition after a first mission…”





	“I see…” his eyes told clearly that he got my hidden message “… just don’t let your muscles grow weak.”





	“Fret not! I can’t take any serious mission nor overdo myself on trainings, but I can do some easy training to build stamina, maybe I will meditate a little… Speaking about training… may I ask you for very quick lesson in the training room? I think I learned a new stance in spear wielding. I would like you to show me all possible opening I make.” I cheered.




Jericho turned to Gisele and said



	“Such spirit. Such desire of self improvement. To check abilities even while he is exhausted Guess who this boy resembles… Come boy, let that old man witness what you got.”




We moved on the floor, occasionally I supported my body weight with the staff. The door to the training room was left open wide. I walked in, Guild Master behind me. Gisele also wanted to enter, but old man stopped her.



	“Not this time, Gis. The time for lessons for both of you has yet to come. For now I want to focus completely on this young boy. If you would know what he is capable of doing before the fight, wouldn’t that be cheating?”




Gisele was trying every possible way to bribe herself in. From begging to threatening to even making an offer, that she wouldn’t take remuneration for an S rank job. When the topic of moneys was used, for a short moment the eyes of Jericho shined. So I used only tool I go



	“<cough><cough> potion market <cough><cough>”




Yes, I reminded him that he will have some more coins for sticking up with me. Was that low? Maybe, but it was also effective. You can trust greedy people that until your offer would not be bested, they will stay loyal to you. Aaaand Jericho was a greedy person.


And my offer was not bested.



	“Okay kid, what ya wanted to show me…”




I took a stance that was show me in last wave on the arena inside of Halloween world



	“By the way, some fair lady asked me to say hello to you. She was also the one who showed me this… do you, perhaps, know an Oni named Nori?”




And I jumped at him.


…


Yeah…. An hour later I was sipping a beer at the inn section. All sore and swollen. Damn it!


Hm? Wasn’t Jericho curious where I met his old teacher? Of course he was. I sold him a story that I prepared for that very moment. Did he believe it? Probably yes.


Someone sat next to me. That woman again.



	“… We weren’t properly introduced. I am Gisele. S+ rank adventurer. I use the sword, I prefer to wield one but depending on the quest I also take shield or few other swords. I am also student of master Jericho. A… a… and I also want to apology… I wanted it to be done properly, but as I heard you killed the dragon I got a bit excited… It happens a bit too frequently.”




O-ho. So she is the rumored student



	“Nice to meet you… I am… um… Zariel. Rank F… but hopefully I will rank up soon… just a few… dozens… quests more. But that’s what adventure stands for! I am guided by Master Jericho in the arts of sword and spear. But I guess I am mostly a mage. I am skilled with fire, more than skilled with nature arts, I know a thing or two about summoning and can barely use chaos magic. And I know exactly one spell of the blood domain… I can make potions, but I am afraid that only basic recovery potions and a few antidotes… oh I think I can also make hexbags, so if you would need a charm…”




… I… I said to much. She was ok with what I said about weapons. As I told her about magic she also was ok. But I definitely shouldn’t say a damn thing about how many magic domains I can use. Nor about alchemy. Nor hexes.



	“… What the hell are you? Don’t you now that mastering hundreds arts means mastering none?!”




She was partly outraged … and surprised.



	“I didn’t start learning those with the idea of mastering.”





	“Then why?”





	“To survive. I was born in the forest. With no one. Magic came almost naturally. The rest of skills were essential. I needed alchemy to cure bites from venomous animals. Spear was firstly staff – in case I would be ambushed and had no time to chant a spell. And familiars helped me with tracking, fighting… and were friends. The only I had in the dark forest…”




Ah… those were the times. Hard, but fulfilling… wait, wasn’t that about two weeks ago? Damn.



	“I am sorry. I didn’t know…”





	“Nay! Forget bout’ tis’! A harsh environment creates strong people! I am proud of my scars. Even if there is still a long way to go, I am not going to stop. There is still too many things I want to watch… But if I may ask, bit off topic. Why did you want to fight with me? Honestly speaking… I firstly though that I annoyed someone and he sent a thug for me.”





	“Me? A thug? Oy, you little! Now you really done it! Heal yourself faster so I can put you back in the hospital section!”




She punched me in the arm while laughing. It was meant to be a friend-like punch in the arm.


But I heard one of my bones crack silently as I was blown out of my chair.



	“I am sorry! I am so, so sorry! I used to do so with my teammate Miroslav! He is one huge mountain of muscles and I need to punch him bit harder, otherwise he wouldn’t even notice!”




Some guys around us burst into laughter, good to know that someone enjoys my misery… Assholes…


Bone? Still all, I hope…



	“I’m fine! I’m still breathing!”




She helped me to stand… I AM DEFINITELY NOT GOING TO SPAR WITH HER! SHE IS A WALKING MADNESS! If that was supposed to be a punch of friendship then I don’t want to know how she treats enemies!


Someone opened the door to the inn section. Almost no one even noticed or bother to take a look. A gentleman in a nice black magician robe. The one that smelled like blood.



	“Isn’t that my favorite adventurer? How are you doing Zari!? I heard that you had just finished your first mission! Was it hard? Something interesting happened?”





	“Yo Daralon! Nay. Nothing unusual. Just your average dungeon. Smelly, dark like the insides of a dwarven asshole in the night, monsters left and right.”





	“And a dragon, that you killed, on a secret floor, that you found? Indeed, nothing extraordinary.”





	“Then why did you even bother to ask?”





	“Courtesy. Mind telling me where old man is?”





	“Should be in his office, if not he should be in one of training rooms, but ask Alesia if you have problems…”





	“Whatever would happen I am not going to ask that old hag about anyt… she is right behind me. Isn’t she?”




Nod-nod(ED: Run.)



	“… of course that whatever would happen I am not going to ask that fair woman about anything! She is soooo busy, and her work is soooo important, that wasting her time is almost a crime!”




Alesia, that was walking by and only stopped for a second.



	“I am indeed busy, brat, that is why I will let you go this time. But next time prepare for a beating.” And she moved away





	“Anyway…” I said to break the awkward silence “… why are you looking for old man?”





	“Hm? Ah, yes, old man… You see, the council has a task for the guild. I am here to pass it. By the way, you may be interested. Investigation of ruins that once belonged to the ancients, four days from now. Full of magic, traps, logic puzzles… one piece of hell hole with [Guardians] that can be awoken if you would step on wrong plate…”





	“Guardians?” He got my curiosity





	“Golems…” Gisele answered “…annoying one atop of that. Built of White Onyx. Durable fuckers.”




White Onyx? Tell me more damn it!


Apparently Daralon saw my growing confusion, for he decided to elaborate



	“Indeed. By the way, did you know that inquisition uses it to build chains for witches? It has very high magic resistance abilities… how high? If on such lovely creature like our Zari right here, would be put a bracelet, thin, very thin made of White Onyx, you couldn’t even make a coin trick…”





	“Why me? Because you are sooo different and powerful, hm?” He annoyed me. I don’t know why… damn… I am angry… like really angry





	“Indeed. I am a Curse Speaker!... that’s a hopeless title. You can cast curses on far to many ways, for example, by touch…”




This is when I noticed that he had his arm on my shoulder… I shivered as I felt heat and anger inside of me… that little fucker just tried to cast some shit on me? I WILL FUCKING K…


He took his hand away, as soon as he did that, my anger completely left me. What the…


He only smiled gently.



	“Anyway. White Onyx makes it impossible to manifest mana outside your body. All elementalist would be completely useless… well, fire mages could still blow themselves from the inside… in case they would wish to avoid interrogation. But empowering magic, and so on would still work. Remember about it. It may save your life…” He got up from the chair “… Oh, Gisele, let me say it, on this quest we would prefer to take magicians mostly… but for you we would make an exception. Will you come?”





	“Depends. How much are you paying?”





	“Not me. The council. And you know that they do not spare coins on explorations.”





	“Then you can count me in!” she cheered





	“… I know that you prefer swords… but would you mind taking with yourself…”





	“A hammer. Got it.”





	“Gisele… a big hammer… and take one or two spare hammer too… just in case, you know.”





He left, heading for the stairs to the floor. A quest for mages? Am I invited?









Okay, this one is short. Sorry guyz I am exhausted. Tomorrow I have barely any lessons, so I should write actual chapter as soon as I d get back from university… By the way, I think that next chap will be just a short intro and then I would skip right to the next mission… Crap, I forgot to level up Zari and distribute points. Well, will do it tomorrow.
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Another beautiful day started. I simply knew that few following days may be a Little but more exhausting. But first things first,


	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[18/NA]   [811/12500 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Dark Hierophant
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fate

Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion

The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage

Mad Scientist

	Health	398/400
	Stamina	290/330
	Mana	520/580
	Attributes
	Strength	33 (added 2) 	Vitality	40 (added 1)
	Endurance	30 (added 3)	Constitution	33 (added 1) 
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	Spiritualism	40 (added 1)
	Hiden Attributes
	Luck	15 + 10 
	Charisma	6 + 20
	Charm	11 (added 1)
	Unallocated points	0





I allowed myself to focus a bit more on the physical attributes this time. I was tempted to raise vitality like mad, in the end more hp sacrificed could boost blood magic even more. But in the end I gave up this idea. Blood magic was a trump card and I do not want to abuse it. Even more since the backlash is pretty bad. I had to focus on my overall abilities more, in the end I doubt that most of my enemies would be nice enough to allow me to perform a spell just like that.


The quest from the Council was not yet placed on the board. Maybe the old man was still negotiating salaries? Who knows?


But I still have to do a few things before even thinking about going on another quests – mostly to visit our little company and see what the girls wanted, then maybe visit rogue, just to say hello, and lastly to spend a few days, maybe even nights, inside the library. Those marks, glyphs and runes… I feel a need deep inside of me to know what I am carrying on my neck, how to use it… or at first if I even want to use it in the first place!


But I have my assumptions on what it is. It may be some multifunctional tool. Like door opener or some tool that would allow you to use some devices. Why do I think so? The notification I got when I used it for the first time: “Combination accepted – Combination cannot be executed – incorrect location”. A puzzle-like-key that may be shifted into different shapes depending on the lock. But to what? A treasury? Definitely not. Heira is simply crazy, but I doubt she cares about gold itself… But maybe a treasury in which some overpowered cursed item would be located? More likely.


… no, the question is – what the hell could Heira LOCK. She? The chaos?! Jesus Christ! Forget about it! I don’t want to know!... or maybe… I am just a little… “curious”?


No need to ask “what if” now. To the warehouse!


The sky was grey. It also was a bit colder than usually and the wind blew harder, making my hood fall from time to time.


I moved quickly through some of the slums narrow corridors, moving past small thug “outposts”. The job of those were to check if no one was following me.


I walked inside the old warehouse. And here I was stopped.



	“Halt! Do not even dare to move from here? Who are you, where did you hear about this place and what brings you here?”




I just looked calmly at guard.



	“You are new here… aren’t you?”





	“I am asking the question here! Stop where you are or you will end with a quarrel in your guts!”




Yes, he held a small crossbow.



	“What’s going on here?” Clarice came from the back of the warehouse





	“Intruder, young lady! I have stopped him from..”





	“You stopped someone… WHO OWNS THIS FUCKING PLACE YOU IDIOT!”





	“…W..wha…”





	“I am so sorry for this inconvenient, teacher!”





	“Whatever… new guy?” I didn’t want to waste too much time. Let’s just get past it already!





	“Yes, Mister Rogue decided that additional forces may be required. In the end he finds this facility as vital.”





	“I… I am sorry, I was told that Head Alchemist is a distinctive person… but I thought that you might be a mage send by Alchemist guild and…”





	“Forget about it… but for the future… if I would have ill intention… do you really think a mage would have a problem with taking you down? Shoot first, best with a poisoned quarrel, in the legs. Then ask questions.”





	“S… Sir, yes, sir.”




The smell of herbs and alcohol hit my nostrils as I walked inside production sections. About two dozens of workers with piece of cloth tied around their faces were working quickly.



	“You told them, that they are not working with anything dangerous? There is no need for such precautions…”





	“... If I may speak my mind…”





	“Go on”





	“I disagree with you, teacher. Forcing habits is important. Even if their health is not in danger now, it may change in the future as they would work with more toxic materials. If they would learn now, that they have to protect themselves, in the future we may have less, if not none, causalities while working…”




… what are you? An expert? Whatever. She has a point.



	“Very good. The idea was good. Maybe I would prefer to be informed about such actions before, but you did well. Indeed, change breeds resistance. If something is working fine people tend to ignore possible improvements.”





	“Thank you very much!”




She really was happy. Tsh, they all probably think I am some big-cold fish that may give them a much better future after whispering a word or two to Rogue. Who knows, maybe it was true… But I am truly terrified by their ambitions, desperation and initiative. As far as all this working there is no problem, but I am afraid, that what we have here is nothing more than a rat race. Soon they will start competing, force new ideas without consultation… and soon, somebody, somewhere will make a mistake. Or maybe I am just thinking too much?


We get to the private laboratory, everyone was already there.



	“Okay, I was told that you have some ideas. As long as those wouldn’t make anyone die, wouldn’t blowing this small facility… I think we may learn something from that. Lemme take a look…”




Some scripts were placed on the desk. We started checking one after another, discussing possible effects or/and ways of improving the production processes.


It took a few good hours. As soon as I noticed what we were working with I almost burst into laughter. But I held it… at least until the end of our meeting.


As my dear ladies were exhausted both physically and mentally I finished our little meeting with words:



	“I really appreciate your efforts. What we were working here were half-good basic mana and stamina recovery potions. Once again: I am REALLY happy to see your eagerness… but, as soon as the workers would get used to creation of those basic health potion… I will give you recipes of, in my humble opinion, better quality potions. Of exactly the same thing that you did here…”




Hahaha! Oh my belly! Their faces!



	“If you knew that what we did here was nothing as good as yours… why didn’t you stop us?!”





	“Of course I could just give you recipes. But I have a far greater plan for all of you. You have to be a bit more independent, to try finding your own versions of the same potions. Who knows, maybe in some time you would find a better solution. I really wish for that to happen. But in order to achieve this, you also have to keep thinking by yourself… Keep working hard. I will be back later for yet another check up.”




They were not happy. Not at all. This is why I added that part about having plans “about their future”,  which was nothing but a lie. Sunshine, I barely have any idea what to do with myself…



After that little inspection I walked toward the library. I was simply not in the mood to meet with Rogue.


In the section that was dedicated to glyphs, runes and foreign symbols I spent time up to the evening until, saying it bluntly, I was kicked out. This treasury of knowledge should be opened 24/7! How dare you shut the doors to the temple of knowledge! You brutes! Your actions are absolutely barbaric!


My anger was fueled by the fact, that I didn’t find a damned thing! Nothing! Marks were similar, but not the same. Only one I recognized… partly. Horned “O” – the symbol of Heira. But even here some modifications were added… horizontal line under it. Almost as I the “O” was standing on something… damned dimensional writing! How do you even look at this?! In the very moment when I thought that I saw some connections… when the pieces were slowly fitting in place, where you couldn’t see the picture, but somewhere in the backs of your mind you knew that you simply think RIGHT!... THEY FUCKING KICK YOU OUT! You are telling those fucking janitors that you are working on something very important, critically important! That outcome of your work may be a salvation! What did they say? WHAT THOSE FUKCERS SAYS?!



	“Yeah. Sure. Library is open since dawn till dusk since Monday till Friday and for a whole 24 hours on weekends. If you have academy permission to carry out research then you should talk with the Library director. But for now, we invite you tomorrow…”




All of that was said with the voice of some kind of machine! No emotions! Thos little….







I sipped beer in the inn section with a grim expression. If gazes could kill I would be surrounded by dead bodies. I wasn’t angry, trust me. I was not sitting with some god damned ticking bomb tied to my neck. I WAS NOT ANGRY DAMN IT!



	“Why are you so angry?” Aloizy sat next to me “Look kid, the world is beautiful! You sit here surrounded by friends near the warm fireplace, drinking beer and listening to stories about wonderful adventures! Cheer up, young man!”




<death glare>



	“See? That’s your problem! You are far too greedy!...”




~Shh… don’t listen to him…



	“… learn to treasure what you got! Why should you lust for something you cannot get?...”




~…define “CAN’T”,  you fat pig.



	“…know your limits…”




~Limits… b…bwahahahah!



	“… and you will find satisfaction!”




~Find what?



	“Oh, and there is someone I want you to meet! Miroslav! Come here! That’s the kid I was talking about!”




An even bigger human pile of meat moved in our direction.



	“That’s my brother – Miroslav, he is rank A, part of the S rank team lead by Gisele. Pride of the family I tell you! And here, brother this is…”





	“Zariel! I know who you are, are you really the drinker as my brother said? I won’t believe it until I see! Let’s drink!”





…. Damn, you planned this from very beginning Aloizy!



	“I am sorry, but I have to be in good condition tomorrow so…”





	“Hey! Innkeeper! Give us beer! Three giga-mugs as warm up should be fine…”





	“ I told you that…”




Aloizy over yelled me



	“So, brother, tell us about your wonderful adventurers!”




Each time I tried to politely refuse I was yelled over. I looked desperately left and right looking for help. Everyone abandon me, turning their gazes away with polite smiles on their faces.



	“What is going on here?!”




G…Gisele? Are you my salvation?



	“Just creating bounds of friendship commander!”




FRIENDSHIP MY ASS!



	“In that case I will join you!”




… WHAT THE FU…?! It’s not going to end well.







Another beautiful day started. Another grim grey sky, rain was lazily hitting the roof…. Making my head explode… my head hurts, my ears hurts everything… EVERYTHING! Even my bloody colors.


I am going to stay in my room forever. No force nor creature, no devil nor goddess will drag me from he…



	“ZAAAARIII! HOOOOW AAAARE YOOOOU FEEELEEEING?” Someone shouted from behind my door… door that was pounded strongly. And loudly.





	“I JUST WANT TO CHECK IF YOU ARE ALLRIGHT AFTER YESTERDAY…”




… all right? GO AWAY! GO SOMEWHERE AND DIE!



	“OH AND GISELE SAID THAT THERE IS SOMETHING IMPOR… oh Good day to you Zari!...”




He finished quietly as I opened the door



	“…My, my you look as if you were chewed up and spat out by a Behemoth!”





	“Good day to you too, Al. Now go find yourself a place to die. As far away from my room as would be possible…”





	“Oh, you still have bad humor? Fret not, we will have morning galls of whiskey. It always helps!...”





	“No. No, nonononononononon! Alcohol is the last thing I need now…”





	“My babushka always said: you have a hangover not because you drink alcohol, but because you stopped! Fight fire with fire! Come on! I will take you to the inn…”




I tried to shut the door. Unfortunately someone’s feet made it impossible to be shut completely.


Then some with inhuman strength forced already mention door to be opened wide, I was dropped over the shoulder and carried down…


… what the hell is happening here?



	“Oy, I brought him!” Another yell that made me shiver





	“Stop yelling or I will rip your throat out!” I hissed




In that moment my tormentor’s brother appeared



	“My, my… you look as if you were chewed and spat out by a Behemoth!”





	“That’s EXACTLY what I said just a moment ago!”




… those monsters really are related…



	“Anyway kid, commander is waiting for you…”




… all three of them? In the morning? Great.



	“Master Jericho is with her, you shouldn’t make them wait any longer…” I was somewhat gently put on the floor and with a few light pushes I was shown the direction.




I walked with eyes half-closed hitting some chair on my way…



	“I see your point, but he is still F rank! This mission is far too dangerous!”





	“He has great potential, but I am afraid he is a bit lazy, he needs certain conditions to be met to show his full capabilities. One of those conditions is that his life has to be more or less in danger, atop of that he is quite reliable…”




And in that moment they noticed me. With shadows under my eyes, absent gaze and unstable walk. In the wild I could be easily mistaken for a Zombie.



	“My, my… you look as if you were…” Gisele started





	“Don’t…even…dare… say… another… word…”




Jericho looked at me with a worried gaze



	“Are you okay?”




And how do I look!?



	“Just… just take those two beasts away from me…”





	“Anyway… “ Gisele started “… do you remember about quest that Loki told us about? It’s true that it was mainly for mages, and our guild has very few of them… but I am against the idea of assigning you. If we would fight against each other and I knew your capabilities…”




Hm… ah yes, quest… there was something like that…



	“Count me in…”





	“But your rank is far too low!” Gisele tried to dissuade me





	“I heard that when a group of people would be assigned they rank is added together and then divided by the number of people. This is how you get a party rank? Only two of us have C rank, in that case. And I can tell that there are couple more adventurers coming..”





	“Indeed..” Jericho joined the conversation “… Marika which is B, yet another B+ rank that you do not know and Nyx from Gisele party which is A+”





	“So we are between B+ and A-… if we have minuses near ranks…”





	“We don’t. But it’s just as you said…”





	“I still think it’s a bad idea…”




…So I have to use my secret weapon? I hate it but… may that point I added to charm does its trick…


I lowered my head



	“I see…” I said with as quiet and sad voice as I could “… sister Gisele doesn’t like me… I… I can understand that… I am weak, annoying, over and over again I am bringing only troubles to everyone around… I almost got Loki, Mrogul and Marika killed… if I only hadn’t found that floor… their lives wouldn’t have bin in danger…”





	“It’s not what I had in mind…”




Her confidence crumbled a little



	“I see… I have been running over and over again… to some place… I thought that maybe I would be accepted somewhere… that I may have found a place that I could call home… but in the end, no one could ever take me in… How delusional I was…”





	“No, I don’t think like that at all!”




We are almost there…



	“Y… you don’t? Really?”





	“Absolutely not! It’s just… If something would happen to the rookie under my care I would never forgave myself!”





	“B…but sister is amazing! How someone could even be in danger if sister is around?!...” I noticed it some time ago… she reacts funny when she is called sister “… I… I just wanted to see how amazing you are… you are respected so much here… I thought that if I would witness how amazing big sister is… then maybe… just maybe… I could be… just a little like you…”




Her face told me everything. This is my victory.



	“I… I see. I… I will do my best to guide you!”




Completely devastated she walked away. Thank you, charm point.


Jericho looked at me partly angry and partly amused



	“You are a monster… Please, she is easy to trick but has a very noble heart. Do not bully her to much…”





	“Fear not. If one would abuse his or hers charm, it would lose its effect.”






	[Exploration of Ruins of the Ancients]
	Quest rank	A
	Council asked you to escort and guard the investigation team.

Ruins of Ancients are knows for their still working defense systems, and as they were know for their abnormal skills in abusing magic you can suspect only one thing: you will not get bored there easily

	Rewards	- Exp will depends on your job done during the mission

- 80 silver coins






Tomorrow hm? Thanks the goddesses I still have time to cure my… headache…

            

    
        Chapter 114

    
    
    
    
                Guess who is a lazy bum, that even as he has two Projects and two tests In next week, instead of working and learning keep writing chaps? Eh, what my life has become?

Oh – there is new (but already mentioned) person in this chap. His gender for now is unknown and I may have problems with describing his/hers actions – I may got myself lost in thoughts and write his or hers instead of his/hers. Do not get to attached to the mistakes I may make about this matter, even if I would accidentally write either of forms – his or hers it doesn’t mean that I want him to be male or female… the truth is, that I simply don’t know WHAT I will make him first… oh, and speaking about the devil, I just made what I mentioned, using “his” form. But I will leave it be as example.

Edited by: KenChi死




Before dawn we gathered outside of the city. The carts owned by the council were located there as we were readying ourselves for travel. The adventurers gathered first. Gisele, Nyx – the mysterious person covered from toes to ears. Black white mask on their face, leather gloves and  hood kept their identity a secret. No one even knew if he/she was male or female. No one even heard his/hers voice, yes they say that this person poses quite terrifying magical abilities. Then there is Gustav, the middle aged man, very rude and very loud. As I politely asked him what magic he uses, just because I was curious with who I will be working with… he  answered…



	“NOT YOUR FUCKING BUSINESS YOU BLOODY ROOKIE!? WHAT ARE YOU EVEN DOING HERE!? GO COLECT SOME HERBS YOU LITTLE ANNOYING PIECE OF SHIT!”




That’s what he said. Well, guess who will not be rescued if that person would fall into some trap?


There was Marika, that we already know pretty well and myself.


We were waiting for the team from the academy, the guys that we were told to protect. And they were late. We were told that we should move after the dawn. For adventurers it means that we have to prepare ourselves in the dark to be ready to march out as soon as the sun would appear over the horizon.


And that was the mistake we made, because you see, the very same statement for adventurers and “scribblers” has pretty different meaning. As we were told by THEM about two hour later, by after the dawn they meant between the DAWN and NOON.


But, they were there. Finally…


The team contained over 10 mages. 2 professors of the arts, 6 pushove… I mean students that would be forced to do most of the physical labor, and two already know by me individuals – Daralon and Miria – the girl that acted as a massager and gave me my letter from the council and Master Hana, ya know… the not-talkative-one.



	“And what are you doing here…” I asked while looking at Daralon “… I mean… good to see you, but why is our assistance is needed if you are coming? Wouldn’t you be better than a small legion of adventurers?”





	“Aw, good day to you too! You are flattering me! But, two things: one - we won’t be the only group heading there, we will join two other, two – I am going there to study too, you know? Your job will to shush away those creature that would annoy me…”





	“Wait… what do you want to study there? I am just curious and…”





	“Oh, please! Isn’t that elemental thing to know? I am a dark mage! And ruins of ancients are filled from the bottom to the top with haunted, tormented spirits!”




G…ghosts? Nononononononononono! (ED: easy there Shaggy)



	“Anyway!...” Daralon said while stretching his limbs “… let’s get going! We still have a few hours of ride ahead of us. I hate traveling by carts. Portals are so much more convenient…”





	“Well, when I used it I got dizzy, wanted to puke and felt as if my belly was being turned inside out.”





	“One can get used to it…”





After a few more minutes we “packed” the explores in the carts and we were able to proceed on our quest.


I was sitting in one cart with Gisele, Daralon, Miria and two students. The others were traveling in the other three carts.


I tried to be nice and say hello to the grey haired girl.



	“Hey, we haven’t seen each other for quite some time…”




She raised her head and whispered quietly.



	“Two weeks, four days and 17 hours.”




Are you a bloody robot?!



	“What have you been doing up until now?”





	“… s…” [s]? well, that’s something “…studying… researches… work f..for… council…”





	“Now, now, now! Stop right here!...” Daralon joined the conversation “… you are overheating little Miri! She is not used to saying so many words in one go! Rest a little beloved Miri, I will take care of the rest…”





	“A…a…”





	“Oh, Miri will honor me with a word! A word! Just for me!”





	“Asshole…”





	“… my beloved Miri called me an asshole… my life has no longer any meaning!”




He took a dramatic pose with one hand pointed in the sky and other covering his face as if crying.



	“Kill me now! Oh, Zari! Kill me! Bring upon me a sweet nothingness that shall protect me from this pain! From this despair! Oh, woe! Woe me!”




Miria turned red. My my, even if he is joking, he apparently really likes her. Well, he would have to be less of an ass though.



	“Anyway, Daralon two days ago you said that there are more ways of casting a curse. May you elaborate?”





	“Hm, why?”





	“Well, I know a little about curses… I can cast only three basic onse, and I can do it only via chant. This is why I never really used them…”




Daralon’s eyes shined.



	“Really? Which one?”





	“Shadow words: pain, exhaustion and weakness…”





	“Yes, [pain] is good when you want to distract an opponent, great in breaking chants well it is also great in interrogation and in… um… fun purpose…” Miria looked at Daralon as on woulf some kind of animal “… exhaustion may be great when you fight against fast, running targets, they will grow weaker and weaker, each of their action would be more tiresome and they would require more time to regain their strength, and weakness would be perfect against such warriors as Gisele over there…” He pointed at mentioned woman, now even she shown interested in our conversation “… but, she is to powerful for you. One she has her dragonblood, pretty great in dealing with poisons and spells, but she also has traveled into many dungeons. Those built up her magic resistance. No, she won’t stop a fireball, but all kinds of charms would be far less effective on her. But to the point. Methods are: chants, direct touch, cursed object, and most difficult – visualization… you can forget about the last one. If you would find anyone else that could cast curses this way you may be sure that he is true… no wait, you probably would never know before it would be too late. Touch is actually a bit risky, you can be easily tracked down. But if you would make an item, it can be ANYTHING, from a sword or helmet, through jars, rings… even coins… or forks! But of course each item has different tolerance for spells, there are curses that fits swords better than old used underwear….”




He continued his lesson for about an hours. Apparently he needed to talk about it to someone, you know, people tends to show their superiority. The man who has most friends is not the one who know more, but who can listen. I gave Daralon what he wanted – I heard him out…. And I can’t say I wasted my time either…


With each passing hour Gisele was getting more and more bored up to the point when she fall asleep, on the other hand Miria was listening carefully, and as the “lecture” was over she sum it all up with one simple:



	“Disgusting…”





	“Hm, what do you mean, little Miri?”





	“You… your magic… curses… disgusting… evil…”




Oh well, I am sorry for you brother. As I can see she is not going to like you anytime soon, but what I can do was only to reduce the tensions.



	“I disagree with you. There is no such thing like evil magic. Humans are evil, but never magic. It’s nothing but a tool, you decide how to use it...”





	“Curses? Not… evil?”




Dark mage once again saw a way to prove his statement



	“All depends on what curse would be focused. Let’s say that you would be bitten by a venomous snake, you can use curse to restrict blood flow from your arm to the rest of the body, yes, the hand would die and would be need to be cut off, but rest of the body would survive!”




Yet grey haired was still not convinced. But as she noticed that she may not win this quarrel she used the ultimate shy person weapon – she took out a book and began to read pretending that the two of us no longer exist.


We rode for six hours or so, and as the time of our journey was coming to the end I finally understood why mages are a good source of jokes.. no! no adventuring mages – academicals ones! They started bitching and boosting about EVERYTHING! First they complained how uncomfortable the ride was, question “Are we there yet?” was asked over 50 times…. Yes, I stop counting after 50.


I had no idea how it was possible to NOT SENSE my bloodlust! It even made Gisele wake up and Daralon giggle saying quietly



	“Easy brother, easy there! You were hired to protect them, not kill!”




In five minutes, if they won’t shut their mouth it will no longer have any meaning.


Yet in the very same time one of those “students” began his little speech yet again…



	“… but why are we even working those barbarians calling themselves mages? They see in this beautiful art nothing but destructive power! Magic could lead us into a golden age, if only more people would focus on studying the nature of magic, not setting things on fire…!”





	“And who would protect your silly asses then? As far as I know without battle mages this whole journey wouldn’t even start, for you would die in the very first room… plus you are asking US why WE are studying battle magic? EVERYTHING comes to battle magic! That is human nature! War is fuel for the evolution of you and your technology! You think that carts that we are riding in were made for adventure purposes? No! Humans wanted to transport solider and supplies faster! Maps? To locate enemy forces more easily! Fools like you dreaming about peace are nothing but hypocrites, for you use the creation of war every single day without even noticing. Denying battle mages, you deny war and by denying war you deny human’s nature. Stop being such a spoiled pussy. Grow the fuck up!”




Did I just lose my shit? Yup, looks I did.


The student got red on his face, not because of shame but anger. Someone dared to undermine his opinion.



	“And what do you even know to make such statements? What can you possible know?”





	“Are you, perhaps, studying to became an alchemist?”





	“Why are you changing the subject?”





	“I don’t, my answer will be determined by yours.”





	“… I was told I have no right predispositions to be an alchemist… but there is nothing to be ashamed of! Alchemist are the elites of the elites! Why did you ask?”





	“I was offered to work for them. By their guild master.”





	“Wha..”





	“I refused. This is what I am. Someone who finds alchemy unworthy of my time…”




Daralon started laughing hysterically.



	“Zari! You just spat on his dreams! You literally took a shit on his ambitions! You truly are a monster!”





	“L…lies!”





	“I am afraid he is not lying…” Daralon keep chuckling “… I was the one who bought him time to ran away from Senator Mriana.”




The man said nothing more. I got what I wanted!... Hm? No! Nonononono! It was not my intention to turn this little annoying idiot with dirt, the thing I treasured so much that I showed my worst possible face… the peace… the blessed silence….


We got to our destination in 30 minutes after our little quarrel. We were the last group to arrive. Eight different carts were already staying in front of the great ruin. It looked like a huge, bit devastated castle covered partly in vines. Thank the goddess it was still bright outside, if we would came while the sun was setting, if I would see this castle bathed in the red light of a dying sun, if I would recall Daralon speech about tormented spirits… I would probably turn around and walk back to the capital on my foot.



	“Ah, you are finally here!...” an aged magician came to great us. He looked like a sage from a fairy tales – long red robe, white long hair and beard falling to his belt, wisdom almost leaked through his eyes! “… we are very happy you manage to take this many adventurers, with such powerful youth we should have no problem on our little mission. Forgive me my rudeness kids, but I think we will have to wait for introductions. Please follow me.”




We took our equipment and supplies from the carts and after five or so minutes we were following the magician. He lead us to the stairs to the first floor of the castle. There we saw a provisional outpost. Few guards, apparently stationing there for quite some time, about thirty mages and twelve adventurers total, counting us.



	“Kids, please gather!...” The mage that lead us yelled, “… everyone is here, so we can begin! I am archmage Andalas, and I am the head of this little expedition. We are here to investigate this place, look for forgotten technology and to catalog everything we find! Please, be careful, as you already know, ancients loved puzzles and traps, and their ultimate passions was combing both. Research magicians, please follow me, I require your assistance with the identification of already gathered items… Adventurers, I hope you can use this time to get to know each other better… pardon us…”




The huge group walked away, leaving the 12 of us gathered in small groups of three around the huge campfire.



	“Let’s get this done as fast as possible…” A Woman leading one of groups started. “I am Zaiara the Earthmaiden – A+ rank, I am followed by Gatarro, Maijana and Asuia. All are B rank.”




That’s all. She didn’t give any further information. I heard that lesser branches of guild are competing against each other while they are sent on combined missions.



	“My turn!...” Huge man – beast kin raised from his spot “… I am almighty Al’targor! Offspring of the tiger tribe war chief! I am the only warrior in my team! S rank! Followed my Magaiel, Asur and Niardo, A, B+ and B ranks… also!..” He pointed at Gisele “… I will make this woman my wife!”




<Awkward silence>



	“Gisele the Dragoness. Rank S+. Only non-magician in team. I also refuse your proposal. Followed by Nyx the voiceless rank A+… Gustav the mindbender rank A, Marika Swiftwalker the enchantress B rank, and Zariel White Raven rank F…”




Wait… what was I called?! I did not agree to this!



	“Rank F?! That’s but an insult!” Zairara started





	“I agree! We all know what F in the rank stands for! FUCKING USELESS!” Tiger-kin began to laugh loudly after saying that… joke? I think that he though he said a joke. Well I was not the only one who did not find it funny so…





	“Do not look down on him!...” Big sister apparently wanted to protect my good name “… he has F rank only because he joined guild less than three weeks ago, yet as I talk with Master Jericho he will be probably promoted after this mission, depending on my repot! He is my younger brother under Master Jericho training, and he outran me in gaining the dragon slayer title! Atop of that…”





	“Big sis…” I interjected into her speech “… you don’t have to say all those thing. I don’t care what people are saying about me.”





	“But…”





	“Ha! Al least this little piece of shit at least know its place!” This tiger starts annoying me.





	“Hm? What do you mean?” he got my curiosity





	“There is no adventurer that would allow other to offend them this easily”





	“You are offending me? You don’t. And I will tell you why. Offence is made when someone feels offended. And I feel no offence, you know why? Because I have no time to think about words of every worm, every trash that crawls in dust under my feet. Do you understand? You are simply not even taken into consideration as a possible offender.”




A vein started pulsating on the forehead of the tiger-kin. I should reduce the tempo of making new enemies…. Who am I kidding? It’s fun!


~Yessss… fun… This little garbage… to even think about insulting us… I want to see him bleeding… I want his to see him begging for mercy in dirt and dust…



	“Now you did it! Step out you little bitch! I will show you the difference between S and F rank. Fear not, it will not be painful, you won’t even notice the blow coming…”




Tiger-kin raised his weapon - a weird combination of axe and hammer, as he start walking in my direction, but he was stopped by the Earthmaiden



	“Stop it, Al… You’re doing exactly what he want you too.”





	“Out of my way!”





	“Think a little. What can happen if you would battle with him? I am not talking about the outcome of the very battle, but what would happen next. The difference in your ranks are simply too big, whatever would happen its a win for him. If we would win he would get promoted and you demoted…”





	“THERE IS NO WAY I WOULD LOSE!”





	“And if you would win, what would happen? He won’t be punished, but you will. If you would be the one to challenge someone seven ranks lower, you would be suspended as S rank for many months, and even then labeled as someone that picks fights with the weaker would be attached to you. You would lose your respect.”




The light of understanding appeared in his eyes. Damn, she spoiled my fun.



	“What if a B rank would fight?” he said after few seconds





	“The differences are still big, but B rank won’t be punished as severely as you.”





	“That’s should do. Nairdo! Do you want to pulverize this bug in my name?”




A cat-man lazily raised stretching his limbs.



	“But you owe me a beer or two…”







	Niardo The Ghostspeaker



	Level
	19



	Class
	Shaman [Mage]



	Hp
	341/350



	Sp
	125/160



	Mp
	548/560



	Skills
	Blessings [Active] [Level 17]






Summoning [Active] [Level 5]

Fire Magic [Active] [Level 7]

Spirited Souls [Passive] [Level N/A]


… He is level 19? With those skills? Only high level skill is blessing, so he is a support type. You are putting a supporter against me? He is in worst possible position…





	You were challenged for [Duel for Honor]



	Do you accept?



	[Yes]
	[No]







Yes…



	“I can easily tell that you are a support type. How are you going to fight? Bless me to death?”




He smiled with the corners of his mouth.



	“This is why you accepted? Man, you always make the same mistake, blessing magic is indeed my post powerful, that is why you are fooled so easily… Witness my power! To me Spirits! To me my companions! Fight in my name as your contract says!”




Three beasts appeared out of thin air. A wolf with white fur that hada strange blue afterglow, a huge black beer, and a hawk.



	“And this is where blessings show its optimal power!”




I saw that he was channeling his magic to his companion. So that is how you fight? You will also use fire magic to afterwards to torment opponent? Good tactic. I use pretty much the same.


His commander could not stop boosting about him.



	“Three familiars! Ya did not see that coming, did ya? You little asshole! Niargo was blessed by feral and savage spirits from the day of his birth, that is why he can command this many familiars at the same time! The same level as an Archmage!”




I will enjoy this.



	“Your life has been measured…” I said calmly “… and you were found to light.”




This time I summoned my familiars. All of them.
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	“Be careful Niardo…” The wolf summoned by the cat-men said “… this man has a strong smell. He reeks of hell.”





	“You who dwell in the shadows of the nigh…” I began my preparations  “Heed my call, as I would say unleash your spite,
 Upon all of them who stand in my way,  For I am the one who keeps evil at bay,
  Raise from your slumber to walk in the light
  For I gave my command: let’s start a blight.”




Sebastian came out from mass of darkness that surrounded me and flew high in the air, Remus, Gilbert and Walter followed him. Kaito moved to me and started rubbing his head over my side. I missed you too…


Summoning Greg took the longest, as his massive body simply needed to be materialized.



	“Maa…ster… daaan…ger?”




The poor creature spoken it’s most primal need – to care for my safety. I am a bit sorry for him. But I don’t have much time to contemplate over sorrow this creature feels. I have a bug to crush.


The look on their faces was exactly what I wanted to see


~ Yes… YES! Look at me! Just like that! With terror! With fear! With Respect! Bask in my glory! You are nothing before me! Whatever you do, I can do better!

 


	“This is a joke, isn’t it? Some illusion?”





	“I am afraid they are not.” The wolf said once again “I can sense them. They are like me, but are not like us. He is truly an outstanding individual, it is such a shame that he surrounded himself with Corruption.”




Are we done talking yet?



	“Kitty, I have better things to do than bully the weak. Apologize and walk away so we can finish this farce…”




Don’t go away… Now as I am pissed I wouldn’t mind relieving my stress and I need a punching bag… hm? The part that I am not a bully? Well, I am a hypocrite so don’t mind me.


Kitty clenched his teeth.



	“I value quality over quantity! Your petty birds won’t stand a chance against my followers! I won’t back down!”




Idiot. You, dear sir, are an idiot. That’s perfect. Thank you.



	“Attack whenever you are ready…” I said standing in front of Greg allowing him to cover me with two of his many branch-arms “… but just so you know, you won’t be able to successfully land a blow.”




Sebastian and Walter rushed at the eagle, Remus sat on the Greg and Gilbert on my shoulder in that time Kaito jumped at the talking wolf, the differences in theirs sizes was ridiculous, for a Warg was over two, almost three times bigger. The bear charged at me and Greg trying to make some kind of opening.


The fight in the sky was one-sided, in the end number does matter. One of the ravens took the role of bait, irritating the eagle, disturbing its movement, messing up its trajectory of flight even if it had to slam its own body into his opponent, at the same time the other one kept scratching and pecking obstinately. It was nothing but a matter of time till the eagle collapsed.


On the other hand duel of wolves was far more balanced, apparently the whitish-bluish wolf possessed insane agility and kept dodging skillfully every single attack from Kaito



	“Majah! How are you doing?” Kitty yelled to his wolf





	“That beast, pardon my words, is one huge pain in the ass! His fur is to thick! I can’t bite through it! All I can do is to buy you some time!”





	“Can you help the others?”





	“Impossible! Even if I would gave some assistance to the Eagle, that Warg would jump on Margarh! And he would not shake it from his back!”




I got carried away a little, the beat rushed at me, but was stopped but Greg. The beast started to thrash in madness ripping pieces of wood from Greg



	“Does it hurt you Greg?”




If it does I would have to intervene..



	“No… This body… is unable of… feeling… any…thing…”




That’s good… wait… it’s not good either! Damn, poor being!


I used Nature Manipulation – accelerated growth to quickly replace the bark on Greg’s body. We will see what happens first – would Bear lose its strength or I would ran out of mana? Let me just say, I have lots of mana. And each blow that Greg would land is definitely not going to improve the beats condition.


Cat-man started casting magic by himself. I saw him gathering magic in his hands.


Nice fire you have there. Would be shame if some other fire mage would mess with it, would it?



	“Oh, fiery spirits that dwell in ones heart,
 Find your peace, laying within my palms…”




I heard his chant



	“Spirits of flame, Answer the call,
 Release your madness, and burn it all…”




I began weaving counter-spells. The effect could be seen immediately. The flames that were stabilizing in cat-man’s palm started raging. Destabilization was only a matter of time. If he would start calming the fire I started enraging it, if he would reduce its power I was adding my own.

              

Our wolves are having a draw-match, so was my treant and his beer. But I was overwhelming his magic and my birdies were slowly bleeding out his eagle. All I need to do is to hold him occupied. Soon Sebastian and Walter will be done and help Kaito. Then they will help me. I could finish him earlier… But where is the fun?! SEE HOW HOPELESS YOU ARE! SEE THAT THERE IS NOTHING YOU CAN DO!


… crap. I lost my shit again. I pushed too much power and forgot to keep myself focus, which made the small ball explode. But because of the lack of already mentioned focus he managed to redirect most of the power from explosion leaving him only with blackened fingers.


Bad Zari. Zaris are not suppose to lose their focus in the battle! Zaries won many duels with stronger opponents thanks to angering them. Bad Zari will have to write “I will never again lose my shit during the battle” 100 times! That will teach that foolish Zari!



	“Damn you!”




He stopped chanting and simply start unleashing dozens of fireballs, one after another. It drastically reduced it powers but he gained time.


I in turn have stopped them in the mid air, empower and turn them back. Not all of them, but I had a living-shield and he didn’t feel pain. If he would launch 10, I could shot back at him 5 and neutralized 2 more. I would be hit by three weak and even those would be stopped by Greg, he would be hit by 5. And as I would take initiative he would be forced to take a step back! One after another…


But again? Where is fun in doing so?





Fast POV change/ a while before [Daralon]





Some small explosion could be heard and felt from a not so distanced place.



	“What’s going on!?...” one of students panicked “… did someone trigger traps?”





	“No, fret not…” Archmage Andalas calmed them down “… the adventurers are simply getting along. This was the real reason I took all of you to the side. When adventurers from different branches would gather on the same quest, they would start offending each another. This would lead to a quarrel and the quarrel would lead to a duel… or something likea tavern brawl in worse cases. I have lived long enough. I survived many quests with many adventurers. This happen… 100 percent of times… or maybe… do I remember one day when there was no such thi… no, I was wrong. Just like I said. 100 percent. “




Hm? This wonderful smell of mana, this fire filled with small doses of chaos. This aggressive structure… Oh, Zari… You simply can’t NOT get involved, can you? If there is the smallest chance, if there is even slimmest possibility that you would get yourself involved… it mean that you DEFINITELY will get involved! Haha! That is why you are so interesting…


I got up from my seat and started heading back to the campfire.



	“Hm? Mister Daralon where are you going?”




One of the professors asked me.


Does this idiot know, that curiosity is the first step to the hell’s gate? AND I AM A BLOODY DOORMAN! I SO FUCKING HATE ALL THOSE PESKY INQUISITIVE ASSHOLE THAT ARE SIMPLY PUSHING THEIR DAMNED NOSES INTO BUSINESSES THAT IS OUT OF THEIR LEAGUE! Ah, how far more beautiful you would look with your face twisted in pain?! With your eyes pooping out, with your chest opened and ribs turned in different directions!? Just imaging him in this delightful agony is enough to cease my pain a little…


Hm… my brain is itching… This is bad. Usually when my brain is itching people die… Hm? When was my last homicide? Could it be… I skipped a dose?! This is seriously bad! Fuck! Damn! Shit! Bananas! Good grief! I need to talk with Capitan Morgan! He is the only guy that can calm me down! I am always traveling with him! It is so much convenient that he is only a head! In other case transporting him could be difficult… He should be in a red bag! Yes! If we won’t travel in his favorite red bag he would yell and complain and bitch all day long driving me insane… Red bag…. Red bag… he is in q red bag!....


I left said red bag in the capital… on my bed….



FUUUUUUUCK!


I left him on my bed to not forgot about him… I am useless… I am a disgrace to the family… Um, well, I have killed every single member of it so I could have full access to its wealth, so it doesn’t really matters….


What was I thinking abou… ah yes, Itching brain and lack of Morgan… so what was I suppose to do now… ah yes – fall into an oblivion of despair and suffering…


…


…



… FUUUUUCK!


I turned back to that annoying professor with a  desire to kill, I opened my mouth and…




	“Hm? Ah! Just for a walk! I though it may be interesting to see the battle, one way to entertain myself before we start the exploration.”




I said with a smile so bright that it could overshadow even the glory of Luxia.



	“Ah, checking the skills of those who are suppose to protect us? Well, as long as we are with you, we are completely safe!”




… you are trapped inside the cage with a hungry lion, you smack him on the nose, open his mouth, put year head inside and say that you have never felt safer?


And they call me crazy… he is delusional.


But I have to be nice. For now. Let’s see how Zari is doing. Maybe if he would humiliate somebody else in front of me my mood would get better…


… That sound bad… Almost as if I was some kind of villain… Wait, could it be, that I am evil?!





POV back




His mana pool was bigger than mine, but he was using his magic, chaotically wasting it left and right.


I allowed myself to use this time to play a little with my obtained not so long ago partial dual casting.


Why partial? True dual casting means that you can use two spells at the same time without making one of them weaker. If I would cast in same time two fire balls with power at level 100, and my dual wielding would be lacking skills, instead of 100-100 I could make something like 60-60. Exactly that happened now.


What I was doing now was using fire magic to repel the kitty’s attacks, and play with the  nature around. We were standing on the earth, earth is source of nutrition for plants and plants can occasionally slap your enemy. Pretty convenient plant, don’t you think? Oh, I could use it to bind him, but… you probably know it already… where is the fun?!


A small vine came from the ground behind cat-man. It slowly get closer and closer to its prey… as it was close enough… it poked him twice on the shoulder.


Shocked the kitty turned around, as soon as he did, the vine took a small distant and slapped him on the check leaving red mark on his face.


Ouch! That must have hurt. Not the body – his pride.



	“Stop fucking playing with me!”





	“Make me stop. Try forcing me to be serious. For now I haven’t even used any offensive magic.”





	“You asshole… Don’t look down… upon… those that have… beast within!”





	“Majah! Margarh! Mat’hok! Controlled possession!”




The eagle that was about to vanish, the wolf that kept jumping from side to side and the giant beer stopped for a second, and vanished. No, not vanished – they destroyed their material structure and floated in the air as bluish spirits. Then they quickly rushed at Kitty and vanished into its body. His feral traits became much more visible, his fang got sharper, his skin turned slightly reddish, and his eyes burst with a powerful blue glow.



	“Our rage…” he… they said, with a voice made of four creatures, both high and low, both squealing and barking “… is beyond control! You will not laugh upon a child of savage nature! Be gone! You who put your faith in the corrupted spirits!”




He bolted at me. He was fast. Far too fast. He avoided a nose-diving attack from the ravens, he dodged under a swipe of Kaito and was getting closer and closer. Greg started tightening his protective grasp over me, trying to create something like a cage around me. But I already knew that he won’t do it in time. Yet I didn’t move an inch, bah, I even smiled ironically.


This made him speed up even more. He managed to get inside of Greg embrace, his claws were sharp and long


All he wanted was a one strike. To prove his value.


His thrust his clawed hand at my head. Those pointy-edgy tools of death were getting closer and closer to my eye.


But in the moment when they were supposed to pick my eyes of…


I vanished.



	“I will laugh upon every-fucking-one I want.”




I said standing outside of Greg’s grasp looking as branches were tightening all over his body holding him in an iron grip.



	“It’s remarkably funny how every single person is getting fooled by the smallest illusion...” I said while pointing with my head at Remus that still was sitting on Greg “.. thank again little one. You saved me again.”




I was answered with a happy chirp.



	You have won [Duel for Honor]
	Exp obtained [100]
	Battle outcome	- You have proven your worth CHA [+2]

- You have shown bad behavior and mocked your enemy CHA [-2]






… tsh. Here comes nothing…


The kitty was still struggling inside



	“Why… couldn’t you just finish me faster? You bloody asshole!”





	“I gave you the opportunity to learn you idiot…” I lied once again “… I gave you an opening, I wanted to show you new ways of attacking, of alternative ways of using your powers… But you kept hitting the wall with your head and hoped that you could break it.”





	“What the hell do you mean?”





	“You saw that I let a few fireballs pass. Instead of attacking me, you should focus on this big guy…” I pointed at Greg “…he is made of wood, you genius, even if he feels no pain the material will react and he would lose lots of his battle potential. I would have to cease the fire and lower my guard. Then your beer would make an opening and you could attack. But of course you didn’t think about it, do you?”





I lieeeed! I had an answer even for that, but let me look like a wise sensei, pretty please… I had my relief and now I simply didn’t want every single one of them to hate me…


Hm? Is this evil? When the hell did I admit that I am a good guy?!


I unsummoned all of my familiars except for Sebastian that landed on my shoulder, then I walked back to my team



	“See sis? Told ya! If I would find myself in need of protecting my good name I would do that myself!”




I said with an innocent confidence… But once again… we don’t want to fight with her now, and she is just on the riiiight way to demand a duel. So I have to say a few more words to make her abandon those thought



	“B…But thank you… I guess.. W…would it be okay, if I would rely on you from time to time?”




… Your blush skill leveled up, Blush is now level 9…. Would be funny to get something like that, that could solve a few things…


Okay, I will use what happened here a few more times on this little quest to annoy that bloody tiger…


… Hm,  wait…I used to think that bullying and tormenting would not please me… when the hell did it change!?
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I was resting while sitting under a wall munching on my supper. After my little show the air around the camp became a little dense. As I could tell, no one likes it when somebody is ranking up to fast, showing no respect to those higher in the hierarchy (even if it’s only formality), and then prove everyone wrong by beating someone who was supposed to be stronger. This is why the label of cheater, bully, and asshole was attached to me. Not that I care, at least I was left alone. For the rest of the day we have nothing planned. The camp itself was guarded by solider, so inside of it we could rest. Our protecting job will start tomorrow morning since we would be heading deeper into the ruins. We were told that we would came back before dusk. The ruins are big, and we are going to progress slowly. Room after room. Corridor after corridor. Disarming every single trap that we would find, and checking each room 10 times before progressing to another. Why? As the whole floor would be cleared and we would head deeper, the outpost would be relocated to the very next floor. Deeper. And deeper. Until the whole ruins would have been plundere… I mean until every single good would be examined, cataloged and moved to the Academy for further investigations.


And in order to achieve that every single room, every surface and artifact needed to be checked several times for safety reason. We can only imagine what kind of tragedy could occur, if someone would trigger a trap on the 1st floor, while the outpost would be moved deeper to the 2nd. They could be cut off from supplies and starve to death. Not nice.


But this made me wonder… how long would it take to clear such ruins…



	“Hm? We can only suspect such thing as we are lacking data, but ancients were gave lots of meaning to numbers. For exactly 24, 7, 13, 66… we can easily tell, that ruins has 13 floors, that one thing never changes… or at least until now, the problem is, that every single floor is different, usually bigger, but gates to the lower floor are always different kinds of puzzle. Even if we would clear the floor, we would still have to solve it before we could progress. You were hired for a week, but we can easily extend our partnership as long as those cold ruins don’t start bothering you. But in this week we want to proceed to a deeper floor, if our work would progress smoothly, then who knows? Maybe we would be able to go to the third! But that’s highly unlikely. But this is no longer your concern, is it? It is our job to solve those puzzles, and you… well, your job is to deal with consequences… if we would put pieces in the wrong order…”




The aged archmage chuckled. So a week starting from tomorrow? This is going to be a looong quest.



After a couple of minutes I came back to the camp, just to notice that they already started giving away responsibilities that each of the adventurers would hold. They probably started as soon as I left, so I would have to take those jobs that would not be taken by anyone – the hardest one and the most dishonoring. They really don’t like me here. Well, fuck them too.


Tiger man came to me, his face was calm but his eyes were shining with inner joy.



	“Because you left while we were about to have a meeting you missed the opportunity to take the jobs that you would wanted to do. So we decided in your name. Hope you like cleaning and washing. Because you will be cleaning and washing.”




You would normally say, that those are not hard tasks, would you? There if twelve people here. I will have to work for twelve of those.



	“Hope you don’t mind corpses walking though the camp…” I said “… because I am going to find a few corpses and reanimate them so they would do those things.”




I was not a necromancer. But they didn’t know that, right?



	“We do mind. No one likes to smell rotting bodies.”





	“Shame. Because as I was alone, I held a one-person meeting. And I decided in your name, that you like it.”




A silent growl escaped throat of beast-man.



	“You are pushing your luck…” He said angrily “… just be a good F rank and do those shitty tasks.”





	“Or what? You will send yet another kid from your team to be my punching bag? If you do, next time send someone who would force me to fucking move.”




He moved closer and grasped me by the cloth near my neck, pulled a little and raised



	“The only reason why you are still breathing, is that I can’t challenge you, because it would hurt my reputation… do you understand? Eight years. In eight years I moved myself to the top elite adventurers, the corpses of beast I killed could easily fill all of these ruins…”





	“And this is what hurts you so much? That someone will achieve the same thing faster? How much does your pride really matter, if you have to bully everyone who is lower than you in rank…”





	“Listen you little piece of shit! I will not tolerate more insults!”





	“How does it feel?” I asked and waited for the question to appear in his eyes “… to be so pathetically weak, that mere words can hurt you?...” but then an idea appeared in my mind “… but very well, I will do as you ask.”





	“Y… you what?”





	“You heard it well. I will clean. This is what you wanted me to do, is that right? You can go back to your team and tell that how wonderful you are. In the end you really forced an F-rank to do the dirtiest work. Go on. Be proud of your feat.”





	“Stop mocking me…”





	“I didn’t. I will really do so. Now pardon me, I need to prepare myself for cleaning duty.”




I smiled, kick him in the gut so he finally dropped me, and walked away. Back to the part of camp where my team was stationed.


Marika was there to greet me.



	“I am sorry Zari! I told them that they are acting childish by forcing the work they don’t like on someone who beat them, but…”





	“There is absolutely no problem with that.”





	“But…”





	“No buts. I am really fine with that.”




Gisele standing there smiled



	“Now, that how one acts with true dignity!”




… I am sorry to disappoint you, that is not the case…




Before the nigh had fallen I finished cleaning. I was even so kind, that I made some blankets so they would have a nice place to sleep… And I dropped something extra on tiger’s bed. I hope they won’t find it anytime soon, I will have problems if they would find it.





The next morning I got up refreshed, I stretched my arms  and yawned loudly. It feels so good so weak up full of energy… noooow how did big bad kitty sleep last night?


I started taking care of my businesses, morning toilet breakfast and so on. I could do nothing but notice big shadows under Tiger’s eyes. Slept bad? Had unpleasant dreams? Shame.


Later on I would have to say my thanks to Daralon for his lecture about curses, esepcailly about that part with cursed objects as tools to transfer hexes. A hex bag was perfect for this opportunity. Hex bag, like one of those I put under Al’targor blanket.  I put lots of efforts into making this, you know? It took lots of time to weave a spell like this, I combined curse word: pain and exhaustion and made my own – curse word: nightmare. It will be fun to see him growing weaker and weaker. Since he would find no rest in sleep. To finally witness as he is afraid of falling asleep… This is one potent hex.



	“Al, are you all right? You look really bad…” kitty asked his leader.





	“Nothing to worry, I just didn’t sleep well. Nothing to even take into consideration.”




And here you are wrong… but, let’s the mission start!





It was…. Really exhausting! Far worse than dealing with monsters! Here barely anything happen! But this grow your sense weak, if one of us would lose focus at the wrong moment, in the moment that trap would get triggered… I don’t have to explain, do i?



	“Okay, everyone!...” archmage yelled “… let’s proceed to another room!”




Finally something to wake me up!


The next room was very spacious. Huge. The whole floor here was covered in big plates covered in symbols. In the middle of the room a small pedestal was located with big button made of ruby.



	“Ah, classic. As you can see, plates have different symbols. Under some of those plate an explosive rune is located. We have to find out under which one. Then by walking over safe plates we should walk to the pedestal and push the button. It would disarm the rest of the room… Now clues should be also located in this room, look closely at walls and…”





	“Old man…” I interrupted. “All we have to do is to push the button?”





	“Hm, yes… but first we have to get to it…”





	“I merely want to point out that few of us have flying familiars. If Sebastian would fly there and push it…” I said pointing at raven on my shoulder.




… his face… priceless…



	“Kid… you just saved us about half a day. Please do.”




… I can’t believe that… you are an archmage with a diploma?



	“This is what happens when you waste too much time with books. You start thinking like books. You grow full of confidence, that the only way to get inside of the house is to lock pick the door… while such as you wouldn’t first check if the window wasn’t left open…”




The old man only nodded with his head.



	“But you are sure that this will work… there is no trap, nor anything?”





	“No, I am pretty much sure of it.”





	“in that case… I will leave it to you – Sebastian..”




The raven flew through the room, landed on the pedestal and pushed the button. There was a tick, and there was grind. And then two doors on the sides were opened, while the door in front of us was still shut.



	“Okay, we will separate into two team, that will investigate each corridor. Probably in both there are some clues for how to open the last door.




Annoying. Well, we are not going to get lost. My mind-map was already working. If I may, the teams lead by Miss Zaiara and Mister Al’targor, please follow me to the left one, also if I could ask twenty people from the research team follow… Miss Gisele, I would leave rest of the team to you…”



	“No problem…” The Dragoness cheered “… I will protect them with my own life!”




We wished each another good luck and moved into different directions.


And slowly the ruins started to change. First they looked like an old palace, with marble statues and plated floors. Now flower ornaments started appearing, the statues were becoming bit more sinister, showing acts of war instead of beautiful women– commanders in strange looking armors with swords raised high over their head, a warriors that impaled a monster with his spears… those humans also looked strange… they were taller, bulkier… If they are exact replicas of what the ancients looked like, then they had different bone and muscle structure.


And then the smell hit us like a train.



	“Gosh! Smells like a dead rat!” One of the students spoke his mind. But he was wrong. It smelled like mountain of dead rats.





	“I hope we are not heading in the direction of the arena…” another one answered





	“If you know something about the place that we are heading, you are free to inform us.”




Gisele yelled back.



	“Yes, many ruins, especially those larger, like this one. Had huge arenas. The ancients used it as a proving ground. If you would be sentenced for some crime, you could demand trial by blood. Same if two would have a quarrel they could resolve their dispute here. They had a cast society. If man of lower cast wanted to marry woman from higher… arena… and so on and so on. The problem is, that knowledge of the ancients was frightening. They were creating their own monsters. They breed them, enchanted them with magic, they forced them to fight in order to find the most powerful species and them breed them again, creating more and more deadly beasts…”





	“But I was told that ancients vanished eons ago. Their ruins were shut, so the beasts should die too…”





	“And here you are wrong! With magic they gave them the ability to adapt at a sickening speed. In dozens of times as ruins were reopened the beast there were still living. They evolved and adapted… you don’t even understand what the ancients created, do you? Those beast were forced to live as loners, and were breed only in special times and conditions, but as time passed some of them made their own society! With a hierarchy! That is how amazing those beasts are! If this is the case, we should turn back and ask for support…”





	“We will, as soon as we would confirm that we are heading into this so called arena district…”




Gisele said another time.


In the meantime the smell of death was getting stronger and stronger. The rooms were getting a bit more humid and darker. Then I noticed that here and there the walls all covered in strange viscous secretion. And after a few hundred meters we saw it.


A huge insect that had part of its body raised, together with its front limb. But the thing that was the most disturbing was that its abdomen was covered with corpses



	Killer Giga-Mantis [Worker]
	Level	24
	Titles	Part of the [Hive]

Designed Breed

Stubborn

	Hp	[623/650]
	Sp	[718/720]
	Skills	Hand-to-hand combat - Novice [Active/Passive] [Level 8]

Cut [Active] [Level 21]

Pheromones Release [Active] [Level N/A]

Venomous Bite [Active] [Level 7] 

	The beast that evolved inside of the Ruins of the Ancients. Extremely high skills of adaptability.

This individual is the lowest in hierarchy of the [Hive], it's main job is to extend the boarders of the hive, looking for new place where eggs can be stored and rebuild the insides of the ruins.

Unlike other insects, position within the hierarchy of this breed may change, depending on their abilities to kill. That is why they hunt other races within the Ruins, and after killing them and sucking them dry they decorate their bodies with the remains as a way of showing off their abilities.

Once a Mantis kills enough creatures, it would get promoted.






… I am not going to get bored in this part of the ruins, will I?


But those limbs, this exoskeleton… I want them. Guess what’s for dinner…

            

    
        Chapter 117

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死



<Same time – the other team>


There wasn’t much to do here. Not for adventurers, that is. The room was filled with white statues standing under the walls. Each of them was holding a huge weapon – great swords, battle axes, glaives. Those statues, even if they had an innocent look were a deadly tools. Guardians. Powerful war golems, that if they would be activated would start attacking every creature that they would mark as an enemy.


The room also had a few artifacts and four pedestal. On those pedestal certain artifacts needed to be placed in order to disarm the room. Where is the trick? Not only do the right objects need to be placed, but also in right order.


The mages from the academy were studying ornaments and artifacts located in the room in order to find a clue. If they would screw up, a few of guardians would wake up. But until any object would be put on those pedestals, the adventurers have nothing to do.


Earthmaiden walked up to Tiger man. They stood in silence for quite some time. The mage was examining the beast-kin with her eyes, as the other one was trying to ignore her. But the S rank did was not a patient individual.



	“What do you want? I have something on my face?!”





	“I am just looking for deviations…”





	“Devia… I am not a pervert!”





	“Not that kind!”




The woman became impatient. This is why she hates talking with non-magicians. They don’t even know what they don’t know!”


She took her hood off, releasing chestnut hair. She had a nicely round, but not chubby, face with a small natural blush on her cheeks.



	“How are you feeling? Can you describe how tired you are? Have you had hallucinations of any kind? See things that are not supposed to be seen, hear strange noises that only you can here?”





	“I am not a lunatic! I am just a little tired! Fuck off!”





	“I thought that you would like to hear that you were cursed, but if I am bothering you this much…”





	“Wait… what are you talking about?”




Zaiara took a small bundle from her pocket and threw it at the beast-kin



	“It was subtle, but I felt small doses of magic from you, and knowing that your magical capabilities are on the level of a stone… I started investigating. I saw that you were tired, so I started to dig even deeper, I checked your belongings… and here is what I found. A hex bag. Under your bed.”





	“Who would dare… That little white haired fuck… I forced him to clean for the whole journey… first he opposed, but after not very long he accepted… His eyes changed… THAT LITTLE FUCK ALMOST LAUGHTED IN MY FACE!”





	“It’s nothing dangerous though. For a moment I thought that it’s some dangerous curse that would suck your strength over and over again, causing you to trip into a trap… but this is mostly a prank.”




The tiger-man was furious, but he kept all this anger for himself.



	“How do you deal with that?”





	“I told you, it’s nothing serious. Whoever did it had no intention to make it a permanent curse… or failed horribly, which I doubt. Destroy the hex bag, burning would be the best solution, and you should be fine.”





	“Zaiaro… thank you for telling me.”





	“Don’t get the wrong idea. You are nothing but muscles. Exhausted you are useless, and since we are forced to work together I don’t want you to fail… and one more thing. If I was put with Gisele’s team or would be left working alone, I would have never told you about it. Who knows, maybe I would even put it back”




The earthmaiden left, her attitude made Al even more furious. But he did nothing. He did not pick up his warhammer and rush to the other room. Instead he gave the hex bag to one of his part member and told them to burn it. He even stayed to watch it burn, just to be sure. And then… He did nothing. He went back to patrolling and waiting. But he never stopped thinking of what he would do to that F rank adventurer and how he would do it.



<Zari POV>


We fall back a few corridors. If it was a dungeon we would simply keep  pushing our way slaughtering everything that would stand on our way. But one: it’s not a dungeon; two: we are not alone. We can’t just rush in, because we were supposed to protect a bunch of useless guys, that with their magic could light a candle. And even that was with efforts.



	“New enemy appeared. We don’t know if it posses any special skills, we don’t know of it’s fighting capabilities nor if it’s a lone fighter or if it lives in bigger groups. Yet we were still told to clear that location. Any ideas?”




Gisele analyzed situation



	“We could send scribblers back and ask them to warn the archmage about our situation. Since we would have no one to worry about, we could make a recon by fire. We could also wait for the answer from the archamge. He could either send us back and wait, or suspend his own research and send us backup.” I simply named a few more logical actions.




... or you could just send me. I wouldn’t mind.



	“The first option sounds best. I hate inactivity. If they would decide to send us backup we would already have important information about the enemy, evaluate danger level and possible strategy…” The dragoness turned her head to the students “… did you hear us? Go back. Tell the archmage that we could have found an area with a high danger level, and tell Zairana and Al’targor, that we have already started.”




She showed a smile full of confidence. She shined as commander. It even made one of the students say “Yes ma’am.”


We waited several seconds and watched them leaving before we started to march once again in the direction we found.


Gisele was in high spirits.



	“Do you have any idea how we should deal with that bug?” She asked me. Looking at her I knew that she had to kill hundreds of insectoids and she asks me as older an student that simply wishes to direct his friend from of a lower class or to check my already possessed knowledge.





	“Sword D’iabel…” I said materializing a bastard sword in my hands “… insectoids of this size are usually venomous…” I tried to quote what I once read in the bestiary “… also their limbs may be dangerous, especially those located in the front of the body equipped with sickles. They have high mobility, so we could try to cut as many legs as possible, yet since there would be no lethal it’s torso needs to be destroyed… Marika and Gustav should be more than enough as ranged support, I will try attack from the sides and back to cripple it, creating an opportunity for you to smash it down… sorry, I think I will let you take the role of bait…”





	“No problem kiddo! There are easier ways, but your plan is quite appealing too… let’s do it!”





Gustav was a psionic – a rare magician that domain laid in completely neutral zone – and here by neutral I am not saying Aira-neutral but true-neutral. A godless-art. He could lift object without touching, or from time to time “walk into the minds of enemies”. No, he couldn’t tell them what to do, nor to right away find their most hidden secrets, but he could cause a headache. A really bad headache. The less powerful the brain and sprit of a creature the more powerful of an effect he would have. It means that all kinds of bugs were a piece of cake for him, while assaulting a mind of another mage could bring more damage to him than to his target.


As soon as we get closer to the beast Gustav said..



	“I have bad information guys, in the mind of this bug, there is something else…”




“Feel free to elaborate.”



	“It is an independent individual, I can clearly say so… but it’s not alone… whatever it is, it doesn’t see me, so I should be okay. Give me a moment or two…”




Usually annoying and bitching about everything, the old man was suspiciously nice… Or maybe he is less of an asshole when he works?



	“… what for the gates of hell is it …” He whispered finally “… it is a… it looks like… Ou… my head…”




His nose start bleeding.



	“Gustav, leave it!” Gisele hissed both quietly and angrily.





	“Just a little more… I am almost there!”




He started crying from the pain. Even his tears turned into blood.



	“Your head won’t last any longer...” I said “… he is pushing himself too far, soon the pressure would literally blows his skull…”





	“JUST A SECOND!... I am in… I am in… it’s beautiful…”




He started coughing up blood, but finally he shattered his connection.



	“Take it easy, take your time…” The dragoness helped him sit.




Asshole or not, he is my teammate, and he pushed himself to gain …whatever he found. I came closer and start healing him. There was almost no damage itself, but still I could ease his pain just a little.


He looked at me with gratitude in his eyes.



	“They are both individuals and connected. They are… natural psionics… very savage, yes, but it is still something remarkable.”





	“Psionics? Those things can use magic?” Marika asked with fear in their eyes.





	“Nonono… no like that. It’s like… a huge spiderweb. They are all connected. It’s almost as if they would partly share their mind… no, also not what I mean… it can’t be literally described!” He got frustrated. He experienced something that can’t be said with our language. We were simply lacking workds… “It’s like a caste! Yes! Imagine the king on the throne in the center of this web! Using strings he can send messages to every warrior. Like [I am hungry] and then bug number one will bring him food, or [we need to walk west] and then number 2,3,4 and 5 would do as he pleases… But it’s one sided. He can only send messages, but he can’t receive any! It’s also almost as if HE is a web… without him it would slowly start to collapse… My head… sorry, I have to rest a little. Could you kill that asshole and bring me its head? I would feel better…”




He chuckled a little.



	“King? Are you sure of it’s gender? Just asking, you know, bugs tend to have reversed hierarchy…” I asked shyly





	“They do? Like elves? Ha! I know some elves and their matriarchic hierarchy! I can’t wait to tell one of them that they are as good as bugs! You made my day!... and answering - no, I see minds, not genders.”





	“So, what does it means?” Gisele asked





	“That’ we can’t let anything that would see us live. It would inform the queen and the queen would send everything at us… in the end we are a new food source and we have opened a new gate… By the way, did you perhaps see how many of them are connected to the network… I mean web?”





	“Oh, surly I did! It was impossible to count every single one of them, but I can give you numerical interval. From 4 to 8!”





	“I doubt that this is 4 to 8 individuals…”





	“And you are right from four to eight thousands…” He chuckled “… it will be one long journey!”




Hold on, I should have some spray for bugs… oh, that’s right, I left it in another life. Damn it.



	“Let’s waste no time, Gustav rest a little, we should have no problems with just one of them.”





	“Once again, I want it’s head as a souvenir!”




We began preparation. Marika kneeled in the distance chanting quietly as me and Gisele were getting closer. Soon I started walking in a circle to get behind it. Gisele took a small piece of rock… or maybe it was a brick? And threw it at the monster’s head. It flew quickly through the air. The dull sound could be heard, a greenish fluid splashed around, and the body fell.



	“HOLY FUCK! I KILL IT! I DIDN’T MEAN TOO! SORRY GUYS, I AM SO SORRY! I WANTED YOU TO LEARN SOMETHING, BUT I OVERDID IT AGAIN!”




But soon the damaged creature got up. It was walking a but funny, staggering like a drunken.



	“Thank the goddess…” One could heard Gisele’s quiet sigh of joy, before she would point her warhammer at the enemy “… prepare to meet your maker! Vile creature!”




The mantis has opened its mouthparts as it hissed angrily, before it rushed at the Dragoness.


I rushed after it.



	You are under effect of [Blessing of Wind]
	Your party member [Marika] casted upon you buff-type spell
	Bonuses	 AGI +15

RFX +15

END -5

CON -5






A Few seconds before mantis reached Gisele but one of its rear limbs, lost its footing for a second. Unfortunately it raised in the blink of an eye. As if it wanted to check what disturbed its assault it began to rotate in place.



	“Turning your back to me? I am offended , YOU KNOW?!” Gisele rushed again rising it hammer I could see her eyes burning with the desire to fight.




The bug raised its thick front arms and crossed them creating an X shaped guard to stop the falling hammer.


Using this time I stabbed another limb before falling back, making a place for the impact. As soon as it takes a blow, I will jump once again in and will try to mutilate it even furthe…


Greenish fluid splashed on all sides. Gisele hammer broke through the guard and hit the insect’s head. But it didn’t stop even there.


The killer mantis was destroyed in one blow. Squashed like a fly.



	Your party member [Gisele] has killed [Killer Giga-Mantis [Worker]]
	189 exp obtained






	“One down! 7999 left!” Marika cheered





	“Well, I am not sure how it is among those mutants, but and queen may lay up to 300 eggs per day, so…”





	“… what are you? A bugologist?”





	“I guess, that the word you are looking for is entomologist…”





	“So you are…”





	“… now I really did it… I killed it in one blow… Even if Zari tried his best… he took optimal strategy, he did his job perfectly… but I killed it in one blow… He will never learn a thing if he were to walk with me… I am a useless brute that can’t even control her strength…” Gisele wailed





	“G...Gisele… it’s alright… really!”





	“I am sorry I was born…”





	“Stop it! It’s not your fault that I have so much to learn! Watching you being so powerful only motivates me to get on your level as soon as possible, so please..”




I stopped. I thought that I heard something. Turning my back to Gisele, so I wouldn’t be seen, I shifted my tongue into a snake one. The very next moment I put it out of my mouth tasting the air.


Just like I though. Damned pheromones.



	“Get up, Gis. We have a company. And we could made a mistake…”





	“More squashing? I won’t take all of them for myself! I promise! Hm, what a mistake?”





	“The body fluids of those monster have a strong smell that their kin can sense. When one would fall, three more would take its place… then smell of those three would draw 9 more…”




Marika was shocked. We could fight a few of them at the same time. But geometrical progression will be our doom. Gisele will be able to take down some of them by herself, who knows, maybe even hundreds if she would keep killing in one strike. But with time one of them would land a blow. After some more two more would. Maybe she would even be bitten and the venom would enter her blood. This is bad. Seriously bad.



	“THAT’S PERFECT! It means that we won’t have to look for all of them! We can just keep killing and they would keep coming!” … I envy your optimism…





	“Gisele, you are amazing, but we should slowly head back and think about shutting the doors.”





	“… just five more minutes!”




… is that for real?! Nyx that up until now was sitting quiet just shook his/her head from side to side. So its normal…


Tiki-taka-taka-taka…. Could be heard in the distance. The sound of small sharp limbs hitting the ground at a fast pace.


Nyx spread out a hand and raised head. Voiceless chant. That’s new. Hope that it whatever he… she... it… is preparing – it would be our trump card.


Several beast jumped from behind the corridor. Not three of them but five.



	“Big sis…” I am going to regret this… “… are we going to check who can kill more of those?”




I shouldn’t have said that. I. Should not. Have said. That.


An inner fire appeared in her eyes again, she opened her mouth a little, and I could swear, that for a second I saw steam leaving her throat.


I turned my head back to our supporters



	“Nyx whatever you are doing, I am counting on you, Marika, could you please start casting garden of madness? We may need to run quickly…”




The monsters were running at us. One on the front and for packed in a small group. That formation was completely random.


I rushed at the beast at the front. I ducked under a cut aimed at my neck, and  thrusted at its guts. Usually bugs have weaker exoskeleton on the “belly” level. The same belly that was exposed because of its semi-human posture.


Yet I jumped away gathering some distance. It began to slash with its sickles forcing me to perform a weird dance to keep my head attached to my neck. I saw something flying over my head. It was Gisele she jumped in the air and landed between the group of four. From the sound I could tell that she is not struggling like I am.


Damn. Wrong weapon. Sword would be perfect if I would want to support a brawler like Gisele. In one-on-one combat it wasn’t much use.


I took a step back, and using fire magic I created as smoke wall in between me and my opponent. We couldn’t see each other, but it didn’t matter. I already know its range and pattern.


Holding my head low, I jumped through the smoke. I felt sickles slide through the tips of my hair.


I landed exactly under mantis head, its frontal limbs were stretched making her defencless for a second.


The creature rapidly lowered its head as it wanted to bite me, but it got itself impaled on the pointed of my sword.



	“That’s one! How are you doi…”




Gisele was standing among four corpses cleaning her hammer. She looked at me still excited



	“So, when will the next one come?”




… Pardon me, my dear mantis, for calling you a monster. Indeed, within these ruins there is a monster… but her name is Gisele the Dragoness.”



	Your party member [Gisele] has killed [Killer Giga-Mantis [Worker]]
	172 exp obtained






	Your party member [Gisele] has killed [Killer Giga-Mantis [Worker]]
	194 exp obtained






	Your party member [Gisele] has killed [Killer Giga-Mantis [Worker]]
	161 exp obtained






	Your party member [Gisele] has killed [Killer Giga-Mantis [Worker]]
	201 exp obtained






	You have slain [Killer Giga-Mantis [Worker]]
	220 exp obtained









At the same time Archmage Andalas literally dropped everything he was working on. He told everyone to gather in the central room. Arena! ARENA! It’s not a joke. He honestly was hoping, that these ruins would not have that. In the end they were not THAT big! And even if, they were usually placed either deeper, if the ruins would be built as dungeons – heading deeper in the ground, or higher, if they were built in the scheme of tower. Not on the first floor! Definitely not on the first!


Arena… The monsters living there were never the same. Sometimes clearing it took a week, yet there are still cases like Black Tower, which was being cleared by a raid of A+ and higher adventurers for over four years. It’s bad. And those idiots said that they are going for… “recon by fire…” A SUICIDE! And not only theirs! They have just risk the entire expedition! The first individual was never killed, but captured and investigated, so they wouldn’t make any mistakes when dealing with them!


They will need to be evacuated and the room has to be shut. The rest of adventurers already rushed forward. They will aid and help them retreat.





Chaos. Chaos followed. It was not a geometrical progression, but was still bad. After 5 of them there was 16, I know because I killed 3 while Gisele was counting loudly up to 13, but then over 50 of them came.


I switched my weapon to spear, and unfortunately for some of you I have to say, that size does matter, you simply couldn’t not notice how bigger range was making things easier, especially against primitive enemies that barely care for defense.


Yet I soon understood, my physical power was lacking, I couldn’t keep pace after Gisele. This is why pretty soon I unsummoned even a spear and focused myself only on magic. I also stop competing with Gisele, instead I created lots of fire walls that forced Mantis to fight one-by-one versus Gisele, If she would get surrounded it would be only matter of time.


I heard lots of people approaching from behind, backup? That’s nice. But I also heard a lot more TIKI-TAKA-TAKA sounds from corridor ahead. Another wave was coming before we even manage to deal with the 3rd.



	“THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?!...” one of the mages that came to help us yelled “…WE ARE LEAVING THIS PASSAGE! Start moving out! We will cover you!”




Soon a small tempest of all kind magical bolts and explosion kept falling from the sky. Both me and Gisele start walking with our backs still turned to our allies.


From time to time a few of the Insects managed to get away from the hailstorm of magic, in that case either me or Gisele would took it down.


I noticed that someone was escorting Gustav, that’s good. But he can’t run, we will have to keep them at bay as long as we could.


Step after step we were leaving the room.



	“NYX! NOW” Gisele yelled.




Another wave of monsters entered the room, but after taking few steps, they started flying. No, not with wings or anything like that! More like if gravity had vanished.


We started running back, as soon as we get to the end of the room I saw Nyx with hos/her eyes rolled back in his/her skull. So he/she did that? Gravity magic… that can be really dangerous.  Dozens if not hundreds of monsters were soaring higher and higher, up to the ceiling, then they were dropped.


But they did not die, were stopped yes, theirs limbs crashed, but were still living.


In that moment Marika unleashed Garden of Madness, vines start bonding the bodies of lying bugs.


After that spell, Nyx was is similar condition as Gustav. Gisele simply dropped her hammer, took Nyx and started running to the gates.


Everyone was evacuating, as I was leaving the room I heard yet another swarm entering it, this was also bigger than previous.


Corridor after corridor, passage after passage we were getting closer, but so was the swarm.


I turned for as second to raise multiple walls of fire, that would stop them even more, now our chance of getting out was turning into certainty.


The guy that helped Gustav walked through the door, the very next moment Marika followed them. Gisele with Nyx in hand also bolted inside the safe room.


10 meters. Only 10 meters were parting me from safe room. And then they start slowly shutting. I saw him, that fucking asshole near the pedestal as he pressed the button.


I used all my strength, each of my muscles was screaming in pain as I was abusing my body.


5 meters… almost there 3 meters… 2 meters.. 1 meter…


I didn’t manage to do it in time. I painfully hit the closed door. The last thing I saw was the wry, twisted smile on the tiger-man face.


And the swarm was approaching.







That’s it for today. I am also sorry to say, that tomorrow there will be no chap for 100%, for I have yet another test.

            

    
        Chapter 118

    
    
    
    
                Know my mercy. I felt bad about that cliff, so I wrote this chap sust so you could hold up to the Monday without your nerves in pieces.





<Gisele’s POV>


They did it! Ha! How long has it been since she felt this excited? Um, ah, three weeks ago, never mind. But that made her heart skip a beat, beasts were not that powerful and died after one blow, B or even C rank adventurer would have no greater problems killing one of them, the only problem was the number and stubbornness.


She put Nyx down. And yelled



	“Zari, could you please heal a little Nyx? Just so would feel better? Hm Zari? Where is he?”




She began to look left and right.



	“Someone saw Zari?”





	“Gisele…” one of the students said “… I am afraid that he stayed behind… He didn’t manage to walk past the door…”




Smile vanished from her face



	“What do you mean… there was lots of time! Who shut the door this quickly… Why… WHO SHUT THE DOOR!?”




Al’targor stepped forward



	“I didn’t see how far monsters were, this was a unfortunate ev…”




Fist landed on his face. And then another. And yet another



	“YOU FUCKING MURDERER!”




After one more blow beast-kin started reacting. He blocked two more strikes but third hit his solar plexus, forcing air out of his lungs, blow in the chin followed next.


Someone jumped between then and tried to separate them. He got hit two.


More and more adventurers jumped in to stop the brawl. Many got bruised, but within the minute Gisele was pinned to the ground by almost dozen of bodies. One less, and she could broke free.



	“I WILL GET YOU, YOU FUCKER! THERE WAS NO NEED TO SHUT IT THIS QUICKLY! YOU DID IT ONLY BECAUSE DAMNAGED YOUR PRIDE!”





	“You are wrong! It’s just unfortunate coincidence! I would never put my honor and name for such possible…”





	“YOU HAVE NO HONOR! YOU ARE NOTHING BUT TRAITOR! A BACKSTABBER! NOT ADVENTURING SUITS YOU BUT BEING A FOREST THUG!”





	“Silence! Silence!...” archmage walked in “… it’s horrible to see such a young life to perish so quickly. Mr Al’targor made a choice. Maybe he did it 4 seconds to fast, but in such extreme situation one could make a mistake. If you have such a wish, I may inform both your and his guild branches about what happened, then it will be their job to find if Mr Al’targor is guilty…”





	“ARE YOU FUCKING JOKING?! He is an S rank! The investigation will last three minutes before it would be abandoned! They simply won’t discard someone of his skills!”





	“And who would better bring justice? You? With your fists? It’s nothing but lynch. Lynch made without evidences but presumptions! Miss Gisele, if you won’t hold your emotions, I will be forced to terminate our contract.”





	“I get it… I get it…” They let her go. For the final time she came closer to the tiger-kin and said “… I will forever and ever tell right and left that you are nothing but backstabber and murderer… and if you would ever cross my path, I will kill you, separate your head from body, and send the corpse to your family with note attached, that I would find every possible shaman, pay them every possible amount of money, to have your spirit cursed so you could never find a rest.”




And then she moved back to her team.





<Zari’s POV>



It’s bad. It’s seriously fucking bad! Atop of that my face hurts!


DAMN IT ZARI! STOP BITICHING ABOUT YOUR FACE! SOON REST OF YOUR BODY WILL HURT TOO, IF YOU WON’T PERFORM SOME KIND OF MIRACLE!


… the things that are impossible I do right away, miracles takes some time… I smiled weakly after remembering my favorite quote.


Think, Zari, think. Without thinking you are no one. What can you do, what needs to be do… Blood magic? Not this time. Simply too many enemies…


Fighting? Ha-ha, there is more than 100 monsters, and fighting with three at same time was already exhausting… Now as I am alone I can use shifting, that would empower me a little… But then maybe I would kill 10, 90 more to go… FUCK!


THINKTHINKTHINKTHINKTHINK! DAMN IT!...


What if… no, it would be possible, but I am lacking time… then I would have to but some more… crap,crap,crap,crap,crap!


Ok, I have ran out of time. I won’t think anything better. Those are animals, they follow pheromones, and may take orders from queen. Queen may be far more intelligent, but those are still oversized bugs. If you can’t outsmart someone beat them! If you can’t beat, outsmart them! Let’s, fucking, do this!


I summoned all of my familiars



	“Gregory! I am sorry, but I think you will have to suffer a little for me!”





	“I… am… not…in pain… no… since… I have… meet… ma…ster…”





	“Listen to me Greg, soon, very soon, lots of angry insects will come this way, I want you to stand on their way, I will separate you and me with wall of fire. I have only one request. Stop them as long as you could, every time you would kill someone, try throwing their bodies through the flames, to me. I will need few corpses, literally few! Two, three, maybe four or five, but not more! Then just keep pushing them away, as long as possible, will you do it?”





	“Yessss… maa…ster…”




I am sorry for using you another time.


As soon as he walked away , from behind the corridor first group of monsters came, those were the fastest.


Then I raised the wall of fire



	“Kaito, if someone would managed to get past it, I count that you would protect me! Gilbert, boost my fire magic, Remus, use as many illusions as you can, cause a havoc! Sebastian, Walter… YOU ARE FUCKING BIRDS! YOU SHOULD JUST EAT THEM GOD DAMN IT!”





	“You are far from bad condition, if you still find place to joke…”





	“And you, you are a devil! Can’t you just unleash inferno!?”





	“I am limited by this body and your skills. If you would improve our bond and let me fight more frequently , I could be much better help…” Sebastian



Said bit angrily



	“Whatever, just by as much time as possible…”





	“You have a plan, or are you improving?”





	“It’s a plan, normally it would require few hours, but I have to do it within minutes…”





	Your familiar [Gregory] has slain [Killer Giga-Mantis [Worker]
	211 exp obtained





First corpse was thrown through the wall of fire.


Ok, let’s do this



	Shifting in process
	[Snake kin] mouth obtained

[Snake kin] bone structure obtained

[Snake kin] internal organs obtained

Your stomach capability was improved








	“Gluttony… tell me, could you please make it possible for me to digest those assholes as fast as possible?”




~Hmmm… snakes while digesting can enlarge their liver and heart boosting metabolism… will do! Bring it on! I will do my best! ITADAKIMASU!


I forced D’iabel to change into small axe and start chopping the corpse of the mantis, then I start forcibly pushing huge chunks of meat into my mouth. It was absolutely disgusting, their fluids were sour. Very sour. The man that said that ants tastes like chicken was a fucking liar! Or maybe he cooked them first.


I am so grateful for snake DNA. Their ability to swallow creatures three times wider than themselves was shining like most wonderful gem. More… faster…


Before I finished first corpse, two more were lying next to me. I quickly flashed Greg’s status screen, He was doing good, but this won’t last forever. Sickles of those bugs were sharp, as soon as they break through Greg’s bark he will be done.


I started sweating like a pig, side effect of boosted metabolism.


Faster, god damn it! Faster!


~I am doing what I can! Or even more!


The awful fullness in my belly… I started morphing my body even further, to enlarge my stomach as it was only possible.


I wanted to puke


3rd corpse was eaten the 4th was on the way…


Condition of Greg was getting worse and worse. I put rest of the corpse aside. It was impossible for me to shove anything else. Bah, even my throat was partly occupied.


I laid down and start meditating and using every possible nature-blessing I had to boost capability of my body even more.



	Your familiar [Gregory] has suffered fatal damage
	Your familiar [Gregory] was forcibly unsummoned
	Time to next possible summon [11h59m48s]





The bugs start walking into the fire. Step in, after getting some damage step back. But the swarm was approaching and pushing them further and further. If this would continue they would simply extinguish the fire with their pure body mass! Two beast somehow managed to get through, Kaito rushed at one of them, and start crushing its torso with his jaws. Yet Mantis weren’t simply letting him to kill them, they started sinking sickles into his fur. Even if it was thick, the drops of blood started falling from huge warg.


Faster please faster! I saw their silhouettes in flames, they were coming!


Kaito managed to kill the two of them with relatively small damages, yet he couldn’t rest yet. Another few burning beasts jumped through the flames. So this is what [stubborn] in their title stand for!


As Warg was engaged in battle another two mantis came. And then yet another. Taken from few sides, Kaito was being slowly exhausted, crippled, and very soon tore apart



	Your familiar [Kaito] has suffered fatal damage
	Your familiar [Kaito] was forcibly unsummoned
	Time to next possible summon [11h59m52s]





Raven nosedived and started pecking eyes of the insect, just to buy me few more seconds. I need to act, now!


I dropped everything I was doing, I took as many body parts of the beast as I found and started to rub their fluids in my body.



	Shifting in process
	[Giga-Mantis] pheromone glands are being created

[Giga-Mantis] body structure is being used

[Giga-Mantis] exoskeleton is being formed

[Giga-Mantis]....






… please, please, please! I can do it!


Notification about all of my familiars being unsummoned for a second covered my vision, in very next moment I was being surrounded by Giga-Mantis and then… they were walking in tantrum left and righ, scratching walls, hissing angrily… and completely ignored me. I looked at final notification that appeared a second ago



	[Giga-Mantis [Drone] [Variant]] form in use
	[Giga-Mantis] body structure added

Because of [Wings] body part anew ability was temporarily added: [Fly]

Because of [Sickles] body part new ability was temporarily added : [Cut]

[Lesser Psionic] was temporarily added

	Stat bonuses	CON +20

END +15

STR +5

AGI +10

RFX +10

INT - 20

WIS - 20

SPI - 30

	Your magical abilities were drastically reduced 





… I am alive… I AM FUCKING ALIVE! HAHAHA! Can’t believe that! I did it!


After few more minutes, as the bloodrush of swarm faded, they started appraising me. I tried to take few steps. As soon as I did, those that stood nearest to me made me a space so I could walk. Apparently drones stands higher in hierarchy that workers…. But why did I turned into a drone and not into worker? Because I am male?... wait, what does males in insect colony even doe… crap. Oooooh crap. There are two options: one they are not acting exactly like insects, on what I am humbly counting; the other: they are acting EXACTLY LIKE ANTS and BEES and other shits… in that case I hope, that breeding season would not happen anytime soon.


Ooookay, let’s take a look around…


Something hit my head. Not physically. It was a voice. Strong female voice that one could barely resist.



	“DRONE 1452, You have left patrolling ground assigned to your team. Get back to your location as soon as possible.”




Oooh crap. That was weird. I saw a map with my location and location that I was supposed to be.


I pretty quickly understood two facts. One: my prayers has been listened, and apparently males are not used only for breeding, in the end it told me to patrol something! That’s wonderful!


The second thing… Whatever I have became, there is some kind of supervisor. And it always knows where I am…
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                Good info guyz. The test is not on Monday but Wednesday xD So it means that I can still write like 20 chapetrs…. Okay, maybe not 20, but 2?


Kay’ to thy chapy!



It was extremely weird to walk using 4 legs. I was stumbling every now and then, but even as it was hard, even if it was painful, I was bravely marching forward! For the hivemind!... wait never mind.


I was heading direction pointed out by voice I heard. Why? Oh, definitely not because I wanted to be useful, good drone. Those are only my presumptions, but maybe this hivemind is only giving specific orders and then controlling effect.


So as long as I would do what it expects me to do, I would not be bothered. And as I won’t be bothered I would have more time to get used to this body, check what are my limitation, infiltrate hive’s structure, check for possible ways out… and of course if I can vanish from hivemind radars ,just to finally destroy it.


So much work to do… better start right away.


After few hundreds of meters I finally got used to my new body. I was walking past next corridors noticing how surroundings slowly changes. If I wouldn’t know where I came from, I would never believe that I am inside of old castle, and not inside a huge ant nest.


Insects that I passed were either green or black, just like its surroundings. But not me. As I walked past some water stream, I also have no idea what it was doing there, I noticed that I was white with strange black patterns. Also my shifting was still far from perfect.  My face was partly human, I got both mouth filled with teeth and insectoid mouthparts outside. My whole structure was also smaller and exoskeleton was weaker, especially on the belly-level.


Even if I was not looking exactly like them, I was smelling exactly like them. It was enough, to treat me like part of the hive.


After over 30 minutes of walking I finally got to my appointed arena. And I was speechless.


It was almost like outside. Once again I was outside of the “anthill”, but it doesn’t mean, that it was looking like your average castle. No. it was almost as if I would be walking under open sky. The ceiling was glass-like, allowing for sunlight to fall down and plants to grow. The arena was also bigger then whole castle from outside. What kind of sorcery is that?!


Not far away I saw few other another mantis that looked similar to me. Another drone, but this one was also bit brown and green. It was staying low partly hidden in the grass.



	Order from [Hivemind]
	You have came to appointed arena.

Now perform scouting duty.

Look for everything that could be useful for a Hive: food sources, places that could be used as hive extension, water supplies another animals.

Engage into battle only if you would find survivability chances higher than 80%

Do well, Drone, and remember: "I am, because we are"

	Rewards	???

???

???






… now even insect are giving me quests? Well, their exp is as good as everybody else. For the motherland!


I used my wings for the first time and flew a little. And then I smelled pheromones of the other drone. “Danger. Be careful. Stay down.” It’s what it said.


So I did as he smelled. And I have to say, he probably saved my life. In front of us was  a hillock. Or I should say, I thought that  it was a hillock. It was a huge creature. But if I remember correctly, Hillock doesn’t move, is not covered in scales, doesn’t have a tail nor mouth with teeth. And that hillock had all of those things.


A giant, motherfucking, lizard with trees growing out of its skin. Dragon that I fought last week could be devoured with three bites by that moloch.


I wanted to thank him, but I couldn’t find a smell with name “thanks mate” among those possessed by me.


Drones, unlike works that works in swarms, are loners. As soon as I came in and danger passed, the other drone moved to a different location. I also kept moving. Using my [Predatory] skill I was tracking lesser animals and avoiding bigger ones. It also helped me navigate between woods, that grew EVERYWHERE!


Yet my colors were making me visible. Far more than I would wish to be. So I did the thing that I used to… I covered myself in mud. Then I proceed mu hunting and observation.


For I was tracking some small fluffy being. What kind of fluffy being?



	An'takto
	Level	4
	Hp	42/50
	Sp	92/100
	Skills	Wary mind [passive] [Level 4]

Swift body [passive] [Level 6]

	Those creatures were created by Ancients as pets.

They are living for no particular purpose. Their only outstanding ability is to run extremely fast as they sense danger.

Herbivores that lives in herds.






They literally were small-dog-sized perfect balls of fur, hopping in their rear legs. Yes, it was cute. Yet it was sweet. But was leaving a strange aftertaste if someone would ask me…


The part that was interesting was that they are living “in herds”. So I have to find their location. I hope that it does count as food source…


Crouching like a tiger… hidden like a dragon. Ultimate predator on the loose, stalking its prey… yeah it was boring. Nothing particular to do nor see. Don’t mind me…




<The other team>


Hammer felt on head of huge creature made of white onyx. It barely took few steps back, before changing the way it held battle axe and started attacking.


But opponent of this statue was far more furious. Smash after smash, blow after blow. She never stopped attacking releasing all the anger and sorrow she kept until now. Those blows would never gave back her friend, but they helped easing the pain. When she was smashing and hitting and destroying, she wasn’t thinking. And that was a good start.


The creature fell on the ground, it tried to rise, but it never did. Hammer start falling yet again, over and over its torso, pulverizing it deeper in the ground.



	“Hey… who will tell her that it’s no longer moving?”





	“Better no one. The later she would realize that, the less we would get hurt… just let her be.”




One last time she raised her hammed and with scream full of hate, anger and sorrow she brought it down. She smashed the guardian to the pieces.


The mages again put crystals in wrong order, awakening another group of guardians. She didn’t mind. Destroying, that’s for what they paid her. So she will be destroying.



	“Adventurers, do you need a rest? We found another possible combination, but in case it’s wrong too, you have to be prepared for another battle.”





	“Ask Gisele, she does half of the work…” someone said quietly.





	“Miss Gisele, can you keep going?”




The gaze she throw him was more than enough for an answer



	“Very well, please, put down crystals, lads…”




The gate moved to the sides with painful sound. Another room became cleared.  They were able to move to the next room.



<Back to adventures of Zari the Mantis>


I found it! That asshole took his time to walk back to home. You self-centered prick! Don’t you know how your parent were afraid? What do you think, coming back home at his hour, young man!? Shame on you! Shame, I say!


But as I already know where you are living….


I started to rub my body into a trees around underground nest. There were several dozens of those creature, could serve as lunch for a small group of my new insectoid friends. I finished spraying pheromones around the place and move forward.


So, apparently drones are first on the line? Before Hive would send thousands of her kind, it first drop few smaller, faster scouts to check if place is even worthy of being invaded… that smart. And this is frightening me. Whatever hivemind is, it’s not your average bug.


This place was literally infested with food for mantises. The problem was, that there are also many predators. The most logical way would be to find few areas that could be used as temporal bases for drones.  Let’s say that we would move a kilometer into this hostile territory, from there we would move into different location and each of us would build another base. Then we would get back informing rest of the hive. The first base that we would build could then serve as “camp” for workers… or whatever it comes after drones. If some of new places would be found as sufficient feeding grounds, drones would fly even further looking for new bases, and then once again came back to inform the hive.


Yess.. that would be optimal actio… wait. Why the fuck do I care about Mantis’s logistic?! I should just do basic stuff and think how to trick those assholes! Damn! I got into acting like insect! Bad Zari!


I start looking for another objectives.


~…. Row, row, row your boat,
  sneak up in the stream…
  lock’n load in tactic mode…
 

GOD DAMN IT LUST!


~What!? I am bored!


I have no more patience for this woman… Someone is trying to focus here! Someone is working! Someone has to feed that bloody family of 9, but of course, no one helps me in this house!


… did I hear water? Let’s walk in that direction!


I got a bit excited so I increased my pace. TIKI-TAKA-TAKA, my limbs scratched the ground. The sound of water falling from the high place became even louder. I didn’t even know when I entered a small closed valley. There was a small waterfall, and water that fall from it created a very a shallow pond, but what got my attention was that I could have swore, that behind the falling water I saw an opening. Not-so-hidden cave? The only thing I am missing is and old sensei that would teach me kung-fu and wushu… but as I can’t see any old sensei around, I can as well just investigate it.


I stepped in, the water washed mud. The insides of the cave were spacious. Really spacious. I took my time checking if there wasn’t any danger or possible tenants. But it wasn’t it had few more “rooms” But each of them was perfectly empty. The ceiling of cave had few hollows, allowing sunlight in. It’s perfect! The land around is full of food! Apparently this is more than sufficient location for a “tactic camp”… once again, why the hell do I care about insect’s logistic? Ah, yes, exp… But still it’s something that exceeds possibilities of one small drone like me… Well, I can simply call for help.


I walked outside of the cave and start releasing pheromones. The command was “To me”, and “No danger”. In meantime I started collecting pieces of wood and mud and keep dragging it into the cave.


The first drone came after half an hour. It was bit confused at first, but after another smelly command “I need help” without questioning he started working with me. He probably thought, that if I called them and told them what to do, I need to have a reason. Good bug!


Within next 3 hours total of 12 drones appeared, each of them started working. The wood that we took inside was chewed and used to cushion the insides. The mud was a binder. Few drones were digging in muddy wall of the cave, expanding our little base. Three of them walked away as soon as we start working, and soon they came back with fluffy balls in maws, dropping them under our feet. So we also have catering here? That’s nice.





We have worked for over a day, enlarging our micro-hive preparing it for visit of another troops. Of course after few hours we start working in shits… it was my idea to boost productivity… but you have no fucking idea how hard it was to say “now you rest, and you work” in smelly language! This is what gave me another idea. I was part of the hive, yes? And I have lesser psionic, yes? So maybe, just maybe, I could train it a little, up to moments when I could send some basic messages too?! That would be great! Hahahahaha, fear me, oh cruel world! The fearsome bug king in being born! Hahahaha…. Muahahahaha….Thahahahah!...hahHahahaha..hah…heh…he….

< https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JfUM5xHUY4M     -> here is laugh, if you would be curious>


… okay… let’s pretend, that that thing now… it never happened…


As soon as calmed myself a little, I sat in corner of the cave and started meditating, in the end it boost a little my mental attributes and helps me to focus, two things that are extremely useful while studying new form of magic… let’s see how does you trigger this whole lesser psionic… Hm? My brain… is itchy…




<next day, Hivemind>


One would think, that life of mutated Insect Queen can be boring. All those who would say something like that would only prove their ignorance. Indeed, even if this large body can’t move itself, one can fight with boredom with their wits. Even if we were first monsters, we no longer are only animals. We were made by the makers to fight. But makers vanished. Yet their wisdom was still here… the wisdom that we can study.


My far ancestor, the first Queen, was the first monster in this whole ruin to start learning from remainings, the first to unlock intelligence. The first that studied. We, the queens that followed, only mastered the knowledge that she revealed. With its help, we awoken our magic, we made a connection with our brothers and sisters, that were… far more stupid… and gave them part of our intelligence, we gave them purpose, we gave them free will. It was only their own desire to follow. But it was far more than predictable. With us they meant something. They were no longer a lone brutes that would only mindlessly keep killing each other.


We were improving. Each generation was smarter, stronger, faster. We were waiting for breaking point in evolution. But we knew, it’s still but a distant dream. We didn’t mind. After me there will be another that will continue our work, that will carry our dream. A dream to exceed our makers.


But, for now… there is time to lay another egg… The Giga-Mantis Maiden, my personal servant, came from the corner, took an egg and moved it to incubatory. As soon as she left, two other took her place and began cleaning me. How convenient to be part of a hive, thanks to them I have more time to study. To understand… to know…


But my study was disturbed. Drone came to my room. That’s strange. I gave them new target not so long ago, it is almost impossible to have it done… but, if it wants to report… How unlucky that they are not smart enough to individually use their abilities… how wonderful would it be, to not only send messages, but also to receive them! To talk with my children! To hear their mind!


Yet I am afraid, that I would not live long enough to witness this miracle of evolution…. But to the business… what do you want, little one…


Drone stepped closer, so I could touch him, o laid one of my limbs on its head. This was the only way to literally see his mind. To see what he wanted me to see.


And then I saw it, the vision was blurry, but I saw one of my children acting out of a pattern, how very strange… they act like I tell them, because they accepted that I am smarter… No, I am not angry. Let’s see…


He made a small hive? And then he told the other drones to scout in different pattern than suggested by me? I already divided them into team of 10-15 and them to act lonely to cover as big area as possible…


Radially? He made a base and told them to spread from that very point and look for places to created another small hive? Location with water and hunting grounds as priority? Then to come back and report? That’s… that’s so much more effective…! How are you little drone…



1452? The one that two days ago I found outside of a assigned location?


“Thank you little drone, you can go” I said to messenger


I focused my fool attention at individual 1452  Let me look at you… I kept looking for him… But he was not there… No, he was not dead, if he would be dead my “mind-string” would disaster, but it was still there… but it was… empty… How?


Then he appeared, at the end of a string. His existence glowed for a few seconds, and vanished again. My heart skip a beat. Is he… is he trying to understand his powers? He is playing with it! He certainly does! To even show desire to understand! It’s happening! The evolution! He is the first of many!


He appeared after few minutes. I wasted no more time, I connected right away.



	“Individual 1452. Your recent action pleased the Hive greatly…” then for a moment I hesitated “…You can came back to hive-heart. I wish to reward you.”




He may show signs of intelligence, but I doubted he can fully proceed what I said… well, still adding emotions, like “good” and very idea of “reward” should be enough to…



	“Thank you. I am pleased to hear that. I will come as soon as I would ensure that works are heading right direction.” I got message back




… What was that…
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It’s bad. Whatever hive mind is, I drew its attention too quickly. Waaay too quickly. I have barely started my preparation. For what? For the extermination of this place, of course. I am still an adventurer and I was told that this place has to be wiped out. There are a few thousands mantises here, some castle sized beasts, a few lone hunters… Lots of troubles one could say. A small army would need months to get rid of them by themselves. But… there is something I can do.


What? Make those beasts kill each other of course. That is also why I ordered building those camps. This is why I wanted a “solider” cast… if there is such… to move into those camps. I would provoke one of those beasts and lead it to one of those camps.  Many would die spreading pheromones causing the rest of the camps to react.


And do you remember how those mantises react when one of them die? They start running in havoc looking for anything to kill. Apparently hive mind wants peace, steady growth and it cares for the food supplies to never run out. Sorry, hive mind, but our objectives differ…


And this is why I can’t come there just yet. I still need more time to master psionic, mostly to protect myself from it and… hopefully for better control over other bugs.


I am running out of time.


I ordered drones to double their efforts. Many of you may die from overworking yourself to death, but it’s a sacrifice, I am willing to make. Shu-shu little ones. Go back to work. The end of your race won’t come by its own, will it? Oh no-no-no-no-no. You stay. Yes, you. Stay. I have business with you.


As soon as the drones flew away leaving one of theirs brother behind, I began to spread pheromones “it’s ok” “peaceful here” and “no danger”. No, not to calm down the confused drone, it was but a nice side effect. Mostly to cover those, that will be released soon.


I circled drone from behind and jumped at its back burrowing my fangs in its neck. It squealed in pain as I injecting poison into its body. Have you ever been bitten by an ant? Not nice feeling, the burning sensation could last for a few hours. But notice the fact, that you were big and ants were small. Now imagine that you were bitten by ant of your size. Pain, agony and death. And paralyze. Don’t forget about the main role of the venom.


As resistance was dying in the foolish little drone, I managed to get a better grip on its head, jerked in both direction successfully separating the head from the rest of the body.


I dismissed information about getting exp. It is not the main reason why I killed it. This specie is about to get endangered, hunting them will become harder, so will collecting their DNA. Well… I think that my part will have to change a little.


Gluttony… boost my metabolism to its peak. As I said, I am running out of time…




The end of the second day as a bug. Work progressed smoothly – another locations for the next camp was found sufficient. And just as I planned – the first one has new inhabitants. Very big individuals with [Solider] in its name lead by a single [Knight]. They were a bit clumsier and way slower, yet I could easily tell, that if I were to to bite one of their exoskeletons, I could lose some teeth. Their sickles were also far more intimidating, looking more like a glaive’s blade than a limb. Well, I will leave death and murder to you, guys.


I was summoned yet another time. I can no longer ignore it. I will have to move out. It also means that I will have to change the way I wanted to start the havoc. Doesn’t matter, even with my limited magic, I still can find a few tricks. What did I do? I planted some smaller [Fire bombs] inside new camps. On my wish, I will be able to trigger them damaging, not killing, a few drones in each camps. That should be enough for the smell to travel in all directions, both other mantis and possible predators. Or so I hope.


But, don’t let a woman wait for you, even if it’s an intelligent psionic-bug, it is simply a lack of courtesy. Now-now, here I come. Hm, this will be my first encounter with royalty…


I began to march back where I came from. With a small dose of sadness I say my goodbyes to the wide-open, green space and dived into the bronze maze of tunnels. I walked, and I walked. If not for the signal from the queen I could have easily lost my way several times. The hive was big… of course it was, it was made for some thousands of individuals, there probably is also an incubatory, “food” magazine and so on.(ED: don’t forget the amusement park.)


But what was still bothering me, was that the structure was weirdly… human-ish. I mean, workers were having mass rooms for a few hundreds of them at the edge of hive. It could be understandable, one – because they are bugs and don’t need golden rooms and so on, and two: they would be closer to their workplaces… but in that case, why the higher rank became, the differences became so incredibly… human? Solider were sharing rooms just a bit smaller than workers, but in each of such room only one or two dozen of the creatures were living. Then Knights of three-four.


And then, nearest to the center, I saw an open cave of the personal queens “lover”. Or so I called it, because the name [Inseminator] I found a bit too… you know… straightforward.


So, let the grey-mass of workers lives in dirt, while those that are dealing with you directly will live in “Honey and butter sleeping on velvet beds?”... Queen, whatever you are, I think that you got a bit too much influenced from humans…


Finally, I stood before the chamber of the Hivemind. And here I saw her personal guard. An elephant sized beasts, looking like walking insectoid armor.



	Killer Giga-Mantis [Elite Templar]
	Level	38
	Hp	[880/880]
	Sp	[901/1200]
	Skill	Battle Amok [Passive] [Triggered on Command]

Sturdy Body [Passive] [Level 14]

Strong Body [Passive] [Level 9]

Harder Exoskeleton [Passive] [Level 6]

Hand-to-hand Combat - Regular [Passive] [Level 16]

Trading Blow [Passive]






That’s one big motherfucker. It also the first time I have seen so many passive buffs. The creature was lying in a semi-sitting position, almost like the meditation of monks, always ready to jump and ready themselves for battle.


For a moment I thought that they would stop me, waited for some verification of identity… and then I needed to mentally slap myself. Connected mind or something. Why the fuck would they even stop a fellow bug…


I just moved past them, into the square room. Just on time to witness a very small bug taking away an egg from a pile of flesh and walk deeper, into the cave behind it. I almost followed it, before I noticed what the pile of flesh truly was. If I thought that those behind me were big, than this was truly colossal. Or maybe not exactly? How to say it… the torso part, that almost scraped a ceiling, was like the one of a regular mantis, but then from the “belt”- like level up to the floor below, there was 20 meter long abdomen all swelled and pulsating.



	Killer Giga-Mantis Elite [Queen] [Hivemind]
	Level	???
	Hp	[1500/1500]
	Sp	[211/1800]
	Mp	[214/1250]
	Title	Queen of the race

The Mother of Many

Hivepart

HiveMind

Enlightened

Seeker of Wisdom

	Skill	Higher Psionic [Level 24]

Hand-to-hand combat - Expert [Level 4]

Restricted form [Passive]






… How do you kill it? No honestly. How? With fire? Could do.


So, I am here… What should I do, she talks first? I do? Someone would bring us tea and biscuits? Well, I think, that I will start… in the end what can I loss? My life?



	“You called for me?” I sent a message.






<Hive mind POV>


It came to my room. How weird is that child of mine. It’s colors are unusual, if I would have seen it after it was born I would order to kill it immediately. There is a reason why mantises are green, brown and black. To blend their shapes with the environments. And this partly albino individual could be seen from miles! It’s a mutation, that if his genes would spread, could threaten the whole colony. Yet he survived in the wild. He also appeared to be an extremely skilled and intelligent individual. To be able to call me back… Maybe… he is a new breed? First of a new cast? Each cast is different, workers are most balanced and small, to fit in every slit. Drones were more agile and having wings. Weaker body frame but stronger venom, mostly to bite and ran away. Warriors were big and durable, and my personal servants like maidens were very small with their front limbs transformed, not for fight but to carry.


And he… so, so weird. Body structure of the drone… but its head is so much different… looking like a mix of my children and… makers? Yes… he is weirdly similar to those creatures from the memories of my ancestors and to those on sculptures and paintings.


He stood there, I had all my time to appraise his body, in the end, my children after being called would wait in the same spot untill I would gave them an order…



	“You called for me?” I heard him in my head.




He is… inpatient? So, so many deviations! But is it bad? Impatience means that he has purposes… purposes different than mine. Should I… should I terminate him? He is both wonderful and disgusting! His mind… so clear and steady, yet he became too much of an individual, he may stop carrying for the greater good… he may… use us? No, it can’t be… First I have to examine his mind more clearly…



	“Yes, come to me, my child…”




He came right away. Good, so he still follows basic commands.



	“ I summoned you yesterday. Why did you wait?”




It needs to be clarified



	“It’s the rank I gave to your order. The good of the hive is the most important. I gave it highest priority. From your message I deducted, that it’s only for a reward, I as an individual mean less than a hive. So my personal reward could wait.”




… so the good of the hive is still your main priority, good… But…



	“Why did you think that I didn’t have any more urgent orders?”





	“If it would truly be urgent, you would never waste time for calling me just to give the task in person, instead you would tell it via our link to send me to the location immediately.”




So he can use selective information to build final conclusion. My-my.



	“You ordered drones specific pattern of behaviors. Different than my. Why?”





	“Is my queen unpleased? If so, I will order them to immediately abandon their tasks and…”





	“I would do so myself. It’s not the nature of my question. Answer: why?”





	“I found the pattern insufficient and began looking for possible improvement…”





	“So you found my orders to be… wrong?”




Now I just wanted to see how would he react to a little teasing…



	“Wrong? No. You are coordinating actions of thousands of workers, solider, drones… you are overseeing every action, from manual labors, planning directions of hive expansions… I am merely suggesting, that there is too much data to proceed for one being, even so magnificent. You are simply focusing your attention on to many categories and thus you can’t truly master any. I thought, that maybe if I could somehow ease your pain, to unburden you…”





	“You think, you can replace me?” I keep teasing. Mostly to elongate our conversation. The last creature I ever talked to was my mother, and it was decades ago.





	“Replace? I am lacking to many features to even consider such thing. But to aid you? To support you? You don’t have to be responsible for every action by yourself, why should you oversee every move? Every breath? Of thousands? This is why, I believe, I was born.”





	“Why?”





	“To be a messenger. A part of the link in the hive. Why should you send your orders to thousands, if you can to dozens? And then those dozens in your name would spread them to hundreds. Each would master different category, from working, scouting, fighting, commanding… So you could focus on mastering yourself.”





	“We are one. I am because we are. We have to grow together. Adapt together. I am afraid that putting too much power in only a few individuals may…”





	“May I say my mind?”




He cut in my words. That’s something new… I am not sure if I should be even more amazed or angry…



	“You just did, so you might as well proceed.”





	“Thank you… And you are wrong…” … what? “… forcing whole population to improve at the same time is a waste of time and resources. If there would be a few individuals that would get to a certain level of experience, wisdom, skills… they would pave the way for others. What would be better? To hold those more skillful individuals, or let them adapt quickly? We already know the outcome of the first possibility, and let’s not say, that the first individual would show how to do it to five other. Then those five would do the same with the next five… Isn’t there so much potent?... and if I may, the structure of building camps outside the hive has one more use…”





	“What is it?”





	“it would allow the quick movement of solider.”





	“And what is that for?”





	“To conquer this land completely for ourselves.”




… that’s…. ridiculous!



	“Why would you want to do that?! Where would we find food if we would slaughter everyone?! How short-sighted are you?!”




 Did I put my faith in him in vain?



	“Because true skills are forged in battle. Fighting is the fastest way to eliminate weak individuals, empower strong and learn new ability and adaptation skills. And about food… we could capture hundreds of herbivore individuals, build special sections within the hive, and then breed them there. This way we would have as much food as we would ever want… My queen… I am exhausted. I have enough of waiting for everyone else to catch up. I have been training hard, mastering my mind… I don’t want to crawl on the path of evolution. I have waited long enough. I don’t want to crawl any longer, nor walk nor run. I want to leap. And so I wish for my kin.”





	“So… you suggest massive extermination?”





	“… I wish to apologize. I have selfishly spoken my mind, criticizing the dream that you and those before you devoted their lives and…”





	“No… I… I was also lonely… You are the first to speak. You are the Change, that we have waited for. If this is a wish of the first of the many… I think I will listen to you… my beloved Taskmaster… Because you really care for your brothers and sisters? Don’t you?”




… He is shaking my world upside down. He has such a different point of view… but… if the face of my children is to posses every part of intelligence shown to me by that variant… I am willing to embrace it. Indeed, no longer crawling. Time to leap.

            

    
        fast poll - decide quickly

    
    
    
    
                I have only one favour to ask, answer quickly, cuz i want to write that chap today (11am of my time as i am making a pole
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                So…. The merciful option won the poll. Tsh, pussies. Where is the drama!? Where is the pain, suffering and agony?! Where is the process of losing ideals!? Of vision becoming blurry?!... well, whatever. So I have to spare em’… As I already said in comment section – I screwed – I Could made another option which would be something in between slaughter and mercy – letting only queen stay alive. So what will I do? I don’t know yet. I will see what I would write. For now – the chappy--->

Edited by: KenChi死




The queen at the very beginning was not enthusiastic about the part in where I would lead her children on the march to war, death and termination… Sound almost like I’m a villain… am I a villain? Nay…. I am just your average shape shifter… whose predecessors were the most dangerous creatures of the world bringing war and death… And I am being followed by a devil raven… and I want to start a race termination… Nope. Does not sound villain enough for me. But to the business…


Why she agreed? For the greater good of course. She said that many of her treasured children would die, I replied that only the weakest, and thus colony of the strong individuals, lead by strongest mind (here I mentally pointed at her) could make a start for something greater. She was afraid that chaos to the environment could have fatal consequences. I said that it is only if race stand below the environment, and as they would claim it for yourself they would gain both the right and power to shape the environment to their needs…


A couple more hours were spent on very long discussion about possible improvements, as she noticed that I can posses some more… detailed… knowledge about different cases, she forced me to talk about every single possible topic, from: “Do you know any other ideas how to prevent food shortages” through “Is the way the hive is built optimal for possible expansion” to “How do you think, why did makers build a section of the castle that only purpose was to breed monsters that they would kill, if it was not for the purpose of feeding”.


She was so, so knowledge hungry… and maybe lonely? I almost felt bad for her… in the end I want to kill her, just for my personal profit… but it has to be done… either them or me…


It will be done tomorrow, Hivemind agreed for the plan to terminate the other creatures. They had a chance to do it the normal way, via overpopulating as they did until now, they would slowly claim more and more ground, pushing other creatures deeper and deeper… Up to eventual extinction. The problem is, that I don’t have those few spare millennia to wait, it has to be done within a few days max. She even allowed me to be in charge, so I will be able to keep redirecting the hive into one danger after another.


This is why I have to sleep now, rest and prepare myself for what is about to happen. Very well, I found the place in the hive that was used by the drones as a nest and found the most comfortable place to lay. Slowly I drifted into slumber.


Tika-taka-taka-taka… the sound of dozens and dozens of limbs scratching the ground could be hear within the corridor as I lead a small army into the unpromised land. Two hundred knights, two thousands solider. And me the taskmaster, the mind-link. I asked if I couldn’t borrow at least one of the templars… those assholes would really make a difference. Unfortunately, they are meant for protection. They lay for months in slumber, or a semi-aware state, because their huge bodies require insane amounts of food, pretty much as soon as they wake up they have to eat all the time, and thus as they are hatching from there egg, they are transported to the location they are supposed to defend. And they sleep for most of their lives, wakening up for a single day in a month just to consume and fall into slumber once again. If they were to march on their own… horror horror…


Oh, I played a little with the psionical powers. It still has to be verified, but I hope that I will be able to send communicates to bugs in a small radius. Should be enough for a battle ground.


Tiki-taka-taka-taka, the sound followed even after we moved from the hive and walked upon the plains. Drones flew in our direction spreading pheromones informing us about the location of possible enemies. [Danger there] [Big danger there] [No danger there]… and so on.


I took another deep breath… which was pretty hard taking into consideration that now the role of my respiratory organ was taken by spiracles, and followed the path of the smell that lead to the greatest danger.


As we were getting closer and closer, we could feel as earth beneath us was shaking, and we were not the reason of that anomaly. The beast I saw two days ago appeared in the view on the horizon The castle sized creature, lizards that grew a forest on its back.



	Moloch the eldest
	Lvl	???
	Hp	???
	Sp	???
	Skills	???

???

???

???

???

???

???

	??? ??? ??? ??? ??? ??? ??? ??? ??? ??? ??? ???





Now… I got less information as the level difference is greater… The Black skull near it name only clarified one thing. More than 50 level. I still do remember how that difference can be harsh. That WOMAN was 48 levels stronger, and I stood no chance…


So… which one of you, oh brave warriors, wish to die first, for the glory of the hive? Come one. Don’t be shy. Step out… Hm, what did ya said No. 1732? Retreat and attack in the night? Such a sneaky idea! Very good, very good… I like it… let’s do as you suggested and…


The creature roared as it noticed us, it was not hard, I mean… we pretty much covered the horizon in the same way it did… Tsh, here the element of surprise got wasted. Whatever… Follow me! For the motherland!!!


I flew in the sky and began getting closer to the huge creature., on the ground behind me the swarm followed.


The beast raised one of its limb and smashed the ground causing a little earth quake. Yet the distance between us was still pretty huge, what did you intended to achieve with that? Because damage were non…. Shouldn’t have said that.


After a few second the wave of wind from the blow followed, it kicked me out of my trajectory, almost causing me to hit the ground. It also caused hundreds of other mantises to fall. In the time they were getting back in formation, the Moloch used that time to slowly walk in our direction, but probably from its point of view he was almost charging.


As the distance got shortened to few hundred meters, it opened its jaw, showing its huge rolled tongue, that it used like a chameleon. Each strike was bringing instant death to dozens of bugs.


Swarm him my brothers and sisters! As soon as you would get on him he would have no way to defend himself! To his legs, and then start climbing! Its scales are huge, but it also means that they have big gaps!


That was truth. I landed on its head, behind its eyes, I walked under one of scales that could easily be used as a roof for a small house, and bite the uncovered skin. Other drones followed my lead. I mentally showed them places that should be targeted – as close to eyes or brain as possible, maybe we could possibly paralyze his brain function, if not maybe we could damage its optic nerves… if not is should hurt like fuck! Suffer, you bastard!


I connected myself with hivelink, to see how my infantry was doing. Over two hundreds died, but they finally reached its legs. Now they would start climbing. If my calculation were correct, we may lose twice us many before our casualties would be reduced to almost zero.


The beast, as it noticed that its situation was becoming dire, started stomping its legs and moving back. A few individuals were shaken off, but next a few dozen were trampled beneath it.


Tsk, stop resisting you… you… stupid, fat, dino you! Why are its eyes are still working!?... can it be…he has poison resistance? Yes, that is not perfect, and if enough venom would be injected the resistance could be passed… the problem is, that we may not have enough venom nor time. Definitely not those 10 drones that were sitting on its head.


It’s the right time for act of bravery and insanity… to sacrifice himself in order to allow the hive to win… so… who want to be a hero? Drone No. 2231? No? Damn it! Okay Zari, you can do it… you were training for this day…


Guyz! Turn on Bonnie Tyler – I need a hero! We have to get into the mood!


I left my safe-place under the scale and began my mindless charge forward…

(ED: copyright?)

Where have all the good men gone
 and where are all the gods?


The scales were overlapping on each another forcing me to run in a zigzag pattern…


Where is the streetwise Hercules to fight the rising odds?


As I was close enough I jumped in the sky and used my wings to hover a small distance, as I was looking for the right possibility to attack.


Isn’t there a white knight upon a fiery steed? Late at night I toss 
 and I turn
 and I dream of what I need…


I was above its eyes, the beast noticed me, raised its powerful head with opened it’s mouth, its tongue is about to “shoot”. I quickly changed the direction of my flight, avoiding being hit by a few meters… considering its size, it was very close…


And now… MAESTRO MUZICA! I dived in aiming at its left eye…


I need a hero! I’m holding out for a hero ‘til the end of the night!


I landed at the verge of the eye, that was bigger than myself, and I burrowed my sickle in it. The monster roared in agony, shutting its eyelid. The force of those huge flaps of skin could easily cut my “hand” off, so I retreated it after I cut.


He’s gotta be strong, and he’s gotta be fast
 and he’s gotta be fresh from the fight!


I know what is coming next. I used all my strengths to “glue” myself to its head, as it started shaking its head in all direction trying to shake me off, oh boy, you think that such a small carousel is enough to discourage me from my doing my deed?


I need a hero! I’m holding out for a hero ‘til the morning light! He’s gotta be sure 
 and it’s gotta be soon. And he’s gotta be larger than life!
 Larger than night!


You are fucking right. I hate carousels… well, carousels like carousels… but this insane shit that is in every lunapark… ya know what I mean… What was that called… ROLLERCOASTERS! I hate those bastards! I had one ride in my life and after that I told myself – neveragain. And here you are, taking me on a rollercoaster ride on your head… Fuck you dude! Take this!


I start pushing my crossed sickles into the slit between its eyeslid…


Open Sesame!


Somewhere after midnight  in my wildest dream!
 Somewhere just beyond my reach
 there’s someone…


Guyz… I was joking about that part with Bonnie Tyler you know?! Where was I… ah, yes…


Open Sesame!


Eyelids were giving up exposing damaged eyes. I used my middle legs to keep the eyelids from shutting, and began to cut the soft tissue with my sickles. The liquids started leaking from the cuts.


Another move of its head finally shook me off. I once again hovered in the air looking at my work. It’s a shame that I am no longer on you, but it won’t bring you your eye back! Lil fucker!


Most of the swarm used the time I bought and climbed on its legs. They began to bite its joints – places that are most vulnerable for venom. The stings of a dozen mantis didn’t bothered you that much? How about half of the hive?! HAHAHAHA! SUFFER! LET ME BASK IN YOU AGONY! LET ME FEAST ON YOUR PAIN! SCREAM! CRY!


As if asked the beast roared. It started to walk away, as if it was trying to ran away from us. The problem was, that since the mantises were sitting on its body, each time its moved, they moved with him. Run as much as you want. Those guys have the [Stubborn] title for a reason.


Each step the creature made was slower, his legs were supporting its colossal body less and less. And finally it fell, as one of its limbs no longer could move. A few more dozens of existences vanished from my hive-vision. The swarm moved from the poisoned “knee” higher and higher. Over a thousand insects released pheromones asking for assistance. Not for the fight, it was over. I was but a matter of time till the beast died. The paralyze was spreading, and it was not going to let go anytime soon.


Within half an hour from same direction as we came, another swarm approached. Not the soldiers – workers, for there is mostly manual labor to be done from now onward. The beast was still alive when fifteen hundred solider and over two thousand were stripping of its meat, tearing it into pieces. The cries of the monster were growing quiet with time.


This is how the King of this land was dying. It was a signal to every living being in this shut world – the king, is dead. Long live the queen. The king, is dead – and you are next.


500 solider died in this rush. That’s how magnificent this creature was. A single being attacked by an army still managed to wipe ¼ of it. A true monster. Lesson for you, that maybe you will use in your next life – don’t grow bigger. Grow smarter.



	Your raid has slain [Moloch - the ancient terra-stray-dragon] Level 78
	Your raid has obtained [4447500] exp.
	You have obtained 3200 exp





… that was one big motherfucker… You don’t have a brother or sister hidden somewhere around here? That would be enough for me to level up!


I doubt it. Okay. Get the job done. Strip that bastard to the bones. I am interested in one particular body part, and don’t you even dare to tell me that this bastard doesn’t has it. I won’t believe.


We marched in the morning. Three and half thousand creatures were cutting the beast up to the evening. But as the work was done, among its bones there it was. Huge partly brown, partly green. Hm? Could I swallow it? Don’t even try joking. That thing was really big… how big? Pretty much like its eye, so bigger than me… But I am no less stubborn!


Tak..


My mouthparts hit the huge sphere without leaving even a scratch


Tak-tak… a sharp sound was made each time my mouthpart hit it, almost as if someone hit glass with a needle…


Tak-tak-tak-tak-taktakatktaktaktaktaktaktaktkatkatkatktkatkatakktaktaktaktaktaktaktatkata


BLOODY BANANAS! Don’t even dare to…! DUH!  LISTEN TO ME YOU ROUND PIECE OF CRYSTAL SHIT! YOU ARE GOING TO BE EATEN! YA HEAR ME!? I WILL FUCKING SMASH YOU TO PIECES AND EAT YOU PART BY PART, EVEN IF I HAVR TO TAKA-TAK YOU ALL NIGHT LONG!


I climbed on the sphere and began kicking it from above.


SHATTER, YOU LIL SHIT!


I jumped from it, I rested my back on its side and began pushing. Yet it was heavy and huge. I looked all direction to see if there is no creature close enough to witness what I was going to do, and shifted end of my front limb from sickles into small claws and began scratching surface into powder, moved my head under scratched arena making the powder fall directly to my mouth.



	You don't have sufficient [Monster core] to absorb DNA of [Ancient terra-dragon]
	Required core rank [Overlord]
	Currently possessed strongest core [Medium-high]






	Time to rank up [Medium-High] core into [Overlord]
	06y231d11h45m23s
	The evaluated time is based on your [total level], [Meditation] level and your mental attributes average level.

The higher is better.






… It ain’t happening… tell me I am dreaming… Tell me… I am…


Fuck. 
 FUUUUCK!
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In the end I was not dreaming, there was a wonderful core right in front of me and I couldn’t eat it if I didn’t want to waste it.


So what did I do? I called workers and told them to bring it back to the hive. If I can’t use it, no one will! No and period! That’s my trophy! My spoils of war!


I came back with the workers to the hive; solider moved to those few camps that were built in the past three days. From those locations drones shall fly looking for other monsters. If they would spot some bigger herds they will inform the warriors that will began raiding. As bigger, let’s call them “communities” will fall, the hunt for monsters living on their own will start. In the meantime workers started building, after my suggestion fenced like location in which captured beast shall be bread. The main features that those animals should have were: herbivores, fast breeding, relatively immune to diseases. For now I have to report back in person.


Once again I stood a few meters from the huge body of the queen. At first she didn’t even notice me, as she was deeply lost in thoughts. One of her limbs was resting over the head of another drone, I can’t be sure, but it may be one of those that I ordered to fly after me and bite the head of the Moloch.


After a minute or two she straightened her body. I caught part of the message she sent to the drone [That’s ..t, Y..o ..ay l..ve]. Slowly my psionical powers are getting stronger. Who knows, maybe I will be able to block the queen’s signals in no time…



	“You were late, so I allowed myself to take a report from that drone.”




I heard her voice in my mind. I couldn’t even tell if she was angry. Her voice is to neutral.



	“I beg for your pardon. I came as soon as I dealt with the most important tasks…”





	“You told me, that you were going to be a commander as you lead my children and Eldest…”





	“…Yes. That what I told. And… I think that that was what I did… Yet by your tone, I deduce that you have different opinion about that matter…”





	“Indeed. Commanders are creatures of highest priority on the battlefield. They coordinate actions of hundreds, and in your case, thousands. May you tell me then, why instead of staying at the back you rushed as the first one? Don’t you know your own value? I can lose those two thousands of children, as long as there death would serve the greater good, but you… you are the only one of a kind… what were you thinking mindlessly risking your life?...”





	“My queen…”





	“Silence!…” Now I know. She was angry… but something is off “…you are not the only creature here that can add pieces of information together. I tired gathering information about you. Every single one of my children has a number. To those numbers lots of detailed information are attached. Like about the day of their birth, whose seed was used to fertilize the egg, how fast they became an adults, all that information would helps me if some new variant would be born, so I could try repeating the process… and… you don’t exist. There is no single information about you being hatched, nor your father, nor the substances that you were feed. You simply appeared… and even that took place at the verge of the colony. You are intelligent, probably far more than you wish to admit, maybe even more than me… you are not acting like a part of the hive, you told me that I was wrong as I said our credo [I am because we are]… What are you, and what is your purpose. Normally I would think that you are a parasite… but then again… why risking your life?”




Now I noticed. In the dark of the room  about two dozens mantises were sitting, waiting peacefully. Crap. How do you store so much data? Do you have a PC hidden behind the corner?! I have to do something… think… what did you do best? How did you manage to get so far? The answer is easy. By lying.



	“… Casualties among your children were the last thing I wanted… Your species intrigues me. You are the first ever being I found with connected minds. So yes, I took form of one of yours, for sole purpose of study, because, you see… I also treasure knowledge. And then I heard your voice. You are… completely self-aware. Yes, it is outstanding. So… I did everything I could to bring your attention to me. Reorganizing part of hive was the fastest way and also brought you benefits. And then we talked. Even if you were mostly asking and I answering, I still got lots of extremely important information… You are so knowledge hungry… your desire to evolve… I wanted to make your wish come true, but unfortunately you have to pick one at a time…”




I start walking left and right, moving my sickles behind as I was sinking deeper in to the lies. I have to keep talking all the time to sound as trustworthy as possible, yet the whole story needs sense too. I was walking on a tightrope.



	“… it is a bit philosophical, and as I would love to have another conversation with you, discussing that matter would take us a couple of days. Sayin’ it shortly – if I would give you knowledge, I could influence your evolution path permanently shutting some possibilities, and if I would let you evolve, the process of gathering knowledge would elongate. So I wanted you to gain experience in the fastest way possible. If you would claim the land you could focus only on your technological progress. And by doing so, you would gather knowledge… as you would be doing better and better… I would vanish knowing that such outstanding individuals had an ensured bright future, maybe after a few years I would revisit you, under a different form, of course… just to be sure that somewhere something wasn’t screwed… well, that would more or less describe what I wanted…”





	“And what are you?”





	“That’s a tricky question. Nothing is truly as it appears, and even the simplest questions may have many answers. So is in my case… I can’t truly and fully answer that question… because even I am not really sure what I am. I have many form, I can become pretty much anything I desire, I can change my skin, I can change my desires, I can change my goals. Somewhere on the way, I almost forgot how my true face looks like… But… if I may…”




I morphed my body. I started my silly excuse from showing myself as not the enemy, so they wouldn’t jump at me from all sides. Now, will they believe me?


Exoskeleton was cracking, shrinking and vanishing back to my body, abdomen relocated, middle pair of limb vanished.


Soon I was standing in my human form, only with antennas over my head. Why? Those allowed me to keep my psionic ability and thus communicate with them



	“… you are a maker?”





	“The name that we use to describe them is ancients… and no. They vanished and no one knows why. The form that you see is simply called human, and all humans can do is suspect that they were somehow related with the ancients. And… I am also not a human. I hit my own path of evolution, that allows me to take any form I wish… but yes, originally I was a human.”





	“Then… your knowledge… how much do you know?! Are you stronger? Faster? Smarter? If they vanished and you stayed it means that you have adapted! That you have surpassed them… that..”





	“Not necessarily. We don’t know how they vanished, but if it was a natural disaster, then last few chains of evolution could be broken, and our own evolution could follow in a different direction. All we know, is that they exceed us in magic and technology. We are exploring ruins that they left to gather there knowledge… I am part of the team that was sent here in with this task. We have opened the door that lead to your hive, and as I was swarmed all I could do was stop looking for artifacts, and began analyzing you. You should know the rest of the story.”





	“Team… there is more of you here?”





	“Yes. But I am afraid that my connection was cut off… the door had one switch that turn it on. I think that looking for a different path outside may take months…”





	“How do you think… how long were we living here… We know many passages to different corridors… there are also weaker walls that templars could break…”





	“… apparently… we can help each another… I can’t really make a decisions as I am not in the charge of the expedition… but what would you say if…”




Everything went much better than expected.





Pov change <the rest of the team>




It has been over three days since Zari was left alone with monsters. The emotions – anger and sorrow were eased a little. No, not because he wasn’t important or everyone made up with the idea of loss, but because they were professionals, and they had a job to do. There will be a better time for sorrow. In the guild, with a mug in hand. Zari, even as he had a hard personality, was liked by most.


So everything was going more or less smoothly. Marika was wiping from time to time when no one was watching and enthusiastic flames in Gisele’s eyes faded. Even Gustav was more grumpy than usually. He was regretting, that he was such an ass toward the kid.


But nothing more could be done…


They were walking through the very wide corridor. As the archmage told them, they should be somewhere around half of the way to the next layer.


They peaceful march was stopped by Daralon



	“EVERYVODY STOP!”




Adventurers frozen on command. The mages needed some more time for processing information.


And they stood like that



	“What’s going on?” Tiger man became inpatient.





	“Hm? Oh, you can come a bit closer… I wouldn’t mind seeing your corpse… that would happen if you won’t move in three… two…”




Tiger-kin jumped away



	“One…”




The wall exploded. It was literally blown, as if hit by a tank.


Dust was everywhere and good minute was required for it to settle down. Battle mages took a stance in formation, Gisele and An’targor moved to the first line carrying warhammers.


But instead of apocalypse from beneath the wall a single man walked in to the light… A very dusty man.



	“Jesus Fucking Christ…” words which meaning no one could understood could be heard “… Anabel, It was our first and last ride! He? What do you mean by [I am sorry]?! Keep your sorry smell for yourself!... bloody templars… you are as sophisticated as a moose’s carcass.. and I can’t see because of this dust! Where are we? Hm? What do you mean by [in destination]!? Destination was supposed to be achieved when we would find the rest of my tea… they are all around me, aren’t they?”




The dust finally fell completely, the men used the sleeve of his equally dirty robe to wipe part of the sticky powder from his face. Even if he was completely covered in dirt and a hood was over his head, there was no mistake about it…



	“Za…” Gisele began but was over shouted





            

    
        Chapter 123

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: KenChi死



Archmage Andalas was happy. Well, his enthusiasm was exceeding happiness. He was on  different plane of mental pleasure. He almost looked young again. Well, if you would spend most of your life over a book, researching slowly the forgotten knowledge, looking for puzzles before even trying to put them together… If you would get used to monotony and extremely slow pace of your job progression…


And now imagine that someone just came and said “Nice job you have here. Need help? I have few thousand workers, already in the right place, that pretty much know the area ready to help. Nah, forget about payment. I am already paying my debt. Just don’t overwork them. Hm, looks like this phase of your research will take 80-90% less time?”.


When he came back to the camp, he literally jumped to the other member of his research group and started to spread joyful news. This usually very peaceful, composed old man was shaking with excitement.


In the other part of the camp, near the campfire a small crowd formed around the white haired man. He wasn’t approached only by few of those who were overly proud to do so, or simply were conflicted with already mentioned boy. Why? Oh, for the same thing that usual – to hear the story. In the end the only information they got, was that the arena he came from was off limit. Strictly- off limits.


So the boy told a story, a bit different from what actually happened, but that’s more than understandable. In his version he used a nature magic to cover himself with a “cocoon” of vines and flowers that covered his smell in which he waited till the danger passed, then he began to study the nature of those beasts…


Was his story believable? A few believed, a few did not. But it doesn’t matter, in the end it was a common thing for adventurers to “colorize” they stories… even more, a story usually got a bit different each time the same author would tell it over and over again, so even those who have their doubts would blame that very purpose for less believable parts.



	“So, starting from tomorrow, we will became pretty much needless, thanks mate, you have just kicked us out of the market.” Someone joked.





	“Great, bloody bugs will steal our jobs!” another joined with a smile on his lips “What can we do?”





	“Maybe build a wall around the colony?” A white-haired man said and then burst into laughter. “And make them pay for it!”




The situation at camp, even if still complicated, became a little bit calmer.





The help of insects was really significant. As they lowered there body posture and move on all six limbs, they spread their total weight and thus were not activating traps triggered by pressure plates.


Not far from the place the team reunited with it’s lost member, there was a firs room with doubled security. Leaders located in different places of the room AND pressure plates. Basically you had to pull them in the right order BUT first you would have to approach them using the right path. If you would step on a wrong plate – arrows, pitfalls and other tools of ultimate death. If you would pull them in wrong orders – guardians. And while you would fight with guardian you would have to look at your footing, because again – arrows, pitfalls, ultimate death. One annoying room.


Zari ducked under the blow of guardian, jumped between its legs raising behinds its backs, filled his hands with enormous amount of mana and hit the golem. The shockwave was huge, it could break in half pretty big tree. Yet the monster was barely forced to make another step or two.


What was the reason of it?



	[Armor of White Onyx]
	Because opponent is made of [White Onyx] damage he takes from magic is reduced by 80%






	“THAT’S A FUCKING CHEAT!? Why do you even bring mages into these ruins?! Wait, why did those idiots created army that could threaten them? Or be used against them?” The kid was more than annoyed.





	“Technically, they were programmed to recognize every creature as either opponent, neutral, or ally. A top of that, those who made them probably had some kind of tool, or maybe a voice command, that could either turn them on/off or even change their tasks. So they were wonderful tools for possible attacks from the other communities of ancients so…”




The archmage started lecturing as he was turned with his back toward the fighting group. He was looking all over the walls, as he wanted to find a clue that would help them find the right order.



	“It was, a fucking, rhetorical, question!”




Zariel shouted back and he struggled against an enemy that never grew tired. Gisele, as soon as she dealt with her target, stepped in and with a few powerful strikes began forcing the golem back.



	“Zari, help find out the pattern! You may find something that the others missed!”





	“Will do. Thanks for the help!”







The exploration within the ruins was a tiresome and monotonous tasks. Always on guard, opponents were no longer living creatures; so all kinds of detecting abilities were useless. After you would step in the wrong place and heard a quiet grind, you had only a second or two before your skull would be crushed by a statue that a moment ago was bud a dead stone, or to jump to the side before the walls from the side would move to smash the place you stood on a second ago and or a few other attractions.


The level of stress was insane. After a whole day between those traps Zari had problems with relaxing and later with sleep. If while laying on his bed he would change his position, he would wake up with a pounding heart. Those were not the animals that you could scare or repeal with hexbags. Always there. Always waiting for your mistake.


Yet the archamge was pleased, finding the way to a deeper layer took exactly a week, even as the floor itself was over three times bigger.


Andalas was trying to convince the adventurers to elongate their contracts, but every single one of them refused. This place was weird. Different. Bigger and far more dangerous, it needed to be reported.








I was almost jumping from happiness when I heard that we are going back. I would jump, if I wasn’t too exhausted. I thought than I was better than this, that it would yet another easy dungeon ride. Yet something deep inside of me was screaming.


At the end of the day I jumped back to the carriage, sat in the corner and did all I could to fell asleep. But I couldn’t.


What the fuck is wrong with me?


Now as I recall, it started earlier. Much earlier. I used to be so composed. Thinking clearly. When did it all begin? When I simply had to annoy that tiger-kin? “I don’t have time to listen what every maggot that crawls under my feet says?” That what I told him?


No… earlier… I got so annoyed when that student kept bitching in the carriage…


Why am I getting angry so easily?!


~ Hm? Maybe awakening of the Sloth?


~ Yeah, she does a lot even when she sleeps...or actually mostly when she sleeps Her awakening could actually disturb the regulation.


~ No. That was something that accelerated the process. The main reason is that we are at our limits.


What do you mean?


~ Hm? Our main purpose is to block the excessive emotions generated by urges of thos you consumed.


And?


~You think that those just simply vanish? World hates void. We are not getting rid of them. We are storing them. And we are not bottomless silos. And emotions are one of many form of power. Bah! Even a comer without any mana can cast a curse in anger. We are reaching are limits, we start leaking…


~… th…thehehe… leaking … heh…. Aww, our shameful side was exposed…


So what is going to happen now?


~ You remember what used to happen as you consumed the monster without core for us prepared? Now add backlash… Some permanent damages to your soul…


Is there something I can do with this….


~Of course! Just release it. Commit sins! You are Prince of Lust! Emperor of Wrath! Knight of Envy! Baron of Pride! Marques of Greed! Overload of Gluttony! Lord of Sloth… Take without giving back, bask in glory that you deserve… stop fighting with greatness that you deserve…


~Aaaand there is at least one more way to cope with this problem… the one that you will enjoy…


That’s it?


~That’s it? Kid… How long are we with you? 9 months? Something about that? For all this time you were holding your desires. Aren’t you surprised that for all this time you didn’t have the urge to chase after skirts? Your need to make moneys was even made by logic! You didn’t think: I need moneys could those would make things easier. You thought: I need moneys to make new connections with new people, whose services in future I may require. Did you even yearned for same respect that is show to that dragoness? To envy someone’s position is most natural thing! You don’t even notice them! And here you are…


How bad is it?


~How well have you slept? Few more days and you will start having hallucinations… anxiety, you will think that you are followed, paranoia… Are you, perhaps, easier to annoy? Thinking slower than you used to? Well, good side of this, is that as the worst would pass you would became invincible…


… what?


~ By surpassing your instincts you may achieved true greatness. Reflex beyond imagination. Your brain will think twice as fast…


The catch?


~You would no longer be yourself. All your needs would be corrupted, depredated. Werewolves also are more powerful during the full moon, so what that they would tear apart those they love…


So… I need to get naughty back in the city?


~ Not necessarily… take part in knights tournament.


~Eat and drink for days and nights!


~ Well, you could rob a bank… or overwork those that work for you, and cash your due.


~ Or… did Rogue mentioned that you will have a discount in brothel?


Lust…


~What?! You prefer bashing skulls as crowd would watch? Or spent days and nights working?! And here I offer you something discreet, no one would be harmed… you could even allow a fair girl to earn a coin! Can you found but a few cons?!


… But still… I am afraid that Rogue could use it to blackmail me in the future..


~Pfth? That dude that sleeps with his bodyguard?! But I have to admit, dark elves are quite fierce lowers…


What?


~What?


He sleeps with that dark elf?


~Oy, Zari… he is a big boy, let the adult have sex with who he wants…


How do you


~… Host… who the hell am I?! If I say that two adults have sex together, you can be more than sure about it. Greed will always sniff the thief and Gluttony confectioner.


… Maybe, but still…




	“Zari? Are you ok?” Gisele called my name. Hm? How far did we go? I no longer recognize our surroundings “For last couple of hours you were looking blankly into one spot, so I became worried..”




… Hours?


~ Oh, great. So now you have problems with time perception… May be far worse than I thought.


~Isn’t that a bit too fast?! Sloth is working again so…


~The hole in tank was made and water is leaking. Sloth only stopped it from getting bigger and bigger…



	“it’s nothing. When will we get back to the capital?”





	“Tomorrow, before the afternoon. That’s if we wouldn’t make any stops on our way… yet we have one planned so…”





	“May you ask someone, if we could ride straight there? I am afraid.. I need to meet with someone. It’s urgent…”





	“Ay! Zari! We know that you have few friends among aristocracy…” Marika began with friendly tone “…but don’t you think that…”





	“I need help from someone.”





	“… is it bad?”





	“I am afraid it is.”




Gisele moved to the front of carriage to talk with the coachman. Whatever she told them the pace of their travel increased.



	“We may be there sooner… I may also take a horse and ride there… someone to inform?”





	“Why would you do that?” My head is getting dizzy…





	“Whatever is happening with you, I can see your condition getting worse with each day. And I still want to spare with you! If you would be this tired there would be nothing exciting about that… plus you called me big sister, did you? What kind of sister lets his little brother suffers?”




She smiled brightly… now, aren’t you cute?… STOP RIGHT HERE YOU DAMMNED BRAIN! Yes that would be better if she would get away. I start feeling heat in my chest.



	“Go to the Black Snake in slums, call few guys telling them that Young Boss needs their assistance. They should wait near the town gates. You can also asked them to deliver a message to a Friend. Ask him in my name, if my discount is still valid. And add something that it’s urgent… he should patch those pieces together…”





	“Black Snake? That’s the second worst bar in whole city! Only thugs and beggars goes there…” Marika once again said her mind





	“Yeah. That sounds like the place…” I chukled.





	“Will be done… something more I should know?”





	“…no, I don’t want you to get involved into this shit. I am already asking for too much…”





	“If you have problems… if you owe moneys or something, we could help! Adventurers are a family so…”





	“Sis, it’s the opposite. They owe money me. And now I want to use the debt they owe. So… please?”




She only nodded in return and jumped from the carriage.


… Jesus! Lust! Do something!


~I am try-ing! I am merely wanting to point out that you haven’t had any form of “act” since you were born. Ya think it’s easy to deal with all this desire?


… okay, just shut up and do your shit…


~No, keep talking with us. Trust me, you want to stay occupied.


~I can’t believe that from every possibility he listened to Lust…


~Stop that. It’s not really important how he would do that.


~But she will brag about it for next ten incarnations!


~Envy stop being so…


~Jealous? Really? That’s what you wanted to ask? Asking WHO to do WHAT?!


~… forget about it.


~Already did.


JUST SHUT THE FUCK UP! My head will explode!


~Whatever, we are almost there…


What do you mean? We have barely moved out, there is no possibility that over ten hours long trip would end so qu…



	“Off the cart! We are here!”




… Why is it so bright outside? Didn’t we leave at evening?... Fuck.


I jumped down. And I could already see three shady men standing just behind the gate.


As I walked in their direction I recognized one of them



	“Wanted to greet me, Rogue? How very nice of you.”





	“I needed a few good damn moments to understand what was going on, but kid… you look like a drug addict with withdrawal symptoms… But you asked about…”





	“Rogue.. please… “





	“It’s just first time I see someone who needs THAT to survive…”





	“You will have lots of time to joke…”





	“But why did you ask for assistance?” He asked pointing with head at men from the bar





	“I may faint… or start acting… weird… I am not sure what to expect.”




We were already walking away, leaving the rest of the team behind.



	“… but… just to clarify… let’s name it, that you are sick…”





	“pretty much yes…”





	“What illness do you cure with sex?”





	“Why do you ask, you want to catch a disease so your bodyguard would help you get rid of it!?” And here I am annoyed, speaking to much…





	“Calm down kid…”





	“THE FUCKING PROBLEM IS THAT I CAN’T! And now, there are several more ways to deal with that, but I doubt that you would like to watch me bathing in blood of hundred virgins, so yes, sex is one of the ways… When will be there?”





	“… we already are… we stood in front of the door for good 10 minutes. This is why I started talking to you… I was wondering if you were shy or something…”




When did we…



	“Rogue… if you would find me staring me blankly into space… just slap me in the face… But don’t put too much strength, or I may hit you back. With claws.”





	“That bad?”





	“Worse. What do you know about me? And don’t lie that you did not make any research cuz I would not believe.”




We walked inside. The building from the inside looked like another almost collapsing building. Inside, it was fully decorated, not even nobles would be ashamed of having such a house. As we moved past the door two exotic looking girls greeted us with “Welcome in Pick Ether”.



	“… You know that everywhere your kind appeared there were disasters? War, pestilence, hunger and death…” … so… basically the horsemen? Greeeat “.. you were also identified with every corrupted behavior, you were named a..”





	“Prince of sins? Yes. Apparently, from time to time, I have to commit sins. Wrath – Bashing skulls, Envy – stilling someone position, usually by killing the previous owner… Pride… Pretty much similar like last one…”





	“Or Lust? Hm… No one will gets hurt. Plus there is a saying, that what happens in Pink Ether, stays in pink ether… Just… don’t talk too much. Whores here are also a spies, you know…”





	“What the hell?”





	“Whore always listen, Whore is someone you may meet only once. So men used to talk. And they are here. Listening. There was a man that once got drunk and after some time with one of ladies start talking. A lot. He told how he got his status, and he was a noble. He killed his brother and hide evidences. He of course told her where those evidences were…”





	“And?”





	“And now we have a influential noble doing everything what we say…. But that’s it for now… let me introduce you…”




… now I noticed how long were we sitting it this room? Looks better than your average waiting room… And who is that woman in front of me and when did she sit there?


DAMN! My head…



	“Zariel, in front of us is the owner if this… property. Madam Godanm. Madam, this young man here may pretty quickly became one of the Shadows…”





	“Of what?” I asked unconsciously





	“Ah, fret not my friend. You will be informed of what and why if you would be found ready and worthy…”





	“The pleasure in mine… But I have to name my worries, Forgive me my rudeness Rogue, but this gentleman doesn’t look exactly…” The woman seemed to be in her middle forties. She had to be outstanding beauty as she was young. Even know she was more than simply attractive. Elegant, confident… Maybe she is, or used to be, a noble





	“I know, Godanm, but trust me, he is really worth those words and nomination. He is simply… in not optimal condition.”





	“I see… how may I help you then…”





	“Ah, Zariel would like to use services offered by your property…”





	“Oh, but this poor soul indeed seem ill. I am afraid that my girls may be quite demanding, so if you could came back when he would have all his strength…”





	“Godanm… How often do I visit you… especially carrying half-conscious next Shadow? Please…”




The woman was far from convinced.



	“Pinch of rivergrass crush on mortar till you would obtain paste, add fat of mammal; separately distillate the water and combine with…”




I was the one saying those?



	“W…what is acquaintance saying…”





	“… he recites the recipe of potions… I guess…”





	“He is an alchemist?”





	“Indeed.”





	“Don’t you want to… write it down?...”





	“No need. He is already working for us.”





	“Isn’t he a little bit… out of his mind…”





	“… I was assured it’s temporal.”





	“The interrogated person needs to be conscious for the whole duration of tortures. This is why smelling salts should be basic equipment of every inquisitor. The interrogate may be also asked a basic mathematical question to keep his mind focus. The basic ways of obtaining information may be: Leaving vessel with boiling oil on tied thighs, this process could make a skin to separate from the body…”





	“… and now he recites the manual for investigator team of inquisitors…”





	“Apparently…”





	“Do I want to know?”





	“He was hunted as a witch. And I was told he killed fifty of them.”





	“But my girls ARE safe… are they?”





	“Completely.”





	“… I will see which one has free time”





Saying that she left the room







Ugh. 12 pages. Have been writing it for past 7 hours. No, no mistake here was made. 7 hours. I have erased the whole chappy 3 times. I really didn’t know what to write today… and here is the outcome.

Well, there will be no chap tomorrow – test in Tuesday. That’s it.
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The world around me was blurry. My consciousness was vanishing and appearing again whenever it pleased, which made me witness situation I had no idea how I got myself involved into. The last few things were that I was being lead, almost dragged, by some bulky men and Rogue to a brothel, then parts of the conversations with Madam Godanm – the owner of already mentioned facility.


<Aaaand here is the part a few of you may wish to skip, because of sex and so on. It will have no influence on the story and you will be informed when it is “safe” to keep reading again>


And then, suddenly, my mind became completely clear. As if there never was such a thing like tiredness from the journey nor stress. My thoughts were no longer galloping like a crazy herd, vision was no longer blurry and head was no longer aching. Like it never happened.


I was sitting in the cozy room, pretty small, but it only gave it even more charm.



	“Hello, sir…” I heard someone calling softly “… I will keep you company. If you have need to do so, you can call me however you wish, in other case, I am Diavora.




She was young, maybe not even 20 years old, had very pale-white skin and jet black hair and naturally blood-red lips. Very exotic individual.


I didn’t answer. I was simply too busy admiring her beauty. The smell of incense was helping me relax, to not worry and rest.


She had no problems with my lack of an answer at all. Maybe, because of that, she thought that I am less into a talking?


In the very end she moved her hands in front of her and slowly, sensually began to untie the knot that kept her semi-transparent robe from revealing her body. Then with a slow shrug she made it fall on the ground, and then she approached me.


And I was there, stupefied, watching her coming closer and closer. Her bosom wasn’t big, her waist was thin and had her hips nicely curved.


Her hands skillfully get rid of my clothing, and with gentle push she forced me to sit on the chair behind me, then she sat a top of me and press her body on mine. I laid my hands on her back, examining bones that could be barely felt behind her skin. Each move and each touch sent a shiver through my skin, I felt heat gathering in my chest, it was slowly getting hard to breath.


I had no idea when she kissed me, all I could focus on back them was only her taste, so sweet, yet leaving a bitter aftertaste when our lips parted, which only made you desire her sweetness once again.


Her fingers were massaging gently my shoulders, there was no act of sex up until then, which made my desires building up. It got to hot, I start panting and after a second or two I couldn’t stand the passion that was skillfully being raised.


I leaned forward and started licking her all over her neck. She shivered for a moment or two, but then she allowed me to do as I pleased. Our arms that held each other behind the backs strengthened their grip, pushing us even more into each other allowing us to bask in our raising heat.


I got enough. Enough of teasing. The touch of her warm, yet wet, sweaty skin proved to much for me, something that she noticed.


She grasped me with her legs by my waist, she lifted herself a little and impaled on me.


My hunger of her heat was eased for few more moments as I enjoyed a new sensation. I hear her moan quietly, she sat like that getting used to it for a few dozen seconds before she start rocking back and forth lightly.


Another teasing? The way she placed her arms and legs made me pretty much unable of move on my own, making my pleasure completely dependent of her action. I grunted in dissatisfaction, my heart was pounding, my skin was being tormented by cascades of warm, yet my pleasure was reduced to a minimum. I tried moving on my own, each time I raised my hips to meet her she stopped her actions, driving me into almost painful madness.



	“There, there…” I heard her once again “… don’t struggle my dear, and leave everything to me. I will not disappoint you, just sit there, relax, and focus on the beat of our heats…” I heard her coos.




Relax? It’s impossible! The sensation of what is right in front of me is simply too much! I am so thirsty, yet you let me drink only drop after drop?


As if answering my needs she speed up a little. Back and forth, back and forth. Up until now I wasn’t looking her in the eyes, maybe because she was a stranger to me? How foolish of me, if she is a stranger, then there is nothing to be ashamed of… I raised my head and our eyes met. Apparently she was watching my face all this time.


Her eyes were also so beautiful, light blue, those were probably usually cold, but now they were filled with passion and excitement. When I looked at her she smiled gently.


For a moment she paused, changed the way she was sitting, raised her bit higher than usually and slammed down. Finally my needs were being truly met.


Her pale face became blushed… maybe it was because of excitement, or because of all those moves she made.


I placed my hands on her waist helping her move.


I felt the pleasure building up, then reaching its peak.


With one last thrust she finished the act. She sat there for few more moments with her forehead placed on my shoulder.



	“Not bad…” she panted “… well, feel free to drop by anytime you wo…”




~… that silly girl thinks that we are done? She does, doesn’t she? Oh, I can’t wait to see her face when she would notice that… o-ho, looks like she noticed.



	“I…is something wrong?” She said puzzled.




The relief which I felt a moment ago vanished completely leaving me with even greater need. My whole muscles tensed she noticed that, her mouth was opened as if she wanted to say something more, but I was no longer myself. I grabbed her firmly by the waist, raised her and impaled back, all this while moving by myself to.


She yelled quietly in surprise. After a few more moves she began cooperating again. The playful sparks appeared in her eyes.


So she wasn’t satisfied either? That’s perfect.


The room wasn’t soundproof, if the door was left open and someone would walk past, he or she could hear a moans timed with sound of flesh hitting flesh. But such speculations are futile, in the end Pink Ether valued two things: one, the guest had to stay anonymous, no one ever saw anyone. What happens in Pink Ether, stays in Pink Ether; the other one was that guests were not to be disturbed. All those things allowed them to get what they truly yearned – a true relax. Understanding and relief.


Diavora without losing tempo leaned again and kissed me, far more aggressively than before, I returned every single one of them.


The world became blurry yet another time, both of us increased the temp reaching yet another climax. Her scream almost left me deaf; she rested completely on me breathing heavily. She looked at me one more time, kissed me yet again, and after parting our lips she said



	“..N…now, that doesn’t happen often… I almost feel bad for making you pay me…”




~Again? I can’t say, her overconfidence in her ability is cute… whatever, we have so much more passion stored. Together with grief, anger, sorrow… Come here little morsel, don’t be a-fraid…


Once again, the desired filled me. It was painful! The heat within me was no longer a flame of desire but rather a raging inferno of passion.


~Whoops! Pardon me! I unleashed a bit too much this time try bearing with this…


I will be fine…


~Hm? Not you host… I was talking to this poor girl.


Ah… yes… she was still here… of course she was, I never stopped holding her precious body. Her wonderful taste, the touch of her smooth skin, even her smell, everything about her is so wonderful…



	“Hey…” I heard her giggling a little “… you can let me go, already… or no, wait. I want to snuggle and cuddle with you a little bit more… In the end we still have some more time, don’t we?”




Forgive me, but I am not going to just hug… not yet.


I corrected my grip, and without letting her slip, I raised from the chair, still holding her in arms and with her legs around my waist.



	“Hm? What are you doing?” I moved her on the bed, laying her gently, and once again looked her into the eyes just before… “… Y…you must be kidding me…” I starting to move yet another time.




This time I lost myself in pleasure and desire. I was barely paying attention to my lover, no – I wasn’t hurting her, but soon enough I truly brought the animals that were sleeping deeply inside of us to the surface of our minds.


I don’t remember when she dug her nails in my back; I noticed that fact only when I saw a red stains on her fingers. I don’t remember how many times she bite my shoulder as she was looking for relief from the intense stimulation.


I can no longer count how many time I was bringing both of us over the edge. All I can remember was when I was laying next to her on the bed, with each and every one of my muscles burning in pain more than after most cruel training under the eye of Sebastian. For a few minutes good I couldn’t move at all. I moved my head toward my partner. She fainted. Lucky her, I wanted to fall asleep too.


But I couldn’t stay there much longer, so I began to use regeneration magic in myself to replenish my stamina, which amount was dangerously close to 0.


After a few more minutes I got up, washed myself in a big barrel that was located near the door, got myself dressed and left the room, after leaving a “small” tip in the room.

(ED: That was… intense)



<Ooooookay kiddos, It should be more or less safe from now onward>


As I shut the door behind me, I allowed myself to leave the facility. But as I was halfway to my destination, from behind the door that apparently was leading to the  office, the owner came out.



	“Hm? Leaving now? You took your time sweety, but thats nothing to be ashamed of. My girls can be demanding.”





	“Ah, indeed, more then I could hope for. I know that it may be a bit awkward now, but let me tell those words that I have shamelessly forgot to say: It’s my pleasure to finally meet you, Rogue mentioned you a few times in our conversation and he was speaking very highly about you.”




She blinked quickly for a second or two, nothing to be surprised for. She encountered me when I wasn’t in my best condition. Funny… the world became so much more peaceful. So peaceful and quiet. My senses once again reaching a new level of sensitiveness, but this time it’s no longer painful… I can clearly smell the strong alcohol from behind the door at the end of the corridor. Dirty vodka with a pinch of ginger and honey. If I would sense that two weeks ago, I would be struggling not to puke.



	“Ah yes, the pleasure is mine too. Pardon my astonishment , but…”





	“… You were not believing Rogue when he called me a competent individual…”





	“Oh, I would never…”





	“It’s ok. It is more than understandable. There is nothing I can say to defend the poor condition of myself, which I have shown during our previous conversation. I may only wish, that it wouldn’t happen ever again. I really look forward on working with you in the future… I can’t give nor promise much, as we are barely starting our activity and I am afraid that for the nearest future we may generate more loss than profits… but to repay for the good way I was treated here, I can only promise that when the factory starts working, I would give you some nice discount on all kinds of potions… and as we would have a basic portfolio of products made, feal free to ask us to create a potion that you would like to use… all for half-price, of course.”




From surprise to disbelief, and from disbelief to happiness which she tried to carefully hide. Tried. Nothing works as good as a promise of further compensations.



	“Oh, I am overjoyed to hear that… But only half-price? Can’t we negotiate better terms?”




It was a joke. Not even hidden one.



	“For such generous and beautiful woman like yourself? I wouldn’t mind paying you for using my potions. But, depending on the potion, ingredients may be more or less easy to gather. In that case I would be simply forced to get reimbursement for money spent on collecting those. But there would be no production fee nor any other cost, this is something I can ensure you… But… could I ask for…”





	“We will keep doing our job. Every more useful information is being sent in reports to Rouge. But from now onward we will keep listening with care for every possible information concerning you and anything you desire.”





	“Oh, I am more than grateful for that.”




I smiled yet another time and after bowing in farewell, I left the building and began marching back to the guild, all of this while contemplating the pain for my body.


The agenda for the rest of the day – get back, cash money for the quest, eat dinner, go to bed. Wake up next morning full of strength and vigor to keep conquering the world!... or so was my plan, because right after I crossed the doorstep of the guild I heard from behind the counter the voice of Mike



	“Ay! Good to see you! Gisele told us that some shady men took you for… rehab? Not me to judge, good to see that you are doing well… But there is someone that I wish to talk with you… normally I would throw them outside of the guild, especially because of their attitude… but… ah, you will see by yourself. They await you in the inn section… You better not keep them waiting…”




He got my curiosity. I, as the vigilant hunter, tied first to get some more information, but Mike even more forcefully began to point me the direction. Something really urgent, I guess. So I did as he asked.


The smell of alcohol was suffocating, yet even as I was walking through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil…



	“Bring me another mug, you maggot!..” I heard a very angry, very drunk and very familiar voice. The one I actually hoped to hear never again… or at least not for a few more decades “… how long that lil bastard gona’ make us wait?!”





	“Sir, I think that he doesn’t even know that…”





	“Silence maggot!”




In the middle of the inn, the whole table was occupied but several dwarves. The food and mug was pilling atop of it. The loudest of the bunch was someone I managed to insult. The second son of the dwarven king, the best blacksmith on the continent.


The guy I manages to pissed off already
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Edited by: KenChi死



Within the Pink Ether, as in every renowned facility, there was a staff only section where the girls could relax right after work. It contained private rooms, a bathhouse, canteen and many more places. The… “workers”… of this facility were gathering there for small gossips, complain about their clients and so on.


In this very place, young pale skinned girl was sipping her herbal drink. She was considering taking a break till the end of the day. She didn’t have to wait long before a few friends of hers joined her by the table



	“Hey Dia! You are taking your time sweety! Normally you would be off for another client, aren’t you afraid that we will fish the best one for ourselves?”





	“Hello Mitri…” she smiled weakly “… no, I think I am fine for the rest of the day.”





	“But… if I am not mistaken you had only one toda…” Sparkle of understanding flashed through the eyes of those gathered “…WHAT WAS HE LIKE!?”




And chaos break lose.



	“Which one? Skilled or generous? Those are the only cases that could force our beloved Dia to stop working!”





	“…a…actually… both, I guess…”





	“… okay girl, take it easy, and tell us how big the tip was!”




Very undiplomatic question. Very indeed. But they were friends and there were no such things like taboos here.



	“Ten…”





	“Ain’t that much… tsh…”





	“…silvers…”





	“WHA!? That’s… that’s…” She started using her finger to calculate “… you could live for about three months with that!”





	“This is why I am considering an even bigger break than just for today… I haven’t seen my family in quite some time.”





	“… ah, I’m sorry. For a moment I forget about your situation.”




The redhead girl named Mitri lowered her head in apology.



	“It’s fine! It really is…”





	“… but that’s really a coin… and you said that he was good in bed? That’s rare.”





	“You know, I am actually thinking that this was his first time…” the girl chuckled a little “… if you could see how shy he was in the beginning… he was avoiding looking me in the eyes. I thought that he might be yet another boy that got it hard in life and simply needed relief… I have to admit, I underestimated him. I used almost everything I had from the start, and then he simply bested me, outran my endurance.”




The mood around got better right away. The girls start joking one more time.



	“Well, whatever. Sad that you had to deal with some kind of freak…”





	“What do you mean?”





	“Tipping while bringing you over the edge? We know what it means…”





	“He… wasn’t ugly, if you would ask me…”





	“NO! STOP RIGHT ERE’! We are whores, sunshine. Good-looking, good in bed and tipping, one of those usually denies the others. We don’t get such customers!”





	“I haven’t said he was handsome! But he definitely wasn’t ugly. You know, his whole torso was covered ins scars. Nasty one, his hands were bit scratchy, like someone who wielded weapons and tools most of their life, he had barely any fat, and his muscles were… I found no word but weird. Almost non-human. But his face wasn’t lacking anything, maybe even a little cute? Eyes, where not filled with desire, they had a small sparkle of nostalgia and showed… intellect? I guess…”





	“… and he entered the brothel on a fiery steed, basked in the glory of angels as the prince of an entire nation to pick you in his arms… We know, we know…”




The joke that every hooker used to say to each another. Always warming hearts a little. As Dia wanted to answer with a joke of her own, the Madam Godanm entered the room. Everyone within the room raised and performed a polite curtsy.



	“Welcome Madam” All of them greeted with one voice.





	“It’s ok, it’s ok loves.. Where are you… Ah! Here you are! Dia!”





	“Y…yes!”




The girl straightened fully.



	“Ah, Dia, my sweetest flower! Let me give you a hug!”




It was something astonishing. Madam was polite, of course, but she showed such straightforward acts of friendliness very rarely. Very rarely hear means never. Ever.



	“D..Did I do something, madam?”





	“Of course! You see, the client you got was a bit special, and by pleasing him, just like you did, you have gathered for us someone who may become pretty powerful in the future… actually, we have a talk as soon as he left… it went greatly…”





	“So he is a bloody prince in the end…”




Mitri said while her head was still lowered.  She was a cheerful girl and simply couldn’t let the possibility to say yet another joke pass through her. She said those words quietly, but madam heard them.



	“Far better, sun shine, far better. I talked with HIM, he is considered the next Shadow.”




The smile vanished from the faces of all the giggling girls. The owner of brothel once again turned her head to Diavora



	“Take rest, young one. Even a week if you would need it. Also… I will talk with the right person about your case… Will see what can be done…”












<POV change>



No introductions were needed. I sat opposite to the somewhat drunk dwarf.



	Hello Fional, I can see that your beard is still intact”




If I was doomed, let’s get doomed with dignity.



	“Now, brat, threaten to burn my beard one more time and I will shove my axe in your ass!... I done it only cuz I owe a favor to young Blackwood… I have come here several times actually, yet somehow you were never here. They told me that you were on a mission, then came back and not even a week has passed since you moved to another one. I even started thinking that you were avoiding me on purpose…”





	“I wasn’t informed that you came here… did you left a note with the reception? Otherwise they wouldn’t inform me.”





	“…”





	“Aha. So, once again. How can I help you this time?”





	“You ain’t helping me brat! I am helping you… while paying my debt. Never mind… here, take a look at those.”




He pulled from below the table a extremely big book, its condition was poor, scratched cover, I could see pages being pulled out from it, here and there stained with wine and beer.


Yet as he opened it and began turning pages. He was a craftmaster and this was his book in which he wrote all his recipes, models way of crafting. People would kill for it…



	“ere’ it iz..” He hiccupped “ Lizten, I was azked to made something for you… And even as you are unworthy azzhole, that simply does not deserve to wear anything but that shit you got on yourself… well, I am not going to dishonor my art by creating equipment worth its wearer. I made a few concept sketches. Take a look… I wanted to spare you with mah boyz to see your moves… but as you were not HERE…. I used the time I made sketches of EVERY possible model… Heavy armors – Full plates, chained, hybrids with leather parts in different variations… Focusing on protection, focusing on mobility, for juggernauts, acrobats… Just pick what suits you the most.”




I have been looking at the sketches. Those were… masterpieces. Details are insane, even if I would have this skill in drawing, making each of those sketches would take me more than a day, and here are dozens and dozens of them. From one that covers you completely from head till toes… not for me, even if I would be able to move in it, shifting would be completely impossible… Yet, while some war would start, I would not fancy meeting someone wearing it on a battlefield…


Let’s look for something more elastic.


I quickly skipped through the part focused on heavy armors. Now I have been looking on leather armors. With a hood, bandana and small coat. Behind the coat, all over the wearer backs there were dozens of pockets and sheaths for short blades and throw-weapons.



	“Masterpiece…” I whispered quietly while looking at it. Fional heard that, he proudly puffed his chest.



 Every rouge would kill to get something like that.


I like it. Looked durable, there was some more descriptions on the side about materials… while remembering the page of it I keep turning page after page.


Every single one of them was great – perfect for a user of different arts. I still wanted the universal leather armor for Rogues. Up until the moment I looked at last page. And I froze



	“Hm? Ah, this… No, give it back! It’s not finished! And I made too many mistakes here, you see, even in if theory creating it is possible… no one would use it, I mean… it looks nice, surly has great… <hic> … specifications… but there is no living person that could truly use its full potential, so…”





	“I want it”





	“Just as I thought, we will get you that rogu… say what?”




I raised the book and poked at very last sketch



	“it’s perfect. Every single armor you showed me could be proudly wore by kings. But this one? I doubt a Goddess is worthy…”





	“That’s right. It’s the most perfect, but at the same time is the worst of all that you saw. It greatly protects from everything, but from nothing perfectly. You will require quite the muscles to wear it, but it is very flexible so it won’t restrict your movements… But here again, if you would be that strong, you won’t be flexible enough to move completely freely and utilize all possibilities … if you would be focused on flexibility, you won’t be strong enough to wear it… The armor is perfect, but… there is no one perfect in the same way to wear it. Pick something different.”





	“What material did you wanted to use? I see it’s mostly leather…”





	“Cut it off! I won’t make it!... but I wanted to use gryphon leather soaked in acid. It would swell, got heavier and thus became much less vulnerable for all kind of cuts and thrust of pointy or edgy weapons. Yet, because it would swell, it could absorb lots of smashing attacks. Because it is leather, it is elastic… but you know… those bastards are heavy. And as it would swell… even heavier. It may be even worse than some heavy armors… on the other hand, tanned leather wouldn’t be even touched by acids… and extremely easy to clean… such a bonus feature.”





	“… Fio…”





	“Call me like that and I will beat your ass.”





	“I want it.”





	“No”





	“Yes”





	“No”





	“Yes”





	“No”





	“Yes”





	“No”





	“No”





	“Yes.”





	“If you say so…”





	“Wait what… GOD DAMN IT..!” Thank you Bugs Bunny for your lessons “… don’t make fun ow me kid! It ain’t working that way!”





	“Why not?!”





	“Told ya. You won’t be even able to wear it right now.”





	“You are saying it as if you have it prepared already.”





	“… I don’t! of course I don’t!”





	“Then why should I be able to carry something that doesn’t even exists!? How long would it take you to make it?”





	“Hm? First I would have to gather materials, then the leather has to be tanned PERFECTLY, then it has to soak another time… don’t you even dare mention it! It’s the secret of m art!… Everything? Month easily! Maybe month and a half… but then again, I am not going to…”





	“What if I would be able to lift it in a month?”





	“… you are kidding right?”





	“Try me…” I smiled. In the end I did research about other races. Dwarves hate to be insulted, threatened… and they love to gamble. Even without a prize. Just to prove themselves right. “Ah, I want to see your face in this month… Listen Flor… I would love to sit and feast with you, but I had really lots of work… so all I can do is this… “I raised my head to one of waitress and yelled thorough the inn “…Their drinks are on me!...”




And after that looking back at Dwarves



	“Just don’t make me penniless… listen… I have shown you disrespect the first time we met. Now I know how skilled and respectable you are, even if you are a prick and an asshole, you are a true virtuoso of your profession. I know that you can make perfect armor… and all I can do is ask for trust. Please, trust in me, maybe I am not really an intimidating warrior, but I have been in more than a few battles. And I won not only because I tend to be underestimated. For now… farewell.”




As I was walking away I managed to hear him whispering to himself



	“Fucking brat… so cocky… so full of himself… Such an annoying bastard… Fuck! I will do it.”




I could do nothing more, but smile.
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	You have finished [Exploration of the Ruins of the Ancients] quest



	Rewards
	- Exp [3300]
- 00g80s00c








I reported back to Mike and collected my reward.



	“Here, 67 silver coins. Those 13 silver will cover the fee for renting a room and the rest of your expenses that you made in the last month. Of course, every copper coin you spend within the Guild has been recorded and if you have such a wish I can give you the report. Just in case you would wonder if we are ripping you off.”




Mike smiled. I was far from accusing them of stealing coins.



	“Thanks. And there is no such need. I will keep counting on your hard work. As I am thinking about it… 80 silvers for a week of working. Isn’t that a lot?”





	“Of course it is! Many people haven’t seen such amount of money in the one place for the duration of their whole life. I earn this much in a year! More or less… depends on performance…”





	“Why is the difference is so big? I thought that the administration worker would earn a lot, I mean… not everyone can read and write nor count, right?”





	“Well, it’s but a normal thing. Farmers and hunters earn in copper, merchants in silver, nobles in gold and King is nobles!...” He chuckled a little “… but your job is far more important than anything else! Look at it from a different perspective. You were not given that money because you were working for a week, but because you were risking your life for a week. That’s a lot of pressure.”





	“Aren’t hunters also risking their life?”





	“Zariel… there is the difference between hunting wolf of beer and hunting a colossal monster in trap-filled dungeon…But if you think you earn too much, I know one poor accountant from lesser nobility that could use a coin or two, you won’t believe it, but he works here and is a pretty good acquaintance of yours!”




I got the joke.



	“Hm? Is that so? Well, if I would meet him then maybe I will think about helping him a little…”





	“No. Forget about it. I am getting paid more when I help more adventurers with their jobs from a formal perspective. If you want to help me fill the questionnaire for exclusive contracts. I would inform you every time if one fitting your preferences would appear, and by taking them I would get a commission.”





	“Will think about it… now pardon me…”





	“Sure thing! Rest well!”




He yelled after me as I was walking back to my room.


Exclusive contracts, hm? The tasks on the board are open contracts. It means that everyone can sign up for them. Sometimes even more than one team can take this quest – like for herb gathering. Exclusive contacts mean that only one person or only one team can take it – like bringing a particular artifact or acting as a messenger.


The salary is better, but if you wouldn’t manage to fulfill it, the penalty would also be extremely high. There are even people that give tasks so unclear, or even disturb the team from completing the quest itself, to earn money from those penalties. You have to be careful from who you are taking the quest. But yet again, the guild administration usually is looking for these matters as well.


As I was moving on the floor I was stopped by the rest of the team from the exploration and Jericho.



	“Oh, kid! Good to see you, I heard that your condition worsened as you were getting back… But it looks as everything is all right with you now.”





	“Greetings master. Yes, I am ok and…”





	“Hm... Zari…” Marika started moving her nose like a rabbit sniffing for something. “…You smell funny. Just like a woman!”




She titled her head, Gisele raised her brow, Gustav and Jeremy looked at each another and Nyx,… I had no idea what Nyx did, as his/her face was completely covered.



	“Yeah. The guys I asked you for, brought to me a special place in the slums… not exactly legal nor renowned… where I was… rehabilitated.”





	“So the smell?”





	“The one in charge of my rehab was a woman. Is that weird? Medics often touch their patients.”




…. Please be a dummy, please be a dummy, please…



	“Heee? I see…” thank the goddess! Hallelujah! “… it bothering me cuz’ its really strong smell. I have no idea what kind of medicine was involved, but there is almost no your natural smell… I want it back…”




Gustav turned away and Jeremy pretended he was massaging his face with both of his hands. They did that just to hide their smiles.



	“Relaxing oils and such. The cause of my condition was within my mind and spirit. She eased my pain.”





	“Massage session?...” Gisele joined the conversation “… I have heard about those! Gerwazy took one last week!”





	“Oh really? Well… then you see…”





	“You were really not acting like yourself back then… if it helps this much, maybe I should go there too…”




…. That’s a very bad ide…



	“A great idea, my dear!...” Jeremy barely stopped himself from bursting into laughter “… Maybe next time Zari would take you there? What would you say about that Zari?”




… Bloody traitor...



	“Indeed, great idea. I will try to remember about it as I will be going there in the future…” I came a bit closer to him and bit angrily hissed, “… which won’t happen in the next few months!”





	“Is that so? Shame. Well, we have to get going, see you later!”




I was left alone with Jeremy in the corridor. I punched him in the stomach. He didn’t even try avoiding.



	“Asshole!”





	“You blame me? Don’t you know that Fairies have really strong senses? And that one got hooked on your aura! Without a very proper bath and meditating session, you were literally asking for it! Even I know that!”




He was having fun, too much fun if you ask me



	“Anyway…” he continued “… take your time to rest as much as you need. When can I expect you to be ready for our next training session?”





	“Maybe… First, let’s pray for a minute or two to the Goddesses, for making those two such airheads. And answering your question, I want to train my mind today. Tomorrow I will visit fabric and the Blackwoods, do some more mind training… so the day after tomorrow should be good… of course, if you don’t have anything better to do.”





	“No. As Guild Master, I am farting in the chair for allllll day long. Alesia is actually doing most of the work, you know? Just because they didn’t want to see a woman as the guild leader she was forced to be a secretary. And I was a hero back there… so all I could do was take the office and making her my right hand.”





	“…so you do nothing here? Good to know.”




He hit me with his palm. The strike almost knocked me down.



	“Watch your tongue…” there was no anger in his voice. Even a bit of amusement “…she does most of paperwork, but Guild leader has far more tasks to do. Meetings, looking for additional sources of income, annual reports to the King…”





	“King? I thought the Guild was independent.”





	“It is. But to remain that way; we have to prove our worth…. Well, it usually ends with me telling stories of your adventurers to the King and his kids. Those brats love stories...”





	“… so you REALLY do nothing…”




He once again tried hitting me with his hand, but as I was expecting it I ducked under it.



	“A-HA!” I yelled with pride.




I shouldn’t have done that. I should not have done that.


As I provoked him, he performed another strike. Faster. I didn’t see it coming.



	“I surrender!”





	“Smart choice. Ok, go away. Train that spirit of your or whatever you want to do. Shu-shu.”




He sent me away, which irritated me a little.


~You should go fishing.

 

Why is that so?


~You are tense again


And how would that help me?


~Fishing is a great compromise! You can kill an innocent being AND relax at the same time! Win-win situation.


Haha! Good one. Maybe later.


I shut the door behind my back. Okay, let’s do this


~Are you sure? Last time we did it you fainted and had headache for the next two days…


And I have also improved my magic.


~But… maybe you should meditate before? To prepare yourself for that mind rape that I am going to serve you.


Nope. I prefer to meditate after that.


~As you wish.


The Codex materialized in front of me. It opened itself and pages started turning on their own until a certain page was found.


~Ok. Bite the pillow. It comes in dry.


I hear her chuckle inside my head. I wanted to reply, but the waves of knowledge mixed with pain assaulted my mind.


I saw all those symbols appearing in front of my eyes, shining for a moment before disappearing. Magical glyphs, getting more and more complicated, combining with each another creating circuits.


The astral plane i… t..e m..ost unsta…le of all real..s. Noth.. is sa..e he..e.  Changing and sfi…ting all the time. But o..e has to unde..and, that tha.. is ha…i..ly influ..ed by the rest of al…native univer…es. Every th…ng that happ…e…d within the ri..er of possibl..ties will h..ve its re..elction ..ere.



My head was getting dizzy. I saw it. All of it. I saw one event leading to another. No action remains without its echo…


~Shhh… don’t think about it. You try to understand. That’s irrelevant! You can’t completely understand magic. Feel it. You won’t be able to turn the river with your own strength. Surrender to it, flow with it. Become one with it. And then use it. Even intelligence has its limits. You made great use of it up until now. But at this moment, your desire to UNDERSTAND is what blocks your progress… surrender… flow… fly… flee… Be the one with magic, and the magic will be one with you.


I relaxed a little… all those wonderful information passing right in front of my eyes. I still didn’t want to let it completely go


Yet the voice became far more understable…


Humans. Elves. Demons. Chimeras. Fairies. Merfolks. Greenskin. Blackblooded. Dragons… so many being. So many ways to understand the magic. And none truly correct. The way they learn and understand magic shall never be complete, for they are doing everything they can do prove themselves right in front of the others. 

 

They try to force the knowledge of a path that leads to their goals.

 

And this is a mistake. Knowledge can’t be a path to the goal. Knowledge is a goal. If you would use it to achieve something, then the knowledge will always be lacking. 

 

Knowledge is magic. Magic is not a path. Magic is a goal. Magic is enlightenment. By focusing on one branch of magic, you can gain a tool to achieve your goals. By mastering MAGIC – you will drink from the fountain of transcendence.

 

Forget what you were told. Forget what you desired. Forget what you are, what you came from, and where you go.

 

Just be there. With magic.


The pain was gone. My head no longer hurts, even more. There was a strange feeling of serenity flowing across my whole body.


I was deeply in trans, somewhat outside of my body. I opened my eyes.


I was not there… not even saying, that I didn’t know what THERE was.


It looked like a Kaleidoscope, within a cube covered in shifting geometrical marks. Triangles turned into squares, those into pentagons and those into hexagons. Then they connected to each other making multidimensional structures. They were getting more and more complex… and then they once again became lines which would later form triangles.


Everything is connected. Everything is attached, even if you can’t see connections. The day is connected with Night by Dusk. The night is connected with Day by Dawn. If you would take Dawn and Dusk away… could you tell the difference between Day and the Night?

 

Sun and Moon are connected by Light.

 

Love and Hate are connected by passion

 

Life and Death are connected… because they are the same thing.

 

Chaos and Order and connected by Nature.

 

Don’t cast aside Night if you praise the Day. Don’t forget that the Light of the Moon is the same Light that is being radiated by the Sun. You can’t hate someone if you don’t wish to be loved. 

 

You will never Die, if you have never lived.

 

It’s time. Open your eye. The eye that sees through the heart. The eye that sees thought the soul. The eye that sees via Good and Evil.

 

The Eye that will allow you to see Beyond Gods… into Oblivion. Open it.

 

Open the eye!!!


What… kind of eye?


OPEN IT


But… I don’t know how… I don’t know where it is


IT IS ALL CONNECTED. NIGHT AND DAY. SUN AND MOON. LOVE AND HATE. LIFE AND DEATH. GOD AND MAGGOT!


DON’T THINK! DON’T UNDERSTAND! FEEL! BE!


What should I be?!


THE EYE!


How… Why?


If everything is connected… And everything is everything… as I was supposed to understand the magic… and to surrender to it… does it mean that I am the Magic? I am… the eye…


Finally. Long-awaited. Witness. Be a Witness. Of what is yet to come. To what is about to happen.


What is about to happen?


Not yet. Soon.

 

But time is relevant.

 

Many humans life shall pass… within one blink of the Leviathan’s eye.

 

Knowledge. Use it well. Like those before you. My apprentice.


Who are you?


The First of the bearers of Chaos. The first worshipper of Heira. The Creator of the Codex. 

My name is….





I woke up.


Really? At a moment like that!?


Great. Simply great. I raised from my position to meditate… and the first thing I did right after that was vomiting rapidly.


The process of reading the Codex used to be painful. Yeah, I lowered my guard. The process needs to have its price. I should have predicted that. Well, silly me.


~Hey! Stop ignoring me you little bastard! Are you even there!?


What do you want?


~Wha… what do you… If I would have the body of my own, I would have just ripped your leg off and shove it in your ass! We were about to start studying, but you spaced out!


Codex-chan… one question… did you, perhaps, notice me puking right now?... no conclusion?


~… What happened?


I wish I know! But… I am sure I have studied the arts… bah! You were talking to me!


~It did not happen!


It was your voice! You told me that I am trying to understand instead of feeling your teaching too much!


~… Zari… Magic is a law. You can’t feel the law! YOU HAVE TO FUCKING KNOW WHAT YOU ARE DOING! FEEL THE MAGIC!? WHAT KIND OF FUCKING BULLSHIT IS THAT?! Saying so I am even more sure that I have never said that. Oh! I know! You should get something by studying! Some mental attributes points, skills… info about the locations of artifacts… Is there anything?


Speaking about the devil… notification I ignored…





	By studying the Codex you have unlocked new manifestation for [Appraisal] skill



	[Astral eye]










	[Astral Eye]



	The special mode that can be activating during [Appraisal]



	
Astral  Eye is also named as All-Seeing Eye

The spell was told be to lost, and not many information is known for sure.

It is said, that the users of this Eye will always know the truth, will see things hidden from everyone else, or even see things from places far away.









Astral Eye, huh?


~ What did you say?


Let’s see what we are dealing with…


~Zari! Don’t!


But of course, it was too late.


Can you please remind me, what did I say about everything having its price?









Heira was drinking wine while sitting on her throne and looking at a semi-digital map of the world in front of her.


One of her succubi was taking care to always keep her glass full. She could do nothing but look at the doings of her mistress. Finally, she couldn’t bare it and said.



	“Pardon me, my lady… but I am not sure if this was wise…”





	“Wise? I am pretty sure that Amita was the goddess of wisdom. Why should I act wisely?”





	“But…”





	“Listen, pet… I gave him a pretty nice tool… don’t you think? But what’s the point in doing so, if he can’t use it?”





	“But he was doing his researches! Back in the library he really found lots of clues! The only reason why it takes this long is that the symbols were used in ancients times…”





	“Aito… listen now... I don’t care about such things as morals or logic… imagine…” she paused for a while “… that our world is nothing more but a book… just a story… And everything have a purpose in this story! One cares about points, few about characters, few about morals and few about the passion… and I am here to make it entertaining. I am the one that bring action to the story… in the end… who likes to read a story about sitting all day long in the inn?”




She smiled gently as she stretched lazily her body on the throne.(ED: Rip the fourth wall)
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The eye. I found it within myself. It is not opened by the body but by the soul. The world of magic is very complex and our understanding of it is mostly based on our own experiments.


Imagine, that there is a door. Behind this door there is already mentioned magic. It’s very essence. And all of us, as we study magic, are standing near this door trying “overhear” its whispers.


The eye… the eye allowed me to look through the keyhole to witness how beautiful it is. It indeed was beautiful. But… it’s bright. And it burns my eyes.



	“ZARI! DON’T”




Ah, the last words I heard before I was sucked in. The light was burning, I wanted to shut my eyes, but I couldn’t. They were forcefully open, like during brainwash session.


So what I saw? The worlds. All of them.


First I saw my room, as if I looked from above. In a short moment I raised higher, looking over the city. Higher, I saw a country. Them a continent and the a world.


And then further and further. The solar system, galaxy, then system of galaxies all packed in a perfect cube – the universe.


But I did not stop there. I saw Cubes of Universes packed one near the other. First a few of them, then dozens, hundreds, thousands and millions. I was rising even higher up to the moment when I saw all of them creating yet another Cube. Shifting and changing. Universes were never in the same place, they were moving like insane Rubik’s cube. Every placed changed…. But the center.


The Cubes of Universes were filled. They had starts and planers and dust and matter and life… The central was dark.


And I saw life. It’s very process. Small sparkle that after being born was weak and fragile. As it was living, gathering knowledge and experience they were getting shiner, bigger and warmer.


Up to the moment they died. All energy that souls gathered within their life was taken away from them, the once again a small and fragile soul was being born. So what happened with the energy? With all this fire and warmth and might? It was being sucked. By a dark, dead cube in the center.


All the words were acting like clockwork. Tic – you are born. Toc – you have died. Tic – you are harvested. Toc – Repeat.


And I saw the River. How adequate a name… it was floating through all the Universes. Once slow and gentle, bringing prosperity and fertility. Once rapid and violent, causing cataclysms and wars.


My eyes were burning.


I have seen the life of a soul. Again and again. As it was being deprived of its knowledge doomed to repeat their mistakes from past lives… Yet not exactly. With each passing reincarnation, mistakes were a bit smaller, bit less punishing. All races, were slowly, crawling forward… to what?


To the dark cube? What is there?


Magic.


All knowledge even gathered. All power that every living being even had. It is stored there.


Does magic came from that place?


No. It’s stored there.


So where does it come from?


From yourself…


What is the purpose of the Dark Cube


To store


Store what


… the magic… the knowledge… the experience…


Why?


So he can return


Who?


…


Who?


The first purpose.


Who is the first purpose?


Everyone.


… What do you mean.


Everything is connected. Light and Dark. Chaos and Order. Life and Death. Love and hate.


I know… Everything is connected and everything comes from the simplest creation to the most complicated, just to became simple again. Ash to ash. Dust to dust. But…. That would mean.


Once, there was only ONE life. It got separated. Every blade of grass, every bug and every maggot. But also every human, elf and dwarf. Every dragon demon and ogre…


They used to be one?


Yes.


So… first purpose was…


A first of the many. The Father of gods. The one that came from oblivion. Who forced the abyss into order. Who created nature and its laws. The father of every living and non living being. The Allfather.


… so… we the only purpose why we live…


Wrong. All father was perfect. But what is perfect cannot be perfect. The only thing that is truly perfect is imperfect being that tries to reach perfectness. Once it reach its final form… its purpose perishes, and thus is no longer perfect.


That’s a paradox.


Life is a paradox. Knowledge is a paradox. The existence of god is a paradox. Everything is a paradox… so it means that nothing is truly a paradox.


It doesn’t have sense.


Not everything has to.


… Who are you?


…


Who are you?


I am you.


So… I am also you?


No. You are not me.


… now, it really doesn’t make any sense.


Magnate has to be a noble, but noble doesn’t have to be a magnate.


So you are something bigger than me, but what contains me… I am inferior?


Yes. No.


Again paradox?


Yes. I told you. Being imperfect is more perfect than being perfect. Being weaker than me makes you stronger. And as you are stronger you grow weaker.


Even if everything is connected, it is also separated. What separates perfect from perfect? Weakness from might?


Time. It is the only tool to measure. But it is not valid here. We are beyond time. We are beyond space. We are in the Abyss. In Oblivion. In the Void. We are there, where everything happened. When and where he was born.


Does it mean… that when the time will come… all living being will perish to became Allfather?


No. The process was broken. The Circle was made within the Circle. Sacrifice of life is no longer needed.


Then sacrifice of WHAT is needed.


You know the answer.


The Cube. The experience and knowledge that is harvested at the moment of death. The very reason for the Circle, for reincarnation… is to take away the knowledge and use it to revive him?


Yes. And no.


So again paradox?


No. Not this time. It is closer to “yes”… I guess.


Did I… did I just find the answer for the reason that philosophers were asking since the dawn of time? Why are we here? Where are we going?


Yes and no. This time closer to “No”. The very process of life and death is indeed to harvest experience… but there is at least one more purpose of life


Which is?


…Having fun…


T… thahaha… haha… ah… I see. Well. Is that it. Something more I have to know?


Yes. Something that you may be interested with… Take a closer look.





The world around me started blurring again, as I was falling lower and lower, going back the same way I came. The cubes became bigger and bigger, up to the moment I was back in my Universe, then I saw galaxies, my galaxy, my solar system and my planet.


Here… it should be enough… Look….



On the world I saw from above, on every continent a few point shined, like a quests markers in a game.



Remember those places. And find them


What is there?


A power. A truth. A death and life. Redemption. And Sin. The answer, and the questions. Hope. Doom…. There is a tool…. And as every tool, you are the one to decide its purpose. Will you use a hammer to nail something? To destroy something?


Answering every question with either another question or paradox is making me tired… and my eyes… hurt…


Well, it’s your limit. Go back. Take a rest. You deserve it…


I was been sent lower, to the continent, to the country, to the city and my room. Before I reentered my body, I saw quite a gathering around me. The room was quite covered in blood…


I became one with my body…


And I heard it. Someone was screaming. Oh my goddess… how he was screaming. As if he was skinned alive, with his wounds being covered in slat and acid.


Then I realized. It was me. I was screaming.


And I couldn’t see.


There were voices. They were talking to me. Reassuring me. Trying to help me… I knew those voices… Those belonged to my friends! I wanted to say hello, say that everything was all right. But I couldn’t. I was still screaming.


And then the pain hit me. I understood why my body was screaming. Now, even my soul joined the agony.


And I fainted.







I woke up, maybe a few minutes, maybe a few hours… or maybe a few days or months ago. I didn’t know. What I knew back there was that I was laying on some comfy bed, with z pillow behind my head.


And it was dark. I have opened my eyes, but it was still dark.


My body was still aching, remembering the agony from last time. I moved a little on the bed



	“Zari, are you ok?”




Alesia? Is that you? I opened my mouth to say something, but the sound that came from it was a weak squeak. My throat… so sore…



	“W…wa…ter…” I managed to name my most urgent desire.




I didn’t have to wait long before a vessel was put to my lips. I greedily began to drink, almost suffocating.



	“Easy there… Easy…” I hear her concerned voice “… do you remember what happen? Where you are, who you are… the last thing that you recall?”





	“…Yes… No… I don’t know… My name is Zariel, you are Alesia. Last time, I was in adventurer Guild… I wanted to study magic… Damn… why is it so dark here?”





	“Zari… please… don’t get nervous but…”





	“Wrong! Reverse psychology! Never say phrases like don’t get nervous, don’t get mad or honey, I can explain it… you are getting the reverse effect so…”





	“Your eyes are gone.”




… What?



	“We were doing our duties, and then we heard you screaming… I have never heard anyone screaming like that. The door to your room was locked, and those bastards are quite durable… we began smashing through it, but it took lots of time. You were screaming all that time. Then Daralon came, he said that he sensed weird magic and came to investigate it. He blew the door down with one spell. You were laying there, bleeding from eyes and ears. He said that you messed with something that should never be touched and you were in a trans. He tried to bring you back, used every magic, even curse words… but he said that something stronger was holding you in an iron grip and is not letting go… According to his theory, the magic that was used had strong psionic origin, and thus was influencing the mind of the user. The mind is mostly located in the head… in the brain, so the pressure within your skull was greatly increasing… He did whatever he could to save you… he said that your brain could get cooked… we thought he was joking… that it was some weird reference… All he could do was to transfer the pressure somewhere else… He wanted to transfer it to your ears, you would become deaf for a few days… but something went wrong, and instead of ears… it went to your eyes. They didn’t hold it. Zari, your eyes exploded. You have hollow eye sockets. That is why you think it is dark… you have been sleeping for whole day and it’s about noon… I am sorry.”




… Well… fuck me… I guess…
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	[Status Effects]
	Blindness

Confusion

Body and Mental Exhaustion






Yup; It’s there. I still can view status, it simply appears in my mind. Lucky me. Without my Status I would be left like a blind man in the fog… ya get it? Blind man… I will show myself out.



	Let’s get this shit done. Traaaaansform!




… That’s the moment when I should grow eyes… I guess…


	Shifting in process
	Shifting failed
	Critical damage within [Eyes] [Optic nerves] [Occipital lobe] areas has been detected.
	Shifting [Wolfs Eyes] has been terminated with a failure





Huh?


~Ya though it would be THAT easy?


Why did it failed?


~ Kid… imagine… that you were walking through the forest…


~ No… Not this again!


~ Shut up! I will explain it to him!  Okay, so you are walking thought the forest singing happily as you wanted to collect mushrooms for stamina potion so your lover would remember night with you till the end of time… and in that forest, let’s say… a witch hunter is waiting for you! And he is a sneaky bastard! He jumps from behind the bushes and aim his weapon at you! But you did not hear him, cuz you were singing! And he stabs you in your heart! Do you think that you can survive pierced heart just by shifting it into another? Changing the heart of a human into the heart of let’s say a boar? You see, the secret is that…


~ What Lust is trying to say, is that you can’t replace damaged body parts. That would make you immortal, and you are not. You have lost your eyes. Period.


So… like… lost-lost?


~ Lost-lost.


…And there is nothing I can do?


~ There is always something, that one can do. You are not human. Stop thinking like one. Think beyond.


…If I would find monster with an extraordinary healing factor..


~Indeed. That should be more than enough.


~YOU IDIO…


Wait a second sunshine; can we please wait with our conversation till we are left alone? Thank you.



	“… So, how are you feeling?” Alesia asked with a concerned tone





	“Like a blooming flower. No honestly. I think I will go read a book or two, it usually helps to ease my nerves…”




In that moment the door opened and somebody else entered the room.



	“The worst situation gets the worst jokes you’ve made. You haven’t changed… Zari, what happened? I came as soon as Daralon informed me what happened…”




That voice… can it be?



	“Master Hanna!” I yelled happily “Long time no see!... oh wait…”





	“Young man… you have lost your bloody eyes, can you at least pretend you are concerned?”





	“But I am, teacher, I am. And I am already looking for a solutions… thehe… [looking]… I mean, um. Yeah. It may be a liiiitle pain in the ass, but it’s not the worst thing that could happen, I mean… at least I am not blind…”





	“What are you going to do now?” Hanna asked “You are still very special, if you would ask, for a favor or two a few individuals could help you…”





	“The adventure guild will fully support him…” Alesia ensured right away “We have contracts with a few healers, in case our best adventurers would get seriously damaged… but I think that with the help of the nobility, Zari can find better help… But indeed… we have to know… what are you going to do for now…”





	“What to do…” I wondered for a little while “… maybe… just maybe… I would grow wings and horns, then I would get myself two blades shaped like crescent moons, and would start running around the town yelling [YOU ARE NOT PREPARED!]… or something like that. Well, if not, I will have to do some researches on my own.”




~YOU IDIO…


Just a second more, honey!



	“Researchers? What do you mean?”





	“First… if I can do it by myself, if not then what actions could help me with getting those back…if there are none, then I would start asking for help, but at the same time I will have to train my other senses… So, if you pardon me…”




I raised from the bed.



	“Careful!” Both of them yelled.





	“I always am!”





	“Oh, you are? So, can you please remind me, where your eyes are?”




… Touché…


Anyway, let me see… hehe… what I can do. Smell? As good as ever! Maybe even better! Hm, the smell of some basic medicines, some herbs that helps in easing pain… yup. I am in an infirmary… well, where else could they put me? Hearing? Yeah still nice. If I focus I can ever hear their heartbeats. In a fight I could more or less locate my enemies, but fighting… it is completely different story. I will have to learn how to fight without my eyes…



There is also my echo of earth, will be even more useful in locating multiple living targets at the same time. I have also eaten a few bats, so with little work I should use echolocation… or at least that’s in theory. Getting used to SEEING with my ears will take some more time.


So where is my main problem? Moving within the city. I can’t simply grow bat ears and walk with them through the streets, I mean – I can, but drawing to much attention is something I would like to avoid. Especially when some people would like to see my head on their plate.


I can more or less sense life, smelly things and loud things, so I will pretty much stumble on every single furniture, walk into walls, fall in to wells and so on. Situations I would like to avoid.


I could use a staff to feel the ground in front of me and start walking in the direction where door should be located. More or less. The ladies were nice enough to help me a little by [Bit to the right, now a little to the left] and so on. I appreciated that they didn’t force me to move by hand. My pride would be even more damaged than my eyes. So, I guess that I can start with a little training with movements. I am sure that ol’ man Jericho knows a trick or two that would help with that. So… I think I will ask him nicely, I mean… he can’t possible refuse? Right?



….






	“I refuse.” The guild master answered my request of lesson of movements





	“…But I am sure you are skilled enough to teach me that and…”





	“Oh, I am. I am simply not going to do so.”




Wait, what? Aren’t we pals?



	“M…May I ask why?” I was really puzzled.





	“Sure thing. Because you are an ungrateful little brat, that does not treasure his own life. I have no idea what you played with, Daralon only said that something like [Arcana] and [dangerous magic]. He. Named something. Dangerous. Let me point out one more time. HE. I have heard a thing or two about the Curse speaker, he never named things as dangerous or irresponsible, more like funny or entertaining. Whatever you did, your actions even exceeded the insanity of that Dark mage. You didn’t need my advise nor guidance to bring yourself into this condition, so you surly don’t need it in fixing yourself. Yes, I am mad. I will train you, only when you either get your eyes back or when you learn how to move freely as a blind man. Until then I will also reduce the number of mission that you can take.”




Yup. I deserved that. The part with reducing mission choices is actually pretty logical. Until I prove that I can fight, he would never send me on a dungeon investigation.



	“I am really sorry for disappointing you. Hopefully I will manage to ask you for training in no time. Till then, excuse me.” I began to leave





	“I had a few more students before you and Gis, you know? One of them, my favorite, was just like you, skilled, intelligent, talented… and overconfident. He wasn’t a fool, no – he always checked twice every possibility, he always learned about his targets first… yet he is gone.”





	“I am sorry to hear about your student death…”





	“Death? No. He is alive. But he did something unforgivable. He is gone from my heart, now if I would ever see him, I will do my best to kill him. If I would manage to do so, that is… Zari. You are too proud. Far overconfident. You are a man of great possibilities… but at the same time you were blind of what was right in front of you. You picked the decisions that you thought were best… and many of them were. But not that one. I can only hope, that your physical blindness will cure the blindness of your soul.”




Crap.


I moved back to inn section, stumbling a few, or a few dozens of, times. I went there to ask if some of them do not have too much free time and don’t want to bully blind kid to train his senses.


Adventurers are a nice bunch. Each time I would move past a few of them they would ask how I was feeling. I answered back with either [I see no problems] or [Mind-blowing]. Unfortunately for me, they didn’t want to train with me. No surprise here. A few probably were still afraid about my condition, some had no idea how to train with a blind guy and a few more had better things to do… Until…


A training staff was forced in my hands.



	“O heard you were looking for a sparring partner. High time! You made me wait!”




A chuckle full of joy could be heard.



	“Gisele?”





	“That would be me! Fear not! Blind or not I will not give you any handicap! I fought with one blind man before… it’s an embarrassing memory, I was pulverized into dirt… Well, but he was a monk of Whispering Stone… A..a..anyway! We will bring you back to your full capabilities! Just leave it to me!”




I wanted to thank her right away, but I couldn’t. No, not because I felt deeply moved, no such thing. She just grabbed me by the arm and began dragging me through the corridors to training room.


Was she humming? I have a bad feeling about this.


She made me wait for a few more minutes within the training room, and then as she approached me I heard silent ringing.



	“A bell?”





	“Indeed! You may have problems with noticing your surroundings at first, so I will attach a few of them to my clots and two of them at each side of my staff. I will do some unnecessary movements so you can react… and then slowly I will increase my pace and remove bells.”





	“…Why are you doing this for me?”




She is so pure. Stupid? Sure, but in nice way. Always cheerful, confident but not a braggart. I though she wanted to fight with me to get herself better, but as I am blind… she would get nothing…



	“Hm? What do you mean? You called me your big sister! And sisters care about their siblings! I always wanted to have a few brothers and one or two sisters! That would be…”




She began describing all kind of average daily tasks that she would love to do. That she could have finally learn how to cook, that she would help someone learn to write and read.


Such pure wishes. I understood back then, how lonely she was. Lonely in the crowd. She was respected, worshiped, feared, liked… but no really loved. I heard that she was taken by Jericho when she was young. Maybe that wouldn’t be nice, but I will make a little investigation later about her origins.



	“…and then in the day of longest night in the year we would make a huuuge fireplace and eat sweets! That would be bliss!”




I was smiling all the time as she kept talking.



	“Ok. If you would help me with my… condition… I would teach you how to cook.”





	“… you can cook?”





	“Yeah, maybe I am not some genius, but what I made is something between [edible] and [enjoyable] so…”





	“Very well, that’s a promise! If you are making fun of me I will break all of your bones!”




… Well, she is a bit crazy about that… what did I get myself into?



	“Okay, here I come!”





	“Hm? No, wait!”




It was too late. She probably forgot about the part with making unnecessary moves, because a barrage of blows fell over my head.


I already regret my doings! Please! Show mercy!





The last few minutes of fight itself, she simply proved too much for me. She is both skilled, strong… and gets excited far too easily. As a result she began striking harder and faster making me move back and back, soon I stopped even considering from where blows could come, and I simply raised my staff horizontally over my head.


Training my ass! She used me as a punching bag! You are not pure! You are cruel! A monster!



	“That was refreshing! We will see each other tomorrow!” She said as she was leaving the room.




Tomorrow my ass! I don’t want to see you ever again!... Uh… wait…


~May I know?


Ah sure. Feel free.


~YOU IDIOT! YOU DUMMY! YOU IMBECILE! BIRDBRAIN! I told you that I did not give you that skill!? Every NORMAL person would first ask, what is it, how do you use it, FOR WHAT it is used for… BUUUUUUT NOOOOOO! I am the all-knowing Zari! I will fucking do it by myself! If not for Daralon you would have had your brain cooked! Melted! Devastated! NEXT TIME AS YOU PLAY WITH ANCIENT MAGIC OF AN UNKNOWN ORIGIN ASK ME FIRST FOR FUCK SAKE!


Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpa(ED: I don’t know). I am stupid. You are smart. I don’t deserve to be together with such magnificent being like yourself. I can only apologize for my own selfishness and stupidity and ask you for your forgiveness, for you are the most wonderful being and…


~Stop that. Cajolery will bring you nowhere now…


It was still worth a try. So… what was it? The spell


~It wasn’t even a spell. It was an ability, not designed for mortals. Only those who exceed the magic arts can use it freely. And to be honest, I am terrified that someone gave you it.


Why is that so?


~Zari… Someone wanted you to see something. That’s the only purpose of this skill. The world is a map. All the time shifting, all the time changing, moving and twisting. There are many such maps! Someone’s life, life of the city, life of the country, life of the world, life of dimensions, life of universe and all creation. Maybe you could use it on a small arena, in the end you are a freak, but as you gave the skill no destination, you saw everything…. How your soul could be in one piece after that?! HOW!? You are defying the laws of physic and logic?! Repent for your sins and go die!


You are cruel, you know?!


~Silence!


Yes, ma’am.


~You ain’t going to use that spell until your spirituality is over 100. And even that will be done under mu guidance. Ya understand!?


Yes, ma’am.


~Zari.


Yes.


~Work over your blindness. I don’t care how. I need you to be fully prepared for what is going to happen.


And what is going to happen?


~That skill is from the Arcana domain. Tricky one. Few worship it, few hate it. Arcana is the beginning of magic. The domain of Administrators, or as you prefer, Gods. Someone will come looking for it. Daralon felt it, but he is a murderer and not a Watcher. They will find you, no matter if just to investigate or eliminate. Be prepared. The storm is coming and it will shake you to the core. It’s only up to you, if it would kill you, or make stronger than before.
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The very morning I moved into the inn section, stumbling over each possible piece of furniture, kicking every table, bumping into every person. First they reactions were:



	“Look where the fuck you are walking you….”




And when they saw it was me…



	“Oh… I mean… hello Zari, keep doing great work! You are already stumbling less than yesterday… I mean… haha… sorry.”




That wasn’t helping at all! But I had no time to complain. I kept moving in one particular direction. The direction of were two gigantic males were feasting.



	“… one day you will have to travel with us to port in Rumir, brother! Rum there is the best I ever tasted! Strong, with aftertaste just right aaaand…”





	“Hello Aloizi, Gerwazy..” I greeted them as I sat on the chair between them at their table.





	“Ah! Zari! Good to s… I mean, well met! How did you find us?”




… I was walking after the smell of vodka. Not many here drink it in the morning.



	“I heard you from afar… yes, yes! You are quite loud!” I lied right away.





	“Well, indeed sometimes we forget to keep quiet. But, what brings you to us? Wait! Don’t answer just yet! Here, hold this!” the glass of vodka was forced in my hand and I heard as a small plate was put in front of me. I smelled meat.





	“There is no better thing for breakfast than a glass of vodka and bacon! Meat will give you strength and vodka will wake you up! Now, cheers!”




I usually don’t drink this early in the morning but…


I cough. Those bastards!



	“Hm? What’s wrong?”





	“Brother, I am afraid… that you gave him spirit instead of vodka…”





	“I did? Oh! My bad! I gave you my glass by accident! Foolish me! Foolish me! Hang on! Here! Drink! Fear not! Apple juice! This time I can’t screw this up!”




I drank another glass greedily. Tsh, they took me by surprise. I already regret coming with that matter to those two… I will either end up drunk or… oh, no. Wait. There is no other option. With those two I will definitely get myself drunk.



	“So… now. How may we help you? If you want to drink, just say no more and order your poison. Your drinks are on us…”





	“No. no… Thank you… I… I don’t really feel comfortable asking that you two… or actually ask about it at all… but may you tell me something about Gisele?”




They became silent for a moment.



	“May we know, why you won’t ask her your herself?”




I smiled weakly



	“Intuition. Sometimes the past may be painful… I know something about it… and asking her directly may cause bad memories to return. But, if you would tell me now, that there is nothing bad and I can ask her freely… I will find her right away…”




And another lie. I don’t want her to know that I am prying into her personal life.



	“… Kid, for your age you are more than tactful. You were right. Her early years weren’t an idyll. You know, she is a half blood. No one, as society, really likes half bloods. So was in her case. Her mother was but a village woman, but a very pretty village woman. Yet, as a mere human, she also was pretty greedy. She knew that she was beautiful so she was refusing many of marriage proposals, as she thought that one day some lower of middle class noble, or some merchant, would take a liking to her. Yes, she wanted to raise her status. But. There is always a but. No merchant appeared, no noble appeared… yet the region that she lived in was the lair of a High Crimson Dragon. And in the very end, the dragon took a liking to that woman. And as you know, dragons… do not negotiate if they want something. He simply kidnapped her from the middle of the village, brought her to his mountain… And… Oh, you are a big man, Zari. You know why men usually kidnap women. There was no poetry in it. No romance. Just pure desire of flash. She spent in the mountain months, months of brutal rape. If there can be said something about dragons… is that they are… fierce lovers… not in z good meaning. The woman lost her mind. And then dragon got bored and kicked her out of his lair…”




Gerwazy paused to have a drink. In that time his brother picked up the story.



	“The woman returned to the village, but she was but a shadow of her old self. As her mind got twisted, she became delusional. She convinced herself, that she was a princess… you know, because dragons in fairy tales kidnap princesses, and she actually began loving the beast. After a few more month, she gave a birth. Oh, and she was a loving mother. Gisele grew fast. Much faster than a human, a traits of half bloods, by the age of four she had the body of a 15 years old human. Both she and her mother became a taboo of that village, someone that was hated. Her mother was even made into the story, what happens to humans when they are to greedy… And little Gisele, with dragon blood, reacted very… violently, on every mention of this. She began picking fights with other kids… and… having scaled hands and small claws help in those brawls greatly. Gis loved her mother, but kept cursing her father. She promised, that one day she would kill him. Bah, she even visited the mountain multiple time. The dragon recognized her as the daughter of the woman he raped… but not as the daughter of his own. He allowed her to attack him multiple times… he toyed with her, he forced her into self improvement, just to pulverize her over and over again. He was feasting on her humiliation…”





	“Months passed…” Gerwazy started talking yet again “… the dragon was recognized as a threat, and price for his head was send to the adventurers guilds. But… the bounty was given by the village, so they couldn’t pay much. Small price for such an opponent like the Crimson Dragon? No one wanted to do the quest… But one person… Do you know who, Zari?|




I had my conjectures.


I raised my head and answered.



	“Dragon Slayer Jericho.”





	“Indeed. Ol’ Jericho got his title after slaughtering Gisele’s father. As the new spread… Poor Gis’s mother died. From sorrow after the creature that hurt her so badly, that she began loving it. And Gisele was left alone. The village didn’t want her, half blood… and even more, half blood of a beast that spreads chaos and disasters…you know… so, Ol’ Jericho asked her… if she want to see a world. The huge world, not just the small village and mountain on the horizon… to see seas and mountains covered in snow. To dive into caves and conquer forgotten ruins. And to make a new family of her own. Built from friends and companions, with bonds stronger than blood. Poor girl agreed right away… and under the guidance of Dragon Slayer she grow stronger and more beautiful than ever. We all treated her as family… but now as I recall… you are the first one to ever name her as a sister… Zari… this conversation never took place. You know nothing about her past, and you most certainly don’t know about it from us. She acts overconfident and cheerful, but sometimes, when she thinks no one sees her… she cries in the corner of the tent. From sorrow. From joy. Can you… pretend to be family for her for a little longer?”





	“Little longer?” I asked “There is no such need. To pretend I mean. I will not betray her, because I know how much it hurts, to be left by those who you trusted.”




I may be evil. I may be an asshole that manipulates people. I may keep lying with every breath. But I will not hurt this poor soul that is as damaged as I am.


I had my breakfast with them, refusing each next glass that they tried to force in my hands. But I had an excuse they couldn’t ignore. I will train with Gis later on.


I finished eating, raised up, and proudly move away… well, I moved proudly for four or five steps, until in bumped into another table.






Okay. Monsters with high regeneration. As an RPG player, what do I know about regeneration-monsters?


Greenskins. Goblins, Hobgoblins, Ogres, Orcs, Trolls… Fuck. Trolls… any D&D fans here? Ya know. They are bullshit… But also monsters like werewolves, Wendigo… where the fuck would I find a Wendigo? Something I missed? Sure I did, just can’t recall now.


So now, let’s count down. Goblins – I am friend with bunch of them, so no. Orcs? I don’t want to eat Mrogul anytime soon, Trolls? Haha… no until I do some researche. Fucking assholes… Duh! Pardon me… Werewolves? Well, I read about them in bestiary… I would have to keep looking for “Completely Turned” – the one that have completely lost their humanity and are forever trapped in the body of the beast… if I recall correctly, they are not that hard to kill… I mean, if you are prepared, that is. Potion made from dandelion, nettle and henbane- makes you completely smell less – wolfie wouldn’t even know you are coming. Blade soaked in wolfs bane, digitalis and opium… Moonstone for luring then… and two squads of pike men to stab it to death. Easy peasy lemon squeeze. Should I look for a quest to kill werewolves? I asked Jeremy about those…



	“…Bw…BWAHAHAHAHA!” Or so he said “… wait. You are serious?... Nope. No. Period. They are bastards. Really. Grow your eyes back or master Blind arts. I don’t care…”





	“…. But I need to get my eyes back…”





	“Then no. No.





	“But…”





	“No!”





	“Please!”





	“Ok.”





	“Really?”





	“NO! Maybe if you would be able to evade this…”




Evade wha… OUCH!



	“See? Damned are even faster. You couldn’t evade that, so you won’t be able to evade them too!”





	“You took me by surprise!”





	“Oh? So you think that werewolves would first send you a letter for a week before their attack, and for the very moment before they would send before them a chamberlain with a trumpet, that would say [Listen, Listen, villagers and adventurers! Tonight! Hour after midnight, we shall feast on your bodies, we humbly ask you to either run away, or keep up a fight]… ARE YOU NUTS!? Even in your optimal condition I wouldn’t send you to hunt them! So… NO!”




He shut the door before my nose. So… that’s about it. Yet… that was harsh of him!


I deserved that. I really did. Mea culpa… Mea culpa…




By the way… where is Marika? Now as I recall, I haven’t seen her for the past two days. Not that I need her or anything,(ED: Tsundere?) but she is the type that rather likes me so she should be somewhere around and…


The door was slammed opened.



	“ZARI! FRET NOT! I AM BACK!”




Well… I was on the 2nd floor of the guild by the guild master’s office. She was on the ground floor near the reception. We were standing two floors apart, at completely different part of the buildings. Yet I heard her.


Yup, she yelled THAT loud.


And them something began storming through the stairs, yelling from time to time “WhereIzHe?” or “OutOfMyWay!” followed by crackles. After half of a minute (Record time, in my opinion) Marika appeared on the same floor as me.



	“Zari!” it was voice full of relief. But then it followed with… “…WhyAren’tYouStayingInYourBed? YouHaveToRest! ILeftTheGuildForDayToFindHerbs! PainEasing, RegenerationStimuatling, Relaxing, OneThatWillHelpYouSleepWell…” It’s almost terrifying… the way she talks without taking a break for breath…





	“Marika…”





	“EverythingWIllGetBetter! IKnowIt! JustGiveItSomeTimeAndSoonYouWill…”





	“MARIKA!”





	“Yes?”





	“I am fine. Really. But still appreciate what you did to me and…”





	“I didn’t do anything yet! Go to bed! I will make some infusions! I may not be alchemist, but herbal tea is something even I can do!”




… I already regret even bothering were she could be.



	“It’s not necessary, I will take the herbs, and try to make something on my ow…”





	“Zari… poor, poor, Zari… You think, that your opinion is even taken into consideration… bed. Now.”





	“But…”





	“Now. Or I will bind you and drag you there!”





	“Don’t even joke about that…”





	“Or merciful mother, that sleep in the roots, Answer the cry and fight against deuce,
 As the pact was made in the time long ago,
 Lay on my head made from the branches crow…”




She ain’t joking..



	“F..fine!”




She smiled cheerful! I can tell!



	“It’s wonderful to know, that you simply found out what is best for you!”




…yes, as threat of being treated with nature magic had nothing to do with that…


I was grabbed by an arm and lead back to my room



	“Easy… now bit to the left… aha, very well…”




… I remembered the time from my other life. When I awoke from my coma after being poisoned with afterdamp. I was to weak to even walked through the hospital corridor on my own, without supporting myself on the wall.


The nurses also treated me like she does now. As defenseless, helpless, weak… each time I would take a step they cheered. They treated me just like child… For doing something more than normal. It was bringing me over the edge of anger. Into an oblivion of hatred.



	“Mari… I can go by myself.”





	“Don’t be silly…”





	“Marika. Please. Stop dragging me.”





	“But…”





	“Let. Me. Go. I can walk by myself. I can eat by myself. I can think by myself. Even if things would get dirty I could even fight by myself. I know that you are trying to help, it is more than appreciated… but don’t treat me like someone that can’t take care of himself… please.”




She let go. Unwillingly.


I don’t need sorrow. Nor pity. Especially, pity.


We walked in awkward silence for a few more steps. I remembered the way to my room perfectly.



	“Yo!” I heard cheerful voice another time.





	“Hm? Gisele? What are you doing in front of Zari room?” Marika asked politely with true curiosity.





	“I just wanted to pass joyful information to Zari! Tomorrow morning, you and I. Quest. I will visit you earlier and help you pack. We will dive into a dungeon, bit harder than your previous one.”





	“ARE YOU NUTS?!” Marika raised her objections. “He can’t fight! Just look at him! What do you even thing that you are doing?!”





	“Hm? But he asked me about training his other senses. And I though, that in true battle he would learn faster… fear not, we won’t dive too deep…”





	“It’s dangerous!”





	“…That’s the point!”





	“What if he would get into the danger?!”





	“I will be there.”





	“But he may get hurt!”





	“Mari… he is an adventurer. We get hurt. That’s what we are paid for. What do you prefer: for him to spend the rest of his life in bed, or to train his other senses against a few shadowlings?”





	“S…Shadowlings!? No! NO! No! I refuse! No!”




I couldn’t take any more of it.



	“This is also why you are not coming with us, Mari.”





	“But!”





	“Listen. I am really grateful for all your efforts. I really am. But I am not going to just lay in bed for the next few months and wait for a solution. Inaction is killing me. I have no eyes. That’s a fact. But, you see a problem, and I see an opportunity. I already know that my blindness is only temporary, but as a human being blinded causes other senses to get stronger. I will not waste such an opportunity.” I turned my head in the direction of Gis “…thank you. I will be ready.”





	“No prob at all! Ya can say that we are helping each other! Oh, and in two hours, we see each other in the training room… oops… pardon me. That was not intentional!”




I only waved my hand. No offence was taken.



	“Ok, so see ya!” The dragoness turned around and walked away.




I needed to do something now, or a little fairy will catch crippling depression.



	“…Mari, about that herbal infusion… I really could use it right now. I will go for that quest tomorrow, that won’t change… but I could really use something that would help me sleep better…’





	“o…okay. Leave it to me.”




Crisis averted. For now.
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                As I said in comments under last chap (but… honestly? Who reads comments under chapters bur few chosen?) Story is already 1 year old! So ere’ is grand check up of what happened till now!

The story has over (side stories, bestiary and so on) 129 chapters of story itself, that gives 0.353 chap per day or, one chap every 2.89 day! It contains 1412 pages (3k words per chap, more or less) so 3.86 page daily!

The story is 555# on the total story ranking, 61# at top weekly (in moment of checking), with best score ever recorded of 9# in top weekly. It is also 44th longest story on the site! The 1st chap has been read by over 24k ppl, and last 10 have over 1000 views each. Yes, I am proud of it.


1525 comment under whole story… well, half of those are mine so… let’s say that there are about 762 comments from you! Yeah, let’s stick with this version… so that gives about 6 comments per chap (and as there were pretty few chaps commented by only 3ppl, I am really willing to believe so).


What more can I say? Keep loving me, keep reading and enjoying, because that motives me to keep writing and getting better!


Oh, also thanks for breaking 700k views :D


Ok, thy chappy!~


Edited by: KenChi死No shootout for me. (Single tear)


So in the end I drank what Marika cooked, it was awful both in taste and quality, but I simply couldn’t tell her that. Still, if one of my alchemist girls in the slums would make something like that, I would kick them out right away… Even pure intention will not fix wrongly selected herbs.  Yes, both Moongrass and Widow’s bell help to ease fatigue and accelerate overall healing process… but not together… their essences literally erase each other. Alchemy is an art of synergy, adding two herbs to each other you can make effect much better. You knows 2 + 2 = 5 and so on. What she did is a 3 at best. Maybe even 2.5.


Aaaand I am bitching again. I smiled, drank it, and thanked her. And tried to rest for a few hours in my room. Then Gisele came back, dragged me to the training room where I had my ass handed to me. Like always she started nice, almost worrying about me, then she increased the pace and strength. Over and over and over again. A few more bruises were added to my collection.


Now I was sitting in the inn section having a late supper together with a few other guys. I was eating clumsily dropping food out of my fork every once in a while. I am pretty sure Marika tried to suggest that she wouldn’t mind feeding me, but she was quietly scolded by Gustav, to let me do it by myself. Some words about letting me keep my dignity were said. Thanks Gustav. Appreciate it.


Yet still, my condition was spreading awkward air around the guild. Everyone was a bit less cheerful than they used to be. I needed to start some conversation. About any possible topic.



	“So…” I did as I though “… why is there so many problems with the Holy Kingdom? As I recall Neira is not the only human kingdom on the continent, yet every single one hates those sanctimonious bastards…”





	“I am afraid, that they are a necessary evil…” Gustav answered “…ya see, Holy is located farthest to the east on our continent. They are the first line of defense if Demons would attack… and they used to attack every 50 years or so… it is a bit unusual for peace to last this long. Neira, also named the Kingdom of Magic, was located directly behind them, to provide magical backup. Researches of fighting magic and so on. We really made a difference. We used to coexist, even if not in peace, then in tolerance to each other. When the Demons attacked, they were also in charge of summoning the Hero. Without him, those wars could never be won…”





	“So what change?”





	“Darion.” Gustav took a deeper breath full of regrets “… Mages were not exactly… ethical… while creating new methods of fighting with demons. There are rumors… that they tried to create their own Heroes… like… almost manufacturing them. And it went both great and wrong….”




I know this part of the story. Hanna told me about it. Artificial mages. Forceful opening of mana veins. The process that was such a stress, it made people hair turn white. Hanna was one of those in charge of the project.



	“Wrong because many died in agony… Great because they succeed. But making a Hero and controlling a Hero are two separate matters. Especially when test subjects were kidnapped and tormented. He escaped and started spreading disaster. Well, the end of the story is known pretty well, he was killed. But – Holy’s became quite mad, they said: [We were told to fight with monstrosity, not to create them]. After Darion some more dark and rouge mages became a bit more active… Tell me, Zari. How did you learn magic.”




Question must have a catch, but I will let him approve oneself



	“By studying books and practicing what is in those…”





	“And where did knowledge from books came from? Experimenting. First you have to fail hundreds times to finally make one good formula to be wrote down. Now tell me, how do you practice necromancy? Or blood magic? And so on, and so on. Even now there are witches in the woods that are kidnapping humans, especially kids, for the purpose of research. The Church started hunting Rogue Dark mages, Then Rogue AND Dark mages. To finally keep hunting every possible mage. They logic became a bit twisted… but it’s not like they did have had a good reason to start it.” (ED: is Holy Kingdom reincarnated Germany?)





	“But aren’t they using magic too? I doubt that Hero summoning is magic-free.”





	“Is is magic of Luxia’s domain. Completely different. The magic serves a purpose. Both Nature and Chaos are for self gain. Literally those are commands: [Destroy those who oppose me], while holy magic is [Destroy the impure] or [Save those who I treasure].”





	“So… holy magic is for helping others, while rest is for egoistic uses?”





	“More or less.”





	“Wow, they almost sound like nice guys.”





	“They lost themselves in their idea. From pure protectors they became zealots, from zealots fanatics and from fanatics executioners. They are no better than Darion.”





	“So… we won’t attack them because we need them in case of a Demon invasion…”





	“That’s right”





	“Yet they will kill us because we made Darion.”





	“Aha…”





	“… we will just let them slaughter us like animals?”





	“Oh, no. Researchers ismade all the time – to duplicate the summoning process.. well the formula is known, the problems is, that there are few particular persons that are needed for the rite be successful…”





	“Which are…”





	“The Order of Blessed Sisters… well, they could be more or less replaced by priests and priestess with strong Light affinity… but there also needs to be someone touched by angels. The prophetess. And here the whole process is getting fucked right in the ass.”





	“I guess that there are not many such persons…”





	“One per generation. When one dies or is no longer able to execute her duties… because of illness or age, a new one is picked. Only one at a time.”





	“That’s a bummer.”





	“Nicely said. But… about the part with war. No, Neira won’t allow them to just slaughter us. Barriers and Forts are erected all the time. Well, it’s the job of Kingdom tacticians, but probably there will be trench warfare. We are closer to our supply points, and most of our border in the forest. So we will try to force them into a long, resource burning war, to force them into getting more and more supplies. Fighting not to kill but to wound, so they will have to bring more medicaments, raiding convoys with deliveries… literally force them to go back where they came from.”





	“So… nothing to worry?”





	“I never said that. I doubt their tacticians were sitting on their asses. They must have found something annoying. All we know, is that their forts near the borders are overcrowded now. It’s bad. For us. It means that soon they will march out.”




I recalled a map. If I am not wrong there are literally a few path that connects both kingdoms. They are not fit to lead armies thorough them, as in the end they were made to be a 2nd layer of defense against Demons. The forest is out of the question. No organized army can just lead their forces through such a dense and hostile land, full of monsters. All carts with supplies would get stuck in the swamps; horses would break their legs, and coordinating the movement of thousands of soldiers… No. It would be a logistical suicide. So all we can do right now is just wait with anticipation.


Our conversation lasted for a few more hours. I think that it was a few minutes before midnight before I fell asleep.







The door to my room was slammed open as someone rushed in. Well… I am sure I shut the door and locked it with a key…



	“Get up sleepyhead! Do you know what time is it?!”




I heard cheerful voice of Gisele.



	“… probably hour or two before morning, as I can hear the starlings chirp….”





	“No, no, no, no! It’s time for an adventure! I came to help you pack. Now get up…” I heard small rumbling all over the room as she was walking over it and picking my stuff.





	“Yes… backpack, that’s for sure… oh, you made yourself those fatballs yesterday… thoughtful of you, well, we will pack it right away. Now, staff, but you will hold it in your hand, so let’s move it to the corner of the room so it won’t not bother us now…”




She was like a little hurricane.


Before I got the rest of sleep out of my head, the fully packed bag was forced into my hands.



	“Now, quietly, follow me.”





	“Why quietly?”





	“…” the silence (a long one) before her answer told me right away that she’s about to lie “… oh Zari! We are not living here by ourselves! A few guys got themselves drunk yesterday and now they need to rest! It would be very impolite of us to wake them out…”




… So, I know the lie now. Now… she probably doesn’t want to let someone know that we are leaving… who and why?



	“Step… another one… yesss… shhh you fool! I mean… careful ok? Very well… there will be a carriage near the gates that we will use to…”




“My, my… where are you two going? Hm?”


We were about to leave the guild when we heard Jericho calling from the depth of the Guild…



	“For training! In the fresh air!” Gisele answered right away. Well, it was not a lie. Not completely.





	“With bags on your backs?” I knew that guild master raised his brow.





	“We have food for a picnic in those!” A horrible lie, and told to fast… my sweet summer child…





	“There must be lots of food in those…”





	“… you know how much I can eat…. Haha…” And now she added an awkward laugh at the end… Gis, never lie to anyone… it would be better if you would simply stay quiet.





	“And for training session you are taking your full armor and real weapons too?” Jericho up in that point knew that all of those were lies. Now he was just bulling her, letting her tangle in her own lies.





	“…W..well, I wanted it to be a little more realistic…”





	“Very well… And now tell me… Haven’t you filled a form of dungeon ride yesterday?”(ED: Might mean raid but I’m not sure)





	“Y…yes, I did… something wrong with that? I don’t have to do it right away…”





	“No. You simply marked that you are taking an additional person with you… yet you left the pool with names blank…”





	“It… it is common thing, isn’t it? I simply want to take a companion, I simply didn’t yet decide who it would be and…”





	“Gisele…”





	“Y…Yes?!”





	“You picked a quest for a few days with an additional person… and now you are leaving the guild in full equipment, food supplies for a few days and Zari with you…”





	“Haha… what a weird coincidence, that could indeed look a bit awkward…”




With the eye of my mind I saw her scratching back of her head.



	“Gisele… I am pretty sure I reduced the overall ranks of quests that Zari can pick from the board…”




… You did?! Oh, you little…



	“So? I will be with him! Nothing will happen! I will bring him back in one piece… or two pieces, but easily patchable pieces!”




… now I am getting a little nervous.



	“Gisele. When an adventurer is heavily injured, we are force them to take a few easier quest to let them prove that they are still capable of doing their job. If we wouldn’t do so, they could die or even worse. Because of their condition the adventurer may lead his whole team into danger. Zari has to finish 3 quests of each rank, starting from G. Each time he would do so, he would be allowed higher and higher rank until he would be back to his form so…”





	“Very well teacher…” Gisele was… angry. Like really, really angry. She didn’t say that, she hissed “feal free to cancel that quest.”





	“I already did.”





	“With this… are we allowed to leave?”




Now, Jericho and I were both dumbfounded.



	“Gis, child… where now do you want to leave?”





	“Exactly where we were going from the very beginning. The Temple of Shadows.”





	“…But your quest… is not longer valid…”





	“Do we need a quest to go in there? Last time I checked adventurer could visit every dungeon that was not restricted by certain limitations. And I have checked the list of those places. Temple of Shadow is not there. So, we will simply visit his place and kill some monsters. For free. Isn’t it nice to do some volunteer jobs from time to time?”





	“Gisele…”





	“By quest Guild understand the form job picked from the board by an adventurer. Described precisely what needs to be done and how the adventurer will be paid for this job, with a fee of 10% for the guild. If we are not taking moneys, it is no longer a quest. Now, if you want us to stop us from entering this dungeon you have to suspend our adventurer licenses, which needs to be delivered right away, and even then we have three days to fill an appeal. In other words…”





	“You stupid, egoistic, brainless little lizards…” now Jericho got carried away “… why are you bringing danger upon your companions? And you!...” Those words were directed to me “… you are no less guilty! Both of you are using each other to reach what you want! Aren’t you simply ashamed of your actions!? And what are you doing it for?”





	“We do it, because stagnation means regression. If you are not moving forwards, you are stepping back. We know it will be hard, we know it will be dangerous. But skill in not everything that is needed to survive a dungeons. It is mostly about trust. You see two incapable individuals, but we view it differently. She trusts a blind man, and I trusted an officious berserker. She will be my eyes, and I will be her reason and sense. Together we are complete. We can either reach a completely new level of abilities… or fail trying. No matter how it would end, we are willing to take a risk. And we won’t be stopped. Even if it would means your anger.”




I said bowing my head a little. Now, I am just waiting for the judgment. Bring down the hammer of your justice! Make death swift and painless!



	“Very well”




He said that with completely relaxed voice



	“Wait, wha…”





	“It’s good to be young, hm? Oh, off you go, you mentioned that you have a few monsters to slaughter.” There was not even an ounce of anger in his voice. He almost sounded like a gentle grandpa…





	“But, you said…”





	“You are focusing on words waaay to much. I just wanted to check your determination. Zari…”





	“Yes?”





	“Take good care of her.”





	‘What do you mean?” Gisele was bit surprised





	“She tends to act without thinking…” Jericho continued paying her no attention “… she sometimes misses her breakfast, so you have to watch her eating regularly, if not she becomes grumpy…”





	“T… teacher?!” I almost heard her blush!





	“Atop of that, she has the bad habit of skipping baths, if there would be a lake just toss her into it… she may hiss, pay no attention. Just the animal part of her..”





	“S…s…s..stop that! It’s embarrassing! And what do you mean by forcing him to look after me?! HE HAS NO EYES! SHOULDN’T I BE THE ONE LOOKING AFTER HIM!?”





	“Very well…” I picked his joke “… and… just in case… where does she usually hold her spare cloths?”





	“Y…You too!?”





	“Hm, at the bottom of her sack.”





	“She can dress up by herself or does she need a hel…”





	“ENOUGH!”




I was thrown over her arm and literally dragged away. Well, sorry for bulling you, it was simply too tempting.
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I was sitting in the rented carriage driven by Gisele. Because this time our quest was not part of a bigger exploration, we couldn’t afford the comfort of having our own carter. But hey! Comfort breeds weakness! Atop of that Gisele wasn’t such a bad driv…


The cart hit some bigger roots, or maybe a stone, which made the whole vehicle jump slightly, which made me fall from the bench.



	“Haha! Sorry! Hey? Are you alive back there?”




… Yeah. I lied. Or maybe, I tried to convince myself that the journey wouldn’t be so painful. Gisele had some magical ability that allowed her to locate and ride over every possible hole, hump, stone, root, calamity and puddle, leaving me shaken, stirred, wet, and sore.


You can do it, Zari…. Stay strong…. You have been put through difficult tasks… lived in dirt and blood, hungry and exhausted… you have survived witch hunters, the forest, a swarm of insect, even killed two dragons… you will do i…


<BAM>



	“Are you all…”





	“ARE WE THERE YET?!”




I am such a weak and fragile being… I am so sorry I yelled at you but…



	“Hm? About the whole day by cart…”




WhaDaYaMeanTheWholeDay!? WHATDAYAMEAN BY THAT?!”



	“In the end it’s pretty logical, you know… no big city, especially the capital, would be built that close to a dungeons, as those are places heavily infested with twisted magic… so it can be dangerous… yet being in a day of travel still is worth it, because those are places where you can find various materials, artifacts and could train troops… yeah, even if dungeons are under the jurisdiction of the Adventure guild, from time to time they are rented to the military for training purposes. So… the distance of day by cart is optimal.”





	“But it means…. That there is about 10 or 11 hours of journey ahead…”





	“That’s about right!”





	“… I am wondering… shouldn’t… the road from capital be more…solid?”





	“Oh this? it’s because there is NOTHING in the place that we are heading to… you know, ground breeds no vegetables, swamps… even weather there is… pardon my words… fucked up. So the road is getting damaged by hailstorm over and over again and no one wants to pay to repair it… maybe once every 10 years some bricks are replaced but… <Bam>… thahaha! Zari! You are distracting me! Wanna cause an accident?”




… Actually… I am pretty much sure that she rode for a bit with her head turned to me… does she… drive better when she actually is not looking at the road?!


Uno momento! There is something off… something about that location…



	“Gis… aren’t we perhaps heading south-west?”





	“Hm? Now? Not exactly, we are going south-west at the moment, but it is only because we have to ride past a crossroad and then…”





	“No. I mean our final destination.”





	“Hm… I am not really sure where on map it exactly is… I pretty much know the way there more, ya know, like I have no need to remember every detail about every dungeon I have visited… but maybe you are right… Yeah, I think you are right… why do you ask?”




… just before my eyes were blown… I saw the world from “above”. Do you remember – I said that I saw a few pulsating markers. The voice said that in those “tools” are located. Few were pretty close to the capital of Neira – one of them about a days travel to south-west… Why do I feel like I was once again toyed with by deities?



	“Nothing. It’s nothing. I am just checking my awareness of the surroundings.”




Maybe I will use my remaining time to peacefully think over the message that voice told me… if he only could not speak with those riddles all the time… never mind. I have time, I have space, I have peac…


<BAM>



	“Sorry!”




… peace… This will be one long trip…





Over 9 hours and a few dozen bruises later we reached the destination. As we were getting closer, the weather indeed became… violent, unstable. The rain was supersaturated with magic. The storm we rode into was not natural. it was almost heavy to breath.



	“So, we are finally here… Oh, if you could only see it, Zari…” Gisele spoke in awe “… no matter how many times I see it, it always makes me shiver…”





	“Feel free to describe…”





	“We call it the Temple of Shadows.(ED: insert thunder and echo) It’s non-natural dungeon – it looks like tower with its peak hidden in dense storm clouds. Always covered in mist, so you wouldn’t see until you almost walk into it. Some calls it the Black Hand, because it reaches to the sky from the ground, like a finger of Heira that threatens the Heavens. Ah, it would be nice to finally conquer it…”




… Wait, this insane berserk didn’t con..  nah, impossible… but maybe…



	“It almost sounded as if it proved to be too difficult for you…”





	“It did!” She cheered “… you see, first 10 floor are nothing more but a warm up. 11-20? Barely better. 21-30? Can be annoying, 31-40? That’s where dun begins… Up to 50th. After that, each floor is like the gates of hell. Impossible for a team to conquer. Four years ago, with three other guild branches we formed a raid. The 38 most skilled. Ranks B+ and above. 38 good men. We reached 59th Only 12 came back. On the whole continent, there are only 7 Dungeons that were never conquered. Seven dungeons that swallowed more adventurers, than rest of them combined. It would be wonderful to conquer it, and then drink a mug of beer atop of it in memory of those who died here…”




… Gisele… where the fuck did you just bring me?!



	“So… how is walking into one of the most difficult dungeons on the continent going to help me improve?”





	“Hm? Oh! It’s because monsters here are really annoying! Like… really – really annoying! Many of them are quiet and sneaky, while a few are big and loud. The most fatal mistake that fresh adventures make here is focusing on those big ones, because their role is simply to drag attention. Then Shadowlings would creep on you from behind your back… but, answering your question…. If this place wouldn’t boost your senses, nothing will. Hey! Cheer up! If you would survive this place, nothing ever will be able to catch you off guard!”




… she said [If]… didn’t she? Jesus fucking Christ! Of course! She is the type that will throw somebody in the deep water… and then would push the poor bastard head under the water… and keep it there for a minute or two, saying that it’s for his/her own good…


Just… what have I gotten myself involved in this time?!


I felt a light push in the back



	“Come on! The monsters will not slaughter themselves… wait… actually… if they are extremely hungry they actually jump on to each another… Ah! Doesn’t matter! Let’s tighten our bonds of friendship via blood and gore! Nothing brings people closer more than risking like in same place and in same cause!”




	[Temple of Shadows]
	Floors	100
	[Avarage] Level [of the Party] suggested to clear the dungeon:	85
	Cleared:	No






… what?! No. No, I am not going in there! There is no such possibility that I will ever step into this place!



	“Zari? Something wrong! Just go in already! Hm? Fear not, there is no stairs in front of you, so you can walk freely…”




… NO! It’s not the point! Level 85! 85 damn it! It is almost a year since I was send]t here, and I am not even 20! If you would take into consideration, that it takes more and more time to level up, I won’t be able to conquer it till I am bloody 500 years old! Even WOMANH from Heira insane Lunapark wouldn’t be able to clear it! And yet you want me to…



	“I wonder how far we will go this time…” Gisele said quietly yet again “… normally we go up to 45, but this time there is only two of us, you are not in your optimal form, and the purpose is not cleansing of the dungon, but simply training? 20? No… even that may be a problem? Let’s say that we aim for 15 now… and then we will see how easy or hard for you it is…”




… NOPE! Ain’t going to enter this hellhole – period! Knowing my luck I would in some magical way find myself in front of gate to level 99. No thank you.


It’s the time when I turn back and came back to the…


I was grabbed by the collar of my robe



	“Zari! You silly you! Your walking in the wrong direction!’




No, trust me, I know what I am doin… stop that! Oy! Stop pushing me!



	You have entered the [Temple of Shadows]





Fuck







Jericho, after a whole day of really hard work, left his cabinet and moved to his private room. His thoughts were wandering near a bottle of very old and very expensive whiskey he had stored in his commode. He was supposed to drink it after some kind of wonderful event… but as time was passing and his life was getting more and more boring, he decided that he would open it today. Yeah… he was getting old. Even if he was still strong and could deal with most of the adventurers… at the same time on his own, he somehow lost his ambitions. He no longer awaited the next journey and preferred a warm, comfy bed over a sleeping bag under a tree.


Ah… the whisky… its rich flavor… strong aftertaste… he could only imagine how wonderful the moment of opening the bottle could be…


He opened the door… just to see that someone already was in there, behind his deck, with a glass of already mentioned whisky in his hand.



	“Nice treasure you kept in there…” Rogue said taking sip after sip “… sorry for the intrusion and using your properties… but I have some urgent matters that need to be…”





	“… My whisky…” Jericho’s mind was no longer in his body “… half the bottle… gone…”





	“Don’t you know that alcohol was meant to be drunk and not stored like gold? If you are not drinking it, you can as well let someone else enjoy it… but back to the topic…”





	“… 5 years. I waited 5 years, letting it mature… to bring its richest flavor…”





	“And I have to praise you. You did well. It’s one of best I ever tasted. And trust me, I drank a lot… here, check it by yourself.”




Rogue pushed the filled glass over the top of the desk. Jericho cached it a second before it would hit the floor.



	“Thank you for treating me with MY OWN BLOODY WHISKY!”




Rogue only chuckled



	“Now now… calm down there… It’s just one bottle…”





	“That bottle was worth 40 silvers!”




In that moment Rogue pointed at the corner of the room, where few small crates were located.



	“Over there you have the first batch of freshly made potions. They are indeed a bit weaker than those from Alchemist guilds, but still, a potion is a potion. As it was agreed with Zariel, each of them will be sold for 10 silver, or equivalent of them, so almost half of the price or potions that are available on markets. The boy and I have live up to the agreement. Your turn. Sell them. 10% fee for you.”





	“How many?”





	“10 crates, 10 each. Those were tested, so there shouldn’t be any side effects.”




Jericho mind started calculating quickly. 100 potion per 10 silver. 10% fee for him… he will be given 1 gold for… doing almost nothing? Just for being discreet? As soon as Zari would get back he would have to give him a hug.



	“Give 20% to Zari and send rest back to me…”





	“… Aren’t you ripping him off?”





	“He was the one who suggested it. He said something about paying the workers first, then about supporting the Syndicate itself… he is in need of our services… then about investing the rest into development of our facility… this kid is frightening me. I simply can’t predict what he will do next, nor what he wants. I don’t like having nothing to threaten my coworkers with, you know?... speaking of the devil… where is he?”





	“He went on yet another quest.” It was a delicate matter. Jericho was not sure how much he could say without putting Zari is some kind of shit.





	“So quickly? Yet still, it’s weird. Each time he would finish his mission, he would visit the factory, just to see how it was going, check the quality of production and products themselves… Yet now he changed his pattern…”





	“Pattern? You have just said that you can’t predict what he was about to do so…”





	“No, no, no. Not like that. I knew what he was about to do in town, and so on, I simply couldn’t see the bigger picture of what he is about to do. In the facility he made his own pattern of tasks that he performed. First he would check the way workers did their job, then if the plants are growing without problems, eventually replenishing mana in the Hex bags, then he would show another trick or two to his students… Jericho… what’s going on?”





	“How could I know?”





	“Jeremy… Who are you trying to lie to? Me? I am who I am because I can lie and recognize when somebody else is lying. That’s my job. Together with putting parts of information together. Like the fact that you lie now intend to protect the boy, if he needs protection he screwed up and you are afraid that We may be… unpleased with his performances… the fact that he moved on a quest right away probably means that he wants to fix the thing, that was fucked up… and as you didn’t stop me while I kept talking and talking means that my bluff hit its mark…”





	“Rouge… look.”





	“And now my changing your attitude you want to calm me down and convince me to, whatever he did, let him fix it… To the point, Jeremy, to the point. He is far too valuable to discard him. Especially now, as we are in deep shit. If you would tell me what is wrong maybe we could help him… not directly. From the shadows, so he would be convinced that he did it by his own…”





	“He messed with some weird magic and his eyes are gone…”





	“I beg your pardon?”





	“EYES! EXPLODED! Have you ever seen kids pumping a toad till it exploded? Same fucking way!”





	“So now…”





	“He asked me if there was some quest involving slaughtering monster with strong regeneration ability. There wasn’t any. So Gisele took his to the dungeon so he could train his other senses.”




Rouge hissed in anger silently



	“An alchemist without eyes is like a solider without arms… if he would pick the wrong flask… Catastrophe…”





	“What do you intend to do?”




Jeremy looked in direction of his training staff that was placed on the other side of the room, as he was thinking how much time he would need to jump there, pick it, and eventually smash Rouge’s head.



	“Probably… Find a bloody monster with strong healing factor and send a quest to the guild asking for its elimination. You would get gold, Zari would have his eyes back and We would have our alchemist back. Win-win-win situation.”





	“Just curious… What will you be looking for and where?”




Rogue smiled before saying the name of the beast.



	“You are insane. They almost never move to habituated areas, and are far too dangerous to casually hunt for them… You will never convince anyone to simply for a party against those bastards and…”





	“Oh, Jeremy, all I need to do, is to force it out from the swamps... smash its eggs and so on… enraged would leave it’s liar and head to nearest village… wouldn’t it?”





	“People will die!”





	“How many? A few? A few dozen? Life of a few farm boys is in my eyes worth far less than having that monster back on our side. Tell me, Jericho, haven’t you ever sacrificed one thing for the greater good?”





	“No. I didn’t!”





	“… Did I mention, that I like to have an informant or two to eventually threaten my coworkers? You did, Jericho, you did. Remember Selene?”




Jericho turned pale.



	“Oh, fret not. I would never threaten you. It’s against my business. I am simply pointing out, that you are not as innocence as you want to be. Because of me, a few villagers will die, how many died because of you, just because you wanted to rescue one particular person? You have traded all of them just for this one poor soul, which in the end has also died… It’s sad… how different your story could be, if you had a potion back then? Potion that you could afford back then, Jeremy… You can’t save everyone Jeremy. All you can do, is to sacrifice a few hoping that your actions will save thousands.”




Rogue left the room shutting the door silently behind him. No one ever saw him entering nor leaving the Guild. Only a half empty bottle of whisky and used glass witnessed that he was indeed there.









Okay – sorry guys. I wanted to start blood and gore today… but I got carried away xD.

You will have to forgive me… not that you have any other option. You just have to. Period.
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We stepped inside the dungeon.



	“Crap. Each time I walk in here I get this ominous feeling. I mean even the air here is strange…”




She was right. The density of mana could make most of the people that had no previous contact with magic collapse. Everyone would feel a bit strange here but…



	You have entered arena with strong [Chaos] affinity
	[Chaos magic] is 25% more potent

[Chaos magic] based spells cost 25% less

Your [Mana] regeneration is increased by 10%






I felt … refreshed? Well, boosts are all fine and dandy, but I had to keep in mind, that monsters here would have the same affinity. I had to use chaos magic carefully, or it would end the same way as when I used my fire chaos magic against that hellspawn in the Halloween realm.


The tower was a bit humid, every once in a while you could hear the drops of water falling from the ceiling. The place was dusty, and I am pretty much sure that it resembled some old ruins.


We stopped into a pretty spacious room that was connected with many corridors, I could tell that thanks to the wind, that was blowing from so many directions. And then I heard it and felt it. Something growled from behind one of the corridors as it smelled us. And then it started moving. With each of its steps the ground shook slightly. In no time the smell of dirt, rotting flesh and excrement hit my nostrils.



	“Oh! Your first opponent is here!” Gisele chuckled. “… that’s ones a big son of a … pardon me. A lady needs to watch her tongue… Well, Have fun! Oh, and avoid that butcher knife of his… One slice and you will be split into half.”




Wait, what? It carries a weapon?


The monster came from behind the corridor, it roared after seeing me (as Gisele jumped on one of the broken columns outside of its line of sight) and charged my way.


In panic I activated all kind of life and magic detecting skills. I “saw” it aura. Life forces were barely there, proving that this monster may be partly undead, or right on its way to became one. Yet the thing that was bothering me, was the size of this creature. The beast was easily three times bigger than me.


It’s charge started with a few steps, slowly accelerating its enormous body.


Tsh, I need to know what I am fighting with! Appraisal!



	[Appraisal] failed because of your eyes damage
	Please, make a physical contact with [Appraising object] to get valid information





You must be shitting me!


The creature raised its hand, the movement was followed by  wheezing sound. He held something sharp in it, mentioned by Gisele a butcher knife? It had to be huge!


I dodged to the side, at the same time the place I was standing a moment ago was crushed.





Gisele’s POV




Corrupted abomination. Decent opponent for every middle rank adventure. The monstrosity looked like dozens of bodies patched (merged) together. Completely hairless with sick looking skin turning from green to purple. She has seen once how those creatures are made. There are non-combat monsters lurking in the shadows of the tower – Reanimators. They were using the bodies of monster and adventurers that have fallen and using dark arts are bringing them to state between life and death. Poor monsters. Not alive nor dead… holding to rest of their sanities doomed to suffer. Killing them is an act of mercy. She positioned herself on one of the broken columns, to not bother the beast nor Zari, to have a better look upon the battlefield, and have a better position to intervene, if the situation would turn dire.


The beast charged clumsily at her companion raising the butcher blade over its head. Zariel ] waited till the very last moment, with head hanging low, as he was listening to the movements of the loud beast. The huge knife hit the ground creating dozens of crackles on the floor. The monster looked dumbfounded at the place where his weapon hit. He was looking for sliced flesh, which he didn’t find. Zari, probably by accident, jumped at the perfect moment, when the knife blocked part of the monster vision. Now he was standing in the beasts blind spot.


He took the ring off of his finger and dropped it in the air



	“Spear! D’iabel!” He yelled, in same time the ring was sounded by purple smoke as it began morphing into the desired shape.




Yet the loud vocal command of Zariel brought the monster’s attention.



	“Meeeeeeat…” The monster moaned weekly.




Why she brought him into such a dangerous place? She wanted to train him by herself, but… she was an awful teacher. Her draconic blood boiled each time her weapon crashed, then she would lose herself in the desire to battle. All training sessions ended with bruising her little rival. Each time she chuckled and told him to get better… but she was embarrassed.  Embarrassed by her lack of self control. Even now, as she was looking at the white haired boy fighting with an abomination her heart was pounding a little, her senses were yelling to jump in and slaughter the monster.


NO! He is the best sparring partner for him right now. Big, slow, loud.


The monster was making unnecessarily big swings as it was unleashing a cascade of blows.


Transversal swing from right, Zari leaned in the opposite direction making the blade miss him by few centimeters. Slowly he was getting used to the blows. Another transversal slash, this time from the left. Every person that fought a few times here would already know, that the beast would now either used its body mass to perform a 360 degree cut – especially when he would fought with a party, or hold the blade with both hand and strike vertically. The beast picked second option.


Roaring in madness, monster took a step back to strike from above. In that moment Zari jumped between its leg for a moment before the ground that he was standing on was crushed.


He quickly raised and guided by intuition stabbed his spear in the monster’s back, in the area where the lugs and heart should be located. Decently made. Now he should took a few step back and keep stabbing the monster until it would fall over.


Hm? Why isn’t he making distance? Why is he standing there just like that? CRAP! He can’t see the monster so he don’t know it’s partly undead! Normally, such a stab would be lethal, yet this monster won’t die until the unholy magic that keeps it moving wouldn’t perish!



	“Zari! Back off!” I yelled.




Bit too late. Even as he tried to jump away right away he still was hit by the hand of the abomination as it turned around. He flew a few meters and hit the floor with a groan.



	“Are you ok?!”




He raised with a grimace of pain on his face



	“Easy… I got this!... Why is this fucker is alive? I am pretty much sure I got him…”





	“My bad… he is… kinda…. Undead… each time you would damage him, he would use part of his magical powers to patch its wounds right away. You have to keep stabbing him until his magic would perishes…”




He only smiled silly



	“Undead?” The monster once again looked in his direction and started marching





	“Sort of…”




He sighed.



	“Ya could have told me that earlier… or wait… I should have know, bastard smells like… ugh.”




After hearing that the abomination was an undead he became… careless? Relaxed?



	“I like your optimism, but your enemy is still livin… brethin… damn. Walking.”




The monster started marching again playing with its huge knife. Boy simply raised his hand toward the beast. Small sparkle of fire appeared there, first a gentle, almost playful fire. Then a few more and more. Slowly they became stronger, brighter and warmer.



	“Wandering spirits… my little wisps… may I ask you a little help? Take this poor, tormented souls together with you to the spirit realm.” He said smiling gently. Those little orbs of fire that were dancing a top of his palm squeaked cheerfully before jumping on the monster




Explosion after explosion could be heard in the dungeon. The hand holding blade flew away, a huge hollow appeared in the monster stomach. The undead released an aura of violet magic around its body as it tried to repair itself.


Yet the flames that covered his whole body did not make that task easier for him.


Of course, fire magic… THAT’S NOT THE POINT!



	“YOU DUMMY! What’s the purpose of this adventure? Crisping your enemies wouldn’t teach you how to move better in your surroundings! You have to kill it with your own hands! He was big! He was slow! And he was loud! Perfect target! What did you learn, hm? You better pray that we encounter another one on this floor, because trust me, he is the weakest possible opponent that you would encounter! The rest are faster, smarter and make way less noise!”




Idiot! Idiot! Stupid dumb little idiot! IdiotIdiotIdiotIdiot! IDIOT!



	“Um… I am sorry… are you mad, sis?” He said it in a repentant tone




… He called me…



	“O…Of course I am!” Crap! Stupid voice! Say it in confident tone! “…I…I..I kept thinking for really long how could I help you… a…and you just took easiest way… s…so..”





	“Sis, I am sorry. I will do my best, so please don’t get mad!”




NOOO! Not that poor puppy tone! Stop that! What are you doing with me! You bastard!



	“…It’s ok. Just do you best…” I am a weak person. I hate myself.




I wanted to say a few more words, but then my attention was drawn by something else. The sound. Very quiet, almost barely noticeable. So they are already here, hm?



	“Zari… do you remember the part, when I said that big monsters job here is to draw the attention from smaller monsters?”





	“I do… wait, don’t sat that…”





	“Enjoy yourself!”




Yeah! That will show him! Well, I prepared my sword, just in case. The quiet scratching sound get a little louder. From slots in the walls, from behind the corridors and from every darkened place another monster started coming out. Not big ones, dozen never made a sound by themselves. Abominations are made mostly of flesh, yeah, barely and bones. But Reanimators would never let any part of the body simply go to waste.


Creepers – the damned morphed skeletons, or at least part of them. Rib cages, head and two limbs changed into sickles. The scratching sound was made as they used those sickles to slide themselves over the flow. “Just a torso, what can be dangerous about them?”


Yeah, those were the last words of one of rookie adventurers that came into this dungeon for the first time. Attracted to the sound and heat. Very fast, attacking usually the lower body. They were a great support for abominations. Zari was lucky, that he managed to kill it before the rest of the company took their invitation for a party.


I took a jumping position to be ready whenever the situation would turn dire. But I was not going to get myself involved. Not yet.




Zari POV




Fuck! I can barely sense them! That asshole from before was big and clothed in dense magic. He was like a glowing torch in the dark. Those little fuckers had as much mana in them as a bloody corpse! Like one or two sparkles appearing in the dark for a moment, just to vanish.


Which weapon should I use? Spear may be nice – it allows me to keep my distance and I can use it as a pole to strike a few of them away. Yet when I would get swarmed, it will be pretty much useless. The spear can still be decent in very close combat, but only against one enemy, if there would be more of them, the spear would grapple and hook over every possible enemy completely violating its movements. So swords? No. I will keep my trusted spear.


Two of them, four, eight… no seven… no… FUCK! Stop moving for god’s sake! I am trying to count how many of you I will have to put back to the grave!


The monster from the side pounced. I raised my spear to let it impale itself, yet the spear met no resistance and the mass of shadow was still getting closer toward me. My chest has been hit by some heavy object and the force behind me made me stumble and fall. I felt the movement of air on my face which warned mr just for a second before the blow.


I moved my head to the side. Some sharp object hit that place. Tsh, does it count as physical contact?! Appraise, damn it!



	Shadowling Creeper [Undead]
	Level	16
	Tittles	Lesser Undead

Puppet

	Hp	[218/220]
	Lp	[82/110]
	SP	Na
	Skills	No Pain [Passive]

Slash [Active] [Level 11]

Life sensing [Passive]

Stabbing damage resistance [Passive]

	Undead brought back to life via sinister magic of [Reanimators]. Made of leftovers of corpse - mostly bones.

This undead has been enchanted with Evil forces of Dungeon, which are treating its damages [Life force points - Lp] - damages dealt to this creature would heal over time.

For the monster to be destroyed you have to either keep dealing more damages than monster can heal reaching [0hp] value, or exhaust its [Lp] - the monster would fall then lifeless.






Skeleton like undead? And I tried to pierce it? Haha, so the tip of my spear simply slid through his ribs? Haha, great. Sorry Gisele, I know you don’t like me using magic, but I don’t really have any choices now, do I?


I gathered mana unleashing another shock wave to kick the monster off of my body.



	“D’iable, mace!”





	“I am here to serve”




The ring whispered.


My dance with the undeads began.
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I felt sharp pain in my calf as something pierced it. I hissed in pain as I turned around and brought my mace down. I heard a crunching sound which ensured me that I hit my target. I was surrounded by a few crawling undead torsos. Annoying enemies, they tend to die pretty quickly, if I would hit them in the skull, they would simply crumble, the problem is, that they’re literally laying on the ground, jumping only from time to time, which in order to deal them a blow forced me to almost bow my whole posture for every attack.


Well, as I was lowering my body to perform a blow, the one behind would never let such an opportunity go to waste, and rushed at my legs. Because of that I had my legs seriously scratched. I felt drops of blood run down and my overall mobility slowly falling. Tsh! If I could only see them! That would be so much easier! But no! I had to either hear them or make on opening to encourage them to jump on me.


Using only hearing was a pain in the ass, there is simply to many of them, there sounds are merging into one annoying cacophony. Sensing mana was also pretty useless, despite their deformed bodies, they were fast. Their weak magical forces were distracting me, sometimes only appearing in places they were a second ago.


After a minute or two of fighting I dropped my boots. Reasons? A bit silly, but as mana sensing and hearing were failing me, I decided to try feeling vibration over the floor. Unfortunately, the floor of the dungeon was not made of wooden panels, but of ceramic one? I guess? Or similar material, as it was cold like the last layer of hell.


Yet it helped, a little.


I pretend to bow to deal another blow at the enemy behind me, then I felt it. A small tingling sensation from behind me, as another undead started gathering momentum in order to pounce at me. I spun in place. My mace met resistance.


The only one of my huge advantages was my body mass, I was far heavier than every single one of them (Maybe even more than all of them combined). The privilege of having my skeleton coated in flesh, blood and piss. So each time I would hit them, I would send them flying.



	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [80 exp]
	Your party member [Gisele Redwing Level 34] has gained [20 exp]





Yeah, each time I killed one, Gisele was leeching part of my exp, even as she did nothing! NOTHING DAMN IT!


Hm? This feeling… crap! They are not as mindless as I thought! As I performed the same feint for a third time, the one that waited at my sides bolted in my direction. I was still finishing my rotation, so any other movement would simply make me collapse. Were they actually learning my patterns same way I did with them? Or maybe…


The [Puppet] in their titles. Somewhere there must be a necromancer that is controlling them! But to coordinate their movements so fluently, he or she has to look at the very battle from nearby! Eliminating that necromancer became my priority!


Ouch. Ah yeah, I forgot. I was being attacked from both sides without the possibility to defend myself…



	You took 29 damage






	You took 41 damage






	You are now [Bleeding]
	You will take 1 additional damage point ever 5 second






	Your [Left calf] is severely damaged
	Your [Agi] has temporarily decreased by [8 point]





Damn it you little!


I collapsed on one of my knees. I swung my arm to both sides, damaging the monster by my sides.



	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [80 exp]
	Your party member [Gisele Redwing Level 34] has gained [20 exp]





How many is that? 4 of them?! So at least four more to go! Haha… I will not make it. It’s impossible. They are learning far to quickly.


As I was trying to think about another solution, something heavy fell meter from me. They rapid sound of slashing could be heard and dozens of bones start falling to the sides.



	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	Because of the level difference between you and your party member, Exp you gained will be halved.
	You have obtained [10 exp]






	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	Because of the level difference between you and your party member, Exp you gained will be halved.
	You have obtained [10 exp]






	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	Because of the level difference between you and your party member, Exp you gained will be halved.
	You have obtained [10 exp]






	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	Because of the level difference between you and your party member, Exp you gained will be halved.
	You have obtained [10 exp]





Ah, here comes the cavalry! … WHAT TOOK YOU SO LONG?!



	“Zari, are you ok?” No! My leg is bleeding, I am all scratched from the belt down and you leeched my exp! Let’s bully her a little…





	“Phm! Why did you get yourself involved! I had them!”





	“You surly did.” I heard her sigh. “… you really did well, I simply came in to bask a little in your glory.”





	“Hmph!”




She chuckled.



	“Stop acting like that, or I will hug you to death.” She brushed my hair “.. now come here, we have to take you to the side and treat that wound on your leg. We don’t want it to start suppurating.”




She helped me rise, as she dropped my arm through her shoulder carrying me to the side of dungeon.



	“You are a monster, you know?” She said. My heart jumped to my throat “… fire magic, nature magic, neutral magic, more or less skilled in spear, and you even fought blinded with so many difficult enemies…”




No! We don’t want you to glorify me! If you would, you will start getting some silly ideas again! No! I am your little brother! Your little cuddle friend! Look at me this way! Pretty please?



	“Before we entered the dungeon, you told me that first ten or so floors are nothing more than warm up, yet here I am with my leg needing some healing… I would be dead back then if not for you…”





	“It is a warm up for a whole party of experienced adventurous, Zari. You fought alone, against monster you saw for the fir… I am sorry…” She got confused after saying a word regarding the ability of seeing.





	“Why are you sorry? I SEE no problem at all!”





	“Why are you so mentally strong! Most of adventurers would need a month or so to get used to your situation! But instead of problems you see opportunities!? HOW!?”




Now, how should I play it? Let’s pick [Playing cute] route.



	“… People in the guild were nice to me. The closest thing that I could call a family until now was master Hanna, but… I screwed up a little, you know? She needed to cast me out of the village to protect me… No, I am not mad at her, I am grateful. She picked the best solution… but I was wandering without a home, family, purpose… until I found the guild. Even if a few of them are jerks, they mostly took me in, they are my new family… after they did so much for me, I can’t simply let them worry about me, that would be disgusting to simply use their kindness…”




… did it work? Sufficient or not? I overdid it, didn’t I?


I was only patted on the head.



	“Sit there, and hold this near your leg, I will make ourselves a camp, raise a fire place… wait until then, will you? Somewhere I have a few herbs that can accelerating the speed of wounds healing… I will combine it with water and make a paste…”





	“Wait, I will help you…”





	“No. It’s fine. Rest a little.”




That was both tone full of concern and that didn’t even consider [No] as option.


So, I overdid it.





Gisele’s Pov





I was hardened by steel, fire and blood. The life of adventurers, even if worshiped as a merry life, full of adventures and happy encounters by bards… was not even close to it. We have spent weeks, months in dungeons, covered in dirt and blood, risking our life for a few silver coins.


And then, when we would leave it, as we would get back to the guild… we never felt more alive than in that very moment. So we sang, so we danced, so we drank. And every person that would walk past us then, would view us as a happy bunch, living life full of joy and happiness. Not many know, that our songs of joy are covering tears after friends we lost. People grow up quickly here. They are losing their… purity. Pretty quickly from looking for adventure, their struggle change into looking for self perfection. To get better, to never see your comrades die ever again.


Yet here he is… That white haired kid. So full of optimism, always smiling, from sarcastic, wicked smiles, to full and cheerful ones. How can he be so pure? How could he not lose his original purpose?


In this cruel, cold world, how can he be so… DAMN CUTE?!


I raised a small tent, all over the camp I put a few repealing charms. As I was coming back, I saw him by the fireplace. I did not make one. Even as I told him not to do anything, he simply made one.


One of his hand was put over his damaged leg, a weak green glow was covering the wound. As he heard that I was approaching he raised his hand in my direction and once again smiled. This time apologetically.



	“Sorry, for getting caught back then. If not me we could proceed further. I will get myself back to shape in not time! You will see!”




… He doesn’t want to be a burden to anybody. Is that why he keeps smiling? Is that why he made that campfire, even thou I told him to rest?


But… why are you afraid of being a burden so much!?... wait… how said that already. He wants a family. The last he had shattered.


So, he is overworking himself, because he is afraid that he would be abandoned?


How could I abandon someone that warms my heart as much as you?


I start preparing a meal. Well, preparing a meal sounds proudly, but all I did was simply warm ready rations over the fire. All this time he was talking. About everything and nothing at same time.



	“Gisele, how good are you with spears?”




He mostly spoke about fighting, he kept asking various questions. I knew why.



	“Well, only basics, Master Jericho demanded me to have some basic knowledge about using every possible weapon. [You never know what kind of situation you will find yourself in], he used to say. I prefer swords, and was really nagging back then, whatever he would say I simply kept asking him [When would we have a sword lesson]… so he took me to the forest, he gave me a swords, as told me to fight him. Pretty quickly, he kicked the sword out of my hand and out of my reach range, but he kept attacking. All I had to defend myself were the long sticks that were laying around. Then he would mock me [See? You never know the situation you would find yourself in. Imagine that I am a bandit that took you by surprise. You don’t have your sword around, only those branches. And you are dead. You could have some small chances of surviving, if you would learn how to use pole weapons, but you had to be smarter!]. Ah, even now I remember all those bruises he gave me! But I fought with a few spears users, so if you would need anything…”




He talked about fighting, because he wanted me to speak about something I know. Something I can share. He wanted to boost my self-esteem, to made myself look like a pro. So carrying about him teammates feelings, boosting their morale. Instead of saying [You are great], he allowed you to indirectly say the very same thing. [I am great]. He will be a great team leader in the future. But for now, he is but a cute, heart warming kid.


I sat by his side and grabbed him by his shoulder.



	“Sis, what are you doing?”




I only smiled



	“Enough talking, you have to rest before tomorrow.”




And I start bringing his head toward my lap.



	“Sis?”





	“What? Are you uncomfortable?”





	“That’s not it!”





	“So there is no problem. Sleep.”





	“But…”





	“It’s an order.”




He only sighed as he gave up. I kept petting his head watching him as he was slowly relaxing. Pretty soon he started breathing peacefully.


Then I noticed a huge shadow creeping near the edge of the barrier made of hexbags.


It looked like a gray skinned, crooked, coated man. He held a lamp filled with green fire in one hand and staff in another. I was not afraid of an attack. It was not their role.



	“It’s rare for one of you to come on your own.” I whispered quietly not to wake Zari





	“It’ssss rare for one like him to be born… not ssssaying about vissssiting this placcccce in perssssson” The Reanimator hissed.





	“What do you want?”





	“Flesh and bones. Bloods and souls. Dust and ashes.”




Annoying bunch. Either speaking with riddles or not answering precisely. Yet never lying. If you would ask him for advice, but did not precisely say that you want answer about the dungeon he would simply answer with [It’s better to be late, than never] and so on.



	“You know what I mean. What do you want from us… no, from him.”





	“It dependssss, of what the Ssssinner wantssss from ussss.”




Sinner?



	“We came to train him. Nothing more.”





	“Nooo. Thisss isss, why YOU came here… He alwaysss hasss more goals. Hisss eyesss…”





	“Yes, they are gone. This is why we came here. To train.”





	“Ssssily child. Hisss eyesss were a sssacrfice. He sssaw this place and he knowss what this place guardsss. Tell him.. that what he issss looking for, isss at 50th We can’t give it to him. Dungeon forbidssss. He isss also to weak now. Let him come later… to put us out of our… misssssery.” The Reanimator turned back and started leaving, just to turn for a moment before “… if he desiresss improvement… I will ssssend more puppetsss… until then. Keep him alive. We would not forgive you, if he would die… he holdsss a key… to our freedom.”





	“More riddles?”





	“Riddles? He really hassss a KEY. On hisss neck.”




He pointed at the pendant. Then he vanished in darkness.

            

    
        Chapter 134

    
    
    
    
                Okay, sorry for this pretty long break. One - my Pc start acting weird, Two -  another semester on university has started... and i have to say, that writing may become a little bit more diffult... i mean... it's fucked up... all those stuff that we are required to do is... insane. We have to write a BLOODY ESSAYS AS HOMEWORKS!... i must have been dreaming.


Well, as apology, here is 16 pages (six-fucking-teen pages) long chap. Yup. 5k words. twice as much as usually. Enjoy... EAT IT!



??? POV


Temple of Sun – it’s the name of the Dungeon located in the Central-South part of Human Continent on the Desert of Malice – land not ruled by any king, having many nomadic tribes as habitants, with only few bigger trading-cities located near or even on oasis. Extremely difficult climatic condition for every adventurer that was not born here.


The Temple itself is also marked as one of most… “annoying” Dungeons. Monsters in all variations, from heavily armored house size scorpions, through undead mummies… agile atop of that. If you would add all kind of sand traps, fake rooms and that heat inside of it is even higher than on the dessert, with even smaller sources of water… you would have the full view on how dangerous it could be. So, why would people even bother to ride such a dangerous place? Because of prizes, of course. Not only they would be paid by guild foe getting rid of the monsters, that could leave it and start attacking traveling merchants, but because of treasures that the dungeon itself could provide. There is, for example, pretty week monster living here, it’s called Sunlight Scarab, it is born with gem, a piece of wonderful jewelry, growing in its head. It’s pretty rare to find one, yet the prices of this gem can reach insane numbers depending on size and purity. Some stronger mummies warriors may carry enchanted weapons, and, as always and anywhere, there are treasure chests.


A small party of adventurers was exploring those ruins. A sorceress-elf, Lizzard-kin rogue, Bear-man, juggernaut and team-leader, shield and bastard sword knight type – human.


Human just pulled his sword out of huge insectoid monster and wiped the blade in piece of fabric.



	“Annoying bastards…” He muttered “… why don’t they want to die faster…”





	“Technically… we are the one dying here. Our water supplies are growing short, we have no longer medicines for toxin used by monsters… we are also out of bandages. We could use fabric, by someone is using them to clean his blades… They are in place to ask why we don’t want to die right away” Lizzard man hissed angrily





	“As if I have any other way!? You know that their blood is a strong acid and can damage the weapons. If I won’t get rid of it as soon as possible, my sword can crush on very next enemy.”





	“Stop that you two!” Elven tried stopping teammates from picking up a fight. “… we are stuck here, situation is indeed bad, so keep your strength on upcoming battles!”




Dagger user only rolled his eyes but human cheered in adoration.



	“Yeah. My bad… haha. Sorry, my love. Good to have you here to talk me back to my senses.”





	“S…S…stop that…” sorceress got but confused, as if she was not used to being praised





	“Not that again!” Scaly bastard hissed another time “… Don’t get bloody distracted over your little lovey-dovey affection…”





	“And I find it cute.” Usually silent bear-man said. “Yet. Indeed. We should start going back. Commander Jericho. When do you intend to order evacuation?”




Jeremy Jericho, man in his middle twenties raised his head proudly



	“Not until we would find that bloody scarab! I will have his gem, even if I would have to slaughter half on this dungeon in order to find him!”





	“You DO know, that one of them is being find only once per twenty-thirty rides? He could not be spawn yet!”





	“Then if this bloody dungeon don’t want to get completely purified, better for him to create it right away!”





	“You will get us killed! Why do you want it so much!? We already have great spoils!”





	“Hm? I don’t want to sell it.”





	“Then…”





	“It was supposed to be a secret for now, but I was going to use it in crafting proposal ring for Selene.” Young adventurer said pointing his head back to elven




The party became silent for a moment or two. Sorceress first turn pale, then bright red, bear-man smiled (activity not performed by him in last decade), but lizard man…



	“You want to tell me… that you have basically use me… used us… for your little AND COMPLETELY STUPID PROPOSAL?! ARE YOU FUCKING NUTS?! YOU ARE PUTTING OUR… NO MY LIFE IN DANGER FOR YOUR OWN LITTLE SELFISH GAINS!”





	“Jeremy…” Elven whispered “… it doesn’t have to be something that expensive… I… I mean… I am not a royal blood…”





	“Oh, but you are Queen of my heart…”





	“Awww.” The bear-man said





	“STOP THAT! STOP RIGHT NOW! I AM LEAVING!”





	“Stop being such a pussy! I have return scroll with myself. If situation would be really bad, we can always use it, so don’t panic.”




Mentioning the magical scroll turned attention of beast-kins.



	“Yar sure it ain’t some kind of fake? You know, I have heard that few guys are selling ordinary piece of paper filled with random mana. Quite dangerous…”





	“Um… Jeremy gave it to me for an inspection. It surly is transportation spell. The location of transport should be somewhere around the Plaza of Ra’Algath city. It’s a real deal, so…”




In that moment a Dollar marks appeared in Lizard-kin eyes.



	“So we can took as much treasures as we can, and then teleport back to the merchant district?!”





	“Yes, my little two-faced, cold-blooded friend.” Human smiles





	“… We will be filthy rich… Jeremy… I have always trusted you, commander!”




If there was a thing that  Ni’Argon – the lizard, treasured more than moneys, it would be even greater pile of moneys.



	“Exactly, so we will march even furth…” Jeremy stopped in middle of the sentence.





	“My love, what happened?”




But Jeremy only raised his hand pointing at the other side of the room.


In the back of the room, right in the place when the entrance to the corridor was, a Scarab was standing.


They were not a combat class monster, more like workers and lure for adventurers, so killing one was a piece of cake. And the one that party have encountered was extraordinary in size. So was his gem, being bigger than a fist.


The monster, seeing adventures, froze in place too. Then it took one step back, then another, and another, and then turned back and start desperately running away.



	“AFTER HIM!”




No one needed to repeat it twice. Corridor after corridor, room after room, the big insect was being chased.


Finally they reached a huge, round room with stairs deeper into the dungeon. A room to another dungeon floor, then, the fastest one thinking – Ni’Argon, got his mind settled.



	“Fuck. Everyone. Stop where you are.”





	“WHAT?! It’s just standing there! It has nowhere to run…”





	“Jeremy. Idiot. Have we encountered any traps running after it?





	“No…”





	“Which floor is it?”





	“50th…”





	“How often Dungeon boss emerges?”





	“Every 10…” Jeremy start getting what his companion was talking





	“And where all of them were located.”





	“In the room witch stair, or just before it.”





	“Where are we?”





	“In room with stairs…” he brought back his sword “… bring that fucker on.”




… but the room was empty. Scarab turned back to them, hitting sand under his legs in place, as if mocking them



	“It’s a trap. No doubt.” Lizard-man looked up “No monster on the ceiling, nor on the sides… it means that it lurks… JUMP BACK!”




It that moment the sand under them bulged and shifted forming a huge funnel sized hole. The ground was running out from their feet. They were running back, trying to leave the room. Bear-man, wearing heavy armor and not really fast on his feet got caught, he start climbing back to the top. When everyone though, that he would made it, front the bottom of the pit the huge ant lion raised its head, throwing sand at him.


Bear-man collapsed, and rolled all way down, where huge monster bite him twice. Each strike of its huge mouthparts broke the beast-man in half.



	“Nalgro!” Lizard man yelled “YOU FUCKER!”




The door got shut.



	“Jeremy! SCROLL NOW!” He yelled




Human brought his scroll and break the seal, The pile of blue light appeared, but then quickly vanished, making seal get back together.



	“WHAT IS HAPPENING!”





	“The boss! It has to prevent teleportation magic!”





	“You must be kidding me! FUCK!... whatever. We just have to bring this asshole down!”




They took the party formation. Sorceress move at the end of the room, where she start chanting a spell. Lizard man put his dagger back, and took his small crossbow.



	“I knew that this little beauty would come handy… EAT THAT YOU FUCKER!” he pointed it at monster and shot. The bolt flew through the air and dug between monster armor plates. It roared angrily





	“Bolts are poisoned, but it will take a while for it to work against such a huge motherfucker!”





	“Ni! Cover me!” Jeremy yelled and jumped into the pit.




Monster squealed happily seeing that one of adventurers willingly jumped in. The monster didn’t know, that this adventurer is a prodigy of all fighting styles, it didn’t know, that wasting its sneaky attack on bear man it actually lost its only hope of getting him.


Bolt after bolt kept the monster distracted as Jericho reached the end of the pit. And then, he danced. The monster tired everything it got, tried using all his advantages. But human seemed not to be restricted by ground at all, when everyone would collapse till knees in quicksand, he managed to stay on top. No matter how quickly monster tried to bite, he never was in place which mouthparts hit. But with every movement on body of the monster another cuts appeared, another bolts were sticking out. And poison was slowly doing its job.


Even then, the monster didn’t know that he is wasting time for those two. Their job was to keep the Boss distracted, as Selene was preparing her spell.”



	“… and with might of yours I shall do my bid, As no one would live, to know what you did,
 With the might on the Spirits, I take what you gave,
 The place of your living, shall be your grave…



Bow before the rage of the nature! – Eternal Tomb!”


The chant was over. After hearing end of it Jeremy started jumping back to the surface. The monster, at first, tried to attack his back, but then it started struggling. The sand around it became heavier and heavier. It used to control sand. It was born in sand…. And now… this very sand, start acting… weird, sticking to it, and getting harder and harder…. Is it… is it turning into a stone? Is it sinking deeper and deeper? Ant lions in larval form are not really mobile creatures. It could do nothing against it. The sand in the room start reforming another time, coming back to its original form.


Jeremy managed to jump from the pit for a second before it shut eternally. Scarab was nowhere around. Probably, as it saw that the floor boss was losing, it ran through the stairs into deeper level.



	“Nalgro… fuck…. Fuck…. FUCK!” the realization of one of their friend being dead hit them right after that “… and for what?! For a fucking gem! We were so, so stupid! What did we even were thinking as we rushed after it without staying aware of surroundings?! We fucked up as rookies! As fucking G ranks!” Lizard man start lamenting.




But then, room start rumbling a little. As if hit by thousands of legs in same time. From the stairs, from deeper level, Scarab came back. Then it squealed, and from behind it dozens of UberScorpions.


The door was slowly being opened.


Lizard man shot for the final time, and brought one of his short words back. They had to fight till they could leave the room.


Another dance of blade. Fireballs flew through the air, venom was spitted and huge claws were forced into move.


Jeremy dodged the tail attack of one of his enemy, performed a half spin using momentum to cut it off, jumped back evading another attack, in that moment he noticed, that one of beast is charging at him, he waited till very end, dropped on his back avoiding strike, and when monster’s belly was above him as it was passing still in charge, he stabbed it.


Beat-kin was not doing much worse. Lost in anger after losing a friend, he fought better than ever. He never missed his strike, shoving the blades in small gaps in monsters skeleton.


But sorceress… she was being surrounded. Because she was not a fighter, her movement were a little bit more clumsy. Her spells had greater powers as she was chanting, but because she was constantly attacked, she could never finish it, forcing her to cast half-done spells and hexes. Then, she was stabbed by one of the tails.


She yelled in pain. Jericho left one of his enemies crippled, and start running toward magician to aid her.


With few fast moves of his blades, he cut his way to her.



	“Are you all right?”





	“Ha.. yeah… I am… all… right.”




She wasn’t. Her arm – the place that got stabbed, was slowly turning purple and veins under her skin became black. The last beast fell dead.



	“Jeremy! Scroll!”




He tried using it again, the process of teleportation could take up to 30 seconds and required the transporting people to stay in same place for this duration. Activating it while running was out of the question.


Selene needed help. Now. The monsters venom could kill within minutes. As soon as he brought the scroll, another batch of monsters came from the deeper floor.



	“We won’t do it on time!” Jericho yelled picking up elf girl, throwing her over his shoulder “RUN!”




He yelled.


And they kept running. After a minute the monster were still chasing them.



	“Jeremy! I say it with pain, but we won’t be able to do it!” Lizard said. “… they are not letting go… and Sel… Sel won’t survive if she won’t get help immediately.” He stopped running.





	“Ni! What are you doing!?”





	“Just… just go… I will buy you some time… I will last 30 seconds…”





	“ARE YOU NUTS!?”





	“… Without Nalgro… we grown up together, you know? I was told to keep him safe… He was… he was everything for me. We became adventurers to get some coin. We wanted to build a tavern, you know? Under Snake and Bear… Snake – for heavy alcohol, Bear – for delicious meals… There is no tavern without meals… you know? Our dreams are gone… Promise me something commander… Make your dreams come true. Marry her. She will say yes even if you would give her ring with a fucking pebble…” The rumbling sound became louder “RUN YOU FUCKER!”




Jericho wanted to oppose, but then he saw Selene getting even paler. He clenched his teeth, turn around, and start running. At the end he heard one last thing.



	“COME HERE YOU LITTLE FUCKERS! I WILL TOOK ALL OF YOU TO HELL! TASTE HELL POWDER, YOU MAGGOTS!”




Hysterical laugh and explosion could be heard.


That idiot used explosives. Jericho ran through few next rooms, fall on his knees and picked the scroll. He broke it another time. Blue light raised and embraced them. 25 seconds. The symbols started forming. 20 seconds. From room that Lizard killed himself rumbling could be heard again. 15. A monster could be seen at the end of corridor. 10. It entered the room. 5.


It kept running at them 4.


It hissed angrily, as if it knew that they are about to leave. 3.


It accelerated its movement. Only 3 meters away from its target. 2


It blindly pierced with tail, it hit the scroll. 1


Blue light perished, so did warrior and sorceress.




The scroll was damages, so did the spell formula. It moved them not to the plaza, but in front of town’s gates. Jeremy get on his feet and start running with unconscious love of his life in his hands. He moved past guards, he ran through half of the city, to get to the herb store. He start yelling at shop keeper demanding dozes of medicines, He paid double, just to [GET YAR ASS MOVIN’!].


She was treated, but damages were done. She could no longer move by her own.


He treated her, brought her dozes of painkillers daily. Stayed by her bed for days and nights. He lied to her, he told her that medics told, that in no time she would be better. But what was true, is that healers told him, that she is running out of time.


He proposed to her and  they got married in the very next day. He tried everything he could to give her all the pleasures of the world. Spending fortune on most exotic dishes, buying her books she loved, changing her bandages, measuring ounces of medicines that slowed down her body regression.


She died week after their marriage day. She was not in pain, till the end loved, held my hand till the very end.


They didn’t have enough medicines in the dungeon, those were bloody expensive… it they would only have a one more vial… just one… If he would only spend those 40 silver coins more… even if they would be barely profitable from that journey…


One potion. His whole life lost its meanings because of one, small vial.


He remember it. The feeling of emptiness in his heart. Like if someone would open his chest taking it out. He felt, as if the whole blood, instead to heart, was being pumped into black hollow of nothingness. Always hungry for more.


Three next days he spent over her grave. Three next months he spent  training from day till night. Then he spent all his moneys on equipment and medicines and dived again into dungeon.


He was out for half a year. Everyone told, that he have died. But he came back. Covered in dried blood and guts, carrying few bags… filled only with Scarab’s gems. In the moment he became the richest man in the city.


He build a tavern, under Snake and Bear, found someone that he made a new owner of it, forcing him over only to write a document, that made new owner to regularly send a 10% of income back to him, then he came back to Neira’s capital.


Selene always said, that one day they should stop adventuring and find some more peaceful job. He spent rest of his money to aid researches of magicians and buy friendship of nobility, even a king.


He kept becoming more and more famous, reinvesting all him moneys in connection, up to the moment, when his fame and friendship allowed him to take a role of Guild master.


Then he moved for last quest. Saying goodbye to his adventure life. Killing a dragon, yes, that would be a good way to finish it all. Leaving with slamming door.


Then he met her. Small and lively little dragoness. Even if her body was in her 13-14ties, she was 4 years old. She had nothing. He killed her father, her mother died from despair.


In that moment he asked her.



	“Kid… The world is huge. Far greater than this small, shitty village. Here await you nothing, but misery and despair… But… if you would come with me, I will let you see. The sea and the mountains, the hot desserts, humid forests, and chilly tundra. It is a hard life, full of regret and suffering, of struggles and blood… but in the end, when you would grown old, like me, you will be able to say, that you have seen within the year more than some within their lifetime. You will find here… friends… that will make you want to sacrifice yourself for them… and you will be more than sure, that they would do same for you… maybe, you would be lucky enough to find love of your life… If you would throw enough blood and tears and sweat… you will achieve anything… Tell me, kid… Will you come with me?”




He jade green eyes shined, her cut short hairs flew after wind have blown.



	“Sure… papa…”




… His heart, that for post 50 years has been dead cold moved. A little.


Daughter he never had. Something MOVED inside of him, small drop of blood have stayed in his chest instead of falling into bottomless abyss… he – such old man – finally addressed by someone as father.


Then he realized. He had a family. Bigger than anyone could even desire. All of those that he would take care of, as he was about to take a role of guild leader.


He wanted to jump and start dancing, feeling as his middle 20ties again.


He smiled toward dragoness.



	“I will train you, kid. I will make you strong…”





	“Yes! Thank you!” She cheered.





	“You are thanking me? Oh goddess… Soon you will start cursing me!” he chuckled.




Yeah. He will train her. Better than ever. She will get better than him. He will certainly make her strong enough, so she would never. Ever. See her friends die.





Jericho wake up. This dream? Again?


He washed his face, took a pendant that once belong to his wife, kissed a small gem in it, looked into mirror and said.



	“I am up, my love. Fret not, I will work hard today too. You know, our daughter moved to another dungeon today, she picked that rookie… you know which one! White haired one… He is a great kid, you know… an alchemist… his potions will be far, far cheaper than regular… So next time… next time… someone… somewhere… will have this one potion more. The one… the one that would be needed the most…” a single tear escaped his eye “… for gods… my love… I miss you… I miss you so, so much… But I will be strong. For sake of our daughter. For sake of Gisele. I wish that you could see… how beautiful she became…”




Someone knocked, in very next moment his secretary entered.



	“Jeremy, you have to prepare annual report for the king. There are always few new documents about guild moneys and… oh, sorry…” she noticed that single tear on his face “… I will come back later.”




Jericho just laughed loudly wiping that single tear.



	“Nay! I am good! Ha-ha! See? I feel like a young god! Now, gimme a second to dress properly, and I will be in office within a seconds!”




She left the room. For the last time, he picked a pendant and whispered.



	“I am sorry, love. I still have some work to do. We will talk later… as always.”




Soon, Jericho also has left.




You-Know-Whose-POV






I woke up with head on the most comfortable pillow I ever had. It took me some time to realize that I had no pillow with myself on this adventure. Hm… the pillow’s texture… warmness… yup. I am still on Gisele’s laps. She sat like that through the whole night. Well… I have no idea when I would have another possibility to rest like that so let’s pretend that I am sleeping for a little bit lon…



	“How was your night?” Dragoness asked.




I didn’t move, pretending that I am still sleeping.



	“You know that you have completely different expression when you are sleeping? Zari, you are awake.”





	“No he is not. He is still sleeping. Can’t you see?”





	“Zari… you have just answered me back.”





	“I am not Zari.”





	“Then… who are you?”





	“Your conscience. I know we haven’t been talking for quite some time, but here I am. Let that poor bastard sleep for some more time.”





	“There is no such possibility. We have to prepare ourselves and keep moving.”





	“Five more minutes! Please!”





	“Get up. Or I will pour water on you.”





	“You would really waste our precious water for some stupid joke?”





	“… fair point. Well, I still have few more trick up in my sleeves.”




She moved her hand to my stomach.



	“W… what are you up to?!”





	“Are you sure, that you will not cooperate?” I sensed a threat in her voice “… So be it. Goddess, forgive me for sin of cruelty I am about to commit.”




And then her hands started moving, stabbing my sides.



	“NO! NO TICKLES!” I tried to jump away, but this time she was the one that didn’t allow me to escape





	“No, no, no, no. I won’t go easy on you. Apparently I have spoiled you too much, so now I will punish you thoroughly.”




No! The pain! The humiliation! Unbearable! Even worse, as the damages she has done cause me to constantly giggle.



	“Stop… That… You… Monster…”





	“Not yet. You still haven’t learned your lesson!”





	“I… did… I really… Did…”





	“No, you don’t! You simply try to run away from your punishment! There is simply no way that I will… Oh, come back here!”




As she got distracted I managed to roll away from here. I took few breaths in and out calming myself down. Then I heard her footsteps as she walking toward me.



	“Away you vile creature! Don’t come any closer!”




It only made her chuckle



	“So, if I would ask you to get up next time… I can count that you will do what I ask for?”





	“Hm. I will have my revenge.” I whispered to myself





	“You are more than welcome to try. But I won’t go easy on you either… Now, decamp!”




I began to clumsily pick my stuff from the ground. How I found them? Easily. Via habit I used to put items in specific places. Optimization of time and space, that allows to reduce the time of certain processes.



	“How is your leg?”




Ah, the pierced one.



	“As good as new.” I said raising it a little and moving back and forth to prove it “… whole evening of healing did its job just right…”





	“Good to know that the bandage with healing paste I put on you was useless.” Gisele said with bit annoyed tone.




Crap.



	“I mean… my healing was only boosting the effect of your…”





	“Okay. It’s all right…”




DAMN! It’s definitely not all right!



	“Just prepare yourself. We have stayed on 1st floor for too long. My intention was to finish a floor per day and reach at least 15th. Now we have to increase our pace and hit 3rd.”




Tsh, so day of forceful march?



	“Zari, listen. Normally I should torment you my making you to find way to next floor by your own… but we will skip this part. Just focus on sensing the enemies and dealing with them. Each time an enemy would approach I would leave you alone, helping you only if you would get your ass pounded.”





	“Roger that… what are we waiting for? Let’s keep moving!”





	“Zari…”





	“Yes?”





	“Wrong direction. Maybe I would lead the way…”





	“… Fair enough.”




We start our journey upward the tower.



	“Tell me, this dungeon… does it have boss?”





	“Hm? Are you asking about the monster at the top floor? No one ever been there. But every 10 floor there is a Keeper. Well, they are as annoying as average Dungeon bosses.”





	“You want me to fight Boss monster?”





	“Easy. I would aid you with this one battle since very beginning.”




I wanted to ask few more question. But I heard another rumbling noise coming from afar. Even if it was still quite faraway, I could easily tell that it was getting closer.



	“Something wrong? Dragoness asked after seeing me stop in the place





	“I think that there is another Abomination coming this way.”





	“I hear nothing…” Maybe because I am a monster with excessively sharp senses of hearing and smelling? “… Your senses are getting better! Means that our training is already bearing fruits!”




… Well, if this is what you want to believe, I won’t stop you. My sweet innocent summer child, keep living in your dream world.


I moved my head to the sides causing snapping sound. Moved my shoulders in circles relaxing myself.



	“D’iabel… you know what I want.”





	“Your wish is my will.” Ring hissed after transforming into a spear.





	“Bring that ugly bastard on.”




Gisele picked an apple and moved to the side leaving most of the room for myself. Soon the floor of dungeon start vibrating. The monster was coming closer.


I heard and felt monster moving from behind the corridor. And then…



	“MEEEEAAAAT.”




Yeah, yeah. I already know this part. Is this the only word you guyz know?!


And then a powerful magical impulse kicked. It came from same direction that abomination. The monster growled and start moving back. Fist he took few steps back, I am pretty sure that all this time he was looking at me with appetite, then he finally turn around and start running, as if chased by Devil himself.



	“… This behaviors… it happens often?”





	“If I know something about those creatures, is that everything living is food for them. And that they are always hungry.”





	“… and probably the only way to the next floor is via this corridor.”





	“Yes.”





	“Aaaand those monster, even as they are brainless by themselves, can be controlled.”





	“The puppet master are named Reanimators. Attacking them bring no effect.”





	“And why is that so?”





	“They are ghosts with multiple vessel. It’s same way as if you would be ripping someone cloths expecting him to die.”





	“So, in the next room there is an ambush?”





	“Most likely.”





	“Well… what are we waiting for? Let’s kick some bones.”




Another time we headed to the place of certain death.

            

    
        Chapter 135

    
    
    
    
                Important note! If you don’t want to read my grumble, just read two last sentences.


I have survived yet another week In this hellhole!... but… it’s one piece of nightmare. I don’t have time FOR ANYTHING! The number of project that they requires on this bloody university, atop of that, they even made lecture classes OBLIGATORY! – yup, they simply send a lists on each of them, if you would miss but one lesson, you will get harder exam. Aaaand my journey with master degree thesis starts again. I have to look for a company that would take me in for practice labors so I could collect data for thesis…. Putting one plus one together – I am afraid, that sooner or later I will be forced to take a hiatus. Yeah, I don’t like this idea either, yet it looks like I don’t really have any other possible way out of this mess. But, for now, a chap:




We have been marching forward, in the same direction where monster vanished just a moment ago. Excitement start raising inside of me, somehow I start feeling bit strange? Agitated, far too agitated. Till now I considered fighting with undeads as pain in the ass, you know, no life force you can detect, they radiated mana in random order, depending on their kind… and they smelled like thrash can. The one behind supermarket. After day of sale on fishes.


And now, my heart was pounding, I could almost hear the blood rushing through my veins… and in same time my senses were calm and mind was focused… like never! Even more than while creating potions. Everything was so much clear. The dust that was gritting under my feet, blow of the air that came through the corridors bringing to my nostrils rotten smell of zombies. And I was… so, so AGITATED!



	“Zari, are you ok? You look… creepy…” Dragoness named her fears.




Well, can’t blame her. I was grinning like a madman.



	“Sorry, I think I am getting used to my blindness…”





	“It doesn’t make you any less creepy!”





	“But! But! There is so much more! Humans proceed 80% of their information from their surrounding with their eyes, but it doesn’t mean that with senses of hearing, smelling, feeling… you can view rest 20% in total… It’s more like… having eyes is limiting your mind! Have you ever got this feeling that words is so much more than you can just SEE?!”





	“No. And now you sounds like creepy… and crazy… madman.”





	“Fear not. I will not hurt you... for now…” And then I broke into my best mad scientist laughter. That made Gisele giggle.




Yet… isn’t the speed of my adaptation bit… terrifying?


~What are we?!


~Divine Chimera!


~What we do?!


~We adapt!


~When!?


~The faster the better!

 

~Did that help you to dispel your doubts, sunshine? You are a freak of the nature! You adapt on far more planes than just on physical. If you would be dragged into some weird culture, you would fit and blend into the crowd within hours. The more stimulation you experience, the faster changes will occurs.Even if you would be an unicorn in the herd of horse.


~Tiger in room of cats


~Shark among fishes

 

~Wolf in disguise among sheep…


… how very convenient.



	“ari! Zari! What is wrong with you!?”




Crap.



	“…Just voices in my head. Pain no attention, please.”





	“Ha-ha. Very funny. Stay focus.”





	“I am. Focused like never ever before.”





	“Doesn’t look like that.”





	“I simply can’t yet understand everything I feel… Like news smells, disgusting one, that comes from the room ahead.”





	“And what can you smell?”





	“The abominations that we have already encountered, smelled like rotten flesh, those creepers, like bone’s dust… don’t ask me how do I know the smell of bone’s dust, please… But there is something more, and I am not talking about humid dust… there is… something like… stomach gall… and… herbs? weathered, but it’s surly dandelion, wolfsbane and… something I don’t recognize… also, the vibrations… Everything is moving…”





	“Zari, your nose is bleeding.”




~Ha. My bad!


How is it your fault?


~… well, you said it by yourself, your smelling is stronger…


So?


~My sweet, sweet summer child…

 


	“It should get better now. Come on! Slaughter awaits!”





	“You are far too happy, you know?”





	“You can’t say slaughter without laughter! Are you coming?” I checked my mana. Nicely full. “D’iabel. Glaive.”





	“As you command.”




Gisele pushed the door open and in next moment we entered inside. The monster were there, crowded near the walls. They stood there still, as if waiting for a command.



	“Fiiishyyy. They aren’t that patient… but I can finally tell you, what you smelled…”





	“Which is…”




With eyes of my mind I saw her apologetic smile.



	“Reversed. They are zombies… armored, faster and even more stubborn. They shouldn’t be encountered before 20 floor… Well, I didn’t want to get involved so soon… but… Zari I will engage first, try getting them off my back and then…”




She stopped her sentence in the middle.



	“Then what?”




No response. I tried finding her life and spiritual forces… but there were none. Only small sparkles of mana hovering above the ground.



	Warp trap
	Status:	Deactivated
	Teleporation trap. After stepping on it intruder will be transported into different location within Dungeon.
	Time to next activation	4h59s42s





… What?



	“Ah, perfectly. Now, we can ssspeak without any disssturbancess”




Voice came from the middle of the room, but there was nothing. Nothing that my senses could notice.



	“WHERE IS SHE?”




I charged at the place where voice came from. I jumped, spun the weapon over my head and hit my target. The blade of glaive met resistance, just to push through the flesh in very next moment.



	You have slain [Reanimator's Vessel Level ???]
	You have obtained 1exp






	“Intressssting…” The same voice came from different place “…how you intended to force dead into telling you, where the woman isss?”





	“WHERE?!”





	“Isss that a weakness?” Similar voice came from different direction “… Why does it alwaysss hasss to be a woman? Every cataclysssm, every war, ssslaughter and calamity. Itsss like the only purposssse of woman is to be a ssseed of disssagrement.”





	“Husssssh brother. We may have time, but that woman certainly not.”





	“What did you do to her?! What do you want from her?” I asked in more peaceful manner, yet my teeth were still clenched.





	“Her? Ssshe is as good as another bag of bonesss. We are far more concerned about… you.”




Why is it always about me?!



	“You came here to get ssstronger, did you?” 3rd voice could be heard from the entrance to the corridor that we used to get here “… we would be overjoyed to help you with that… not… for… free, but that’s something that you already know…”





	“But firssst thingsss firssst… Dragoness is at 49th floor… ssshe hasss been sent straight to an ambush… It won’t be enough to kill her, nooo… but then there will be another…. And another… and another… how long will she lassst? Aren’t we are curiousss?”





	“Once again… what do you want me to do?” I was slowly losing my patience





	“Ssso young… so hot blooded… very well… We are… we were… someone you are calling ancientsss. We reached excellence in magic, yet we wanted more. We wanted to reach transcendence… to became one with sssspirit realm. To wander beyond time and ssspace. So we made a deal. With dungeonsss. With arcane sssspirits… with celestial beings… and many more… We asked for knowledge and power that would allow us to free ourselves from shackles of mortality… we were told, that if we were to serve under them, we would obtain those powers… this knowledge… we became bodyless… but… we also became ssslaves! We were tricked! Our sssouls were used in unholy rite of sealing. All around the world, there are placesss, just like thisss… where our brothersss and sssiters are chained…”





	“Now… you are far, far too weak… but one day… promise us, that you will free us.”





	“I am not really into traveling from place to place just to free tormented spirits…”





	“We never sssaid you have to do so… you are making deal with usss, thossse here, in Temple… when the time will come… dessstroy the altar… put end to our… misssery…”





	“And if I won’t?”





	“The girl will die.”




Fuck.



	“What do you want me to do?!”





	“Go for her. Reach her. Ssssave her.”





	“Yet… we want to know… this weak form… why do you keep it?”





	“You can have sharp fang…”





	“Claws that would pierce through anything…”





	“Venomous sting…”





	“Poisonous blood…”





	“Yet here you are… in body of our children…”





	“Is this to convince everyone else, that you are just like them?”





	“Foolish.”





	“You are not.”





	“No matter, how many masks you would put on yourself…”





	“No matter how many lies you would tell…”





	“You won’t change, who you are…”





	“And you are…”





	“a…”





	“Monssster.”





	“I am not!” I yelled to all the voices that surrounded me




I was answered with laugh deprived of any joy.



	“For them, you sssulry are. The, monssster isss not what actsss violently…”





	“Nor what is clothed in fur, fangs, stinger and clawsss….”





	“But what humans hate, beacussse it iss far to different.”





	“Difference breeds fear…”





	“Fear leads to hate…”





	“And hate leads to violence…”





	“They will hate you… because they are not like you…”





	“Adventurers are not like everyone! They took me in! Even as I am blind, they refused to give up on me! Gisele here volunteered to help me train, so I could find myself in my new reality!”





	“Then why are you lying to her?”





	“I… I never lied to her…”





	“Neither you spoke the truth. You are afraid of them. You are afraid, that they will be afraid of you. FEAR, has to meanings…”





	“Forget Everything And Run”





	“Face Everything And Raise”





	“The choice is yours…”





	“I am not running!” I yelled another time





	“You are. Running into lies. We are giving you a choice. Accept who you are, sssshow your true self and go for her, or turn back, go where you came from, and tell a truth… that you were ambushed and you couldn’t do anything… That would be another half-true, full-lie. One of many that you would said.”





	“But…” I was out of words. I am still too weak. To both protect myself and keep walking through the world.





	“The choice is easssy. You only have to decide… what you treasure more, your comfort… or her life…”




Fucker… those fuckers…. FUCK!



	Shifting in process






	Insectoid body structure picked
	Your body has now [Six limbs]





	“Hiding behind those liesss… isss over…”





	Lower limbs are being merged together. Snake body structure is use
	You know have [Snake's tail]






	“Abandon your fears… It’s not important what THEY want from you… only what you want yourself to become…”





	]Head structure morphing in process. Bat, Wolf, Snake body structure picked
	You know have Bat's Ears. [Lesser Echolocation] gained

Dual row of teeth obtained [Snake Venom] gained / [Lesser Vampirism] gained

Snake's heat receptors gained [Lesser Heat Detection] gained






	“Forge their ignorance and fear into your armor…”





	“Use their hatred as your weapon…”





	“Because, in the end…”





	Middle pair of limbs shifting in process. Picked body structure Human/Wolf
	Torso shifting in process. Picked body structure Lizard/Mantis






	“They will bow before strong. For they need a leader. And leader… is you.”





	Shifting process has ended
	Do you want to name new body scheme?
	Yes	No





… Yes…



	Body model has been saved successfully.
	[Lurking Nightmare] has been created






	Attribute bonuses	STR + 41

VIT + 28

END + 3

RFX + 7

DEX + 61

SPI + 33

INT + 0

WIS + 0






I stood there. Much taller, with whole body length over four, maybe even five meters. With middle pain of limbs still holding glaive and additional pair of insectoidal sickles growing from my shoulder blades, ready to pierce and slash, with snakes tail that will allow me to slide through the dungeon with impossible before speed, With my torso covered in exoskeleton AND partly in scales.


My head, grotesque creation that looked either like bit rounder wolfs head, or covered in fur, bit outstretched head of snakes. As I opened my mouth two rows of teeth leaking venom became visible. I moved my forked tongue out tasting air around me.


My bat-like ears where moving on the sides catching sounds that human wouldn’t ever suspected to exist.


In that new body I felt… liberated. From everything.



	“Yessss… sssstil, not perfect… but as beginning… will do… Now… shall we test your combat ability?”




I raised my head pointing my hollow eye sockets at reanimator, and talked to him with voice that made me shiver.



	“Be quick, senile. I had to keep moving… And we indeed have a deal.. But if Gisele would lost but one hair of her head… after braking your chains, I will do same with your souls..”




I didn’t see the sign that reanimators gave to the monsters, I didn’t even know, if such was given. But as soon as I finished my sentence, every single creature jumped at me.

            

    
        Chapter 136

    
    
    
    
                Gisele’s POV


I was getting ready for a fight, as soon as I was sure, that Zar is somewhat protecting my backs, I rushed at my enemies. I took my first step… and plate under my feet started shining. Yes, there are various traps in dungeon, also those which teleports you… BUT ON VERY 1st FLOOR DAMN IT!


In a blink on an eye light surrounded me, I felt as if my guts were being squeezed out of me, and in very next moment I found myself in yet different room. Now, teleportation traps used to transport you to hidden room within the same floor, one that can be opened only from inside. You would get ambushed, yet if you would survive you would be rewarded handsomely… It’s not the case. The air got much colder which means that I was transferred into higher floor. Much higher.


The old man’s training methods are bit extreme. I recalled as he would assault me in random time. While eating – wooden spoon would land over my head. While studying – he cared about my intellect too… even if he failed horribly, a huge fuller would fall over my hands... he told that I have to predict unpredictable. To always be ready.


His teaching saved my life multiple times… It saved my life this time too. Something inside of me twisted, I knew this feeling, wasting no time I jumped to the side avoiding huge war axe in last second. After gaining save distance I looked at my attacker – a minotaur. Creature as tall as two humans combined, with ridiculously muscled body.



	“Strong one? Good…” I heard him mutter to himself.




They are yet another kind of beast kin, just far more savage and aggressive. Despite having fully grown intelligence they picked to live in dungeons and other hostile lands living like bandits, rapist and murderers.


For me, it meant two things, one – I was over 40th floor; two – where is one minotaur… there is at least one whole tribe.


The truth of my statement was proved in very next moment, when from behind the monsters back two more bull-kin came.



	“Food?” 2nd asked pointing at me





	“No. She is strong. Strong father and strong mother gives strong offspring. We will take her to the village.”




The 1st said.


Like hell I will! They may be strong… but as long as there are only three of them, I should manage to bring them down. The only thing I fear, is that sound of battle may bring more of them.


Tsh, thinking about it will bring me nowhere, this is why into such dangerous dungeon I always take a bigger party. I am muscle of the team, I used to leave thinking to somebody else.


… But wait… there is nobody else here… nobody that I would be afraid to hurt…


Without noticing I smiled baring my row of sharp teeth. It’s been so long since I could to get some relief…


I balanced sword in my hands, playing with it from side to side, I lowered my whole body a little, and then using my tail as spring I rushed between all three of them.


They cooperation was pretty good, the one in the front raised his axe over his head to bring it down, the second tried to swing from the side. Continuing my rush forward was out of question, if I didn’t want to get cut in half, so was occupied my left side.


Beast on my right took a supportive position by moving three steps back. They wanted me to go that direction. Like hell I will!


I am a DRAGONESS! I trained my body under most cruel teacher ever living! Don’t judnge me with your own measures!


I hit the floor with my feet and jumped in the sky over their heads. As I was passing the 1st one by, I swung my blade chopping his head off. I landed with grace about two meter behind them. The head hit the floor and rolled a little about second or two after me.



	“Strong woman and strong man will give a strong child? Sounds right… so… When those strong one will come?”




Monsters roared enraged.


They rushed to the sides as they wanted to strike me from both directions. I didn’t mind. I stood there smiling waiting for them to move. Swings came simultaneously. I took a step back, parried attack from the left and dodged strike from the right, I kept changing my footing stance, making pirouette after pirouette. Step back, dodge parry. Step back, parry, dodge.


With each step back I took I forced them to change their formation. With each step they were moving a little bit to the front of me. I waited for an opening… And I hoped that I would find one soon, for I am not a patient type.


My breathing turned a little shallow, my mind was slowly turning blurry.


Aaaand my patience vanished. If enemy won’t make any opening… you will have to make yourself one!


Ducking under another blow, I fell on the floor, rolled a little and jumped back on my feet. Spun another time and sunk the blade in one of the bull’s leg. The creature fell on his knee, his eyes covered in madness and pure furry.


As one of them has his mobility reduced, start moving in manner to completely shatter their teamwork. Now I could fight with one of them in same time. We were furiously trading blows, yet this time I was the one pushing him back. I was faster, stronger and my skill was highly above his level. The only advantage, that he had, and used skillfully, was his size and thus bigger range.


Yet another time, I moved step back, tricking him into using his range more. As soon as he noticed he had more room, he took a bigger swing to perform a stronger blow. In that moment I rushed in, using all my power I kicked the ground, reducing our distance. My blade penetrated his chest, blood gushed on my face.


I smiled even wider as I lost myself in familiar sensation of heat covering my body. My mind went blank as I stopped thinking and lost myself in battle rage.


Master Jericho told me over and over again, that I shouldn’t lose myself in berserking state. It made me overlook details. Details, such as leaving one of my opponent still breathing. The opponents that would move to my back and wound me.


It wasn’t that painful nor dangerous. In the his condition didn’t allow him to perform truly powerful strike. His blade barely cut my skin... yet that very cut enraged me even further.


For next five minutes I was pulverizing the dead body further into the ground. I stopped only when I heard something from the side. I turned my head in that direction only to witness four more bulls heading in my directions.


My body was exhausted, muscles stiff, with far too many and unnecessary movements the wound on my back grew bit wider… But it was ok. My blind mind didn’t register any of those. I raised my blade in their direction. I wanted to either declare, that they are about to die, or at least roar in anger… but all that escaped my mouth was a silly giggle.




Zari’s POV




Having new senses was bit awkward at first, yet very quickly I realized what a wonderful tools echolocation and heat sensing proved to be. Imagine that you were standing in the dark room. And all of my senses were pretty much mapping this dead, cold, dark room. First – mana sensing, the most treacherous sense – it made a clouds of semi-transparent gas to appear in my “sight”. The problem was, that the whole dungeon was filled with magic, so weaker monsters – like creepers, were barely visible, and as their aura wasn’t strictly attached to them, more like follow them, I often thought that they were in places, that they actually left a moment ago.


Heat sensing was far better. Especially for the monster claded in flesh. Their bodies were still a factory of rotting process, which generated small doses of heat. Within the dark room, a silhouettes painted from dark violet, through green, yellow up to red could be seen.


Finishing with wonderful echolocation. A true cherry on top of the pie. The previous senses allowed me to see only monsters, but not rocks, pillars, furniture… thanks to echolocation, each time as some movement would be done, a waves would be generated. Those wave would travel certain distance growing weaker with time, yet they would mark for a short period of time everything they touched. Every creature that moved around me… abominations that impatiently moved from one feet to another in place, also mentioned by Gisele so called Reversed. Those were standing immobile, yet despite being the zombie, they kept… breathing? Their chest kept moving slightly, just enough to make small vibration to cover their body. And creepers. They were constantly scratching the ground generating easily half of my “vision” marking even creatures that normally would stay invisible for me.



And then, they jump at me. For a moment I turned “blind” again, for the quantity of information I received merged into one agonizing cacophony. All those waves I saw turned into one insane blur before it settled down.


My mind was peaceful again. Quiet and focus.


In war and game of chess, pawns go first. So was now. Dozens of skeleton’s torsos rushed at me scratching the floor. I found my current location too dangerous, so putting force in my lower body I slid my new, huge body into the corner. New speed was extraordinary, I moved at least twice faster than usually without breaking a sweat.


The glaive danced in my hands as I kept swinging from side to side, throwing squishy targets away. One of the creature flew through the hall of the room and shattered over the pillar, after rotating the blade in my hands I attacked vertically impaling another one, leaving glaive inside of broken in half corpse. I finished rest of the creatures using my bare body, using sickles to cut through their bones, clawed hands to rip and tear, or just trample then under my new grown tail.


Few creepers climbed on my back and started scratching furiously, but their claws kept sliding of my scaly tail, and the exoskeleton was too thick for fragile blades that were lacking the force to get penetrated. The only part of my body that could be damaged by those small creatures were either my head – which was outside of their range, or bottom of my tail, which I showed them only while twisting their bodies inside of it.



	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [100 exp]
	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]






	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [100 exp]
	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]






	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [100 exp]
	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]






	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [100 exp]
	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]






	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [100 exp]
	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]






	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [100 exp]
	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]






	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [100 exp]
	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]






	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]
	You have gained [100 exp]
	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]





It was one sided slaughter. If those monster would have any muscles within their body, if their attacks would held any strengths… it could be more of the fun… Fun? Yes I was having fun! Me! The one that used to be proud of killing only while necessary, or of never causing excessive pain.


Now, I was regretting, that my enemies couldn’t feel any pain, that I couldn’t hear them scram… to hear them begging for mercy…


~ … yeah sorry for that. Too many animals to keep under control… You and I will need some more time to get used to it. But fear not, eventually we will. We always do.


Wrath… do me a favor.


~Whatever you desire…


…Take your time doing that.


~Ha-ha! Guess who got into pleasure of killing? That’s my boy!


Lust, shouldn’t you be more concerned about spreading love and friendship? I always imagined personification of Lust bit more… hippie?


~As long as meat is being penetrated I will have my treat!


… You are disgusting…



	“Basic combat test result is positive. We will leave you now. On every 2nd, 12nd, 22nd and so on floor you will find a warp trap, just like that, that will transport you to 11th, 21st, 31st respectively up to floor 42 which would transport you to your friend’s location, where she would be. Saying so, your test of combat abilities will begin. Good luck… for your and our sake… as well as that woman’s sake. Be quick. It’s not a game. If you would come too late, she will die.”




Their presence vanished in very next moment, as soon as they did the beast felt that they leashes was taken off and ran right away. Pulling glaive out of ground I readied myself for another combat





Gisele’s POV




The room was filled with bodies of minotaurs. I was breathing heavily, my armor was in terrible state, few chains links were cut exposing leather part, which also was tore. I was bleeding from many cuts, my right leg’s muscle was pulled, which made me drag my whole body painfully.


Pain broke through the wall of madness bringing me back to my senses. As soon as I got my mind calmed that one thought appeared in my head:


“I fucked shit up”


Damn! This is why I always have someone with me! To get me back to my senses… Ok, Gis, think! You can do this! So what that it’s hard! Do it! Just do it! Maximum! Effort!


What to do, what to do. Well, I have to get back, obviously… The warp traps are only one way… I mean, what would be the point of those traps if you could simply used it to go back…


I sat in darkened part of the room and start treating my wounds. Out of the pouch I took out dried herbs, added water and started mixing it in order to turn it into a paste that I would put on my wounds. I have lost some blood. Bit too much. This is something I won’t be able to treat on longer period of time, there indeed are potions that helps to regenerate it, but it only boost natural process, which means that I still should be in somewhat peaceful location to let it work… if I had those potions in the first place…


Another enraged roar could be heard from place not too far away. I shivered in desperation more than fear and tried to feat my body more into darkened corner behind the pillar. I heard and felt few creatures entering the room.



	“Tsh… there are dead bodies here too… what a shame, those youngling could have become splendid hunters in the future. Whoever did this… he will pay… Grh, that’s Kwazish’s son…”





	“Should we tell him?”





	“…Not just yet. It would be better to find whoever did this before telling him. Or his rage may fall upon us instead of intruder… Nothing to see here, their bodies will be used by Black Hoods, as our pact says. Keep moving.”




Slowly, they marched out.


I breathe the sigh of relief. I tied another piece of bandage over my arm. It painted itself in red in no time. Using mu sword I raised up, looked in all directions from behind the pillar before walking out from my cover. I have to leave this hell hole. To leave it, I have to go down. It has been a while since the last time I have been here… but, if I am not wrong stairs to the lower floor should be somewhere in that direction. Zari, I am more than sure that you survived brawl with those weaklings there… do me a favor… leave this place, find someone and tell them to form a rescue team. I will try to slowly head into lowers floors avoiding danger. It will take some time, but I will definitely stay alive…


Yeah, he will definitely do that. He is not an idiot, he should measure his chances and threats, and find best possible solution.... yeah, there is simply no way, that he would screw this up…





Zari’s POV




Another beast fell dead… dead again, I mean… after I smashed it within my hands, only one corrupted abomination stayed alive.


It charged at me, and I charged at it, now our bodies proportions were similar and I was not afraid of being trampled.


It raised its hand holding the blade with desire to cut me down. I raised my own to lock him in semi-deadlock. His legs were being used to generate force to push me back, similar job was done with my tail. My hands held his and my face was burrowed in his rotting neck, preventing him from biting me. The smell was still an experience I wish to not repeat anytime soon.


So… you could said, we had a tie? No we didn’t. I had another pair of limbs raising from my shoulder blades. Sickles were penetrating his body from above forcing irritating squeals out of monstrosity. Slowly, steadily and methodically I was creeping to my goal, which was turning that piece of walking rotten meat into piece of NOT walking rotten meat.



	“MEEEAAAAT…”




The monster kept yelling in my ear.



	“M…Meeaaat…”




I could sense the magic within him leaving his body. Soon he won’t be able to keep regenerating himself.



	“M…M…ea…a…t…”




Creature collapsed. I let it fell freely on the floor.


Damn, now I stink. Can’t there be any monster with vanilla smell and flavor? Nooo, rotting zombies!


Whatever. We have to stay strong, guyz! We have one fragile damsel in distress to save… Heh, funny – it is not usually a dragon that you save from the tower… does it means, that it is means, that dragon will be protected by wicked and greedy princess?


I shrug my arms, moved to the next room in which I found stairs. Without rest I kept zig-zaging into floor above.


            

    
        Chapter 137

    
    
    
    
                To everyone who writes to me private messages and what to have reply - please first check the option in your rrl profile that allows to receive messages, cuz I am pretty much always writing back; I have wrote a massage almost as long as chapter… just to get notification that “user has private messaging disabled. You cannot send private messages to this user.”.soooo…. guyz change that option if you don’t want to receive private replies at the top of the chapter… like here… ;)



Gisele somehow managed to get into lover floor. One thing off the list, just 48 more to go, piece of cake! Hm? You probably think, that it should get easier for her, do you? The lower floor, the easier it gets… Well… technically “yes”, in reality “not necessarily”. The monsters are indeed bit weaker here, but dragoness’s condition isn’t even close to her optimal capabilities. Plus minotaurs are fully intelligent creatures can just walk few floors up and down… Yeah, they are not restricted in any way.


She moved from shadow to shadow trying to stay as stealth as possible… which she did clumsily, horribly and beyond any critic. She wasn’t trained for that, but as it proved the statement that “stupid one is always lucky” – she did not encounter any enemies. Yet.


Her shoulder was dislocated, she dragged one of her legs and her battle capability was vanishing with each passing minute. She still could beat one more minotaur in one on one combat… maybe. Safe room. She needed to find a safe room. And that meant that she needed to head into unexplored part of the floor. Not like she had any different option.


She waited another minute gathering strengths and moved into unknown.




Zari’s POV



Sinister sound followed me – the sound of huge body sliding through the narrow corridors. Here and there some pile of bones would raise forming a guardian, which would try stopping me. Yet as I stopped holding myself back the 2nd floor monster proved to be no threat at all. Driven by most primal and savage desirers of feasting on enemy flesh, clumsy, loudly monster without any balance in their stats. Those were classic monsters which tried focusing too much only on one branch of ability. Big monsters were strong but slow. Small were weak but moved in large groups. Completely unoriginal scheme that allowed you to drive them off by using most basic tactics… Well, I didn’t bother using any tactic at all. I simply overwhelmed them.





	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]



	You have gained [100 exp]



	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]











	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]



	You have gained [100 exp]



	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]











	You have slain [Shadowling Creeper Level 16]



	You have gained [100 exp]



	Because of the distance your party member will not receive any [exp]








Hm? Oh. Yes.. the difference between 2nd and 1st floor was that here the whole ground was filled with bones. Some of them were enchanted with magic, some were just ordinary bones. If you would come to close to those enchanted, they would raise in semi ambush.


… I didn’t notice that at first and simply rode over them, crashing and crumbling over my mass of flesh. What a…. what a…


~Disappointment?


… yeah. Where is my challenge?  My blood is boiling… My senses are screaming…


~We are here to save someone…


IT’S NOT LIKE I FOROGT THAT!


~You are yelling, so most likely you did…


NO I DIDN’T! Just… I was told… is one of the hardest dungeons in the continent so…


~ We are on the 2nd floor kid! 2nd! It those first floors has any purpose, it is for lowering awareness of adventurers! You want to feel a trill of the fight? CLIMB FASTER DAMN IT!


I do everything I can! Where is that bloody warp trap?!


~How much floor have you explored till now?


And how can I know that?


~Kid… this is a tower. Usually each floor of tower has pretty much same surface with only layout of walls, doors and stairs shifted… You have the map on previous floor in head?


I do


~Can you make three-dimensional model of tower? Just lay map of this floor over the first one and compare the size. The lacking part between those two maps will be uncovered arena. And now… just got into uncovered places!

 

Hey, hey, hey, hey! That’s two completely different things! I am a nerd with nice memorization, not a computer collecting and analyzing data in every moment of my life! Give me a break!


~Just try it!


Duh! Curses on you! Let’s see.. previous floor had 72 rooms, 7 of them were empty trap rooms and one was giant, colossal room – the one from which Gisele disappeared. Now, the stairs were located directly after that room, so the stairs that are going “down” on this floor are in same place… directly above. Now, let’s put map of this floor starting from same place. This one has bit weird shape, it’s more like room, inside room-like corridor, inside the room, inside of room like corridor and so on, and so on… I am getting headache…


On the first floor, we were mostly moving from edges to indies of it, which makes stair located in the center of the floor, if we would reverse the pattern, stairs to yet higher floor shall be on the edges… then in center, then in edge, then in center then in… no. I don’t have enough data. Those are only speculations… not that we have anything better.





	INT >50
	[Y]



	Mapping skill in possession?
	[Y]



	Requirements have been met










	Via special actions skill [Map mind] has been created










	[Map mind]



	Type/Level
	[Toggle [on/off]/ NA]



	The ability that allows visualizing surroundings in 2d or 3d models.






Various additional skills [like [Predatory] may be used together  with [Map mind]Once explored areas will be forever added to [Map library] and may be viewed by willPay in mind, that areas may change





	PS



	I couldn't keep looking at your struggles like that doing nothing



	PPS



	Friend of yours is badly hurt. Move your ass! Quickly!



	PPPS



	
Love ya! xoxo

~Aira











	“Which time have you saved my ass?”




I said smiling at a lone weed growing from the small crackle in the wall.


~ What would you be without gentle touch of mother?


~ Probably a corpse….


Shush you two! Now… [Map mind]!


In my mind, indeed, a model of two floors one atop of another appeared, first fully explored, second one with black “holes”, yeah, I was right. The pattern of first floor was more than easy, barely any crossroads.


I headed into uncovered areas to…


Another abomination start coming closer. I saw it with both, echolocation and within model of map. It stopped for a seconds, sniffed the air and start walking faster in my direction.


Normally I would try avoiding those weaklings to save as much time as possible… buuuut… he was  walking from the direction of unexplored area… sucks to be you, meaty-kun.



	“Meeeeeaaaaat…”




Monster yelled as I appeared in its see sight.



	“Not that again… can you learn another word or two? Would made our conversation much more educational… Like… who is your favorite writer? Have you ever read Paul Hoffman?” I said without slowing down preparing sickles to





	“Smaaaaaash… Teaaaaar….. Eaaaaaat….”





	“… Did I make you develop your inner cunning? Is this beginning of our new, mentally exhausting conversation? What new philosophical secrets will you tell me?!”





	“M…M…M…”





	“What is it?”





	“Meaaaaat.”





	“…disappointment.”




Monster charged, sickle moved, head rolled.





	You have slain [Corrupted Abomination Level 19]



	You have obtained [180 exp]







My irritations… damn it… damn it…


~Doing what only we can!


I know… it’s just…





	You have triggered [Warp trap]!



	You have been transported to [Floor no. 11]







Magic embraced me, I felt as if my guts were changing places when I was being dragged through the “tunnel”.


When I got my senses back together, I noticed that once again I was standing near the stairs to lower level. So to 10th…


I slowly turned back and start walking down. Yes. Down.


~… I may not be sure… but… we should walk… you know… up…. Gisele is… up…


And do you know what is on lower floor?


~Nope


A boss. A Keeper of 10 levels is on floor below us. Probably in very room behind us…


~Aira told ya that Gisele is hurt…


Lust. I am walking timebomb. Either do your job or I will lose my shit. I long for a worthy opponent… I want to feel… the thrill… And I want it… now!

~Lust… Wrath…


~Sorry…


~Just do it quickly


Stench of decayed meat turned to be unbearable. My mind went dizzy, heart started pounding. And I grinned, baring rows of sharp like needles teeth.


The sketch of the room start appearing in the [Map] and then, one after another – silhouettes of creatures living there – Corrupted abominations… but bigger. Except for one.



	“Intruder…”A deep voice could be heard “… from… above? Weird. Intruder. You. Weird.”





	“Was I just insulted by a walking corpse?”It’s even more… insulting…”





	“You… monster? But not. From tribes.”





	“Tribes?”





	“Many. Lives above. Strong.”




The monsters start growling.



	“No talking. Eating!”Another snarled





	“Yes…” small one said “…Me… stupid. You food. We eat. You meat.”




Really? That again? Tsh, he had higher intelligence yet still is dummy, so I thought I could get some information about next floors… But, in the end, it was not the very main reason why I came here.


For this whole time, my grin never vanished. Not even for a second.



	“It’s sad that our conversation ends here…”I started





	“We will talk… we kill… we eat…. You die… hoods come… raise you… then… we will talk…”




I like his spirit… Abominations here held a huge axes or maces, yet the small one some kind of blade. Maybe even a katana. He slowly took it out from a sheath, the blade let out evil hiss.



	“Now… we eat…”




And then it begun. The leader simply stood there, even more he put his sword down supporting his whole body on it. Four of eight guardians rushed at me.


First – from the left, I glided in his direction in zigzag pattern, in safe distance from him I stopped, moved in small circle making my tail to build as spiral under me.


I waited for the creature to get closer, before it get close enough to perform a strike, I used my body to raise higher above it and dropped my whole posture on it. Even if creatures were stronger and smarter, they weren’t much less clumsily, I took my time slowly tying its body while shutting my grip tighter and tighter. Within a moment I heard bones snapping, muscles gave up and splashes of rotten blood got all over me.


I left the corpse and prepared myself for another encounter. Two creatures came in same time.


One of them swung his axe from the side, I parried it with one of my sickle, while I used another to bury it in enemy side, it grunted yet didn’t stopped swinging his weapon. All this time I kept my other side safe by raising wall of fire. The 3rd monster wasn’t happy about that.


I caught my previous opponent in grip and burrowed my teeth in his neck, the horrible taste filled my mouth, I spited lump of meat with sickened expression. I swallowed my pride and sense of hygiene and once again bite the creature’s neck till it stopped moving.


Coating my hands is mana I began to pound my enemies again and again turning them into a pulp. Each strike kept splashing pieces of Abominations around the room.


When the slaughter was done, I raised my head pointing my empty eye sockets at the leader of abominations





	You have slain [Corrupted Vanguard Level 23]



	You have obtained 250 exp










	You have slain [Corrupted Vanguard Level 23]



	You have obtained 250 exp










	You have slain [Corrupted Vanguard Level 23]



	You have obtained 250 exp










	You have slain [Corrupted Vanguard Level 23]



	You have obtained 250 exp







Pulverizing his subordinates didn’t leave any impression on the keeper. He just raised his sword, moved it around couple of time as if trying if his muscles were still working in the right way. Apparently, they did.


Dance macabre started another time.





That it. I don’t know how to feel about it. Again, personally, I don’t like it. It feels empty. One could ask, why then I bother writing those chaps?

For sake of exp! To push the story Zari has to get stronger – aka level up... at least to 20... Aaaand as my personal skills in writing and describing battles is lacking… well, you just have to bear with it. Till next time.

            

    
        Chapter 138

    
    
    
    
                The sound of steel hitting my sickles echoed through the hall. In the room few more sounds could be heard – grunting of massive zombies, stomping of their clumsy bodies, dull sounds were made as they collapsed every  time in a while.


But I heard few more things. Things that your average normal could never hear. My heart pounding as hammer almost deafening me, the rush of blood in my veins – as loud as waterfall, and somewhere at the back of my head, never ending cacophony of various scream, yells and moans. Those were my instincts trying to outshout each another. Screams of predators telling me to rip and tear. To clash and thrash. And voice of preys, the one that yelled for staying careful and vigilant. But the last one… were barely whispers.


And I had my…


I ducked under swung of waraxe, moving with swiftness possible only for specific kind of reptiles, I twisted my body around the zombie, used ending my tail as whip I kept another creature away, doing same with third monster but with help of sickles.


4th Zombie was only roaring in anger as it had no place to attack me. The boss held still, in semi-kneeling position, with blade behind his back and both hands on the hilt of katana.


I had my…


The sound of bones cracking under the pressure of my tail made me shiver. The end of the tail grabbed the monster my ankle, I pulled it, first to the left to shake it balance, then in the very next moment to the right making his whole body fall. Doing so I got another few seconds before it would get up, few  seconds I could use to focus my attention on rest of the monster.


I had my…


I released the corpse of my grip, moved quickly to the left avoiding one attack, and then right away in different direction just to confuse my enemy further, just to rush at it from the front. My body collided with his, I grabbed the creature by waist and kept charging forward. The abomination tried to attack me at first, yet my body was out of his hands reach, them he tried pushing me back, yet he was lacking any point of supports. I ended clashing his body into the wall. It groaned in pain. Using the moment I released the creature just to perform few slashes with my claws. Blood and pus spattered over the floor.


I had my… fun!


I clasped my hands together as for praying, slowly parting them. In space between my palms a small sparkle appeared, growing stronger, hotter and brighter with each passing second, yet it size never change staying always as big as pea.


The force grew and grew, the pressure kept getting stronger almost pushing my hands to the side. The small sparkle was generating heat, via heat it was sucking more and matter getting heavier and heavier.


Heavier and warmer. Heavier and warmer. More. More… MORE!


Suction became so powerful, that the dust from whole room kept coming to that very spark. Yet I kept restricting its power. What I tried making, was smallest possible black hole. Or it was just a concept. I used heat to attract mass, and then mass… to attract even more mass. I used to work fire magic to create explosion, the question is, can I use it to cause implosion?


I threw the light bomb between remaining two monster. Sparkle flew with loud whizzing sound, when it get in point exactly between creatures I released the seal that was restricting it powers. For a split of the second the sparkle grew to colossal size releasing the heat around, yet as flames escaped to the sides they left the center of sparkle empty, creating vacuum which sucked the objects that were closest to it, which were the very monster.


It lasted only for two or three seconds in total, yet in those very two or three seconds the parts of monsters bodies were torn apart, flew into the center of sparkle where they were mashed together. Hand of one got stuck into the torso of the second, leg of the second was sticking out of first’s back. They were nothing more than a pulp of randomly connected limbs.


They looked so… so… pathetic!


I could do nothing but to giggle like silly kid.


Yet my carefree joy didn’t last long.



	You have been damaged. You took [70] dmg
	You are now bleeding





I hissed in pain and irritation. The boss that was not moving up until now somehow covered the distance of the whole hall in few seconds and managed to sink his blade in my side. He took it out in very next moment and jumped three steps backs rapidly before my claws could reach him.


He performed few fast moves with his blade as he changed the way he was holding it, a moment ago he kept the blade by his side, almost behind his back, now he had it raised on the level of his head with blade pointing at me.


Fast! He was much, much faster than those mindless meat pulps from before. He also possessed technique of above average swordsman. He took his position instead of mindlessly attacking and waited till very end before attacking.


So, the enemy that actually thinks? It’s like fighting with human being. Much faster, stronger creature that master sword and feels no fatigue? Human size bosses? RPG games taught me something about human size bosses.


I focused my attention at the wound, within next few seconds a pale green light embraced it healing slowly.


I start moving into his direction paying attention to his moves. There were none. He patiently waited for me to get back. When we were three meters apart I stopped for a second…


Just to slam my body into the place where he stood. I hit nothing but dirt, as my target jumped to the side. I started following his right away, sliding into places that he has been just a moment ago. With each move I tried to slash with my claws, to pierce with sickles or to ram with my whole body. But the creature was faster by the split of the second.


As I prepared myself for yet another twist of my body, zombie spun in place avoiding my attack and ran by my side as he tried digging blade in my side yet another time. Yet this time he was lacking momentum and his katana barely scratched my scaled tail. Very thin, barely bleeding wound appeared alongside the trail that his sword carved in my body.

Thanks to my reptile lower body my ability to change direction was superior toward humanoids, I twisted another time trapping zombie in the circle made of my own tail. He was all mine.


My sickles flew from above in not complicated pattern, but with extraordinary speed. Strike from the left, strike from the right, left and right, left and right.


Abomination lowered his posture on his legs and with eagerness started parrying. His speed was frightening me more and more. Shoulders of normal human wouldn’t kept with the momentum and would dislocated themselves.



	“D’iable… sword.”




I hissed trying to not lose the focus. Plain bastard word appeared in my hands.


I used my tail to slam his backs. He lost his balance, in that moment I used both sickles as reversed blades and sunk them in his backs from behind. Then I performed a thrust with sword aiming at his solar plexus.


Again, I forgot about him being an undead. Fully intelligent undead. He felt no pain and always picked action that would lead to either maximal gains or minimal damages.


He jerked his body to the side, tearing huge chunks of meat from my sickles. He strike another time, I needed to turn my head to the side to avoid getting my skull impaled. Still the blade ended in my arm.


I tightened my muscles making exoskeleton to trap the blade. It hurt like hell, yet another time I tried slashing the creature with sickles, and yet another time it jumped to the safe distance. This time much slower.


Also his strike was lacking strength, probably because he was lacking muscles on his backs. My enemy was weakened, the problem is, that my arm is getting stiff too. I pulled the blade off my body and dropped it to the opposite side of the room. Well, I am only wounded, he is both wounded and disarmed. 2:1 for me, sucker!



	“Honorable opponent… would return the blade… to his foe…”




Zombie groaned



	“Will keep that in mind, just in case I would encounter some fool that pledges life to honor.”





	“Honor is a great…. Value… makes your words… stronger…”





	“Words won’t block swords nor arrows.”





	“It may… save your life.”





	“It didn’t save yours. Now, be a good corpse and crawl back to your grave.”





	“I won’t.”





	“You have no weapon… Swordsman without a sword doesn’t mean a lot…”




In very next moment he shoved his right hand into left shoulder, loud cracking sound echoed through the hall. He pulled his bone from arm. It was ended sharply, he cut off remaining piece of flash below his shoulder.



	“So.. you are using your arm… as a blade… so, does it counts as being armed? Or disarmed? It’s confusing, you know?”





	“Making fun of your enemy… You are a disgrace to the name… of the warrior…”





	“I will tell you a secret…”




I smiled another time and rushed at him. The wounds started aching again.


He bolted at me too,


We have met in the middle of the hall. I sung the blade from the side, he answered by falling in his knees and sliding under it, meat on his knees got ripped off, he raised and attacked from above, I used sickle to change the trajectory of his swing. I kept trying to wound him further in order to reduce his mobility even more. Yet still my efforts were futile… of course they were. That asshole won’t get tired, won’t slow down. Not unless I would tear few more muscles off his body.


Ignoring pain I used my damages left hand to slash removing yet another piece of flesh from his body.


Ok, bit by bit, let’s keep reducing him. I have time…


~…A…actually… we have someone to rescue… Ya remember?


…


~Boss?


Of course I do!


~ya forgot?


I didn’t
 

~he totally did


Ok! Ok! Here! I am ending this!


I made an opening allowing his to perform a clean strike.


The bone dug bit in my side, leaning to him I just made wound that classified as “tis but a scratch” into “Is there a doctor in the house?!”, but in the very end I reached him. I used the sword to impale his leg into the ground, then I changed the position of sickles sinking both of them in his chest, I raised him from the ground and began moving my limbs to the side stretching his from the insides.


It was the first time he actually showed pain. For a moment before he was split in half. The pieces of him flew in all directions.


I was wounded badly, bleeding and exhausted. And ginning like mad.


I want to do it again!


~… dragon in distress…


I know! I know it, ok!?



	You have slain [Corrupted Berserk Level 25]
	You have obtained 275 exp






	You have slain [Corrupted Berserk Level 25]
	You have obtained 275 exp






	You have slain [Corrupted Berserk Level 25]
	You have obtained 275 exp






	You have slain [Corrupted Berserk Level 25]
	You have obtained 275 exp






	You have slain the Boss of 10th floor [Marik the Reversed Level 25]
	You have obtained 750 exp






	You have leveled up





Later! Later! Let’s keep going, I can treat my wounds while climbing. Wait… what is that?


In the middle of the room chest appeared. Out of thin air. I am more than sure it was not there when I entered the room. So, boss’s chest. I ain’t even mad.


I crawled in that direction. Well, that’s the first boss monster so prizes won’t be astonishing… I lifted the lid of the chest. Inside were few coins and object. I collected coins right away and proceed to investigating the object. It was… a hat?



	Crab Hat of Curse Taker
	Item:	Hat
	Rank:	???
	That hat originally belonged to No-One-Special - preacher of old-forgotten Anuel.

His duty was to motive the forgotten deity to make it bestow his gifts upon his worshipers.

Yet, old forgotten was a flighty deity.. or you can just call him a lazy bum, which in the end made him complain over and over and over again when he was forced to do his job.

Old deity's personality and duty of preacher resulted with creating this arcane artifact - the object that was force to be worn by preachers and in very same time to be a torture tool


The question is... who the fuck is Anuel, and what kind of idiots would be crazy enough to worship him?

	This item can be used only by [No-One-Special] [Soul bound]
	While used	- Curse of eternal diarrhea [added]

- Moral damage taken from [Yo mama jokes] source of damage increased by 25%

- Masochism status effect added [User may demand additional curses [he used to tell himself that he did that to make his god work harder, but he actually enjoyed that, sick perv]]

- God productivity +25%







	Are you afraid of forgotten and old?

Did you shiver as you felt on your backs his cold?

The song he sang got stuck in your head,

And you can do nothing, but feel delightful dread,

He sleeps below the earth,

Yet his whimpers are heard...

Fret not child,

For he is not wakened







	You have found [1/7] of forgotten artifacts.





The object disappeared…


What


The


F…

            

    
        Chapter 139

    
    
    
    
                Gisele hissed a little when she forced her shoulder back in its place. The pain was dulled thanks to painkiller potion she gulped a moment ago.


Right now she was hiding in hidden alcove, the location was so good that she even allowed herself to light a small fireplace. To the pot over fire she threw few already prepared dried herbs to make a paste to cover wounds with. Repealing herbs were useless here – minotaurs that ruled within those floors were no “monsters”, thus were invulnerable.


She masked the entrance to the room a little and gulped another potion – the one that will help her rest and regenerate stamina and treat her injuries. The problem is, that she will be sleeping for next three or four hours, even as she would wake up, she will feel drugged for yet another hour.


Dangerous, indeed, but she had no other choices left. Her wounds were severe, painting her bandages red no matter how many times she treated them.


When she ate, drank and already covered herself in paste, she extinguished fire and laid in the corner reducing chances of being spotted even further. Slowly she fell into dreamless sleep.




Zari’s POV


	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[19/NA]   [598/15 000 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Dark Hierophant
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fate

Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion

The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage

Mad Scientist

	Health	288/410
	Stamina	145/330
	Mana	328/580
	Attributes
	Strength	35 (added 2) 	Vitality	41 (added 1)
	Endurance	33 (added 3)	Constitution	34 (added 1) 
	Dexterity	55 + 4 	Reflex	39 + 3 (added 1)
	Intelligence	60 (added 2) 	Wisdom	48 (added 3) 
	Spiritualism	41 (added 1)
	Hidden Attributes
	Luck	15 + 10 
	Charisma	6 + 20
	Charm	12 (added 1)
	Unallocated points	0





I looked over my status window. That’s it. Yet another time I distributed my points more or less equally. It’s not my fault, that I have predisposition for magic but my race tends to focus on combat! I needed to utilize as much as possible.


But also there is a case of armor from Florian. I still have time, but as he said that it will be made from specific materials it’s going to be heavy beyond imagination. Beyond capabilities of average human. 35 strength will lead me nowhere, especially that strong humans starts with STR on level of 50 and above.


Should I allocated all attribute points into STR for next two or three levels?... Well, I could give up magic a little for now and try mastering my body…


I was told that 100 points for human means that some individual has devoted his whole life to maser some particular branch of fighting. Old archamges will have INT of 100-120, similar WIS and about 50 in SPIR… and here I am, average in everything, not very strong, bah, even a weakling when it comes to physical aspects, living only thanks to morphing, with bit decent magical abilities and average speed and reflex.


What should I do? Leveling gets harder and harder, it means that from now onward I should spent points carelessly? Any ideas?


~ Strength is always the solution. Only fool says that violence can’t solve everything. By mastering your body you will be able to kill magicians before they would cast the spell, and even if you would get hit, via training you can learn natural resistance toward elemental damages. Also, as you said, you can boost your strength thanks to who you are. My recommendation – STR, END and CON as basic and from time to time RFX and DEX


~ Well, not really. You have to remember that you are favorite of two goddesses, you are learning magic with speed beyond comprehension, you also have to remember, that you are an alchemist and you work for syndicate. Higher mental attributes will make you more useful for them, and by this, they will be more useful for you. INT and WIS as basic for pure damage, SPI and RFX as secondary to get additional bonuses for your spells and to react faster, from time to time you can give point or two in physical to not die in shot or two.


~ Well, and I have yet another advice. Focus on DEX and RFX as basic. Those will allow you to react as fast as possible. INT and WIS as secondary, to pick best decision as you would find yourself in stressful situations. You can cover your lack of physical strength with morphing. That would cover most possible scenarios… Plus, it is never too late to learn a good old pick pocketing.


~ And I tell ya, every level give 1 point into Charm/Charisma and rest between DEX and END/STA.


What kind of build is that?


~ Charisma and Charm will let ya impress chicks, DEX for more positions, and END/STA will let ya last longe… Mwglrlgrlgrlgrl!


~ Lust, important stuff is being discussed here. Go play somewhere else, will you? Maybe in Sloth’s room.


As always, thank you Greed. Tsh, I will decide later, maybe after next level up. Yeah, entering 20ties levels will be a good time for deciding. For now… forward!


~And I tell you, pay no attention to what they are speaking. Do you remember encountering enemies with “Trained body” title? If you would train long enough you will be able to raise your abilities and attributes by training. “Trained body”, “Flexible body”, “Trained mind”… This is why Sebastian wanted you to train harder… but for now…. Don’t you have someone to save?



Once again I used the stairs to get to the 11th floor to keep looking for yet another stairs. After releasing my bloodlust my minds was calm and focused. I was more than sure that I will not miss any corridor.


The ground trembled. Lots of waves came from opposite direction. I knew only that whatever it pr those was/were, it was either big, or pretty few of them were coming. I moved my head to the side, loud cracking sound echoed through the room.


I spread sickles that up until now were resting on my shoulders to not disturb my balance. Sound of limb made of exoskeleton rubbing over another made and evil hiss, as if threatening. Well, I didn’t feel any urge to kill… but…


~ One slaughter a day keeps voices away!


I grinned while taking combat position.





Guild of Rosewood.





Guild in the trading city of Rosewood, that laid near the Rosewood river that took its name from merchant house Rosewood that… ok! Ok! I got it!


Adventure guild in the city of Rosewood was known thanks to its members – mostly beastmen. If you were looking for someone to really hard tasks, you were asking for beastmen of Rosewood. Escort caravan to the south through dangerous area? Call for Rosewood! Extermination of monsters dwelling in very inaccessible cave? Rosewood! Every time when quest took place in extreme environments picking beastmen was most logical choice. Lizardmen that could easily withstand in hot climate, cat tribe with eyes seeing perfectly in the dark, dog-kin when target needed to be tracked first…


Tiger-morph, one of most respected members of the guild was sipping beer. Not so long ago he finished quest for Council of magic, he had enough coin to rest for a longer period of time.


To his table local guild master come



	“Al, my room. Now.”




Fat human that was head of the guild was know of being very warm and polite person, always respecting other races. He used to have small talks with everyone making atmosphere within building light and friendly. So his tone made all talks in inn section die.



	“What’s the matter? You sound serious… too serious M…”





	“Office.”




He said yet another time and not waiting for anything nor anyone he went on the floor.


Al’targor, raised and followed guild head. When he entered the room, heart jumped to his throat as he saw his face. Whatever happened, it’s bad. And he has to be involved.



	“Al… have you tried assassinating someone important not so long ago?”




That didn’t ring a bell



	“Don’t think so… no… When? Why? Most of my time I spent either in guild drinking, training, or in brothel… that is if I am not currently on the mission… and trust me, if I wanted someone’s death, he or she would be dead….”





	“Zariel White Raven.” That sentence made tiger-kin shut his mouth for a moment. “Council send me a letter…” he pointed with his head on huge piece of parchment completely covered in letters. “Long one. Summarizing all those gibberish… They almost want your head… no, no literally, but they demand punishment…”





	“That little asshole saw that coming! He deserved that! Plus he is an adventurer, disputes between adventurers are out of their jurisdiction and should be judged between themselves…”





	“Oh, but I heard that there was a duel… Niardo had his ass handed to him, am I right?”





	“…He put hexbag under my blanket… I could have died…”





	“Was it that serious?”





	“… not directly. It made lost my focus and…”





	“What kind of spell?”





	“… I couldn’t rest in night, it made me seriously weakened for the ne…”





	“Did you just say… that you almost killed a kid cuz he made you have unpleasant dreams?! Plus I heard that you forced him into hardest and most disgracing labors!”




Al had his head lowered.



	“If I am regretting something, then only that I failed. I simply hate him. The way he talks, the way he acts… And he was bloody F rank! F! Among S and A! He dared to talk back!... Yet still, he is an adventurer, I am an adventurer… they can suck a…”





	“That kid was called a genius. Many wants to lay his hands on him… Up to the point, that Council made him an ambassador…”





	“…Ambassador of what?!”





	“You encountered intelligent race in the dungeon, did you? He was the one who start negotiations and get their help for your cause. Under the law, until full-time ambassador would be picked, the role of ambassador is being fulfilled by the man who was negotiating… Al… if we don’t want to have our finances cut, I have to punish you… Any ideas?”




S rank was left speechless. How could his situation turn into such pile of shit? Because he wanted to make a brat pay? Ok! Maybe I overdid it, but I am hot blooded! Why that brat is so special?!



	“For now… I will temporarily suspend your S rank, we will sent some kind of apologizing letter and tell them in advance that this must have been some kind of misunderstanding… we will also ask them what kind of compensation they want…”





	“Compensations?”





	“The good thing, is that this is not formal accusation, lowering head should do the trick… unless kid will demand your punishment, that is… well, saying bluntly, Council is in shitty position too… Stay low for now, I will deal with it… It would be best, if you would… apologize him or s…”





	“DO WHAT!? DO YOU EVEN KNOW WHAT YOU ARE SAYING?!”





	“I ensure you, I do. I am trying to save someone I picked up and raised like my own son. I used to say that your stubbornness will be your downfall, please, Al, prove me wrong.




Al opened and shut his mouth couple of time. Guild master wasn’t the one to shout at. He did nothing wrong.


That fucking brat… it should be all right if he would convince him to not file a charge. Oh, he convince him. They will have a conversation. Nice and long.




Ok, today’s chap is mere 7  pages 2k words, but hey! I wrote even as I should be doing project! That’s something… is it? Please tell me that it is something, also, you may speak your mind about the way you want Zari to distribute points, well you can wait with that till  mentioned level 20ties, and when we will update Zari’s class. Also, if you have suggestion bout Zari’s Class… ya know… Comment button is right under this sentence…
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                Gisele opened hers eyes and looked around the alcove. How long was she asleep? She couldn’t tell, more than five hours at least, apparently her body was exhausted so much, that it almost doubled the effect of potion. Her wounds weren’t completely gone, but at least she recover most of her combat potential.


She stood up, raiser her arms, twisted her body to the sides as she kept stretching her still half-asleep body. Her joint let out dull cracking sounds. With two light slaps in the cheeks she woke herself up completely. Pain was bearable and her stomach wasn’t completely empty, thus she decide that it’s high time to keep moving. Slowly she put parts of her armor back, took sword and slowly left the safe room.


Keeping her head low she moved from one shadow to another trying to not attract attention. Which she did poorly. Minotaurs were a savages, but not blind nor mindless idiots, and NOT paying attention to easily 1.8 meter dragoness in hybrid armor that every now and then let out sound of metal clinging over metal was simply impossible. Especially as they already were aware the fact, that intruder is trespassing their home.


Warriors of clan began forming even bigger squads that kept patrolling several floors. They have lost brothers, friends and sons and they craved for vengeance. Especially one of them…


Metal hit metal, Axe was parried by the sword as Gisele was struggling in fight against six enemies. They changed their pattern. Instead of jumping right in on her trying to kill her as fast as possible, they were doing everything to prolong the battle as long as possible. She always fought with three at same time, while three others were looking from somewhat safe distance. Every few minutes one of fighting warriors changed their place with resting one, also theirs attacks were lacking intention to kill.


Those were not youngling that wanted to shine in battle and be exalted in hierarchy but veterans. Better armor and weapons as well as level of their skills and cooperation proved that statement to be right. And Gisele was slowly losing to anger again. Why? Because she was not treated seriously. Because they played with her. They wanted to reduce damages to minimum? Oh, she will do everything for damages to be as severe as possible, even if that would mean that she will get hurt too. Like it does even matter… she was used to pain.


The main problem in fighting against them, she could parry only one opponent in same time, dodge only one additional attack in same time, and then the 3rd fighter would simply come closer pretending to perform an attack, she needed to fall back being slowly pushed to the wall.


She yelled in anger and rushed at the enemy right in front of her, ducked by his side and swung her blade furiously. She was attacked with wooden end of an axe in her back making her stumble. She used the power from that attack to forcefully fall on one of her knees and from this position she slashed another time. The blade dug itself in calf of creature that roared in pain. Dragoness, still in momentum of blow, raised from her kneeling position, spun her body and pierced her enemy’s back.


One of resting creature whistled with admiration, another one slowly clapped his hands three times. Are they not concerned that their comrade has fall? Gisele snorted partly enraged and partly amused. Maybe they don’t miss his cuz’ they now they are about to meet?


Redhead another time readied her weapon.





Zari’s POV





Ah, I have just remembered as Gisele said, that she planned us to proceed one floor per day. We were supposed to reach 15th floor in bit more than two weeks and then in about two-three days leave it… day per floor… would she be impressed if she would knew that I have walk through 4 floors in six hours? Well… I was actually pretty lucky, simply finding stairs and platform before I cleared 3rd part of each floor. Damn it, as former gamer leaving floors and caves unexplored makes me feel sick. Damn you Gisele! You just had to get yourself caught!


Eh, whatever, I will come here later, as I would level up some more… for now…



	You have slain [Shadow Elemental Level 26]
	You have obtained 284 exp





I have just burned the mass of shadow. Don’t ask me how, I don’t know it either. It was semi ethereal creature. Shapeless mass of smoke that you couldn’t damage in any way, yet it “materialized” for a moment before attacking, just for a split of a second.


I thought that magical attacks would prove to be more efficient, and I was right, but damn… just burning a ghost? Neat. Tip for you guyz – if you don’t know how to kill something, kill it with fire… unless it’s fire elemental… or something…



	Your skill [Fire Magic] has leveled up. [Fire Magic] is now level 10






	[Fire Magic] has been mastered up to certain point.
	Your [Fire Magic] affinity has increased

Your [Nature Manipulation] affinity has increased







	You may now enchant your [Fire magic] with other spells more easily






	Requirement has been met
	Fire Magic	Level 10 [or more]
	Chaos Magic	Level 5 [or more]
	New branch of magic has been discovered: [Fire of Soul]






	[Fire of Soul]
	[Fire of Soul] is not a magic branch on its own. It will not level up, instead it will get more and more powerful the most skilled with [Fire Magic] and [Chaos Magic] you would become, as well as your mental attributes would increase.
	Lore	[Fire Magic] is said to be the most limited magic branch of all. It's only purposes is to burn things. To light a candle, to heat the dish, to burn your enemies.

It can't create Ice like [Water Magic], it won't build a bridge like [Earth Magic], it will not help you speed your ship.

And it is said that it can target only material beings.

Everyone, who keeps spreading this utter BULSHIT has never met user of Flame that comes from Soul.

No, this flame won't create a FIRE itself, instead, it focus on Sparkle of Life, that burns in every living being, literally, it is a magic that targets a soul.

It can lit a candle of hope in hearts of most depressed creatures. It can give a motivation to those, who has lost their reason to live.

But it can be also used to put down the fire of love, and replace it with fire of hatred.

It is said, the masters of  this Inner Flame art can even burn the very Soul... Or even create one.


Ps.

No, you won't be able to burn even a soul if roach. Not even in next ten millennia

	New manifestation	[Haste]






	Achievement unlocked
	[YA MAY FELL ITCHY!]	For getting access to any [Mind Control] spells/branches





What the… Lots of stuff. That’s really, lots of stuff…  I already have Nature healing, that is nothing less that body buff, chaos magic curses, that is nothing more that body debuffs… and now I get some weird hybrid of both buffs and debuffs targeting mind?...


Nerf it.


Actually, that’s annoying! I feel as I already have too much skill branches to focus on! When was the last time I used Chaos Magic anyway? Tsh. I am slowly creeping toward the role of supporter… and how do you even imagine me influence other people emotion? Sit in backlines and yell “You can do it?!”, “Don’t stop! Just a little more!” or “Everything can be achieved if you try hard enough?!”…


On the other hand… I could sneak somewhere near Ruby and Rich as they would have their private  time together… and then keep both of them depressed, ruining Rich’s erection… MWHAHAHAHAHA… I mean… it’s just theory, ok?! It’s not like… I want to make Rich impotent… and keep Ruby frustrated and unsatisfied… I am not that kind of person! Honestly! Do you think I am a liar?


~ You are literally incarnation of lies. You lie even when you don’t have to. From hiding your identity from friends, through giving fall information to keep people struggle, up to pretending you are a nice guy to folks you hate, so you could use them later…


… Maybe… I was considering it? A little? Hey! You make me sounds like a bad guy here!


Where was I agai…


~ You have got someone to save… maybe?


Ah, indeed. Where should I go…



	Luck even triggered





Oh, look! A stairs! What a coincidence….





Gisele’s Pov.




Damn, not again! NOT AGAIN!


Another group of creatures came from the other room. And Gisele… was not really in condition to fight. Not at all.


That group of six… I have killed five of them, the sixth just stood up and left. Then I meet him again and again as he brought few more groups to her. That beastkin was strong, yet he barely fought with her, it looked as if he enjoyed watching her battles. All the time his ugly face was twisted in smile of acknowledgment. That smile was driving me into madness. I told myself multiple times, that I will kill him…


But I couldn’t we didn’t have to many opportunities to cross our blades. He was falling back each time it got more serious… And right now I was barely standing.


I was bleeding. It was serious. I was also exhausted. My muscles gave up about an hour ago. I was walking fueled by anger and determination. Once again, the creature smiled, yet this time it has also spoken.



	“She should be done. Bring her to the tribe. Don’t damage her. Stun her, tie her, and treat her wounds. Don’t let her die. Not until she repay for what she done.”




And then he just turned around and started walking away. Just as if I no longer satisfied his curiosity… why didn’t he fight with me? Why is he just walking away… does he…


Does he think that I am unworthy opponent? Ha…Haha


I started laughing manically for a moment he turned his head back in my direction. I dropped my body near the flow, supporting it with three limbs touching the floor and 4th holding the blade. And I rushed at him with all I got.


I will fucking kill him… I WILL FUCKING KICK HIM OUT TO HELL, EVEN IF I WILL HAVE TO DRAG HIM THERE WITH ME!


I moved past beats one after another, none could stop me, I was too fast. I throw aside all limitations of my body for this one charge. For this one chance.


I jumped in the air and flew for a small distance. I prepared myself to thrust my blade….


But his fist landed on my belly before that, knocking air off my lungs.



	“Once again. Bring her in. No further damaging. Make other women patch her up.”




Those were last words I heard before fainting.





So… I decided adding that half branch spell [Fire of Soul], to make him rely on curses and buffs a little more. Why? Cuz I made an alchemist that barely makes potions. So, from next few missions you may expect, that Zari would “waste” some more time on getting prepared bit better. Reading about his possible enemies, getting right inventory and such, AND making few god damn potion that he will actually use, like antidotes for specific venoms if he would walk among snakes, or body lotion for sunburns if he would intend visiting deserts. I hope it will make the story bit better.



And I know. I know. Short. 2k words. But I am seriously having problems with writing. Idk why. It is simply hard to think what to write… I really want to leave this tower and get back to the story. I think (It can still change) that next chap will be mostly grind, and some new monsters, maybe few that could be eaten.

            

    
        Chapter 141

    
    
    
    
                I have experimented with different body parts as I was running through different corridors. One could ask, what kind of friend for fuck sake I am? Somewhere there Gisele is, maybe trapped, maybe wounded, and here I am – checking if it’s better to fight zombies as half snake-half insect or humanoid wolf-eagle…. The answer for 2nd question is – snake/insect, better mobility, heavier body and increased range… the answer for 1st – shitty. I am a shitty friend. But hey! It’s better to have one shitty fried that actually crawl his way to the higher levels of deadly dungeon than best chit-chat gossip friend that would waste two-three days to get back to the city and organize help!



	“You ssshall not walk any further…”




Another Reversed hissed baring his sword. Reversed, zombies of higher tier. With bigger part of their intelligence intact… ah,  why describing? I can show you!



	Reversed Warrior [Undead]
	Level	26
	Tittles	Undead

Puppet

I used to be an adventurer like you, but then...

	Hp	[380/390]
	Lp	[150/150]
	Sp	Na
	Skills	No Pain [Passive]

Sword Usage - Regular [Passive] [Level 7]

Life Sensing [Passive]

	Undead brought back to life via sinister magic of [Reanimators], made of corpses of skilled warriors,


This undead has been enchanted with Evil forces of Dungeon, which are treating its damages [Life force points - Lp] - damages dealt to this creature would heal over time.






They were rarely alone, mostly leading small groups of other monsters or formed some kind of party. Those parties, even as they were lacking rangers and magicians, were still quite challenging as diversity of enemies was pretty intimidating. I was facing one such party at the moment.


As I didn’t answer the threat and kept marching on, the undead in front of me turn his blade toward the floor and hit it three times. His comrades stepped out of shadows.


The one in front of me, some average warrior with rounded metal shield and mace, a templar in very heavy and very metal full plate armor armored in halberd and tower shield as big as him, some half-warrior half-rogue with double short swords and guy with an axe… tsh, there are few guyz I described with almost whole sentences and “the guy with an axe”… well, what do you want?! You have equipment that suits more some bandit from the forest! Your friends are almost paladin-looking bastard in helmet with wings, classic knight and exotic war-dancer! And her you are like hur-dur lumberjack! That team would be so fucking badass… if not you! Shame! Sha…


War dancer jumped at me slashing his swords from all directions in complex pattern. Dude! At least let me finish mocking your friend in my inner monologue, damn it!


He was fast, faster than me. If I wouldn’t have twice as much limbs designed for combat I would be already sliced into pieces. Some time ago I deactivated D’iabel to save as much mana as possible. I checked my magic pool to know what kind of tricks I can play to not run out of fuel to soon.



	Mp	[327/580]





I grinned. Accelerated mana regeneration is working just fine, ah, it’s so good to have same affinity as dungeon.


I let him to push me from my position, pretending to struggle with parrying his blow. Bit more… more… He kept unleashing thunder of blows mixing vertical slashes with horizontal, attack from left with attack from behind his head…His team tried following him, yet as their equipment was far heavier they were slowly separated from each another.


The distance I manage to get wasn’t very spectacular it could gave me few blows in best case scenario. Yet I couldn’t risk being pushed even a meter more, in the end I still could have been attacked by other party from behind… I decided to move.


Bolting forward I caught one of his arms with my hand, locking him in firm grasp, then I kept using one sickle to parry his 2nd blade, and the other one to turn him into a pulp.


Yet I was outsmarted. Instead of his attacking me with his spare hand, he used it to cut off his locked arm and ran away if few fast jumps. Irritated I followed him. Bloody undeads! He ducked under one of my slashes and avoided another one.


Yet still, I was sure that very next will hit him. With eyes of mind I saw as my sickle is heading his direction, I know that he had nowhere to run, yet instead of feeling soft flesh being ripped around my limbs I heard dull sound.


Templar somehow managed to get between us and protected his comrade. Using his whole body to support a blow he pushed me away with his shield. In very next moment I got myself surrounded. Knight moved to my left and Bandit took a position on my right side. And behind the templar I sensed as War Dancer was reattaching his limb to arm. After few seconds he managed to moved the fingers, yet huge part of his Life force was missing.


Well, I had two patterns of dealing with them. First one – I wanted to save my mana and gut them one by one… but as I got myself caught…


I focused on myself. I looked deep within my life till I found the core of my existence, my soul, and there I saw it. Small sparkle that flicked happily.



	“May the fire of soul burn within me, As it would lit, you will be forced to see,
 The struggle of life that leaves the mark, And shatter thy mind embraced by dark,
 I summon thee, that sleeps in the ash, To raise once again so your glory may flash,
 Fill my heart with desire of blood,
 To make the rivers run with red flood…HASTE!”




For a split of second I thought that I heard a word, like it came from place far away. Yet, unfortunately, as I didn’t have much time to ponder about voices that maybe I heard and maybe not, I was forced to focus back on my enemies.



	You are under effect of [Haste]
	[Haste] is a spell that makes its target pick decisions faster. Those, whose blood are boiling, rarely think twice about possible options and do as their hearts say.

This spell will lower the intelligence and wisdom of targets, to make them focus more on the voice of their hearts. It may also force them into desire of fulfilling what they really want to do.


Ps.: Forger of Souls takes no responsibility for possible poor choices of targets, as those were made via inner desires,

If you have any complaints, please visit your nearest Fire Elemental or Higher Guiding Spirit of Fire responsible for Customer Service.  

	RFX	+30
	DEX	+30
	INT	-10
	WIS	-10
	Status effects	Enraged [Possible]

Hot Blooded [Possible]

	Time Remaining	00h29m57s




F…FIFTY MANA?! Are you nuts?! Not worth it! Also my 100 mana points were locked! Part of Mana bar turned grey… I didn’t feel that much dumber, yet…


Once again, my inner monologue was rudely disturbed by axe that came my way.


I dodged with ease, actually I saw that coming for quite some time, on my eyes… hehe, not intended… in my perception everything was bit slower. Nothing strange, my Reflex was almost doubled. What a fearsome tool… combined with nature body boosts and curses… Tsh, the only curse I know now is [Exhaustion], which makes enemies tire faster – useless against undeads.


Four limbs, four enemies. Perfect.


Templar rushed at me, still hiding behind his shield thrusting with his halberd. It was flying in my direction, yet if I had eyes, I would have enough time to easily count every crackle and every scratch on the rusty weapon.


I grabbed it without any problems. In that moment war dancer used bended position of templar to run on his shoulder and jump at me, using his friend as takeoff. Warriors on both sides moved too.


Normally I would be in really bad position. Yet all I was lacking now was somebody playing classic music in background.


I used the palm that was now grabbing the weapon of templar to push it off from its trajectory and then one of sickles to hold him in place, then using both humanoid hands I casted mana shock wave to the sides, blasting two warriors on the sides. War dancer that flew my direction get dangerously close. I used his momentum to let him impale himself on my spare sickle, and then toss him aside making him fall in direction of column.


All my limbs were free. I shifted my focus on Templar on front of me. I grabbed his shield with both hands and one sickle then I shoved another sickle in his body. I proceed to push his body while pulling shield. Yet shield was attached to his arm. It looked more as if his hand was actually trapped in strips. Poor bastard probably attached it too hard, maybe in fear of losing it, now because of that he was helpless as his limb was being torn from him.


It turned into one sided slaughter. I cut off his legs, his armor was as durable as rusty and in the end I needed more than just few cuts to turn a templar into two mini-templars. Even if he would start reattaching himself, he needed a few goddamned hours to do so, losing my interest I proceed to eliminating rest of the team. I zigzagged quickly to Knight wanting to destroy him before he would get up. Yet as I took my sweet time playing with his friend a moment ago he managed to take a battle stance again.


Still, one on one in his situation was a sentence of death after death. Ramming my body into his I made him stumble just enough to catch him in form grip of my lover body. Axeman ran at me from afar as it regained his footing. He was closer to the blast and apparently I cracked some of his bones slowing him down. I pointed my palm in his direction and began quietly chanting.


Before he even get close to me, Mr. Hipster exploded into pieces. War Dancer didn’t look good after hugging pillar. The force of my throw was too big and now all his joints were twisted in strange manner. Yet he wasted no time, as he kept grabbing one limb after another to pop it back in right place and order.


I took my time slowly tightening grip. It was a slow process – could be easier if my opponent would be a living being, the trick of strangler snake is that they have a chance to tighten their grip each time they prey exhale. That asshole was not breathing at all! This is why it took so fucking long! Even more! The cause of death would be suffocating! And here I was squishing him into a pulp!


… Stupid [Haste]. I told myself a second ago that I have time, yet here I am rushing things…. No wait. I don’t have time! Gisele! For fuck sake!


Calm down, bro! Ya will make a mistake rushing things!


TELL THAT GISELE! SHE MAY BE HURT! OR WOUNDED! WAITING FOR US! STOP SLACKING AND DO YOUR FUCKING JOB! AND YOU! DIE FASTER!


Mate! Calm dow..


SPIERRRRRDALAJ!


… that’s a language I haven’t heard in some time… easy inner me! Here! I am killing? See? Nice and dead… Ending stuff here and moving forward


GOOD!


Once again. Stupid [Haste]…


I left twisted corpse and once again moved toward last enemy standing – for he managed to rise. He was limping, holding his swords in weird manners. Paying it barely any attention I made him shorter. By head. I proceed down the hall ignoring notifications.





Gisele’s POV




I woke up in some kind of tent. It was pretty dark here. My whole body was screaming in pain. Tsh. I overdid it again.


Papa Jeriocho told me that multiple times. People, no matter of race, are never using their muscles full potential. If they would, they could damage it. Yet I was one of Berserks. If I lost to my anger I could obtain powers that normal people could never gain. Backlash? For next day or two I could barely move – even breathing was painful. Someone changed my bandage.


I tried reacting grabbing that person, yet all I did was to shake my body to the sides which made my body yell in agony.



	“Easy there…” It was a voice of female “… you are in really bad shape. Rest now. They won’t do anything for you till you rest… a…and I can always tell them your condition is worse than it really is… I could get you additional day or two that way so…”




Finally my eyes get used to the dark. Woman of Minotaur tribe. Pregnant, atop of that. Unlike males, they are very easy to frighten, bah! Even shy! Getting ferocious only if their offspring would be in danger.



	“I heard that you have killed over four dozens of warriors… You must be so strong… I envy your strength… But it only makes me shiver on mere thought of what they are going to do with you.”





	“And what they are going to do to me? Beat me? I am used to pain. Kill me? I accepted the fact that I will die young when I became an adventurer. Very few of us live long enough to make their hairs grow grey.”





	“… A…according to our culture, you have to repay for your crimes. If you kill a man, you will be killed in same way. If you killed two… your death would be as painful as death of two men. But… of you are a woman… For taking a life… you have to give a life…”




My mind was still half blank, yet after hearing her words I wake up completely.



	“You don’t want to say…”





	“Over fifty warriors… You… you will be forced to give life to…”





	“STOP JOKING!”





	“Y..y…y…you will get better in three day or so! A…and I will tell them that I will take five s…so… Y…you will have time to run… m..maybe…”




Why do I yell on her?! She is not guilty to anything! But… fuck… FUCK! I have no problem in dying in battle as proud dragon, but if they would even dream on laying their hands on me… I will FUCKING BITE THEIR THROATS OFF!


… FUCK!...fuck…



	“Is there nothing that can be done? Don’t you have… I don’t know… anything that could be used against it? Some law or custom?”





	“I… I am afraid not…”





	“If I would win a battle against chief?”





	“No. One: a…as woman… we are… um… not is position to challenge anyone… Only fighter can challenge another fighter…”





	“I have FUCKING kill dozens!”





	“S…still… the chieftain would have to call you a warrior by himself…. M…maybe you could trick him to make him address you as warrior… But… even then… You will not win… He is… big… and strong… And if he would win against you… your situation may get far worse…”





	“Worse?! Then being raped!?”





	“Y..Yes… if you would be sentenced according to the law, only family members could touch you… for taking son you will give a son… if father is either sick, old or dead, the rule of punish giver will fall on his oldest son, if not on cousin and so on… but if you would lose… he… he may make you…”





	“What?”





	“A tribe wife.”





	“Who?!”





	“It’s… when woman’s behavior would be found improper… and husband would like to punish her… he may… make her a tribe wife… which means that everyone can… can…”





	“Can what?!”




And then it hit me…



	“May I know your name?”





	“It’s Balkia… I am the wife of youngest chieftan’s son… I.. I know a little about healing, so my life is much better than other women…”





	“Balkia, my weapon and armor… where are those?”





	“In armory. Weapon probably will be given to winner of some tournament or as gift from graduation ceremony… Armor may be melted for other purposes, as it fits nobody else… I…it won’t happen any time soon!”





	“Balkia… I have just one more favor to ask… tell me EVERYTHING about your culture. About your hierarchy and challenging system. So I can challenge… challenge…”




I fainted.









I REALLY wanted to finish it in this chap… but…. But… come on! 2.7k words 11 pm, and tomorrow back on university…. If I would like to describe it, it would be twice as long! But I phromishe! I will end arc in next chap!

            

    
        Chapter 142

    
    
    
    
                … I am not going to mention 5 comments under last chapter. I am not angry at all that barely anyone fatigued himself/herself to write few sentences under 2.7k word chap. It’s not like I was furious, then despaired to finally sacrifice like 10 hours to look if I have made some kind of mistake that made me less popular. And as I found none I wasn’t raging and cursing around, and finally – I didn’t punish you by NOT writing for past two days even as I had time, will and motivation to do so. And I hope that you won’t learn from that. In the end what kind of author that writes for free likes to be praised and spoiled and told how wonderful he is… Ya get what I mean? Gut. <mad author mode on>



Very next day


Haste. The spell I hated, then loved just to hate yet another time. Remember that part which said that it will help you listen to your heart? I thought it was some kind of metaphor… but…


STOP SLACKING ASSHOLE! KEEP MOVING YOU LITTLE FUCK! YA GOT JOB TO BE DONE YOU LAZY PIECE OF SHIT!


It wasn’t metaphor. Yet still, I hoped for a voice of heart be more… subtle… bah! Ethereal and gentle even! Nope. Not mine, at least


I AM THE VOICE OF HEART YOU NEED BUT DON’T DESERVE!


Just shut up already!


SURE! HUSH ME LIKE YOU ALWAYS DO, INSENSITIVE BASTARD! Just turn your tail and run from problems! Fear has…


SUCK A COCK!


…


… Is it quiet? For the first time in five hours!? BLESS THE GODDESS!.... no, wait. 30 min passed. I need to recast the spell…


… two meanings! Forget Everything And Run or Face Everything And Rise! It’s up to you what you shall become!


WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME!? I AM GOING! IT’S NOT MY FAULT THAT FLOORS ARE GETTING MORE AND MORE COMPLEX!


JUST DO IT WITH PASSION!


… whose heart’s voice are you… cus’ surly not mine!


CUZ YOU HAVE NO HEART AT ALL!


… WHERE IS FUCKING MUTE BUTTON!?




Meanwhile – Minotaurs village.



The wife of one of chieftain’s sons was treating the wounds of dragoness. She had a great experience with treating broken bones pulled muscles and even patching up bigger wounds, yet she overestimated her own skills – she has never seen something like that before. On the first glance her patient was mostly healthy – her wounds were closing with extraordinary speed, she was regaining her colors and bones almost magically popped back on their places. Yet she was barely moving, even then those moves were brining her lots of pain. She slept for most of the time too regaining consciousness only for hour or two in a whole day, just enough to eat something and say a word or two.


As she pointed that out, dragoness with weak smiles said to worry not as it was natural backlash of what she did.


Apparently she managed to use more strength that normally anyone could forcing her muscles to work at full speed which left them damaged. Now she needed just to rest. Few warriors stepped in checking on her health, few with interest, few with hate… and few with those dirty glares. Even the chieftain himself came for a moment or two. I still remember the terror I felt when he stepped by.



	“So… that’s a wench that killed my son? The future of our tribe? That barely breathing corpse?”





	“Y…yes… o… or so I was told…”





	“Silence. It was not a question addressed to yourself.”




I could only lower my head and tremble. Everyone in minotaur tribe is huge, only few humanoidal races stood taller than us, but he… he was in league of his own. Even as young man he was over head taller than elders, thanks to his brute strength he was respected by all generation. When he fought for a role of chieftain, challenger is allowed to pick a weapon. And he decided for bare hands, which he used to tore previous chieftain into pieces.


But it’s not the strength that made me shiver on mere sight of him. He was smart. He always picked the best decision. Living in tower was a harsh life, barely any food, lots of threats… until now we were nomads, traveling between 41st and 50th floor settling down for a month or two, harvesting everything we could find just to move to another spot. But for over then a decade we kept living in same spot. He reorganized patrol units, because of his leadership the floors 41-50 became almost unconquered. Higher floor barely seen any intruders.


Each time he looked at me I could have sworn that he looked into my very mind, as if his cold stare could pierce through my soul. I was convincing myself that he would know in the instance if I would lie.



	“Now I am asking you, woman. How is she?”





	“… I… I am not sure, chief… I am seeing such condition for the very first time… H… her wounds were treated… but she is constantly exhausted… she rarely wakes, barely eats… as if her spirit is wandering between worlds…”




He snorted. I could do nothing but tremble.



	“How long will it take you to fix her?”





	“I can’t be sure, my lo…”





	“JUST GIVE A BLOODY TIME!”





	“M..m..m…maybe three days… maybe a week…”





	“Two days. So be it. It is your responsibility to make her fully functional for the trail” He was about to leave





	“But it’s impossible!”




His huge head turned back at me, I was rewarded with pitfalls and hateful glare.



	“You prefer to do it in one day?” And he moved in my direction. I tried running in the corner, but tent wasn’t that spacious for me to hide.




He grabbed me by neck and lifted off ground. Slowly he was suffocating me



	“Listen carefully, woman. I don’t care if you will have to spend days and night without sleep nor rest, I don’t care if you will use every herb, every potion or witchcraft you know. Day after tomorrow morning – she will be ready. She will, or else you will meet consequences.” I was dropped. After greedily taking few breaths I checked if baby in my belly suffered any harm. It doesn’t look as if it was threatened in any way.





	“Listen you sow, unlike you I have responsibilities. My job is much more complicated than spreading legs apart. I am leading hundreds of people. Hundreds which lost brothers, fathers sons and friends. She needs to face trail. Or else some fool will challenge me and we will lose another warriors.” He kept leaving again “… you started?”




He dropped yet another time before leaving for good.


I am sorry Gisele. I am so, so sorry, but I can’t help you! If I would cover you, life on my family would be threatened.


I kept apologizing over and over again in mind as I kept picking stamina regenerating herbs and mashing them into a pulp. 





Next day. Zari POV





I have awoken, got up and prepared myself. No camp was made and no clothing needed to be worn thus I was able to march out pretty quickly.  Which floor am I on? 32? Just where the hell were you send? It’s not that I am worried… but I am… worried?


~Easy champ! That girl knows how to take care of herself!


Yes, but she also said that with whole team she reached level fifty some… now she is alone and she got kicked over 40… I AM WORRIED DAMN IT!


~ Well… there is something that can be done in that manner…


… keep moving?


~ You are surprising me, Watson! Very well, if you know what has to be done, then what is left is…?


… doing it?


~ Outstanding. Truly, outstanding!


Codex…


~Hm?


Just… shut up? Please?


Opening map in my mind I forced my way to unexplored part of floor. As soon as I left the room that I used as bedroom, a growling sounded through the air. New one. Not human-like growling of zombies, not angry whistles that elementals let out of themselves as they passed through corridors, nor scratching sounds of bones over the floor. Growling. Beast like growling. From opposing way I was faced by herd of doglike creatures.


They almost weren’t reeking like corps, using my outstanding intelligence I deducted, that they had to be living creatures. First alive creatures… you know what it meant? A breakfast. It meant that I am about to have an actual warm meal, not that bloody, dried packed lunch.


No. Wait. I can’t. Gisele in somewhere over there… and if I would turn [Haste] on again, Voice wouldn’t stop yelling. But… maybe I could take just a bit and warm it up with fire magic? Now, think… the enemies are dog-like creatures. Dogs moving in herds. Fast type. My fancy insectoid-naga form may not as efficient against agile-herd monsters… Jesus… Gisele – you are going to pay me back for all discomfort I put myself through to save you!




Gisele’s POV





I have opened my eyes. Unbearable pain after leaving berserker state was mostly gone, leaving me only in strong discomfort. Balkia was running back and forth through the tent with handful of herbs. It was… sweet of her. Taking care of someone she barely knows with such passion… wait, why her expression is so… troubled?



	“Bal..kia, something wrong?”




When she heard my voice she dropped a bowl that she held in her hands.



	“Ha… sorry, you scared me…”





	“I just wanted to say… thank you… for everything you are doing for me, even as you don’t have to…”





	“No! You got it wrong! You got it all so wrong! And I am so sorry, but… but I don’t have choice!”




I smiled weakly



	“You are still patching me up, so…”





	“Chieftain was here. He ordered me to prepare for trail… tomorrow morning. I am… I am… I am sorry… I… I have family… if I won’t bring you to best possible condition till tomorrow… my daughters… sorry.” She put vial with some strange liquid to my lips. “… please… drink.”




She was almost crying. I parted my lips and willingly drank it.



	“Don’t be. I am an adventurer. I signed for horrible dead when I chose that life. If I can save few more innocent people before my fate would come, whatever it would be, then I am glda to fulfill my duty. Plus girl, I am not going to leave without a bang.”




Tears escaped her eyes.





Zari’s POV





Shade fiend’s (doggies) meat wasn’t tasty nor filling, but after few days of eating cold tasteless lumps of fat one could find pleasure eating anything that contained meat. Yet in the very end I decided to stuff myself as much as I could… reason? Doing so I increased DNA of wolf-kin which I used right away in morphing process. Perfect for faster exploration of floor. Combined with [Haste] speed of my movements made me a little dizzy. If some villager would see me passing through the woods with both my body and speed… well, guild would have yet another quest added on the board in no time.


This floor was getting weird. Previous ones had mostly form based on squares, yet those were getting round. Curved corridors, round areas instead of rooms… bah, it even had platforms that allowed you to enter hidden rooms and different paths. Slowly each floor was shifting from 2D orientation into 3D… Please, just don’t add levers hidden on different planes!


I moved passed yet another round room filled with small humanoidal monster, bit similar to goblins, but far more savage, less intelligent but armored with deadlier claws and fangs. Another thing to note in mind – the higher I get the more organized monster society becomes. From lone zombies at lowest lever, via unorganized herd of mobbing corpses, party of reversed adventurers, packs of elementals and wolf-fiends… and now some primitive nomad tribes? And all of that we are still in about 1/3 of the tower… does it mean that at the top of it there is a whole city? ‘Tis but a speculation. Out of pure curiosity I pulled one of creatures away and killed it. For research purposes.





	You have killed [Bones Gnawer - Ogr-kin Level 16]



	You have obtained [72 exp]







Ogres? OGRES?! Ogres have strong regenerations… right? RIGHT?!... Nah. Not those one. At least the one I tormen… I mean… test subject No #1 showed no significant regeneration abilities, further researches needed… well, further test subjects will be needed too…


I needed to occasionally morph my lover limbs structure from running into jumping, as well as front ones from slashing to grabbing as I jumped on almost completely vertical pillars in order to get into hidden passage. Something in my mid kept telling me that I have to hurry… and no, it was no Codex, Nor sins, no Heart-kun. I just had that small tingling sensation on my neck. Sensation of dagger put up to your throat.






Next morning. Zari’s POV.




I managed to jump to 41st floor. It got… exotic here. This place was hot and humid, also some plants start growing from walls, but no your average moss – more like Venus flytraps. Small one, yet I simply know in my guts, that few, maybe few dozen floor higher those plants would be big enough to much something bigger than just flies.


Feeling vibrations of horseshoes hitting the floor I ran behind some pillar. At first I thought that someone was riding on a horse, but quickly I casted those thoughts aside. Many places were good for riding on horse, but this dungeon was not one of such places. In many corridors there wasn’t enough space to turn around, few were so low-pitched that rider could hit his head. It was also the reason I didn’t summon familiars. Kaito was horse sized, ravens wouldn’t had enough space for flying maneuvers and Greg… Greg… Greg was even bigger than Kaito!


Uh, all those moments when I head to morph over and over again just because I couldn’t fit my snake body to next room… FOCUS ZARI! FOCUS! Horseshoes!


The sound was repeating the pattern of humanoid steps – not a horse. Satyrs? No, Satyrs should have pretty much same high as humans, those were bigger, heavier… more like… no way… that’s too cliché! Just don’t tell me that here are minotaurs in dungeon! Come on! It’s pathetic! Who was so fucking lazy that couldn’t make a better script!


<Author sneeze>


Whatever, I have two more empty cores, I can fill one with some beef DNA… hey… if I would combine snake and bull… and then I would shed my skin… unlimited barbecue? SHAKE IT OFF ZARI! DON’T LET THE THOUGHT ABOUT YOUR HUNGER DISTURB YOUR GOAL! FOOOCUS! MIGHTY AS DRAGON! HIDDEN AS TIGER!


 ~I Wonder how it would taste like….


STOP IT!


Two of them. They made few more steps and stopped in halfway. Apparently that was their patrol spot. What did we learn? They are far more clever that those petty snacks that I encountered this far – maybe even intelligent, two…. They ain’t going to move from here for next couple of…



	“What a pity…” One of them snorted “… I wanted to see the trial. Woman. Can you believe? Woman killed over fifty warriors, all by herself. And I won’t be there to see what was she made of.”




Ho?



	“She killed my brother… don’t get me wrong. He was an asshole, I am even happy that he died… but we, as the youngest, have no chances of even getting close to the trail. Damn it… Ya saw her?”





	“No. But Kirhor did. He told she is weird. Adventurer judging by equipment yet no human. She is… scaly.”




Ho-ho…



	“Exotic, that is… damn, how much I would give to lay with her…”




… do what? You lil’ piece of…



	“Maybe we would get our turn…”





	“Ha! Dreams! We are lowest in hierarchy. Barely higher than women. If we would ever lay hands on her you can be sure, that she would be a corpse.”





	“Whatever. Are we done here?”





	“Yeah. Corridor safe. To the next point…”





	“Excuse me gentlemen. I am afraid I have overheard your conversation, mind telling me where the whole trail will have it place…” I said from the shadows





	“WHO’S THERE?!”





	“Someone that could kill you, you pathetic thrashes that can’t even patrol correctly, but instead mercifully decided to have a conversation…”




I used the echo to hide my presence even further as I kept creeping toward them over their head, pillar by pillar.



	“Step out from the shadows! You have two options! Steps out at die quickly, or let us find you and die slo…”




They separated a little checking both sides of the corridors. When one of them, talking one, was directly under me, I jumped aiming on his neck. His posture was bit lowered so I my target was completely visible. I began to furiously tear, bite and slash carving my path in his flesh to his spine. He did try to shove me off him, but he was lacking experience, skills and common senses. If he wanted to survive he should drop on the floor and roll over, if he would do so I would get trapped under his body. Because my current avatar was bit fragile, damages could be severe.


Instead he tried reaching me with his hands, which he did clumsily, while he kept running blindly over the room hitting few pillar every few moments. My strikes were swift and precise. It was but a matter of time till his lifeless body fell on floor. The other bull-kin looked at me dumbfounded. Using the moment I burrowed my mouth in still warm carcass and took few bites, making sure that I made is as good show as possible…



	“…Now… mind telling me…” I said between bites “…where is Gisele?”





	“H…How do you now that lizard name? We never said it?”





	“Oh, cuz she is acquaintance of mine… now, you friend was rude and didn’t answer… see how he finished? If you don’t want to end in same way… Lemme ask one more time. Where. Is. She…” Last part I growled.





	“45th floor… i… it will take you over a day to get in there… up until then, she will be done for…”





	“I see… I see… Now tell me… what does the trail means…”





Do you remember the part in which I could not directly mention that if he would answer my questions I would let him live?... well. I am a liar.




10 pages. 3.1k words… ya better comment shit out of this chap >.< 

<Author still on angry mode>

            

    
        Chapter 143

    
    
    
    
                Hehe… HAHAHA! AHAHAHAAHA! IT IS FINISHED! I told myself that I would shut the tower arc in this chapter! And it is shut! 33 pages! 10 150 words! I wrote it for past two days! 14 hours of writing! My eyes are bleeding! Fingers are on fire! BUT THIS SHIT IS DONE!... I mean… totally awesome arc… is finished… it is awesome. Cuz’ its mine. I am about to start a poll right after posting this chap, You will have time to vote till Thursday-Friday… that’s all guyz. Author s out!




???



Group of clothed rogues was dashing through the swamps.



	“Ay. Time?”





	“We should have 10 minutes more till the creature should be done with lure, then about 5 or 6 till it would g…”




A roar could be heard from bushes only a kilometer or so away.



	“…forget what I was saying. We have only five or 6 minutes till it would get back.”





	“Should be enough. If you would get your asses moving! Where is that bloody nest!?”





	“And how do you think nest of such creatures should look like?”





	“Nest itself should be hidden among bushes and treas. But all around should be laying leftovers of its dinner. Half eaten bones, chewed corpses…”





	“So… just like this one?”





	“… who the fuck would put corpses on the fucking tree?!”





	“Hey, don’t judge its taste. Maybe it thought it would like nicely there?”





	“Shout up, Ay! Get going. Master Rogue wants its eggs smashed.”





	“Won’t it get angry?”





	“Master Rogue wants it angry.”





	“Won’t it attack village while its angry?”





	“For fuck sake! Ay! Master Rogue wants it to attack a fucking village! We are not questioning. We are doing. Got it, Ay?”





	“Aye Aye!”





	“For fuck sake…”




They quickly bashed eggs, making liquids splash around. Little creatures that has already partly formed within eggs couldn’t survive outside of an egg.



	“Job done. Now, run away before that beast would get back here… remember to use that perfumes, if it would learn your smell… you are done.”




Another roar could be heard.


The team start running again.



	“That was fun! Like totally! We get such easy mission so rar…”





	“Shut the fuck up Ay!”




Soon, enraged creature that left humans alone for decades, start roaming further and further from its territory looking for someone to relieve its hatred.




Tower





Two minotaurs were running through the corridors breathing heavily and looking over their shoulder every few steps.



	“What was it?! Where is it?!” One of them yelled.





	“Just run you idiot and pray that it is busy eating the others!”




Floors from 41 to 50 were divided into sections, each section had dozens patrol routes, on crossing of every route there was guard outpost, and on crossing of each bigger route, especially between sections there was a small stronghold. Nothing special, jusy bit more fortified camp. Depending on floor the number of minotaurs moving in patrols and guiding outposts and stronghold was bit different. Here, on 41st each patrol had two novice warriors, outpost about 8 novices and two higher rank and stronghold  was made of 20 novices, 5 higher ranks and one elite.


Runners were stationing in one of strongholds. Were – past tenses was used on purpose. They never slacked, always stayed alert to perform as well as possible in front of higher rank, in the end one of their words could promote them, and social status for bull-kin is everything.


Yet still, somehow, the creature managed to get inside. Bah! They even did not notice them for quite a while. It started almost innocent. Two novice went missing. Nothing serious, one could went “on the side” and another, as there wasn’t anything urgent, go train or hunt some small creatures. No one bat an eye when someone went missing for a short amount on time, maybe, just maybe, if they weren’t back till evening…


Yet then another two disappeared. And another one, and another. It all turn dirty when one higher rank vanished as well. Then everyone started checking every corner looking for their comrades. And finally they were found. Or at least the part that remained. In the storage hut packed bloody carcasses of eight warriors were found, even more! Strapped off equipment which was laid decently under the wall. Whatever lurked there was quiet, fast and intelligent… it was also pretty big, looked like huge wolf with insanely big claws, two rows of teeth, lizard like forked tongue and bat ears. From its back few sharp bones were sticking out like spikes. It also had no problems to move on almost vertical walls. And as soon as it was spotted it fell from the ceiling of the hall and brought hell upon the stronghold.


For Bloody Mother! If you would see how fast it was! Almost a blur! In one moment it was tearing chucks of flesh off novice’s neck, just to appear at the other side of the camp attacking yet another one. It targeted easiest pray at first reducing number of targets. Elite and officers went to combat immediately… but beast was avoiding direct combat. It jumped on those running away first slashing theirs tendonitis and muscles immobilizing weakest and spreading chaos. And finally, when defenders somehow managed to from more or less complex formation and readied themselves for battle… One of them exploded. Just like that. He wanted to circle the creature, but as he put his feet on the ground the earth beneath him glowed with strange red symbols and… Kaboom! His pieces flew left and right.


It used ash as cover and performed yet another attack aimed at Elite. His hands extended from smoke, grabbed commander by legs and pulled him inside. Only sound of flesh and screams of pain escaped the cloud of dust and dirt. When it fell, what we saw was mutilated body of commander… and not even sign of a beast. Then another two warrior died. That was the moment when already mentioned two decided to leave the outpost and ran as far as they could.



	“FUCK! IT’S BEHIND US!”




Indeed. The monster was running over the wall with tail constantly moving in and out of his mouth. It know their smell, and it wasn’t going to stop chasing them. Yet information about appearing new powerful predator needed to be delivered. The faster thinking one took his sword from his back and slashed legs of his companion. He thought that by doing so he would buy himself some time.


… Yet monster simply laughed like hyena, ignored laying warrior and kept chasing the last one reducing the distance in speed beyond comprehension.


Warrior understood that he had to fight. It ran away little more, allowing the creature to get even closer, just to suddenly stop in place, turn around and perform a horizontal slash. The monster jumped over the blade performing semi-somersault landing few meters ahead.


Minotaur tried facing it again, but he dropped on his knee. The warmth on his side spread first. The pain came after that. On piece of leather he used as his clothing red pool quickly began forming. The question was… when?


Then he noticed yet another thing. The tail of monster. It was ended with some strange stinger! Just what for all creation is that beast made of?!


Supporting his body on blade, young bull-kin managed to raise against. Blink. The creature was no longer there. Blink. It was in front of him. Blink. Sharp pain in another side and monster was gone another time. Blink. Ah, it rolled between his legs to get position behind his back. Now it was making mess of the muscles on his back.


He felt its weight on his shoulder, in same time he felt fangs sinking in his neck. So that how he was about to die…



	“My, my… we are smart one, are we?” The creature hissed “I will give you a choice. You can die with honor, but trust me, I will make it as long and painful as I can… and I believe that I can make it really, reaaaally painful.” It made suggestive break





	“And… other option?”




Its grin appeared much wider.



	“Or you can tell me… what is the fastest way to your main camp… the one on 45th floor…”




The minotaur chose to live, but the creature didn’t fulfill its part of deal,



Minotaur’s Camp. Couple hours later





	“Anything new?” Chieftain asked one of his commander.





	“Reports from the 1st are being delayed. Those lazy bastards are doing their work half-assed again.”





	“Maybe another woman is slaughtering our troops? Maybe even friend of that one…”





	“I would doubt in that. That lizard came from higher floors, we are even suspecting that she may be some banished habitant of stronger tribes… And whatever is happening on the first, it had to come from lower… maybe adventurer? When was the last time adventurer entered the tower?”





	“Whatever. How is the woman? Ready for trail?”





	“Ha. She has a spirit. We have sent two guards to bring her… one has broken arm.”




Commander grinned.



	“Don’t… Hurt her… yet.”





	“And what about solider with broken arm?”





	“Whip him. And degrade. He failed while performing his duty and thus proofed that he in incapable.”





	“It will be done… now… are we ready? Tsh. Such a pain! If she would kill few… maybe dozen, we would do it in traditional way…”





	“No. It was a slaughter. If we wouldn’t convene a trial, people would become…”





	“Restless?”





	“Ha. Nicely said. Indeed.”





	“Yet still, trial shouldn’t be practical when charged is a woman…”





	“And if we won’t treat her like warrior, we would bring shame upon those who has fallen. And then again….”





	“Restless. Yeah, you are the longest ruling chieftain. Many younglings… and not only, are getting inpatient. Fools. All they want is fame, as if they can’t see that you brought prosperity…”





	“Tha! I would gladly go retire and join elders… if there would be a worthy successor… Like my oldest soon. That whore…”




Chieftain growled.



	“Indeed… he was a smart lad.” Commander admitted “All he was lacking was your strength.”





	“Strength itself is nothing. The era of muscles perished long ago. Look at us, tribes are living in caves and dungeons…”





	“The time will come, when we would leave this place…”





	“Ha! Hoods will never allow this. They also are slaves and in their pride they want to see everyone and everything sharing same fate. All we can do is to keep living and hoping that one day we shall be free. And now… woman.”




They reached destination. Big, quickly made wooden arena. It was already filled with spectators. In the middle of it a woman was bounded with chains. Chieftain and his 2nd in command took main spot in front of “charged”.



	“Woman. You were told to kill fifty two warriors of our tribe. Punish for this crime is death. Death so painful and humiliating that it would be equal of death of over fifty warriors. Long death, your death may last for many years, so each day you would beg to finish your suffering… and you shall be forced to give back to as many warriors as you killed. What will you say?”





	“Warriors…” Emerald eyed woman spited in the sand “Those pathetic creatures were warriors? I was pretty sure I killed gathers, maybe, just maybe scouts. But if such weakling are serving as warriors… then you are going to fail against raid of goblins!”




The crowd went insane. She spoke about their family.



	“Then how do you feel, being defeated by such weaklings?”





	“Not if there are hundreds of weakling. But I see that you are very proud of defeating a single woman with dislocated arm bringing only half of your tribe. Such a…”





	“Silence. Because you, despite being a woman, are also a warrior, giving a honor to your skills I will allow you to chose your first partner.”




Her face first turned into grimace of surprise, and then into pure hatred.



	“You are joking? As if I would allow such a half-creatures as you lay a hand on me! You are not worthy to even spit on you!”





	“Maybe. Fortunately, your allowance in not needed for you to give a brith.”





	“…You recognized me as warrior, did you?”




… Blaika… that stupid girl did not tell her about their tradition, did she? No, even she couldn’t be this insane.



	“Then, as a warrior, I find you lacking skills to be a chieftain. I demand a battle! If I would win, I would leave free… and take your head as souvenir!”





	“As if we would allow some fucking sow to challenge a chieftain just like that! Step in a fucking line!”




Someone from audience yelled.



	“Yeah! You are not the only one that wants to fight with him!”





	“On the other hand… she can demand to be proved innocence by combat...”





	“A fucking woman?!”





	“No, A fucking warrior.”





	“Just end this stupid charade! She killed by brother!” another voice could be hear.





	“And my cousin!”





	“And my son.” Chieftain finally said. Quietly. But it was enough to make everyone silent “So be it. But you know what kind of consequences you would face as you would lose? And you shall lose.”




Woman only clenched her teeth.



	“You will belong to me. You stupid girl. You will regret it. But… if that’s what you want… Guards. Bring her to armory. Let her pick her weapon and armor.”




That was a job of lowest in ranks. As two younglings came to her to free her from chains, they were disturbed but someone with insignia of Elite.



	“If you would allow… I am going to do it.”




Chieftain looked at the one who spoke. He was huge and muscled and his body was covered in scars. Despite his disability he was moving around without any problems. Number of Elites wasn’t high, still chieftain did not recognize him.



	“If that’s what you wish for. I will not refuse request of veteran, whatever your motives are. But you will be responsible for her, is that ok with you?”




Elite bowed his head slightly and released dragoness from her chain, took her under his arm and lead to the armory.



	“Karulu, do you know him?”





	“That elite? Forgive me chieftain, my eyes are not as good as they used to be. I couldn’t see him well.”





	“He was blind.”





	“Ha? No. there is no blind Elite as far as I know… are you sure? Maybe he had just absent gaze…”





	“His gaze couldn’t be [Absent]. He has no eyes at all.”







Zari’s POV





	“You fucking, silly, stupid idiot!” I hissed “You couldn’t act to buy time, could you?!”





	“W..What?! What do you mean?! Who are you?!”





	“Unfortunately illusions can’t bring my eyes back.”





	“Z…Zar?”





	“Hush! You are in deep shit! Damn, if I would be few hours earlier… I could simply picked me as your first mate. That should have bought us some time in which we could escape… DAMN! I was waving to you! If you would pay some more attention to your surroundings… On purpose I didn’t covered my eyes! Fuck. Shit. Damn. Bananas!”





	“You idiot! Why didn’t you return to guild?! If you would return with help…”





	“I would return to the guild in day or two, then I would waste another day to organize a ride and then another two days to reach the tower. And then all the time needed to reach you… Do you think you can win?”





	“He looks strong but so am I!I have already defeated dozens of them… ”





	“Have you ever defeated human?”





	“What kind of question is that?! Of course I did…”





	“So can you defeat Jericho? He also is a human. That’s same thing. On my way here I have… interrogated few warriors… He is a legend here. Genius, hard working, prodigy. I think that he may be in league of his own… I can cast few blessings on you… and curse on him, but I am afraid that it won’t gave a lot… Fuck. Shit. Damn… Listen now. If you will find that you won’t be able to defeat him… buy as much time as you can. I will try to… do… something…”





	“You are in loss too, are you?” I simply know that Gisele smiled “It’s ok. Leave this place. Run. I will l… OUCH! Are you mad?!”





	“I will leave. But only with you. Period…. D. Don’t get me wrong! Jericho wouldn’t let me live if I would return without you! It’s not like…”





	“Zari. Thanks. But if you say about him is true… Well, I will try to die in this battle so… OUCH! Stop that!”





	“Say it one more time and I will fucking kill you myself! You are going to fight. And you are going to win. And if not, then I will start acting. You. Have. To. Survive…. Plus you know what would happen with you, if you would die in this place? Let me just remind you that corpses don’t usually lie here too long…”




I helped her to arm herself. As soon as she was ready I started chanting quietly. With [Vipers blood] no problem appeared… but when I tried using [Haste]…



	Are you sure, that you want to cast [Haste] on target [Gisele Redwing]?
	[Y]	[N]





…Yes?



	Lemme ask one more time, are you REALLY sure that you want to cast [Haste] on someone with [Berserk] class?!?!
	[Y]	[N]





Why not?



	Ok... ok... easy there... [Haste] lower intelligence and helps listening too [Heart's Voice], and now, what kind of stuff can someone with [Berserk] have deepest in the heart?

So... are you REALLY, REALLY SURE?!

	[Y]	[N]





I AM NOT THE ONE WHO WILL FIGHT WITH HER! So please, mark the option [I don’t give a fuck]!



	Idiots. Idiots everywhere.





Gisele for a moment dropped on the ground.



	“Sis, are you ok?”





	“Hm? Ah… yes, I think yes… it’s just… I fell so light… everything is so clear, whatever you did Zari, thank you. Finally I have no more worries. All is clear. I know what has to be done.”




She said and smiled brightly.



	“Ok, so remember. Try fighting as long as possible, buy me time. Outcome of fight is not important and…”





	“What are you even sayin’ Zari? What has to be done is killing every last male of this savage tribe! I will fucking pulverize all of them. Free the women and…” She said that with brightest and biggest smile I ever seen. No dose of anger at all.





	“Yes yes yes yes. That exactly what I meant. But first let’s start with big one, ok? Yesss, follow me back on arena… like that…” as we were passing near two other minotaurs she bared her sword and began marching in their direction “… NO NO NO NO NO! BAD SCALY! Right here! See? Much better.”




… what have I done?


Back on arena chieftain was already standing supporting his whole body weight on huge bastard sword. He mimicked Gisele’s equipment, as if he wanted to prove that he can defeat her even on her own field of specialty.



	“Thank you, Elite, for fulfilling the duty that you didn’t have to do.” Chieftain said “Yet I have to ask you to leave the arena. You may… witness… the fight on my chair, if you wish to.”




I didn’t like that. He basically told me that he wish to watch me. I am standing out too much.



	“I am more than honored for this distinction, but, because of my condition I won’t be able to enjoy this spectacular show of skill and courage, it would only remind of the privilege I lost, if you, please, excuse me…”





	“… So be it, Elite. Would you care joining me in my tent as soon as battle would be over?”





	“Yes, that would be a pleasure chieftain.” I bowed my head again and left the arena.




Yet as I was passing him by I whispered the word of curse.



	[Exhaustion] has been successfully cast on [Dorrapak of Shadowfist Level 46]





As I did he looked at me. For a moment I thought that he noticed. But apparently their knowledge about magic was limited. Maybe he felt, that I did something, he felt the impulse of magic, but was not sure what it did.


I hurried my pace leaving the arena, for I had few more places to visit before I would visit chieftain for cup of tea with biscuits… For I slowly lost any hope I have left, that Gisele would win. But, maybe, just maybe, it won’t be as tragic as I th…


As soon as I stepped out from mini-coliseum I heard a loud yell and cling of steel. Apparently Gisele rushed right away with all she got in mindless charge.


Nope. It will be a tragic failure. Better start working and…



	“Forgive us Elite, but this tent is off limit without a special perm…”




Body felt unconscious on the ground. I grabbed him by legs and pulled inside the tent with food supplies. That will be good place to start.




Half an hour later.




Gisele lost. She had no chances from very beginning. Yet I manage to do all I wanted in mean time, as chieftain wanted to humiliate her and elongated the fight as long as possible. Once again fortune favored me. Right now I was waiting in his tent preparing herbal infusion. I didn’t have to wait long. Soon enough through entrance to the tent leader of minotaurs came holding Gisele thrown over his shoulder.



	“Such a pain in the ass.” He said throwing her unconscious body on the floor. “And I have no idea which one is greater pain, that woman, or you. I had a word with Karul. There is no blind Elite in out tribe.”





	“You told him to gather information while you were fighting? And he needed only half an hour to verify my identity in tribe counting hundreds? What an outstanding efficiency! You are a lucky man to have such a second in command.”




I put cup of tea in front of him on table and took a sip myself.



	“Forgive me my insolence…” I continued “… but I would like to have a better view on my negotiation partner. Could you please tell me what more do you know?”





	“Not really much. Only that you are not as handicapped as you wish to everyone thing about you, and that you are interested in the woman here” He said pointed with his chin at Gisele.





	“All of that after sharing two sentences. Yes…” I said stirring sugar from my own stock in the tea “… Indeed. I would like you to ask you… to give her back to me.” I smilled.





	“First things first. You know me, but I don’t know you. Courtesy would demand saying your name first… I am Dorrapak first of this name. Chieftain of Shadowfist. Son of Durnlak. I was born on this land, and as me and my people are slave of it, we also shall die here. But you already know that”





	“Oh! My manners! Where did I lost em’? How shameful! Name Zariel. Son of no one. Owner of nothing. I was born in the wild, and I would love to die in my very own castle, because of either old age or abusing wine, feared and worshiped till the end…” I tiled my head a little a smiled. Then I took cup to my mouth and took long sip.





	“You are not drinking?” I asked innocently





	“Ah, indeed. Pardon me. It’s not like I don’t trust you…”





	“But you don’t trust me”





	“Exactly.”





	“Shame. Those tea herbs are really expensive back when I came from. Hm, maybe that will convince you – I am definitely not going to poison you, for I would gain nothing! Oh, and as fast as you would drop dead those guards that you put all over the tent would jump on me. And even as I consider myself as skilled warrior… I doubt I would manage to defeat whole tribe.”





	“Yet it didn’t stop you for putting a spell on me.”





	“I am afraid you are right. But you have to understand me! If Gisele would have won, all my problems would solve themselves! You can’t blame one fragile man to pick easiest way.”




I gifted him with yet another cheerful smile



	“Very well. It was stated what you want… now, what can you offer me?”




I pretended to gasp.



	“My deepest words of gratitude won’t be enough?! Will your words of gratitude bring back to life fifty warriors?”





	“… I trust you are not interested in necromancy?”





	“No.”





	“Very well, for I don’t know it either. Hm… I have my own strategy of convincing you… are you interested?”




He didn’t answer, so I allow myself to continue.



	“Well, first of all, I wanted to nicely and politely, bah! Even gently - ask you to give her back. But we already moved past this one… shame it didn’t work. In next step I wanted to point out all disadvantages of keeping Gisele with you…”





	“I have never said her name… I thought that you were simply interested in her because of her skills, maybe knowledge… but apparently it’s something far more… personal. Is she you mate?”





	“Maybe yes. Maybe no… But yes. It is very personal.”





	“Very well. Disadvantages of keeping her. Speak.” He was in mood.





	“Very well. As far as I know, you wanted to keep her as… breeding partner?”





	“That one of possibilities… very likely possibility.”





	“Then you have to know that one: She is half dragon. Dragons are not very fertile, so trust me, she is not going to give you as many babies as you want. Two, she is terrible in bed. Trust me. After everything you will be all sore. Not in good meaning of it… and lastly… You know how much she eats?! In that matter she is not a lady. Oh you poor bastards. You will lose your supplies for a year within a month!”





	“You are joking all the time. And even as I enjoy conversation with someone more intelligent than a rock… I slowly feel that this conversation is tiring me.”





	“Must be effect of the spell. Let me take it off… better? Hope so. When none of previous method would convince you… then… I am afraid I will have to threaten you.”




I said with truly despaired expression and rested my head on joined hands.



	“Please. I don’t like threatening such an outstanding individuals. Let’s have a drink. Talk like a friends, shake each other hands and part our way in agreement.”





	“Trust me. I wish for nothing else. We still can drink, have a talk, shake hands and part our ways. But a woman stays.”





	“Hm… you already know that I am a magic user? Of course you do, you pointed that out moment ago. Yes I know one or two curses, I know one or two healing spells… But the thing I am really good with, is fire magic.”





	“You want to tell me that you will crisp me into beef?”





	“You? Oh no! we both now that you can crush my head before I would cast a spell… but.. do you know what explosive rune is?”





	“… on higher floors there are similar, I believe… after steeping on it, it makes Kaboom… am I right?”





	“Not only, those are most popular one. There are also variation activated on command and after some time would pass… and I am afraid that I might put one in your granary… your storehouse…” I made a pause “Nursery… quite few kids you have there. Maybe one day they will grow into spectacular warriors… if they would survive this day, that is.”





	“I don’t like those threats.”





	“Neither do I! I told you that I hate threatening!”





	“Just… what are you. And stop pretending to be bull-kin. It’s getting on my nerves.”





	“I am your doom, or your salvation, I am your bane or liberation,
 I am your end and I am your grave,
 Or am I…. forgive. I can’t think of any cool rhyme that would make any sense.” I said while morphing back to my human form “The problem with wearing too many faces, is that you slowly forget how your true one looks like… But there are those who call me a king. I guess.”





	“King? Such a petty thing? King of what? You yourself have said that you were born in the wild and are son of no one. Who are you leading?”





	“A funny fact. All I want is to not be involved in anything. Still remember the day when I promised myself to stay quiet about who I am, for there are quite few people that wants my head… But, I was visited by harpy, tigerman, lizard-kin… They were blabbing some nonsense about me being a ruler of all the beasts…” I titled my head even more “May you please explain to me what could it mean?”




Lack of eyes was a problem. I couldn’t watch over his expression and thus was left without many possible hints.



	“Are you a… Devourer?”





	“Don’t know. They called me with same name though.”





	“Can you take shape of what you ate?”





	“Was I looking like a minotaur a second ago?”




Weird silence took a grip over conversation. I risked. Risked very much. I already know one thing. There are those who either worship me, and those who wants my head. Maybe, if he would be on the side of Kitsune I could mention that I have conversation with her too? No. No point. He wouldn’t believe me.



	“So you not only killed, but also ate my warriors?”




Ups.



	“I have lost somewhere my lunch box…”





	“The answer remain – no. No matter of who you are, we are forced to act according to dungeon will. And dungeon wants everything to be attacked. We may let you go, you have similar smell as dungeon, so it may not view you as one of enemies, but it already marked a girl. The hoods…”





	“If by hoods you mean Reanimators, creepy guys raising dead, them they have sent me here…”





	“Lies”





	“How do you think Gisele appeared here?! They said that they want to test me and to climb up…”





	“… Listen carefully. Depending on what are you going to say next… you may either proved to be a help… or end dead. Tell me exactly what they said. Did they mention 50th floor? Something about curse?”




I waited a little bit, to both recall my conversation with keepers of dungeon and to consider how much I can reveal without getting shorter by head.



	“They did mention both. That I have key to their salvation, that answer lies on 50th floor, and that I am lacking strength to…” I waited a moment “… fucking bastards and their riddles.” Enlightenment fell upon me “… Please tell me, aren’t you, by any chances, concerned about seal being intact?”





	“Hoods were enslaved by dungeon, and we were enslaved by hoods. We would regain our freedom if hoods were no longer bound with this place. And you were told to possess an artifact?”





	“I hope I do.”





	“… The 50th floor has no guardian. It is because the creature that could somewhat be filling that duty… would be me. On the 50th floor there is hidden door, after generation we found them by accident. They are leading to the another place – some kind of altar guided by powerful creature. It was in slumber, but as we approached it awoken and warned us that we should come no further. So we left. Later, after forming a raid we attacked that place. 100 finest warriors were decimated. But the true meaning of that place was revealed to us. That was a place that bounded hoods. But we were lacking knowledge and tools to release them. Hoods told us to never enter that place again… until they would sent to us… You said that you may be our salvation and liberation… You better be.”




… those fuckers Reanimators… they tricked me, did they?





Few hours later




As soon as our conversation was over, chieftain bolted from the tent and start yelling left and right. Once again he organized a raid, this time made of 200 warriors, for he has said that day of their liberation has finally approached. He has took me with his by his side, announced me a Devourer.


That part was same in most of the legends. I was suppose to find those who were suffering, who were rejected and enslaved to one day free them.


I didn’t like that part. One – my credo is, that if you can’t do something by yourself (and you can’t afford to pay someone to do it) then you simply don’t deserve this. And all stories about heroes that would one day come and save you, are nothing more than an excuse to not do a shit by yourself.


But, as alternative I could have been tore into pierces by herd of bull whose dreams has been shattered. In that situation I turned a blind eye on credo of my.


Right now, we were marching with small army toward 50th floor. In the camp stayed only woman, those who were incapable of fighting and small group of 100 or so warriors. Just in case we would not return.


Hm? Of course that they did not believe me at first, but few displays of shapeshifitng did the trick. So yes, we are marching into a lair of creature that wiped out hundred of minotaurs in one go. Not in squads of 2-3 like myself, nor 3-4 like Gisele. 100 at once. Sweet.



	“It’s here.” Chieftain said “Behind those door there is a portal that will take us into the altar.”





	“What are you waiting for? Lead your tro..”





	“After you.”





	“I wasn’t going to run away, you know? I was simply taking care of morale of you tr..”





	“After. You.”





	“B..”





	“I insist”




Whatever…




The altar surly was leaving a strong expression on everyone who seen it. Unlike rest of dungeon it was richly decorated. Looked pretty much like insides of great cathedral. All with marble sculpture showing acts of battle between devils and angels. From the sides up to the center you could see the devils and angels becoming more… human-like, so on the sides there were many horned monsters with red skin breathing fire with grotesque bodies, or winged animals, 3 meters tall humanoid tall throwing spears or giant wolf thrashing around imps. And at the middle two women were standing. Not fighting directly, more like watching each other angrily. Heira and Luxia, were my guess. That’s all about walls, come one, tour, we have much more to visit. Next stop… chasm of death!


<Thunder>


There was an altar indeed. A high sculpture of kneeling angel was guarding it.


We kept marching onward and onward. Up until the sculpture start cracking. When the figure was covered in cracks, a powerful beam of light hit it from above. When we could look at it again, we find out that on the spot of sculpture its living copy was holding a place. Three pair of wings were flapping slowly, as if checking if they could be used after such a long sleep. Then, archangel looked upon us.



	“Be gone, you trespassing those damned hales. You shall come no further, for this place is one of pillars that holds this realm in peace, and I am the one who guards it, and I shall guard till time will meet its end.”




It raised a blade and strike a ground beneath her. The vibration she send make all of us stumble.



	“I am sorry, miss, but I am afraid we have urgent business to be done here, if you could please turn around and pretend that we are not here…”





	“That shall not happen, step aside. Leave. Or be turned into dust.”





	“What will we say on that gentlemen…” I said turning back to the warriors “… are we going to listen to that fair lady and turn around?”




Army growled angrily.



	“We have been slaves long enough!”





	“If we have to chose between dying in battle, and seeing as our sons are growing up knowing nothing but life of a slave, then we shall welcome death!”





	“I am hurt over your fate, but breaking the seal will bring nothing but even greater suffering. Thousands of lifes has been sacrifices to maintain this seal. I will not allow those noble suffering to go on waste…”





	“You mean noble slaughter?”




Angel turn her gaze on me



	“I have finally understand the purpose of this tower. It is used in battle between gods. Life of those who perished here are nothing more but fuel to keep the seal working. You are not even letting them go away and rest in peace, instead you are forcing them to keep working for dungeon, killing other creating vicious circle of self powering device. There is nobility in this act. Nor sacrifice. There is only backstabbing slaughter. If all angels share same logic as you, then I am grateful that I am dealing with devils…”





	“You… you are tainted?” She asked “Yes. You are. Wonderful. You shall be perfect sacrifice.”




… Fuck.



	“Behold mortals, witness who you are challenging.”




	Seia of Holy Oath [Archangel]
	Level	666
	Hp	[66 666/66 666]
	Mp	[66 666/66 666]
	Sp	[Na]
	Skills	Sword Usage - Trancender [Passive] [Level 666]

Holy Magic [Active] [Level 89]

Trained body [Passive]

Serenity of mind [Passive]

Zealous [Passive]

	Resistances
	Fire - 75%	Water - 75%
	Earth - 75%	Wind - 75%
	Light - 125%	Chaos - [-25%]
	Okay. That's an angel. How the fuck did you encounter it? Hm? You have Chaos affinity? Run. RUUUUN!






	“Listen… my king… go for the altar. We will keep it busy.”





	“Let me give you a few helping paws and wings.  May thee be summoned, Lurking in the nigh,
 Thy woes has been heard and I offer you my might,
 And thus we…”





	“Listen, all fine and dandy… but can you speed it up?”





	“… oh, right. Come guyz. I need you to die for me again.”




From the veil of violet darkness Kiato and Ravens stepped out. Greg was materializing not far away too.



	“Gentlemen, I need your help. It’s bad. Very bad. Can you please, buy me some time?”





	“An archangel… You are not prepared.” Sebastian hissed angrily. “Even with such forces you stand no chances.”





	“I don’t want to win! Just to use that altar over there…”




Sebastian looked in pointed direction.



	“Summon Succubus.”





	“But… I thought that she is not going to fig..”





	“Summon her…”




It took me a little.


There was loud poof, and ever louder “Pyuun” As in thin air overly chest-ed succubus appear in clothing that could be called with many adjectives… but definitely not “decent”.



	“Ya-hoo! It’s you favorite idol Zanez ‘ere. Ready for some lov… Zari. Where the fuck you summon me to? D… Don’t tell me… that your fantasy is to look at be being taken by this herd of… muscle… manly looking… tasty… mino…”





	“Hello Zanez.”





	“Kih! Baho..”





	“It’s Sebastian.”





	“S…sure…”





	“You have a job to be done…”





	“Yeah, yeah! Fret not. I have already seen than herd. Easy! I will get em’ done! None of them will stand! Ho-ho…”





	“Your target is an angel behind you.”




Zanez looked at angel, and on Sebastian, on me, on Sebastian, on me, on angel, back on me and back on angel, and then she pretended she was about to look on Sebastian just to look back on angel.



	“It ain’t going to work. I am not a battle type. Tie her up and give me a whip, yes! Tying her up by myself – no!”





	“What if we would say, that you have to lay with Zari, but that angel is going to disturb you?”





	“Ha-ha! Smart! But no. No. No and nope.”





	“Listen here, you sow.” Sebastian lost his shit “I don’t like it either. But this kid will live for few more decades. Maybe centuries… or even a millennia or two. What is two thousand years for us? Eventually I will be back. And I will remember to thank you thoroughly… for not helping me…”





	“Aww? You pwomish? I could use a good spanking.”




~ Her. Me likey



	“Vile creature. Bringing succubus against me? Futile efforts. That pathetic Lust Devi could never taint my pure holy aura…”




In that moment Zanez froze



	“Say wot? That was a challenge? After day of the dark I had my ways with dozens of your sisters and brothers… breaking them was my pleasure! Ah if you could only hear theirs moans…”





	“LIES!”





	“Lies? You will be able to tell… IN A FUCKING MINUTE BIRDIE!”




… Birdie? Woah. That insult. She won’t be able to get herself together after it.



	“H…H…HOW YOU NAME ME YOU…UNPURE… CREATURE?!”




… that worked? That actually fucking worked?! Whatever… in mean time I will be a sneaky snek and slowly I will get to the altar.



	“You stand against archangel! A commander of Silver Legion!”





	“And I am Zanez! And as I would finish with you your cunt will be…”




There… there there there I am almost there…


I was about to reach the altar with my hands, but devil and angel already start dancing. And as they were dancing a tongues of black flames and lightening were being casted around.


One of those lightening almost hit my stretched hand.



	“Careful there!” I yelled





	“Sorry!” Zazed yelled





	“Sorry…” Seia followed “… WAIT! YOU ARE NOT SUPPOSED TO TOUCH IT!”





	“YA THINK YA HAVE TIME TO LOOK AWAY!”




Now… let’s see… The altar looks like crying angel, arms are pointed down, almost as beggar… doesn’t suits it…



	“You won’t even guess the way to activate it…”




If hands looks weirs, it possibly means that they can me moved… VOILA! Now, when someone is crying he or she usually hides face in palms. Now, much better! A pocket appeared on the chest level of statue.



	“Impossible! Still you… TWAH! JUST LET ME FINISH SENTENCE? MAY I?|





	“Tsh. Killjoy, go on.” Zatez pouted.





	“Still, you will never use it! You don’t have a key!”




I took pendant off my neck. Shape of talisman suits the one of pocket…



	“You are fucking joking?!” Angel whispered





	“Ho! A bad word?!” Zatez titled her head.





	“W..I would never..!”





	“I heard an “F” Word! I am sur-e!”





	“IT HAD TO BE YOUR IMAGINTAION!”





	“ARE YOU FIGHTING OR CUDDLING” I lost my composure





	“Of course we are fighting!” Angel yelled





	“But give us two more minute and we will bring our relationship on the next level!”





	“After my dead body!”





	“Well… I had my way with zombies too, so not that I mind…”





	“D…DISGUSTING!”




Angel took her blade, Zanez brought her whip.



	“Before we start… what’s your safe word?”





	“YOU LITTLE!”





	“Harder? Perfect!”




Ok. Let’s see… Oh fuck… that astral Rubik’s Cube. So that’s what the pendant is for…


Now… one left.. one right…


Black Sky [Locked]; Weeping orphan [Miss]; Raging Mountain [Locked]; Red Dragon [Miss]…


Fuck! There has to be a key of fitting every position… Wait… Black sky… there is dark as fuck here, raging mountain… Rage stand for Evil, which would be domain of Heira and Mountain for the tower… Weeping is correct, cuz’ stand for sorrow, but orphan is out of place… My head… Red Dragon, means Fire and Nature… completely out of order…


My… HEAD!


Change Orphan into Witness… no, rejected… maybe…Wings… Weeping Wings?! What the fuck? That has no sense at all…


[Locked]


What!? Whatever. One more, four more to go…


I took a moment for myself to puke.


Archangel grabbed succubus by neck and threw her bellow. Zanez groaned in pain. Yet her troubles were not over yet. Before she was able to get up protector of an altar raised blade over her head channeling into sword lightening made of pure light, bringing it down powerful beam of light was unleashed.


And in the very moment, a second before it would reach the devil, a minotaur jumped between them taking spell onto his own body. He turned into ashes.



	“Charge! Buy the devil as much time as she needs to recover! What are you doing maggots! Your fate is being settled by two women! Where is your pride of a warrior! Glorious death of slavery!? What do you chose!?”




Few warriors jumped in the air trying to bring the angel down. For Seia they were barely any threat, with lazy swings of blade she was turning them into piles of embers. Until one of them running from behind her, actually managed to catch her. She lost a balance for a second in the air, that very second allowed for another one catch her leg, another grabbed  her arm and yet another landed on her wing. In the very end Archangel fell from the air on dark and duty floor of cathedra.


Another radiance of light and Holy Oath was back standing on her legs, minotaurs were nowhere to find.


The sacrifice of nice warriors was not in vane, as Zanez with managed to get up already ensnared ankle of her enemy with her whip. With powerful move she forced the angel to flew through the room bashing her into every possible column and pillar.



Endless Ocean… [Miss], Bottomless Abyss… [Miss].. Ha, the true pain was not only trying to find a right sequence and fitting it into right place, but also trying not to fuck what you matched previously! And it was not easy!


Blood start dripping from my nose.



	“Not like that. Allow the intuition to guide you…” Sebastian said in my ear “… It’s like bit more complex lock picking. Try “feeling” how much another trigger needs to be pushed… Focus more on maintaining locks that you already picked, and the rest will eventually find itself. You don’t posses sufficient knowledge nor intelligence to force pick it. Instead try relying more on your affinity. You are surrounded by suffering souls of entrapped. Let. Them. Guide. You.”




[Never…] […Ending] [Cry]… [locked]


[Ever…] […Lasting] [Grief]… [locked]



	“YOU! ARE! ON! MY! LAND!” Zanez yelled “FEEL THE SORROW OF MILIONS SOULS THAT SUFFER BECAUSE OF YOU! FEEL AS THEY SHIVER ON MERE THOUGH OF BEING FREE! THEY EXCITEMENT! GIVES ME! POWER!”




Succubus dashed to the angel and kicked her with her knee into her gut, impact made her fly high into the air, but once again she was stopped by whip. From air Seia was thrown back on the ground. Devil jumped on her back, her clawed hand took a grip on one of her wing, her whip released her leg and took a grip of the angel neck instead.


By placing her leg on the back of kneeling angel Zanez start pushing on her spine, while her hand kept pulling the wing. Eventually muted gasp left angel mouth as one of her wing was tore off her body.



	“One down. Five more to go. Tell me, ya remember what happens when angel lost all her wings? They. Fall.”




Another kick send her on the opposite direction of the room


[Bliss…] […full] [Agony]… [ locked]


Zanez start charging again, yet as she was about to kick the angel yet another time, she rolled on the side, get up quickly, brought back her blade and pierced devil’s side.



	“You may be a higher Devil… You may be… favored… by location… But you are a Lust Devil… And there is no way that I would lose against a whore… that most of her everlasting existence waste on tormenting defenseless…” And she twisted her sword making the wound even bigger.




Chieftain ran from behind and swung his axe through the backs of an angel. Yet nothing happened… Nothing, if you would count part of an axe breaking on angel’s back and flying on opposite direction.



	“Blade forged by mortals shall bring me no harm…” She stretched her palm and send huge beast-man through the room. “Now, vile creature… I cast you into oblivion…”




FUCK! THINK! THINK! What describe this place!? What are the puzzles that needs to be put?!



	“And thus, the justice is served!”




… That’s it!


[Unjust Punishment]


Cogs of Cube Started Moving.


The sword was slowly reaching Succubus.


[Locked]


Altar crumbled revealing heart-sized crystal dark like night itself. The crystal broke and thousands of souls flew in all directions wailing in grief, anger and pain. But also in hope and need. All of them flew in direction of angel entering her body and then leaving it with even greater speed. Each time a soul passed through her, it left in her all the sufferings they felt during the slavery. Few of souls took a shape of hooded corpse around me.



	“You have freed us.”





	“Even as we doubted.”





	“Even though you were not ready.”





	“Even though you were merely used.”





	“We thank thee for will regained.”





	“For pain released.”





	“For torment ended.”





	“We no longer has need of having slaves of our owns”





	“So may they nations we took captive be free again.”





	“Yet, nor the heaven nor hell shall welcome souls so damaged.”





	“We shall become one with Earth and Wind.”





	“With Fire and Night.”





	“With Water and Light.”





	“With Sky and Ground.”





	“Farewell young one, may we not be the only freed by your hand…”





	“But for you own sake, we hope that we shall not meet again.”




And everything perished. The souls, the cathedral, the angels. Battled and tore, we stood in front of the door to cathedral.



	“Was it a dream?”





	“Illusion?”





	“No… can you fell it? Can you fell the dark grip on your hearts?”





	“For the first time in my whole life… no…”





	“Me… neither… are we… free?”




Someone cheered. Someone shouted. Someone felt on his knees and start crying. I knew ony one thing. For now, I wanted nothing more but to leave this dungeon.






Couple hours later.





As soon as small army cooled down after victory, they get back to the camp and told everyone to prepare for departure. They left most of the things. Took only food, some tools… and that’s it. They said that rest Aira shall provide.


Right now, we were standing in front of entrance to the tower, saying our goodbyes to each other.



	“We… we are grateful, BeastKing. You truly are as great as legends says…”





	“I won’t prove your statement wrong only cuz’ of courtesy. Now. Be nice, try not to slaughter everything that moves, eat vegetables and wash your hands after every village you would ride, who knows what kind of diseases those filthy humans are carrying.”




Chieftain chuckled.



	“As much as I am grateful, as much I have to say that your humor is… twisted, weird and creepy. We will try to make our own village in some forest. Aira shall guide us.”





	“You can say hello to her from me…”





	“Zariel… You have already told us, that you don’t intend to get involved into any politic, nor to start any war… But great events drags into mess great persons regardless of they will… What I am trying to say… that if you would actually ever wanted to start being Kind… If you shall roar… we will answer the call.”





	“…And what does it means?”





	“As you would get old enough, you shall know.”





	“Great, Everyone in that fucking tower has to speak in riddles. Ok. Off you go. Shush. You still have about 8 hours of day light, don’t waste it.”





	“May we meet again.”




Few hundred of huge beast-kin left the planes. I headed back to where Gisele was laying sat on her and put her head on my laps.


Everything good what ends nicely. So, the outcome of tower investigation.



	Sick exp grinding? Checked!

	Cultural exchange? Checked!

	Saving damsel in distress? Checked!

	Facing death and escaping cuz’ of fluke? Checked!

	Using pendant from dark goddess having completely no clue what actually happened? Checked!




Yeah, it was a good spent labor week.


I sat like that for another hour before Gisele start waking up



	“Za..ri?”





	“Sleep sunshine. Everything is all right.”





	“But… Minotaurs?”





	“… you don’t have to worry about them. You probably shall never meet again.”




She chuckled



	“You saved me? You? Alone? What a weird dream.”




HEY! I AM DEEPLY OFFENDED! That what you have to say after I wasted few days of my life just to rescues your sorry ass!? You lil’…


I took her in my arms and stat heading back to the dungeon



	“Zari what are you doing?”





	“Bringing one ungrateful ass back to the tower. Maybe if you would get raped by some tentacle monster you will show me some gratitude.”




She chuckled even more.



	“Whatever. Just let me rest like that even more. I don’t want to wake up.”





	“You are not sleeping!”





	“I do.”





	“Why do you think so?”





	“You have weird ears.” She chuckled yet again.




I checked what she meant.


… Guess who forgot to morph half of his body back… Someone will deserve loooong explanation. Well, we have few hours long trip ahead. Well, she is a woman of reason… she should take that calmly…




Few hours later in carriage





	“YOU ARE WHAT?!”





	“Hey! I have never claimed to be a human!”





	“YOU LIED TO US!”





	“No! I just never said a whole truth!”





	“Half-true is a full-lie!”





	“Gisele! For fuck sake! Look at that from my position! What do you think would happen if I would keep telling everyone left and right [Hey! I am Zariel, new avatar of creatures that each time that appeared brought upon world misery and pain, there are like dozen of organizations that would cover you in gold if you would brought them my head, welcome me warmly!]? HA!? I am fucking 11 months old and already had to kill over fifty assassins that came after me!”





	“Adventure guild is nothing without trust!”





	“I have just trusted you!”





	“Cuz’ you forget to take a shape of human!”





	“…After staying hidden within society for few months, you really think I would make such a silly mistake?!”




…. Shh, everyone stay quiet…



	“Who else knows?”





	“Ol’ man Jericho, Alesia, whole council of mages, few nobles and few more mages. That’s all from friend section.”





	“And Marika? Loki? Mrogul? Gustav? Gerwazy, Miroslav and Aloizi?”





	“… one day they will know too.”




She took a deep breath.



	“Idiot.”





	“That’s me” I agreed without hesitation.





	“Why did you chose to suffer alone?!” A fist fall over my head.





	“What do you mean?”





	“Secrets hurts. Especially when you hide your identity. In the very end you would find in terror that no one truly knows you. You would live in fear that after truth would be revealed everyone would leave you. Why? Just.. talk with us! We all are weirdoes! We all have our sins! Loki, for example, is ex-assassin! This is why he keeps covering his face, you are not the only one with bounty over your head….”





	“two thousands gold coins…”





	“WHAT?!”





	“Just kddin’! I have no idea how much they want for me… probably more…”





	“WHAT?!”





	“Kiddin’! Hey, I can’t see, but I still don’t like the look on your face!”





	“You are just… imagining… things… there is no possibility, that mere… fortune… will make me betray my… comrades… which I barelly know… cuz he kept lying to me for all the time… that has no family, nor anyone to ask where did he went missing…”





	“…Are you drooling?”




No response



	“Gisele?”





	“Hm? Wait? What? Where you saying something?”





	“No. It was nothing.”




After few more minutes she regained her good mood and start joking again. She was doing everything to ensure me in belief that nothing is going to change, that I should open myself a little more to people. Well… maybe… but I still have time for that do I?





Evening. Guild




Gisele have opened the door and right from the entrance yelled.



	“We are back! Two has left, two have returned, no one died!”





	“zaaaaAAAAAAAAAAA…”





	“That’s the moment when you are making some space, Gis.” I said preparing for unavoidable meeting.





	“AAAAAAAAAAAAAA….”




The scream got louder and louder.



	“AAAAAAAAAAAAAA…..”




A small greenish blur appeared at the end on the hall



	“AAAARI!”




Once again momentum of small fairy hitting my stomach made me fell.



	“Yeah. I am alive. I ate well, hands and legs on right places.” I said patting her head.





	“Ah, Zariel…” Mike showed his head through the door “… Please, if you could put Marika away and come to the office. Master Jericho awaits you.”





	“I trust that you have wrong information regardless the fact who holds who! Mari… may ya leave me for a mom…”





	“NOT YET!”





	“But I really have to get going! Look, I will be back on supper soo…”





	“NOT! YET! Minute more! A minute! He… Zari’s aura…”




… she is objectifying me, is she?


I directed my head toward Mike asking silently for help.



	“Well, I think nothing will happened if master Jeremy would have to wait another minute…”




ET TU BRUTA CONTRA ME?! NO! GOD PLEASE NO! EVERYONE BUT NOT MIKE! I have trusted you! You were the chose one!


In the very end we have managed to pull fairy away, but for heaven and hell, I think that I would prefer to fight with Archangel one vs one than try myself against Marika…


All that Jericho wanted was the report of situation. He wanted to know how well I can move and fight by my own.


It ended with Gisele yelling at Jericho for not telling her earlier what I was…



	“Silence young lady. If someone has desire to keep their identity hidden, guild will not reveal any information to the third parties.”





	“I AM AN ADVENTURER! NOT THRID PARTY!”




Jericho completely ignored her.



	“Zari, you have saved that idiot. As a father I can’t thank you enough…”





	“O…Old man!” I could have swore that Gis got red all over her face.





	“As you have no problems with moving around, I guess I can share both wonderful and terrifying news with you.”





	“Bad news first.” I said right away





	“Hm? No. That one and same information. It’s just a dose of fortune in barrel of sorrow. The bad news is that one of the Hydras start leaving her territory and attacking nearby villages. It’s only matter of time till we would get a request…”





	“THAT’S A HORRBILE NEWS! People will die! They are insanely strong! What can be good about that?!”





	“Zari can adapt powers of monsters he consumes… If Hydra regeneration won’t help him get back his eyes… nothing will.”







So, about week after I lost my eyes a Hydra magically appears in vicinity? Fishy. I am one lucky bastard, there is no point denying that… But… no. Maybe I am over thinking it. For now all I have to do is to go back to inn section, eat some real food cheer with friends, listen quarrels of Marika and Mrogul, maybe even few completely not funny Loki’s jokes? And as I returned the quest I have leveled up, which means that I have points to distribute and class to rank up. Yeah, may the Hydra roam wherever it wants. For now, I shall have my fun.

            

    
        it has been a while - POLL!

    
    
    
    
                
	You have reached level [20] - you can upgrade your class.
	You have last on path on nature for long enough - Special classes can be chosen






	Hierophant of Black Druid Cricle - Gift Wendigo
	Druids of Black Circle which lerned to use the powers of insane spirits around it.
This class, beside manipualting nature, can use spells of [Blood] domain and self-targetting [Buffs ] (like enchaters).
	Those who follow path of Wendigo prefers soltitude, as society turned away from it. Misjudged and full of regrets, they chose to live in the forests mastering their arts
	Possible Bonuses	Spells:- Call of Blood
- Blood Rush- Bloodthirst
- Transfusion






	Hierophant of Black Druid Cricle - Gift SkinWalker
	Druids of Black Circle which lerned to use the powers that allows them to blend into society.Tricksters and illusionists. Considered as both playful pranksters that loves a good laught... Or vicious evil spirits, that inpersonatin you will ruin your life
	Those who follow path of SkinWalker were forced to hide their identity. Living a life in constant fear of who they are being revealed that have learned pretending to be somebody else.
	Possible Bonuses	- New [Hexbag] receip - [Face stealer]Spells:
- Game of Shadows- Game of Sounds
- Peace
- Anxiety






	Hierophant of Black Druid Cricle - Gift PlagueSpreader
	The ultimate form of Black Druid. Job of Druid is to keep balance in the nature. Druids will restore the trees that humans has cut down, they will once again fill the water with fishes and woods with prey.
But not Black Druids. They will keep balance but killing those who could threaten the Wild. Instead of repopulating forests, they will decimate villages and cities. Known also as Aira's Rage they shall protect the wild with violence
	Those who follow path of PlagueSpreaders has known the kidness of Nature and has deep need to protect the world that Mother has created
	Possible Bonuses	 Passive:- Disease resistance
- Bank of SicknessSpells:
- Infect
- Corrupt




            

    
        Chapter 144

    
    
    
    
                Ya, know? It has been one shitty week for me. Shitty homeworks, shitty houseworks, shitty test… And now, I come home turn last chap on to see that poll has been won by bloody plague! Come on! I mean… skinwalker is so cool! Guyz! Imagine that you want someone killed! Just turn into his loved one and smiling & looking him in the eyes stab him in the heart! But noooo! Let’s go more into DPS! And I had so many more side events… all ruined!... ok. It’s not like I don’t have anything prepared for other classes but… Ah. Just fuck you and here thy chap.





	You have finished [Dungeon Purification] Quest
	Reward:


	- 4 200 exp

- 00g75s00c







	You have leveled up. You are now [20] lvl






	You can now rank up your [class] 





I have been wondering which one I should chose. Rejecting Wendiego took be about 3 seconds, by description I could guess that this class would focus on turning into magical berserk. Maybe if I wasn’t a Devourer in the first place that could be little more tempting… also I didn’t suffer to become a mage only to start swinging my arms in “chop-chop” manner.


And then dilemma appeared: Plague or skinwalker. Skinwalker indeed was tempting… Not only for combat but in real life… I could get everywhere, pretend to be anyone, take everything I want without anyone noticing… I could have also play a prank on Ruby… No, no, no, no! I can’t pick a class for sole purpose of annoying particular person! And Plague… what could I get by picking a plague? Disease resistance was like a miracle – it would greatly reduce backlashes from [Mad scientist], not sayin’ that I could cause a plague at casually walk among dying and suffering, looking upon their decaying bodies… Weeeeell… that’s in theory. For somehow I doubted that I would be able to cast anything more serious than flu…


So… I am struggling in picking between sneaky crowdcontrol and aoe damage curses… Well, up until now I have been picking mostly control-damage classes… Whatever, let’s score some more Aira’s affection points - here it comes…



	You have successfully ranked your class up. Your class is now [Plague Spreader]






	Your [Chaos Magic] has leveled up






	Your [Chaos Magic] has leveled up






	Your [Chaos Magic] has leveled up






	You have learned new manifestations of [Chaos Magic]
	Infect	- Fever

- Dizziness

- Exhaustion [power up]

- Flu

	Corrupt	[Spell that may influence the behavior of target into far more aggressive, also toward their allies]

[Effects may be permanent]

[Effects depend on target]

[Effects may be seen on the target's body]







	Achievement unlocked: [Wrath Of Goddess]
	Pick one of following classes:	- Paladin

- Witch hunter

- Exorcist


- Guardian of the Forest

- Men Tracker

- Plague Spreader


- AntiPaladin

- War Binder

- Demonologist

	Aira, is incarnation of purest love. She is a child which laugh always makes my day brighter, is a lover that rests her head on my shoulder, is a mother that raised me with patience and my elder, that keeps teaching me about things that are important in life.


Yet, they appear to not be able to comprehend it. They are coming to the forest, the house of my love, and keep cutting it down, burning down the groves and slaying all the animals that lives in them. They don't need to do so, they are not hungry, nor cold. They kill for sole purpose of killing.

I will be the one to defend those, who can't defend itself. I am the voice of forest, hear it challenging you! One leaf, one bone, one tree, one city. This shall be my punishment.

Aira is forgiving and merciful. I am not.







	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[20/NA]   [811/20 000 exp]
	Age	16/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Dark Hierophant [Plague Spreader]
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fate

Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion

The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage

Mad Scientist

	Health	391/420
	Stamina	280/340
	Mana	620/620
	Attributes
	Strength	40 (added 5)	Vitality	42 (added 1)
	Endurance	34 (added 1) 	Constitution	35 (added 1)
	Dexterity	55 + 4 	Reflex	40 + 3 (added 1)
	Intelligence	62 (added 2)	Wisdom	50 (added 2)
	Spiritualism	43 (added 2)
	Hidden Attributes
	Luck	15 + 10 
	Charisma	6 + 20
	Charm	12 
	Unallocated points	0





Me and Gisele walked down from the office back to the inn section. I morphed my ears back to the bat one so I could move more freely. I knew that those would focus attention of everyone, but I had my own story prepared.



	“Everyone! We are back! Hey? Where are our mugs?!” Gisele yelled at first cheerfully, and then irritated “… You know what!? You are terrible! Here we are after long journey and…” Aloizi came back from the bar and laid glasses right in front of us “… Never mind. Thanks sunshine!”





	“Good to see you back, Gisele, Za… ZARI WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOUR HEAD! THESE THINGS ARE HORRBILE!”





	“For fuck sake! Don’t yell! My head is going to split! These are sensitive, you know?!” I said massaging my oversized ears.





	“B…b…but these things! They will hunt me in my dreams! How did you get them!? Some kind of curse?! Zari! For merciful goddesses! You are not supposed to put on your head everything that you would find in a cursed dungeon!”





	“Exactly, Zari… tell us one more time how you managed to grow there…” Dragoness said almost mockingly. Oh yes, she wanted me to confess… Nope. Not yet sweetheart.





	“You are well aware that I am druid? It’s modification I am going to use till I would get my eyes back.”




Someone chuckled.



	“Sure thing. Look at me, I am a Zari, growing additional pair of eye is nothing for me, but until then let me parade with those fancy ears on my head!”





	“Look at me, I am Loki and I can’t shut myself up.” I frowned in response. “Just give me a break. I have shitload of stiff to do from tomorrow morning. I just want to drink couple of mugs, eat and rest.”





	“So ya don’t need to talk to your friends?” Gerwazy pretended to be offended “Oh, I see. We are nothing but a hindrance!”





	“You? Of course you are my friends. Loki is not.”




I didn’t even noticed when Marika vanished from her chair in front of me at sat over my laps.



	“Zari, you smell different today!”





	“Is that a big deal? I didn’t have a proper bath since…”





	“I AM NOT TALKING ABOUT BODY! Your aura is different!”





	“Better or worse?”





	“…Just different. It used to be like a glade covered in dew… Fresh and calm, now it’s more like old and inaccessible deep forest. Mysterious and frightening… I still like it. So much like home…” and she burrowed her face in me.





	“You just said that I don’t think about you as of friend… Yet Marika is using me as bloody pillow! She doesn’t even recognize me as a person! Just look! I am comp[lately objectified!”





	“Thehe…” Marika responded.




We talked a longer while, cheering and drinking. We stayed bit longer than we were supposed to, but the fun I had was worth being a little bit exhausted at the morning…




<At the morning>



… It wasn’t fucking worth it to stay with them for so long! My head!


OK… steady now… Zari…. GET.. UP! MAXIMUM! EFFORT!


The daily rituals. Get up, wash face, get dressed, sacrifice a virgin, eat a breakfast – which is most important meal in a day! Say hello to Mike as I was leaving… and here my daily ritual broke.



	“Hey asshole. Nice ears.” Cat girl from behind a counter called.





	“Hello Kitty, how was your week? The visit at vet gone well? You don’t have any fleas left?”





	“I NEVER HAD ANY IN FIRST PLACE! Hmph! I will just enjoy myself with the very idea that you will walk through the city looking like a savage monster…”





	“And you are a bitch. I can hide those ears, but you can’t unbitch yourself. Saying so, have a nice day. I will remember to but some catnip.”





	“DON’T YOU EVEN FUCKING DARE! Oh, wait.”





	“The hell do you want now?!”





	“…Look, if I could I wouldn’t even talk to you, but I still want to work in this place so: Someone from council came here and asked if.: “Mr. Zarile would be so kind to visit the Embassy of the council.” They had some politic shit do discuss… Hey, how do you think, are they going to deport you? Would be great.”





	“Highly unlikely. They are trying to bribe me in every possible way to join them.”





	“Why won’t you just say yes?”





	“Oh, you want me to become someone influential?”





	“No. I won’t you to leave this place. For good. Doesn’t matter for me if that means that you would become a beggar or king.”




I just dropped another insult over my shoulder and slammed the door. Now… the fuck they want? Whatever it is, I hope that it would be well-paid and non time-consuming.


My walk through the city wasn’t disturbed by anything, mostly because people were afraid of weird looking white haired kid with ears bigger than his whole head.



	“Morning…” I said after entering the main building of political department of council… or so I hope… “I am expected by… to be honest I have no idea who is expecting me. I was only asked to come here.”





	“Sure sunshine…” Old woman said from the other side of counter. Her tone told me, that she was more than annoyed by the very fact of my appearance “Just tell me your name and sit in lobby. Someone will eventually come to pick you up. Maybe”




… Is it an “international day of bitches behind the counters” today?!



	“I am supposed to… wait?” I just wanted to clarify things.





	“Oh, pardon me, sunshine, for not welcoming you as a royalty, our red carpet is currently drying.”




… What a whore! And actually, I AM a royal blood… well… that’s complicated.


So I sat there… and sat… and after god only knows how long I heard woman telling some other girl.



	“Hey, check if someone is waiting for so called “Zariel”. Brat is acting all high and mighty. I have no idea what anyone could want from such a kid, yet still…”




That woman made me wait for half an hour and didn’t even bothered to actually appoint me? Oh my… oh my, my, my… somebody here doesn’t think highly of me… maybe I will use the fact that she doesn’t know that I know that she knows…


I raised from the chair, and start nervously walking in circles. After about two minutes I heard hurried steps from the stairways. By nervous half-whispered words I deducted that he’s the guy that want to talk with me.


So… ShowTime?



	“Excuse me…” I said in louder and far more angered tone than usually “… may I know how much longer am I supposed to wait?”





	“Easy sunshine! If you are expected someone will come to you event…”





	“No. I am afraid you don’t understand a damn. My time is precious. If I am asked to come, and then no one even comes to actually tell me what the hell is going on… Tell, whoever wanted to see me, that I am really pissed off now. And whatever they wanted to do, they are going to do it without me. And it will be far less likely for me to answer any other invitation from the council. If they are not going to treat me seriously, neither I will treat seriously them. Farewe…”





	“Mr. Zariel! Please! Please wait a second!”




Some middle-aged man accelerated speed of descending.



	“Your name sir.” I asked harshly





	“Damian Adams! Head director of branch of raci…”





	“Mr. Adams.” I interrupted him boldly “… maybe it’s because I am spoiled, but I grew in belief that my time is pretty expensive resource, and when I am invited somewhere, whatever are reason of that invitation, I would prefer waiting for no longer than five minutes.”





	“B…but I came right after I was informed…”





	“You did?” I acted surprised “Well, I have been waiting for more than an hour…”




Man was more than shocked. Probably he turned pale, but I couldn’t tell because… you know, eyes.



	“That must be some kind of misunderstanding… It simply can’t be. We were sure to make your visit a top priority for today and…”





	“Is that so? Well, I was only told that, lemme quote “If I am expected someone will eventually come to pick me up…””





	“Y… You must forgive us. Somewhere someone failed. I will find a guilty and he or she shall face consequences… now, if you could… please follow me…”




And we start moving, but not to the higher floors but deeper underground.



	“May I know why am I needed?”




I asked after some more time.



	“Please, just few more minutes. The reason is… not to be discussed freely.”





	“I am sorry for losing my composure…” I said when I was sure “I just have few more places to visit today… and I got nervous. I shouldn’t yell, and even if, I shouldn’t yell at you. Please accept my apolo…”





	“No! Please, do not apologize! You are mostly wanted young magician by every organization in country. It is more than acceptable to value your own time… may I know if there is any way we could help you with your time management? Maybe something to order? Someone to notify? We have many errand boys, so if you need anything, just ask.”





	“Well, I am not sure if that a proper request… but could you prepare for me a book or two in the library about Hydras?”





	“Consider it done” Damian only looked at the girl that up until now was following us. She ran away.





	“Now, I think we can begin talking…” He said as we got already three floors deeper “… as you probably remember, in the ruins of the ancients you have discovered intelligent species.”





	“Those mantises? Funny bunch…”





	“They are here.”





	“Hm? What do you mean by that?”





	“We transported the queen with few dozens of her children and… partners. Now they are living in rooms and corridors below the council.”





	“I hope you didn’t do it against their will.”





	“No! Of course that no! We merely pointed out few profits that they could achieved by visiting us…”





	“Ok. I see. Still, why do you needed to tell me about it so quickly? Giving it highest priority?”




Damian coughed.



	“I was also asked to inform you… that you are an ambassador of Neira Kingdom delegated to deal with this specific race…”





	“I AM NOT EVEN A CITIZEN OF NEIRA! I AM HERE AS FREELANCER!”





	“The Hive Mind insisted to see you…”





	“Oh, I bet she does! But I am not concern about her, she is intelligent, but pure and naive. It’s like she is not able to plan any mischief. As if concept of lying is completely new to her. What am I concern about, is that Council is trying to force me into its ranks!”





	“…”





	“Just as I though. Just to make it clear. I will talk to her. Maybe I will visit every one in a while, but if you think that I am going to do any paper work… just think twice.”





	“We couldn’t ask for anything else.”




Oh, you could. You can. And you are going to ask. If not today then tomorrow. If not tomorrow then day after. For me it means only that I have to pick as many quests as possible, to be away from the city as long as possible. Not that I mind. I want to explore the world.



	“We are here… Mr. Zariel, if I could ask you to… change. Because the Hive is still new in this territory, we allowed them to set up their own security system. If you want to walk any further, you have to let them now via psionic powers. Otherwise…”





	“Me? You are not coming?”





	“Oh, no. We are trusting you. Feel free. She is expecting you. And… I will be waiting here. Just to show you a way out when you will be done.”




He bowed his head and sat on the bench. What a pain in the ass.


I morphed my body a little, connected myself with the Hive, focused and send a message.



	“I am coming in, would be grateful if you wouldn’t tore me into pieces…”




I didn’t even finished the message when I got my answer back.



	“Strange one! Come on! Come on! Let me see you!”




The map of corridors was send to my head showing me how is should reach the lair.


Reaching the lair didn’t take me long. Yet still I noticed that insects were adapting the halls to their liking it was much more messy here.


The floor of Queen chamber was filled with books, all around the place in strange order some monuments were standing.



	“It’s you! It’s really you! I had my doubts when they told me that they are going to transport me in same place that you are living, and then they kept talking to me that you are unreachable. I thought that they lied to me… The very concept of lying is so strange… you as a race are strange…”





	“And you are foolish. Why did you come here?!”





	“They told us that they would grant us the knowledge. They told us about their concept of letters and books. Right now we are learning this whole… alphabet.”





	“Yes, but now you are in place where they can reach you easily. You have lost most of your power that you could use during negotiations. You took a huge risk.”





	“I also took a risk when I listen to someone telling me that we should attack the King of the Ruins… That someone told us that it’s time for a leap. Leap in evolution, leap in food chain, leap in knowledge…”





	“Trust me, Council is far more frightening than a mere monster.”





	“Maybe. Maybe the time will come when we will regret this. For now, we are happy for the gifts that we received… and we are happy that you rebuked our actions. We were afraid that you may be on “Their side”, we are happy that our wellbeing is really a concern of yours.”




No. I am simply annoyed. I am rebuking you only because your actions gave me even more work to do. Eh, whatever.



	“Okay…” I said sitting on the floor in front of the queen “… you want knowledge? Fine by me. Now, I will tell you everything I know about human nature, lies, false promises, using each another and negotiations. First thing first. There are two rules for success; One: never reveal everything you know…”




I waited some time



	“And the second one…?”




NO! NO PLEASE NO! THINK!



	“Please… repeat what I have just said, and try answering your own question…”





	“Never re… Oh. I see. Smart. Tricky. That’s how all of you think?”





	“Most. We are far more differential than you. We have smarter and less smart individual. But in council only smart on works, this is why you always have to be on guard…”




I kept lecturing queen about common senses for next hour or two. She almost didn’t want to let me go. Each time I finished one topic, she asked for two next. Her hunger for knowledge was terrifying.


In the end I managed to “run away” by pointing out that it has to be a book about psychology and some stories about betrayal, lies… common adventure romance books… that she should read… to read she has to learn alphabet… and from word to word she excused me for “she needed to start studying again”… poor little creature! I just tricked you! After teaching you about tricking for whole hours! Poor, poor you.



	“How did it go?” Damian asked as soon as I left the new Hive lair.





	“I told her that she shouldn’t trust you that much.”





	“Haha!”





	“I am not joking.”





	“… B…By the way. Your request regardless book has been taken care of. All you have to do is to visit the library and ask for your reservation… but… may I ask how are you going to read them without…”





	“Eyes? I will not. But I will use my unquestionable charm to seduce some poor girl and ask her to read me a page or two… eventually I will threaten her that if she wouldn’t do as I ask, I will slaughter her whole family…”





	“Please, refrain yourself from threatening someone’s life. It’s serious matter here…”





	“I was joking. Now, pardon me…”




I excused myself and left the building to take care of rest things I had to do. There still were three places I had to visit.
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        Chapter 145

    
    
    
    
                Damned council. They fucked my day plan. First I had to visit council in the academic district, now I have to go to the noble district, then to slums just to once again visit the academic district to read the books… well, I won’t be the one reading them… Ok. Let’s get this shit done. And let’s get it done quickly.


I started knocking in the doors of Blackwood mansion, as always I didn’t have to wait long.



	“Oh, mister Zariel. We did not expect your visit anytime s… I beg your forgiveness, but I was being impressed by your highly unusual… appearance…”





	“Good to see you too, Archi… Hehe, see you, I will never get bored of this. I stepped in for a fast check up. Madam in her room? Perfect, don’t bother showing me the way, I can find it by myself.”




I moved past him entering the mansion.



	“May I name my worries regarding the fact…”





	“That as blind man I can’t see a shit and this you are thinking I may screw? Fret not. That’s why I have those fancy ears…”





	“Still, I would prefer…”





	“Me to not come close with sharp objects? Easy. Will keep that in mind.”




Yeah. I know that I did annoyed ol’ Archibald a little. I am not even able to cook any potion without my damned eyes! All I want to do here is to check her state, maybe cast some minor healing spell and leave.



	“At least let me announce you…” former adventurer sighed




He knocked in the door or the room three times and politely asked



	“Madam, may I come in?”





	“Of course Archibald.” A response from the other side could be heard. Wasting no more time he entered the room shutting door behind him.





	“Madam, Mister Zariel came. He asked if you would allow him to check your condition.”





	“Oh… it’s… I don’t mind at all, I simply didn’t expect him to come today…”




The door was opened yet another time



	“Mister, I am leaving madam in your hands.” Butler asked from the room.





	“Greeting.” I said from the doorstep “Please forgive me my selfishness, it is very impolite



of me to come without sending a note, but I am afraid that lately I can’t find much spare time… to the point, how are you feeling today?”


I put my hand on her forehead pretending to be measuring body heat.



	“Ah, Good morning. Much, much better. Most of the symptoms are gone, it’s just… I am still…”





	“Weakened? Exhausting faster? It’s more than normal. The poison must have left your body already, yet still it managed to deal significant damage. You can start to slowly reduce doses of medicine and start using average recovery potion instead… You can probably get them from every alchemy guild store. Those priests that have been helping you up until now can shine again.”





	“You are not going to continue my healing?” She asked not offended nor angered. It was pure curiosity.





	“I can always step by and speak my mind, but I am afraid that if I would keep a noble house for myself Alchemy guild may start targeting me… You know, at first I refused their invitation, then I started giving potion of my own creation to one of Great Houses… I am merely trying to reduce possible problems for both you and me… A top of that in few two or three more days you should start walking, in a week you should be able to do basic tasks within a day without getting tired that much, and in half of a month you will be able to dance with your husband all night long… or whatever you prefer to be doing all night long…”




Archibald start coughing hysterically. Mrs. Blackwood chuckled, probably because of butler’s reaction than my joke.



	“Please Archibald. We are all adults. Plus I heard that Madam has four sons…” I pointed out





	“Still, there are topics that should not be spoken in…”





	“It’s ok Archibald. It’s just like Mister Zariel said. And even if that would not be case, I think we could forgive improper word or two to someone who saved my life. Half of a month, you say?”





	“Plus-minus few days. Different bodies heals differently, still, speed of your healing is extraordinary… Has your family any priests of Aira? A blessing could work this way…”





	“No. I don’t think so. Merchants, bankers and speculators, as you can see there is not much divinity in our family.”





	“Very well… you can ask for potion based on tangrora root, river and moon grass and alcohol. Strong one.”





	“Alcohol?”





	“It’s much better than water! Help most substances be absorbed faster. Makes your veins wider…”





	“Then why alcohol is not used in every potion?”





	“Mostly because it can’t be combined with every substance. Few becomes completely useless. Water, on the other hand can. I have heard about few lazy ido..” I felt Archibald’s gaze on my back “…fools, that are using water to everything. Just because they are afraid checking other methods. They are disgrace for the science, I tell you!...” And then I realized that effect of [Mad Scientist] is influencing me “… I beg your forgiveness, sometimes when I am discussing alchemy with others I can get… bit passionate…”





	“There is no need to apologize. It’s a wonderful thing to see so young yet fully dedicated man...”




We kept talking for a little while. Mrs. Blackwood, as greatest negotiator, didn’t even mention my new appearance. Really, this woman is frightening me…


Next on our “to do” list is my small company “Evil & Evil Enterprise”, I haven’t visited it in quite some time… Well, let’s just hope that it won’t be in ruin as soon as I would s… Is that a smoke? Nah, I am just fucking with you.


But, the gate were shut closed… I hit it few times. No one answered.



	“Little pig, little pig! Let me come in! If you won’t, I will huff and I will puff and I will blow your house do…”





	“Quit yelling! State your busine…” Some guard finally came out “… I am sorry sir, I am opening it right away sir.”




… You know, I never wanted to be a man in charge. I preferred to be freelancer… yet as I am slowly getting more comfortable with the idea of people respecting you, trying to do everything they can just to please you (counting on later gratification) … It feels so gooood. Now I see why all those tyrants are fighting to keep the power for themselves.



	“B…boss, are you all right? Do you need help to get int…”





	“No. it’ ok.”





	“But… may I simply point out that your eyes…”





	“I see no problems with that…”… I… will… never…grow…bored…of…this! “.. It’s fine, really! Just tell me where Clarice is.”





	“She is in laboratory on the floor. She and rest of your apprentices are talking with mister Rogue right now.”




…Rouge. Well, he is one of the man I would prefer not to meet right now. Could I tell to him something like “Well, then if he is dealing with them, then it means I had nothing more to do” an leave… I totally could… Maybe if I would turn away right now…



	“Master Rogue was really worried about you. He will be pleased to hear that you are back. I will tell him right away!”




No! Wait! Stop! Fuck! Bloody asshole. Well, messengers that brings good news are usually rewarded… or at least remembered, it’s nothing strange that man wanted to be noticed by Rogue…


In very short amount of time the door behind which man disappeared was opened again.



	“Mister Rogue is asking you inside, sir…”





	“Really? So if he wouldn’t ask me in I should be standing like a dog behind the door?”





	“It’s not what I..”





	“Easy! I am just messing with you!” I said moving past him “… Rogue, your people have no sense of humor at all!”





	“Very well, from now onward I will tell all of my men to be much more entertaining.. .maybe we shall make an obligatory law for everyone to speak at least three jokes a day?!”





	“See?” I said to the messenger pointing on Rogue “A joke. That’s how you make it.”





	“By the way, nice ears Zari. I have heard that you lost your eyes, then you didn’t appear in factory for some time… so I came to eventually pick a new leader of the group…” He was teasing me. I knew it





	“Ho? And which one you picked? Asking cuz’ I also see that two girls from this group could more or less fit that role… as soon as they would learn to prepare bloody tea without messing ingredients…”





	“If you are here, than that is no longer needed… But, can you fulfill your role in your current state?”





	“No. This is why I came just to yell and swear, make someone read me reports, yell on the girl because of the reports, ask how production is going, yell on girl because production is going bad and yell on the workers because of same reason; ask girls to prepare potions which I taught them over two weeks ago, yell at them as they would prepare the potion, then check the quality of the potion, yell at them because of quality of the potion… Hm… that sounds like it… but, I feel like I forget about something important…”





	“Maybe yelling?” Rogue suggested amused.





	“That’s it! You know me so well, Rogue…”





	“Very well, if you know what has to be done, then I am leaving you be. Oh, by the way, the first batch of potions that factory made were sold very quickly. I am afraid that for now we won’t be able to fulfill needs of the markets…”





	“That’s great! It means that no matter how much we would produce, we would still sell everything! And Alchemy guild?”





	“It were barely hundred potions. Sold one time, atop of that… For now we are safe, it should take them some time to notice our activity. Up until them we hope to make a strong brand with solid reputation… until then…”





	“We will keep selling via vendors… Shitty luck, but luck.”





	“Indeed. Saying so… I will see you lat… oh, sorry about that.”




I only chuckled and waved my hand to him as he was leaving as soon as door shouted behind him, I turned my face back to the girls and did what I promised to do. I started yelling.





Nothing is as refreshing as one good yelling session. Actually… girls are doing fine. Not perfectly, but fine. Still confusing which herb is which or the order of each task. Maybe that could be easier, if they would have engraved in their minds systems that would be showing them the whole process or if they could tell name of the herb merely by touching it… What can I say? Sucks to be them.



The last place in my schedule is the library. Knowing my luck I would find some naive… I mean, good person that would help poor blind kid in need?



	“Zariel? What is wrong with your head?!”




Oh-ho. Target locked!



	“Hell-o, Blondie!”





	“I HAVE A NAME!”





	“Silence! We are in library!” Staff member rebuked us





	“Pardon me, how are you doing…”





	“You forgot, did you?”





	“You know what?! I am offended. I am just toying with you…” I said putting my hand on her shoulder activating [Appraisal] in same time “…Gloria.” What a wonderful skill!





	“Hmph. What do you want…”





	“Me?! You are the one who accosted me! But! As you are already here… I could use a helping hand…”





	“What would I get from this?!”





	“As I recall you wanted a rematch…” I almost heard her eyes shining “… so if you would help me couple of times I could reconsider your offer.”





	“What do you mean by [Couple of times]?”





	“Oh, I am not sure myself…”





	“You just want to keep using me without giving anything back but empty promises!”





	“Wha… I wouldn’t!” I totally would “… Just what do you even think about me! I am deeply offended, you know?! Like, deeply-deeply! What would your parent say if they would know that their daughter is accusing respected individuals such as myself!”





	“And you are trying to either threaten me or use my felling of guilt.”




… Ok. I have to admit the fact, that she is not as stupid as I wanted her to be. Whatever.



	“Eh. And here I wanted to help you studying by giving you opportunity to help ME with very same task. You were admiring my skills… and I wanted to show you yet another aspect of perfect fight…”





	“Which is…?”





	“Knowing your opponent. Probably, soon I will be going on quest to kill a hydra. And I wanted to get some information about them… But as you could probably see, I am lacking eyes…”





	“Hydra!? They are sending a cripple for a hunt?!”





	“I assure you, my combat skills are not much lower without only one sense. I would still win if we were to fight on arena of Council. So?”





	“… If you have to get some information about Hydra then…”





	“Somebody said Hydra?” yet another person joined our conversation. I knew that voice from somewhere… “Magical creatures is my branch of science! I wouldn’t mind at all to tell you EVERYTHING about them… if you could just let be diagnose me in return…”





	“P..Professor Hieronymus Kleir! Good to see you sir!” Gloria almost chirped. Ah, the friend of Hanna! The guy that has been studying beasts and monsters. When I shook hands with him he almost got heart attacked.





	“Yeah. Morning lad…” He answered her shortly “… now, your answer?! In the whole country there is no one who could tell you about them as much as me! Those books you want to read are probably mine too! So, your answer?!”





	“W…What do you mean by diagnosing?”





	“Oh! Really nothing! Nothing painful! No sharp things will be involved. I more interested in the show of your morphing! How fast can you shift, if there is a limit to the number of morphing… how your changed body reacts to various stimulus – in same way the animal tissues or other… it won’t take more than hour! Please! Take into consideration the benefits for science as well! No! I am not asking you! I am begging! You want me to kneel? F…”





	“It’s ok! It really is! I am fine with that. Really!”





	“A…hahaha… great… that’s great! No one in history checked living Devourer… the notes will be more precious than gold! Thank you sir, thank you!... when would you like to have our conversation and…”





	“Right now would be great for me, sorry if that’s the problem, I am simply bit short on time, so…”





	“SPLENDIT! SPLEND…”





	“Silence! We are in library!” Someone yelled again.





	“Ok! Ok! So, mr. Zariel, would that be a problem if we would go to my lab? Great!”




And he start marching toward the exit.



	“Your chance was lost, Blondie, excuse me…”




I said leaving the library.

            

    
        Chapter 146

    
    
    
    
                Helllo everybody! I have one wonderful info to share! Hm? Do you already know what it is? Lemme give you a hint! It’s connected with the date… <voice from the audience>: “Easter event!”
 - “I love you, random citizen! But unfortunately not. I was indeed thinking about some side event, but in the end I rejected it, for we have already strayed from main story bit too much… still, because we have holidays we have days off, and because we have days off it means I can focus bit more on story! So you can expect bit more chaps in next week than usually (no, I will not force myself into some sick 3chaps day marathon – simply lately I was releasing 2 chaps per week, now I will at least double that quantity)… that’s all. Now pardon me – I have some chaps to write”





	“You have no idea how much it means for me! A living specimen! Do you know how often one of your kind appears? Once per era! A… and that would made you even a greater freak… for previous one lived about eight-nine hundred years ago, nothing more remains from him but bones… But soon…soon…”




Chills ran down my spine



	“About the hydras…”





	“Not now! I am fat too excited to focus my mind on anything but you! I just want to know how…”




He kept talking and talking, I didn’t even notice when we entered the academy. Students in coats were moving past us gazing on me curiously. Is it because of ears? I thought so…



	“… for sake of goddesses… ol’ Kleir is smiling… and he is not yelling at that guy…”





	“It almost looks like he want to impress him…”





	“No. No mere mortal can have such an impact on that asshole…”





	“That asshole is best specialist in his branch. You want to become alchemist and he cataloged alchemic ingredients harvested from monster than all specialist in last century combined… Oh, by the way, did you managed to finish your homework for…”




So… Mr. Kleir is harsh teacher. Asshole, but brilliant asshole. I could never tell. Around me he was always so polite and sophisticated. Apparently he treated me specially… Wait. Does he sees me only as research material that would push his labors even further? Don’t objectify me!



	“If you would allow me to guide you bit deeper, I am afraid that most of my equipment is in dungeons bellow the academy. I must beg your pardon for this inconvenient but as most of creatures I am examining are less eager to let us study them… it is enough to say that they react violently…”




So… man who wants to examine me is leading me into a dungeon… It just gets better and better! No, honestly. I just hope that he won’t show me his “play room”… or at least that whips would not be involved!


Lower floors of university were divided into sections. There was a huge part where plant shade-loving plant for science purposes grew, the part where battle class were taking place… and section were only Kleir and his workers could enter. And that part looked exactly like prison, the only difference was that inside of cell rooms no prisoners were located, but beasts and monsters. Few of them as soon as they saw Kleir raised from the ground and began charging at bars trying to tear us apart, few ran into the other corners.



	“Your pets loves you..” I chuckled trying to silence my own anxiety





	“All depend on specimen. I am trying to teach them, then when they behave better they shall be treated better. Plus not every room looks like those! You think I am some kind of savage!? No, mr. Zariel. Plus beasts here rarely are getting hurt… badly… usually as soon as examination is over we are freeing creatures. Well, indeed, sometimes we have to cut specimen into pieces, but that because science can not develop without sacrifice of blood… There is even one weird creature I haven’t classified yet. Fully intelligent and self aware. It can even talks… The point is, that we had a deal, it will stay here, in guest room, allowing us to examine it, and we will take good care of it and give it a gift as farewell… the problem is… THAT THIS BASTARD DOES NOT WANT TO LEAVE! Pardon me… so yes, we are releasing creatures…”





	“All of them? Just like that?”





	“If they are not longer necessary, then yes. We are putting them to sleep and then using teleportation altar we are sending them were we abduct… took them from. And yes all of th… No wait. There is one bastard I am not going to free anytime soon. Not that I have any business left with him, he simply earn that. Bastard. Ate two of my workers despite being chained and drugged. Another intelligent specimen. Looks upon human as nothing more than food. He was deeply offended when we took him here… Well, manticores aren’t especially friendly to anyone… But that not concerns of yours! Follow me, follow me! Almost there…”




We entered yet another cabinet.



	“Now, would you mind if I would take bit of your blood? Syringe should be laying somewhere here… ah-a! Bit in human form and another dose in morphed form… shame that I can’t take as much blood as I really need, yeah, one - the process would kill him, two – it still would not be enough…”




He really made me sweat. Up until now I thought I have no limitation when it comes to number of morphing. I mean I could morph as much as I wanted, but it was a really weird feeling…



	“Interesting. Morphing takes up to few seconds… fastest take a second, yet no longer process than 8,3 second was noted. Same process took bit longer after time passed, fatigue? Maybe. Test objected complained [Stiffing of the body] after half of an hour of constant morphing… Mr. Zariel, I think that the only reason why you feel strange after this session is that you are simply not used to it. I beg your pardon if that could offend you, but apparently you are a type that does not force yourself when situation is unnecessary. You never really measured your own powers. If you would repeat those sessions on daily basis I am pretty sure you would get used to this feeling… Now, could you please tell me… do you know how do you trigger morphing, do you have control over this? Enzymes or…”





	“It is completely natural. I am barely thinking about this. Same way as you move your hands… But…”





	“Yes?!”





	“I remember the time when I was bitten by snake. It’s venom paralyzed me and my mana veins. Disturbed flow of mana triggered unwanted and uncontrollable shifting process. I was changing again and again…”





	“May I ask how did you survive?”





	“Lamias…”





	“Another intelligent species. Yes, that solve the mystery. And… would that be a problem I would ask about your… cores?”





	“What is wrong with them?”





	“…Ah, I see. You were not raised in any culture so you are lacking same reactions that normally would appear. I have to inform you, that there are pretty few species that grows them. Usually one, rarely two, extremely rare three, and those are elite of elites or legendary rare kin. And questions about cores are treated same way, as if you would come to maiden from royalty and ask her about her underwear in public. It wouldn’t end with slap in the cheek. You would be challenged by someone to duel till death… there is always an idiot that would fight for honor of pure maiden… You can’t have those conversation to no one but your mentor that guides you in developing of the core and loved one… But after seeing that you have no such problems…”





	“Ask whatever you want…”





	“Location?”





	“You… don’t want to cut them out, do you?”





	“No! Different races have different locations! Few grow them in brain, few in heart, few in liver so…”





	“All of those. Plus three are ingrown in spine, on in stomach and kidney. But yes. Most in heart and brain.”





	“H…how many in brain?”





	“Seven.”





	“What does these store…”




Sins. Sins are the only cores that are located in my brain. Up until now I didn’t pay attention to it.



	“I would rather not answer that.”




Old teacher raised his head from his notes



	“Yet I would still try getting this information. I think… that because of this question you realized something. Please. You have to understand! You are unique! Every piece of information is more precious than silver and gold…”





	“My alter egos.”





	“I beg your pardon?”





	“Did I stutter?”




Professor became really confused.



	“No, it’s just… I don’t…”




~ Caaareful. Are you sure you want to tell him everything?



	“Voices in my head. My other personalities, made partly of me and partly of beast’s instincts. Personalized desires. They saved me when I was really lonely. I am crazy only thanks to them… wait. I just noticed. I am a person that hears voices and tried to convince you that is not crazy… Heh.”




~ Aaaand you told him everything.


He is useful. Best in what he does. I may require his help in the future. Plus what can he do with information about voices in my head?!



	“Fascinating! This is completely new level of adaptation! You can not only change your body, but also the way you view things! You may abandon your scruple! Do they… ask you to do things considered evil?”




~…


~…


~…

 

~ THAT’S TOTALLY US! HAHA! I love this guy


~Maybe… we should eliminate him?

 

~ If yes, then not now. Better wait some time and make it look like accident. No one would suspect us, in the end we helped him with research. Then part of his note would disappear, part about us. No one would even noticed lack of page or two among this small library…



	“Six of them are already making plans of killing you without taking blame.”




~ FOOL!!



	“Interesting… They recognize the threat. Ha! Preferring to stay in the shadows. But yes. Very primitive way of thinking. Solving everything with violence. Yes, they are probably great help in harsh environment… I really appreciate you sharing those information. I am not going to make those information public. Only specialist of same branch will be allowed to study this, at least that much I can do to thank you for your honesty. But may I ask you, why YOU decided to tell those things…”





	“You are a good man Kleir…”





	“But apparently you think that I am an idiot…” he rolled his eyes





	“And if you would not disturb me, then I would add, that you are a good man AND friend of woman that was like mother to me.”





	“AH, old good Hanna. She was pain in the ass for over fifty years of our acquaintance. But if those suffering are being paid off like that… worth it!”





	“And… I could really use your help in the future… oh, I am not going to ask you about every ghoul… but such hydra…”




Old man chuckled



	“I see what you did here! Fine. Examination over… but if you would ever want to help our research, you are free to come! So, hydras. Royal class chimera. Sizes varies on species. From Hydra vulgaris to… Royal Hydra… No! I wasn’t then one who named it like that! And honestly? If that guy would still be living I would cut his balls off and shove them down his throat! Calling Royal-rank a Royal Hydra! Uh… to the point. They may be two meters tall and three long – in case of vulgaris. Up to 10 meters 20 long in case of royal. Number of head also varies. Usually three – vulgaris, up to nine – royal. But again, various mutation may occur. There are known individuals with thirteen, seventeen and twenty seven heads…. Yet, these were only known specimens, so they are not treated like new kinds, instead these were named individuals. What is common in all hydras – regeneration ability and extremely powerful venom. They will grow new head as long as they are not exhausted… and exhausting them is something more than just a challenge. Yet, they won’t regenerate if you would cut all their heads off in same time… Usually.”





	“Usually?”





	“Their regeneration is no joke. Ah. Magic. Yes, they are capable. Usually one spell… per head. Living in places with high density of mana. If you would like to fight with them… because you want to fight with it, I guess?...” I nodded “… try getting it out from his living area, forest… swamps… AND DON’T FIGHT IN THEIR LAIR! Not! Simply not! Sneaky attack won’t work. Many heads and each looks in different direction… teamwork is recommended. Try making jerked wounds – those are harder to heal. And for god sake! Antidotes will give you nothing! Venom spreads too fast. After being bitten it would be over you die within two minutes, you would be goner before potion would work. But… there is a very special medicine. You drink it half of an hour before the fight and for next two hours you are immune… But then you will vomit like hell and shit with blood for a day. Small price for staying alive.”





	“You… by any chance, don’t know the recipe?”





	“I have pass to all sections of library. Come with me. I will get it right away. We will continue our conversation on the way there.”




And we walked. He kept talking and talking. Differences between those living in swamps, forests and by lakes. Strategy, patterns on movements. He kept talking and talking till we got to the library. Again.



	“They lay eggs very rarely. Sometimes even once in life time, so if in their lair would be eggs, they will fight till death. Great sense of smell. And very, very vindictive…. And now, as you can’t walk any further, please wait for me here…”




And he vanished in guarded section of library. He came back after half an hour.



	“Sorry for making you to wait for me… But first I had to find the book and then memorized the formula… normally I would just wrote it on paper… but lack of eyes would make it hard to read. I hope you have good memory…”





	“To potions? Alchemy is for me same thing that examining races for you. Not even kidding. In a week I could send you back improved version.”




I smiled. Not only because I was step closer to getting my eyes back. NEW POTION! NEW RECEIP TO MY COLLECTION! EVEN MORE! From guarded private collection of alchemist guild!


I said my farewells with old professor and started walking back to the guild. Stroll once again was more than peaceful… until I reached the guild. It was loud. Even more than usually.



	“Something wrong?” I asked from the doorway





	“We have new freshman!” Marika yelled “Come on! Just look at her! She is adorable!”





	“I thought that old Jericho doesn’t like recruiting fresh meat…”





	“She will melt your heart!”





	“Ok, let’s see her.”




The inn section was crowded, as always, but crowd was focused mostly around one table, not like always.



	“Just wait till you meet Za… Oh, speaking about the devil! Zari! Come here!” I heard Jericho calling “That our newest addition to the family! You will show her around.”





	“You are asking blind man to do what?” I snickered “Plus I don’t really like the idea of being babysitter.”





	“Ha. Almost sounded as if you thought that your opinion is taken into consideration! Come on girl. Present yourself to your colleague.”





	“Um… N..nice to meet you! My name is Rus… it’s short for… Rus…”Young. Very young. Is she even 15?





	“Not too young for adventuring? It may be bit harsh for a lady…” Of course I was disturbed my Gisele.





	“Ha? Say what? I can beat all of men here! Expect master Jericho, of course… I will tell even more…”





	“Gisele! For gods sake! You are not a woman! You are a monster! Trained by monster since you were five!” it was my time to disturbed her “And I am not asking because I am an asshole… I am an asshole but it’s not the reason! What you did before joining guild?”





	“I… I studied in Magic University… but… my family is… in bad financial situation… My… main affinities are nature, mostly focused on fire… and I can cast a spell or two from chaos domain so…”





	“No.” I disturbed her “No and no!”





	“But Zari…” Gisele tried to say something.





	“NO! Babysitting is one thing, I could show her around, tell her how things looks like around here, but I am NOT going to teach her! No!”





	“You don’t have to!”





	“N.. oh.”





	“Indeed. [Oh]. Next time ask before you would start yelling!... and now, maybe you would present yourself to your younger friend?”





	“Zari. Short for Zariel.”





	“O..Ok, mr. Zariel..”





	“No. Just Zari. My full name sounds like curse, or name of some disease. Plus if someone would ambush me from behind, I would be dead before you would even call my name.”





	“A…as you wish, sir… I… I really look forward to work with you! I heard so many good thi… mghh!” someone covered her mouth





	“No. I am interested in what she was about to say”





	“If I may…” Rus continued “I know that I will have to work for long, long time to raise in hierarchy. Yet… you are climbing like mad. In the end reaching C rank in less than two months..”




I raised my eyebrow..



	“Which rank? Tell me again, something I missed?”





	“Fuck. He found out.”




Rus looked around



	“I… wasn’t supposed to tell about it?”





	“Yeah. Now that brat will get even more cocky” Loki said from the crowd.





	“So, Rus, you will start with some basic herb gathering, and…”





	“About herb gathering” I couldn’t not use this opportunity “I need few herbs. If that’s the case I could really use Rus’s help…”





	“You will pay her, of course?” Jericho asked harshly





	“Depends. I wanted to make a medicine for next quest. The one we were talking about. Will rest of team pay me for it? Of course you do know, that potion’s price is about price of herb multiplied twenty times?”





	“…”





	“So I wonder, will I?”





	“Y…y…you are an alchemist!” Rus yelled “A real one! I… I really look forward to work with you!”




Tsh. Such a pain in the ass. If I had eyes, I would roll them right now.



	“Whatever! Master Jeremy, tomorrow at the morning I will give a quest for very specific herbs. Till then, pardon me. I am exhausted.”




I took plate with dinner and walked on floor.





Rus POV






	“Don’t mind him.” Gisele said to me “He is actually nice guy! Really nice! He cares about others and helps whenever he can. He must have harsh day… plus he was not always blind. All those things combined must have influenced him.”





	“N…No! It was really nothing! I… I was a burden for everyone since I remember. I always kept messing things, I am clumsy and annoying… Ha, my talent to magic is not great, I think that I was send to academy because my parent got tired of me… But I am not going to stay weak forever! I… I will do my best to get stronger!”





	“ATTA GIRL!” Gisele hit me in my backs. Because of that I fell under table “SORRY! DAMN! I DID IT AGAIN! ARE YOU ALL RIGHT!”




I only managed to raise a thumb from below of the table. That made everyone laugh.



	“Up you go, kid. One, two…” mister Jericho helped me to get up. Everyone here is so nice to me… yes, only mister Zariel was bit cold. Still, everyone speaks very highly of him.




I recalled what they told me about him.



	“We will ask Zari to guide your for first couple of days. That kid, is a monster. He climbs in hierarchy as fast as Gisele. That man can do everything! Magic, close combat with and without weapon, ranged combat, tracking, camping… He even slain a dragon!”




Amazing, right? I was really looking forward to see him.


And when I did… I was afraid. His skin was pale, eyes were covered with some fabric and his ears were huge. And then he told that he can create a potions! Alchemy! I was in academy only for a year, but if I learn something, is that alchemy is most desirable branch! You could pick lessons of alchemy at 3rd year, but there was a restriction. Only top 10 students could attend those classes.



	“Teacher…” I heard Gisele talking to old man in whisper “I want to spar with Zari. Could you arrange that? And I mean real spar. With all he got. All. I won’t mind him morphing. Bah! I would be offended if he wouldn’t!”





	“He will do everything do avoid it… but I can call him for training to the spar room… and then you would already wait there. I could tell him that if you are already there, then you can have a spar…”





	“Thanks!” Gisele cheered.




She wants him to morph… but what could that mean?


10 pages 3.6k words. just sayin'

            

    
        Chapter 147

    
    
    
    
                AAAAAAAAAA! It’s holydays! I should have free time! BUT NOOOOOO!!!
 - CLEAN WINDOWS FOR JESUS! <But mama!> No, young man, you are hardly doing anything for this house! Windows! Jesus is going to look inside our house through those windows! You will not bring me shame in front of whole choir of heaven! <But mama! I have already done that!>… In that case remove dust! So what that windows are clean, if inside the house Sodom and Gomorrah!? And after that, chandeliers! And salad! You will also make salad! <What, Jesus will taste them too?!> Watch your mouth young man! Work is waiting! One two one two!...

… <Screw you Jesus.>
 That’s more or less how last two days looked for me… now, pardon me. Chap!



I woke up early, I could tell that it was still nighttime. I massaged my face exhausted. I could rest no longer, even if my body needed to recover – my mind simply did not allow that. There was something in my guts. Feeling that something somewhere someday may happen. An I am not prepared. I am relaying on my luck and my charming words too much. One day someone will come, someone that I won’t be able to beat not outsmart. I need to get better. Faster. Stronger. Smarter! First step is to get my eyes back… until then…


I got up from bed, then I proceed with my daily rituals. Body stretching, washing face, sacrifice of a virgin, walking down to inn section for fast breakfast.



	“M…M…Morning Mr. Za.. I mean Zari!” Who the hell is so cheerful at the morning?! “I was so excited thinking about my first quest that I couldn’t sleep at all! So I decided to wait in front of your door… Hahaha…”




All night? She spend all night in front of my door?! That’s creepy!



	“Morning. But you know that you will be just collecting herbs? I have no idea what’s exciting about that.”





	“It’s not just herb gathering! It’s beginning of my adventure! Longest journeys starts with first steep! And here it is!”





	“You are right. Everyone started from the bottom. First herb gathering, first dungeon ride, first trap-door, first explosive glyph under your feet, first bathing in blood of your enemies… Never trust Loki. That’s only advise that will ever matter…”





	“B…B…Bloodbath?!”





	“Yeah. Loki decided to make fun of me and asked me to open a certain chest. But it was mimic and he knew about that. In the very last moment I managed to cast fire spell… and got decorated with his insides. And because lake was on deeper floor I had to spend whole day covered in dried blood. Ah, the thrill.”





	“M…m…maybe I will manage to avoid that..”





	“As adventurer?! No chance. That what we do. We get dirty. We walk into the places that nobody else wish to enter, fight with monstrosities for handful of coins and then we drink. Hm. Yeah. That’s a routine. All days are pretty much the same. Sleeping in the forest with twigs poking your back and ass, eating shitty food rations… The only real food you could get is here. In inn section… same inn section that I want to visit. Right now. Excuse me…”





	“W…W…Wait! I will come with you!”




Can I have some time for myself! Look girl. I really think that I may like you, it’s just not the right time for me to make any new friends! I have really shitty week and…



	“A…actually… I talked with everyone… also about you… and I was told that you really like coffee…” Ho…? “And that you really like one from cafeteria in university section… so I asked the owner of it, if he could sell me some… so if you wouldn’t mind I would really enjoy your company at breakfast…”




…An angel descended. A new goddess has been born. My plea has been heard and I shall suffer no more!


I grabbed her hand with both of mine and raised it on level of my chest.



	“Rus. I am sorry for my cold behavior. I have been as ass, and nothing will justify my cruel words. I have rejected you from the very start knowing nothing about you. Now I see how wrong I was. Please, I beg your forgiveness, if you could give me another chance, then I ensure you, that I will treasure our friendship.”




She chuckled covering her mouth with her free hand.



	“Haha. Gisele and Marika were right. You really are a cheerful person! You must have your reasons, I will not pry…”




She really bought a coffee! Not just coffee! THAT coffee! Oh, the taste!


Another giggle could be heard from my companion.



	“Zari, stop making such expressions! That’s only a coffee…”





	“BLASPHEMY! It’s not just a drink! It’s liquidated hug! Humans can fail you, your own mind and body can fail you! But coffee! Coffee will always be there for you! You don’t need a question if answer is coffee! The bitterness that spreads from your tongue and follow deeply to your tummy! The warmth that grow stronger and stronger to lit a fire that shall burn for all day long!... We are not worthy it. We can only worship it…”





	“Your is about to get cold.”




I really enjoyed that meal. Lately I was grumpy, but that one meeting turned me back to my normal self. Thank you, my angel, my love… thank you coffee…



	“So, what’s your agenda?”




I asked.



	“Herb gathering! Then looking for lost cat… Miss Gisele also told me that someone should show me few shops with equipment…”





	“Will be done in a jiffy!”




And my babysitting quest begun. Later I heard that always “youngest” adventurer take reasonability of showing around to newest recruit. I simply did very same thing that Marika did for me when I start my own little adventure.



	“Z..Zari, I am not sure what herb it is… is it worth anything?” She handed me a herb.





	“It’s weed. Useless. I know that it can be mistaken for Arthoa flower, but leafs of this weed are bit fraved, while arthoa has its leafs completely round and soft. You can also tell them apart by color… that weed is far more brighter. Better don’t mix weed with herbs, or you may have problems while giving them back in the guild. Mike could probably divide them manually without anything… But others can take a fee for verification…”





	“Hm? I think that nice kitty lady could be understanding too…”





	“Nice… Lady… Well, the part with kitty is right though. Trust me sunshine, she was the one that wanted to scam me. Oh, that reminded me that I have to buy gift for her… Hehehe…”





	“A gift? For someone that wanted to scam you?! You really are a nice person!”




… My sweet, innocent summer child…



	“If you won’t mind, I will show you a place with bit rarer herbs. I will need them to make potions for next quest.”





	“What’s this place?!”





	“Hm? Ah, it’s not far from here. I just hope it still exist. In the end environment isn’t very friendly for those plants…”





	“Then why would they grow there in first place?”





	“Because I plant them. We are magicians with nature affinity. Not using our gifts would be offending for goddess that give them to us…”





	“I… Isn’t that cheating?!”





	“What!? People wants herbs. Do you really think, that they care where those came from? If somebody paid the guild to get rid of the monster, they doesn’t care if you would bring party of three of whole raid. They won’t care if you would sword or axe or mace of your bare fists. They want shit to get done…” Rus gasped “… what now?”





	“…M…M…Mister Zari! Please refrain from using such words!”





	“Which o.. ah. Noble lady. Vulgarism… it’s not going to be as easy as I thought.”




And day could be so nice.



	“We are not savages! Why would you express in such manner?!”





	“Rus, sunshine… The world is dirty. It fights dirty. You can’t expect honorable behaviors from monsters. And sometimes, actually very often, people that are nice to everyone are monsters far more dangerous than those in dungeons. And how I start using vulgarisms? Maybe, just maybe, my first one was when wolf almost bite my arm off, or maybe when I was freezing to death in rain. Or when I was pierced in my side by spear. Or when my first fire spell exploded in my hands. Vulgarism helps to ease pain.”





	“It’s not truth!”





	“Actually, it is. By directing your attention and anger somewhere else it will actually make hurt far less. Remember it, kid….”





	“I am not a kid! And I am probably around your age!”





	“You are probably older…”





	“Pardon me?”





	“Nothing. Speaking about danger…” I said as I heard something not far away “… Have you ever fought till death?”





	“No, of course not.”





	“Here is your chance. Some stray wolf is coming your way. Give me a show.”





	“Wolf?! Here?”





	“A-ha. They usually are not coming this far to such settlements… it means that this one is either very hungry, very injured and it is running from some threat, or rabid. Have your fun.”





	“B… But I never killed anything before!”





	“So here you will lose your virginity to Khaili. Make goddess of war proud. Hey, better to do it here, where someone can help you and when you have control over situation, than taken by surprise. You wanted to start your own adventure. You really thought that you will make it without killing? You think that you could simply persuade monster to stop eating people? To politely ask werewolf to stop going into frenzy? No. I will tell you more. That, is mere wolf. Werewolf are cursed people that usually don’t know what they are doing in the night. Fighting with them is dangerous… so you are trying to find out which one of villager is a werewolf and kill him in his human form. Do you understand? You may need to kill a man that has no idea about beast living within him. To look him in the eyes and quickly stab in the heart. Get used to it. Being adventurer sounds nicely only in stories. He is coming this way. You have less than a minute to get prepared.”





	“W…Why won’t we leave!?”





	“Rus, sunshine, look around. Can you see how beautiful is this place? Lots of couples comes here for a date. If we… I am sorry… if YOU won’t kill it, it will probably attack somebody else. Oh. I am not going to move my finger, in case you would wonder.”




I heard her sobbing a little. Wolf really came from opposite direction. It was both wounded badly, and extremely hungry.



	“It’s dying. From starvation. It will attack. It has to. Or it will die. Survival of the fittest kid. Step one – cast fireball on it. Step two – check if it’s alive. In case it is, repeat step one.”




Rus raised her hands targeting wolf. It waited without moving looking at little girl.



	“M…may the s…spirits… head my might… m…may the goddess.. a….aid my rite… I am sorry! I can’t do this!”




Wolf start moving in her direction.



	“Fireball is pretty fast death, you know? Impact will kill it. You have a possibility to show act of mercy. If you won’t, I will kill him. And I will make its death long. Rus. I know that you probably hate me now. But I am doing it for you. So?”





	“I CAN’T! I FORGOT CHANT!”





	“That’s bad. You can’t forget spell in front of enemy. I will give you some time to remind it. Until then… I will have you watch.  Creature of Night, Hear my call,
 For night is full of pain, and so very cold, The sun has died, and Darkness has bloomed,
 And fate on my enemy, is to be doomed.




To me, Kaito!”


Huge black Warg, easily three times bigger than Rus enemy appeared by my side.



	“Kaito. Dinner is served… Take your time. Make it slow. If this girl would want to finish him. You will allow her…” I turned my head back to Rus “… You can stop him whenever you want to. Till then… I will wait in front of city gates.”




I said walking away. When I wasn’t looking Kaito jumped at wounded animal. Crack of bones and whimper could be heard.



	“Stop it! Please! Stop it!” I kept walking away. Dull sound and another crack. Kaito grabbed the wolf with his mouth, easily raised in the air and throw on the nearest tree.




World in cruel. Nature is cruel. Monster is cruel…. And I am cruel too.



	“Rus. Mercy will kill you. And will make those around you suffer. You can either walk away, and do nothing, or you can put his misery to the end… do you remember chant now? No? It’s not needed. Magic dwells in your heart. Incantation is nothing more than FOCUS of the spell. You can unleash it with your desires. So?”





	“S… Spirits… S… Spirits…”





	“Spirits of Wrath…” I gave up and reminded part of the chant





	“SPIRITS OF WRATH!”





	“Answer my plea…”





	“ANSWER MY PLEA!”





	“I am full of anger…”





	“I… I AM FULL ON ANGER!”





	“And so very lost…”




We continued to chant spell together. All this time Kaito kept militating poor creature.



	“So is my will…” I ended





	“SO IS MY WILL” Almost cried Rus.




She completely screw the spell. Lost balance of mana, and used as backup wrong emotions. Fire is passionate. Fire is love. Fire is hate. Fire in desire to protect. Power right here, power right now. Because she was lost in panic, her spell has almost no power. Yet she didn’t saw that. As soon as orb of fire left her hands she fell on her knees and began to cry in her palms.


As last act of mercy I boosted power of spell that flew in direction of wolf, just enough to kill it with one blow.


I came back to crying girl, hugged her and patted in her head.


Great. Another girl that thought that life of adventurer is fairy tale full of action, passion, love and romance, but not even a drop of blood. That enough for her. For today.



	“I hate you…” She whispered.





	“I know.”





	“And… I know that you did it… that your purpose was…”





	“It’s ok…”





	“I am grateful.”





	“I know that too, pet.”




She kept crying for little longer. As she calmed herself I began my teaching.



	“You are mage of nature. Aira is source of our powers. She is both predator and prey. She made a circle of hunt to allow every creature to get better. Predator will become even better in hunting, as it tries to feast. Prey will hide even better as it would feel predator approaching. There is nothing wrong in killing. There is nothing wrong in desire to NOT kill at all. The only sin is killing for pleasure. For very act of killing. Killing for sport. As long as very act of slaughter brings you no joy, you are innocent. It is ok to love, it is right to hate. For first cannot exist without the second. That’s what she taught me.”





	“Aira is crazy.”





	“Oh yes.”





	“And it makes no sense.”





	“Not everything has to make a sense.”





	“Mis… Zari…”





	“Yes?”





	“I want to go back… I have enough for today.”





	“Ok pet. Ok.”




I let her rest most of her body weight on me and brought her back to the guild. Every time in a while a weak weep could be heard… and of course, as soon as we got into the guild…



	“YOU BASTARD! WHY IS SHE CREYING?!”




… chaos started.



	“Calm down. She needs some peace…”





	“JUST TELL ME RIGHT NOW YOU LIL BASTARD!”





	“I educated her. Now piss off. Make some space. Give her some cocoa… with drop of vodka into it.”





	“Will be done in a second!” I heard from behind a counter.





	“SO? What could go wrong on HERB GATHERING?!” Gisele pried again and again.





	“A wolf happened. I made her kill it. Now, happy?”




Mrogul, that up until now was sitting peacefully, get on his feet, start clapping his hands and yelled.



	“ATTA GIRL! FIRST HUNT! Great! We will feast and dance for glory of Khaili! Did you take fur?! In our clan there is a tradition, that first coat of hunter is made of the first monster he killed by his own! And…!” He must have noticed Gisele’s gaze “…I mean… I join you in your pain. Hope his death was fast and painless…”




I shivered a little. It wasn’t.



	“W…well… it had to happen one day or the other…” Gisele finally gave up “… It was still good that you had Zari that made it bit easier for you…”




… Hehe… please don’t tell her, please don’t tell her, please don’t tell her, please…



	“Yes… thank you Zari…” she cried a little more




OH MERCIFUL GODDESS! THANK YOU! THANK YOU! But, as I had no idea how much longer my luck could last…



	“Ok, girls, I think you are better than me in…comforting… Gisele, I will be making potions in my room, do you know how many member the team will have?”





	“Five of six…”





	“Great. Now I know everything. Mrogul, come with me, you will be my eyes.”





	“Ok, have fun, Zari… Now, Rus, you may want to tell us, how it was. It could be bit easier if you would tell about it to someone, so…”




Crap.



	“Mrogul… Come…”





	“I am coming…”





	“Come faster, damn it!”




We were by my door when a powerful yell of dragoness shook the whole guild.



	“ZAAAAAAAAARIIIIIIII! YOU BASTARD!”




Haha! Shame on you! I am already inside of my room!



	“Mrogul, lock the door!”



Afternoon was fun.

            

    
        Chapter 148

    
    
    
    
                Back to alchemy. Still, without eyes. Well, it was more annoying that hard. I couldn’t tell if infusion is ready, for I couldn’t see how much leafs inside the pot has changed their color, so I needed to focus on smell. Mrogul, despite his ignorance not only in alchemy but also in herbs at all, was quite a help, after telling him what I needed as shortly describing how “what” looked like, it was handed to me in no time.


Yet, the very process was complex. Receipt was complex and lack of many tools that I had in laboratory in slums made in even more complex. I required peace, to calmly focus on this difficult process… I needed peace…. What I needed was peace and the thing required by me was peace, for peace was most fundamental things in my current situation…



	“ZARI! COULDN’T YOU AT LEAST PRETEND TO HAVE COMPASION! HOW COULD YOU! RUS NEEDED HELP AND UNDERSTANDING! NOT SHOCK THERAPY!” Guess what I didn’t have while I kept working? You are right. Peace.




Gisele was standing under my door for all the time since she heard about my ways of teaching how to not hold back while facing danger. Two hours. She kept pounding and knocking and yelling all this time.



	“COME OUT YOU COWARD!”





	“Mrogul, mind yelling back to her, that I am working on very delicate process here?”





	“I am pretty sure I already…”




I simply turn my head at him. I wanted to tell that “I gazed upon him”… but…



	“Whatever.” Orc sighed in resignation “Gisele! Please! Go away! Kid is working with herbs, and as I am standing by his side, I would rather avoid explosion!”





	“JUST TELL HIM TO FACE ME!”





	“FOR FUCK SAKE!” I lost my composure. Each time I touched anything connected to alchemy, [Mad scientist] turned me into madman wanting nothing more but see vials filled. Before achieving that title, all that mattered for me was the effect that I would receive after making a potion. But now… I wanted to see tubes glow with light, I wanted to hear pot boiling, I wanted to smell herbs changing their form. I no longer was fascinated with outcome, as much as with process itself… I mean… ISN’T THAT FASCINATING?! I was messing with reality! I was changing useless weeds or even poisonous ingredients into life saving potions! I could turn harmless flower into deadly poison! Bah! There was even a moment when I found out, that using ingredients that normally would serve nothing else but preparing a cake, I could made a substance emitting toxic gas! I mean… COME ON! IT’S HILARIOUS! Imagine that <How did he died?> <He inhaled a cake to death!> HAHAHA… uhm… once again I lost myself in thoughts… what was I supposed to… FUCK! INFUSION!




In last moment I managed to save base for potions that I have been preparing for last hour. As soon as I got situation under control, I took few heavy breaths trying to calm myself down. I needed to react on someone. Mrogul? No. I needed him. I slammed door open preparing to drop whole blame on Gisele. Cause, why not?



	“FINALLY! YOU…!”





	“No! You! Listen now! The fucker that we will deal with in venomous as fuck. Antidotes will NOT work! After getting bitten we will die in minutes, before normal medicines would even start working! The only reason is to “vaccinate” ourselves – take medicine before fight! And that shit is complex as seventh circle of hell! And I have almost destroyed everything I have been working on because SOMEONE is no letting me to focus by YELLING like mad dog! Now, ask yourself, is lesson that you want to give me something that CAN’T WAIT?! BECAUSE THAT…” I yelled pointing at pot behind me “CAN’T! If I won’t treat it once again in twenty seconds, it’s gonna explode. So?”




Gisele went silent on a moment.



	“…You are bluffing…” Like on command reaction begun within a pot. the whole vessel started almost jumping and glowing with dangerous red color.





	“Am I? Wanna check? 10 seconds. When it would turn purple we would have 5. And then I would have three more second to react before…”





	“IT IS PURPLE!” Mrogul yelled




Gisele gave up and shut the door leaving.



	“What a savage.” I pouted dropping dusted root into a pot. It calmed down in an instant.





	“Don’t scare me like that! But… I have to admit. That war really one nice bluff…”





	“What?”





	“What what?”





	“Mrogul… I wasn’t bluffing.”




My partner remained silent for rest of our work. But in the very end – it was done. Fifteen small vials, each filled with deep dark red color that could be easily mistake with blood from pierced liver.



	“Is it… done?” Mrogul was skeptical





	“Yeah.”





	“How can you be sure that it will work?”





	“Does it smell like rotting carcass being eaten by maggots?”





	“Eee.. yes?”





	“Then it will work.”





	“Why does medicines have to smell horrible?”





	“… it’s not medicine. It’s poison.”





	“But you told us that we will the one taking it.”





	“Because that what will happen…”





	“Say, WHAT?!”





	“There is no medicine for hydra’s venom. The only possibility is to either have similar regeneration factor, as they have, or to take other toxin before that. Yet this one will start working after day or two. It will be painful, very painful, but at least we will be able to fight and survive being bitten… Now, as I wonder… actually after taking that potion we would even preferred to be bitten… two toxins would fight each other. HAHA! Of course! Double negative gives positive! Why didn’t I think about that earlier! I will have to think about variation with…” And here is start losing myself again “… never mind. Thank you for your contribution. You have natural talent…”





	“Really?”





	“…No. But your help is still appreciated. Ok. Now pardon me. I have to meet old man.”




I said by goodbyes to green-skin and headed to the office. Jericho was in really good mood. Even too good



	“ZARI! My favorite depriver of innocence! Ah, I heard what you did! Gisele wanted to hang you at ceiling by balls, to be honest I have no idea why. Your method is, maybe not completely moral and could break weaker individuals, but surly is effective! Rus is back on her feet. Bit shaking, but surly with clear mind… now, why am I having this pleasure of meeting with such splendid mentor?”




He was mocking me. Not that I minded that.



	“I have ended preparations. Countermeasures against Hydra, that is. So, what with party? When are we marching out?”





	“First you have to from it.” Old man chuckled “… that quest is dedicated to you. I also believe that your knowledge about that monster is greatest, and thus member should be picked according your and Gisele’s will… yes, I will force Gisele with you. She is the best, she is respected, and have both natural and gained leading skills.”





	“Where is she? I am sorry for being so pushy… but I miss my eyes.”





	“She is in training room, torturing dummy…. Alesia! Sun shine! Would you mind asking Gisele here? You can add that Zari is here, just in case she needed motivation… just be sure that she would leave all sharp objects in training room. First rule of training room – all equipment stays in training room.”





	“I thought that it would be: [do not talk about training room…”





	“He? Why would there be such idiotic rule? The more people train the better…”




…. WHY NO ONE UNDESTAND MY JOKES HERE!? WHYYY!?


We didn’t have to wait long till loudly breathing and bit seating dragoness sat by my side.



	“Still angry?” I asked.




I was answered with silent growl-hissing sound.



	“Apparently yes. OK… Master, mind sharing with us details regarding quest?”





	“Of course. First of all, have you ever heard about Violet Swamps?”





	“I doubt so…” I said, yet I noticed that Gisele moved on her chair uneasy





	“And maybe its previous name? Violet Forest?”





	“I am pretty sure that Marika said that she… oh. Fuck.”





	“Fuck indeed.” Jericho said quietly pouring himself a glass of whisky “The beast that exterminated forest of fairies, slaughtering almost every one of them… the monster that killed all Marikas’ friends and her whole family and then corrupted forest into swamps… is that very Hydra.”





	“Why didn’t guild acted earlier?”





	“Hydras are no joke kid. They are very aggressive, especially while laying and protecting their eggs… but maybe you could tell us why?”




I quickly recalled every bit of information Kleir shared with me.



	“They breed rarely, sometimes one individuals can lay eggs only one in life time. And as they are magical creatures, their eggs needs lots of magic in environment if these wants to hatch… this is why they may leave their natural habitations areas looking for places with high mana density to first lay, and then protect their eggs…”





	“Yes. But it also means that as long as no one would walk on their territory, no one would get hurt. Hydras make such journeys once in life time. So for them to be dangerous again, eggs had to hatch, which takes decades, and then till they would grown up, which takes centuries. Even if it’s cruel, especially for Marika, there was no need to risk people life.”





	“Until few days ago. What happened?”





	“No idea. But whatever it was, that beast in angered beyond imagination. It already attacked two villages. And nothing shows that it’s about to stop. Eyewitnesses, few poor bastards that somehow managed to survive, said that beast is huge as barn as has eight heads. Could use water magic.”





	“Temple Hydra? Fuck. As fire mage, I have to say that I am deeply in ass.”





	“You can also use nature magic, shouldn’t this one be useful?” Gisele pointed out.





	“I am afraid that my nature magic is focused mostly on crowd control… But I know someone who also knows nature magic… and can be used as guide. In case she could hold her emotions, that is.”





	“Marika? Yes. She deserve to have revenge. But Hydra is no joke. Plus she is B rank…”





	“So what that she is B? I am C!” I tried protecting her good name





	“No, Zari. You are incarnation of monster king that has skills and capabilities of A rank that ranked up four times within three months. Plus predispositions for S rank in a year, SS in two, and SSS+ in three or so, that is not taking into consideration that you gain stronger and stronger with every creature you consume… I don’t even want to know what you would become after laying your hands on parts of Hydra.” Jericho hide his face in palms.” Normally I would ask for Ride to from…. It is better to have 25 adventurers than just 5… the problem is, that right now we are lacking S and A ranks. And I will not send dozens of novice into such hellhole… Maybe if…. Maybe if… Fuck. This will be problematic, but… Gisele, Zari. Pick four adventurers that you would like to see in party. Then I will make a statement.”




Gisele looked at me.



	“What kind of fighters we need?”





	“Rogues will be useless. Daggers will simply deal no damage. We need heavy weapons that would make huge wounds. We are not going to kills with single blows. We have to damage it over and over again. Hammers, axes, great swords, we want to mutilate it to force it to regenerate. Magic of neutral or wind element for damage. Nature and Earth for crowd control. As I know, we have no wind mage, and only nature mages here are me, Marika… and Rus. But Rus will not come with us because of obvious reason.”





	“So, three warriors and three mages. You, Marika and Nyx should do the trick. You would focus on restricting it, Marika on dealing damage, and Nyx could mix between supporting and dealing damage with his… hers… gravity magic… Best pick for warriors is: me, of course, Aloizy and Gerwazy. Normally I would also suggest Miroslav, but…”





	“It’s fine.” Jericho said “It will be more than enough. In the end, I am coming with you.” He raised from his chair and walked to the wardrobe. As soon as he opened it, the magic that emitted from the inside made me shiver.





	“Let’s see if I can still fit in my old armor…”




Whatever he was about to wear, it was enchanted with magic I have never seen before.
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                In spare room within the Adventurers guild a small meeting took place.



	“Thank you for gathering so quickly” Gisele started addressing rest of the group “We asked you to come for we are about to head on quest with high difficulty level, and we found you to be best suited for this very quest.”





	“Why is that so?” Marika complained a little “I have just ended one quest two days ago and I hoped that I could rest for quite some time…”





	“Marika, sunshine, we are rarely having meetings while forming a party, let Gisele tell what is this quest all about in first place.” Aloizy calmly pointed out





	“Thank you, Mir, actually, Marika, we want you not only because of your skills that may be more than handy and the fact that you… know that area, but also because of your personal motives. The quest was never shown on Quest board, it is not very official in the first place… We are about to terminate Hydra from Violet Swamps. Rank A+ raid quest.”




Marika wanted to say something more as Dragoness was describing quest, yet as she heard last part her mouth shut.



	“You are kidding right?” She broke the silence “I have been asking for it for past three years… yet I was told over and over again that as the beast has settled down it proves no danger and no one would risk humans life for revenge… And when I finally gave up, when I focused on helping others than helping myself… what changed?!”





	“We don’t know what happened, but monster is active again. It already killed dozens villagers. Every day it is leaving swamps to destroy nearest villages, coming back to its lair only for nights. And as it seem to be enraged, that it will bit stop on destroying villages, soon it may target merchants routes and small weakly fortified cities. We received permission to act.”




Fairy nodded in silence few times before she raised her voice again



	“Where is rest of the raid? You told that yourself. Raid is about 24-30 adventurers, I see only six…”





	“Seven, dearest child, seven.” Jericho that stood in silence supporting his body on wall spoke “… I may be old, but simply ignoring me is rude! Youth these days…”




Rest of the adventures looked upon each other.



	“You are kidding right? As guild master you can’t simply…”





	“Go on quests? And focus on administration only? Oh! But That’s exactly what I am doing! There is no quests for killing Hydra! No such appeared in records and never was put on the quest board. I am merely traveling to another guild branch west from here and taking you with me as my entourage! Yet it is convenient that shortest way to the city of Agrah leads through Violet swamps, is it lads?”





	“So… why are we even needed? Dragonslayer himself is more than enough to…”





	“Shut your mouth young man.” Jeremy raised “…that is exactly why I won. You think that I killed higher adult red dragon because I was stronger? No! In the very best case I was half as strong as him. But that’s exactly why I won. He underestimated me and made openings three times. Because of that I won. I doubt I could ever win with adult dragon again, and trust me, I am not mad enough to push my luck. Never let your guard down, not even if you are under protections of stronger than you. Never. That’s how you lost to weaker than you. Now, someone wants to resign? I already know that Zari and Gisele are coming. Aloizy, Gerwazy?”





	“No! That’s the point of adventure! We would follow Gisele even to gates of hell!” Brothers cheered “Ah, if only Miroslav could come with us…”





	“I am afraid it’s out of question. Disappearing of so many highest rank adventurers would be more than suspicious, remember lads, it’s ain’t official. We would have problems if we would get caught. Nyx?”




Hooded and masked person only raised his/hers thumb up.



	“Marika?”





	“Do you even have to ask? I have been waiting for this day for too long. There is no way I would let it go. Tsh. If you would kill it without me, I would turn yours life into nightmare. When do we go?”





	“At evening. But, as everyone has agreed to form that party… Zari has something to tell you about himself, isn’t that right?”




White haired boy moved on his chair uneasy, gather his thoughts for a moment before finally beginning to speak.



	“I think that I was not completely honest with you about myself. I have been keeping my own small secret and I hope that you would keep it to yourself. I am not… exactly… human. I think that’s something that you are aware of, as you have heard stories of Mrogul, Loki and Marika. I am… devourer…”





	“DEVOURER!” Gerwazy jumped from his chair “… I…! I have completely no idea what it is.” He then said sitting back.





	“But I do.” Marika said calmly “… an omen of tragedy. Being that comes back to the world every few millennia. It is said that each time he awakens a war is bound to happen. There are few that worships him, and lots that wants to kill him, especially as he is young, for by eating him enemies he gains stronger, and stronger becomes his appetite. It is said that if he won’t be stopped he shall consume the world… wow. It wasn’t what I was expecting.”





	“I merely want to point out that what you have just said is mostly a propaganda!” Young mage raised his voice “… What else did you heard about me? That I bath in virgin’s tears? That earths is rotting under my feet and that trees bleed when I walk by? I ensure you, I have no desire of eating the world, and the fact about war is quite opposite too! I have my own theory! It’s not me that gives start to warm but war is the one that gives start to me! Devourers are being born when world is in conflict and needs a common enemy to be used as scapegoat! But that’s what you will never hear, for in the end history is being wrote by victorious with the blood of defeated. I am not going to start, nor participate in any war at all, I assure you!”





	“I never claimed this to be truth!” Mariak raised her voice in defense “… I know you Zari! We all know you and we would never turn our backs to you…”





	“Mostly as we would be afraid of getting stabbed…” Aloizy joked





	“… but would you mind why you told us about that now?”





	“I will fight with everything I got, which means that I will show but uglier face of mine… if on the battlefield you would saw a monster, that looks like nothing you have ever seen before, don’t attack it, that would be me.”





	“It’s enough for now…” Jericho stopped discussion “.. I hope all of you got the point. Start preparing. Dismiss.”







The door opened and six adventurers and one former adventurer left the room. Rus that talked with Mike by counter saw it all happened and her curiosity grow.



	“Adventurers are often having such meetings? What was it all about?”




Mike only smiled on youngest adventurer



	“Sometimes they make one while they are discussing harder quests. Possible strategies, leaders, schemes of actions. But to be honest… looking at available quests there is none requiring such preparations. Especially as you take into consideration who was on that meeting. Only B A and S ranks… plus Zari. But Zari is in league of his own. Apparently they are about to head on unauthorized quest. In that case just avert your eyes and pretend you saw nothing.”





	“What do you mean?”





	“Simply that they are doing something that they are not supposed to do. There must be a reason, so just let them work.”





	“How do you think…”





	“Rus. I don’t. Trust me, we saw nothing, nothing happened. That will be better… Greetings master Jericho! How can I help you today?” Young man cheered as soon as owner of the guild stepped by.





	“Ah, greeting Mike. We are about to go on delegation to Agrah. Me and six other adventurers. Note that down. Until my return Alesia shall be in charge here.”





	“Very well, normally you would get there in three or so days. Should I sent a letter informing about your arrival?”





	“No, on our way there I am taking them on… training camp. It may take few more days to reach our destination. Don’t bother yourself. We will simply stay in some inn until they would let us in.”





	“Sir, yes, sir! Prepare something? Carriage? Prepare some delegation founds?”





	“Carriage would be nice. We will take care of rest. We are departing hour before the dusk.”





	“Very well, I will have it prepared within two hours!”




Old man left the reception.



	“And by knowing this, we can be more than sure that they are going to do something that they are not supposed to.” Mike smiled “But of course, in very same time, what do we know?”





	“N…Nothing?”





	“Very good!”





	“But, how do you know that they are up to something illegal?”





	“One – they are not heading straight to their destination. That means that they have to do something on their way there. They don’t want to use guild founds. Normally, guild leader wouldn’t pay for such travel by himself, yet then he needed to document all his payments. And by checking his founds we could tell where he was. That’s something that he wants to avoid… There are many things that you could tell about Jericho… good things… but also he is one old skinflint. And finally – he takes best of best with himself. Whatever it is…” He went silent for a moment as Jericho passed them by one more time, this time leaving the guild.





	“…No way…” He only whispered





	“Something wrong?” Rus titled her head.





	“You saw what he was wearing?”





	“Some old armor and glaive, why?”





	“No girl. Armor and weapon are something more than just an equipment in hands of Jericho. It’s a message.”





	“What kind of message?”





	“Shit is about to get real – message.”






Evening. Zari’s POV




Medicines? Check. Food supplies? Check. Determination to keep living? Should be laying somewhere around… Well, I would eventually find it someday. Until then I have to work with what I have.


I walk down from living section to the main hall, said my goodbyes with Mike and start heading toward the city gate, where rest of team should gather. They were already sitting in the carriage.



	“Took your sweet time, Zari?” Marika was overstrung. I am pretty sure that she has been waiting since the afternoon. Can’t blame her. I would also be nervous if I was about to face monster that killed everything I treasured.





	“Was pacing medicines. Asshole is venomous. I though you want to live long enough to see bastard dead?”





	“…I am sorry, I am just…”





	“Stop. Don’t. If there is someone in position to be in weird mood, that’s you. I think we are ready?”





	“Yeah. Have been waiting just for you.” Gerwazy called “… saying that, Master Jericho! All ready here!” He yelled to driver.




In next moment we moved, heading toward west.



	“We should get there about 30 hours of ride.”





	“Monster living bit more than a day by carriage from capital, and no one even wanted to intervene?” I name my doubts.





	“Monster like monster. Kingdom was supposed to be in peace for next few hundred years. Even more, monster was keeping bandits away making routes around the swamps safer. Paradox, is it? There is a monster, so it is safer…”




We kept talking for next few hours, discussing how we should deal with creature. And after five or six hours since we left the city. Someone sneezed.



	“Bless ya, Marika” Gerwazy said





	“It wasn’t me!”





	“It was definitely a woman! Gisele is driving with Jericho so… Zari, are you sneezing like a woman?”





	“The hell are you looking at me!?”





	“Maybe… NYX?!”




Denying by head’s movement…



	“…Must have been a wind…”




Another sneeze.


I got up, walk to the barrels that supposed to store our food, took off the lid, grab intruder by collar and pick it up in the air.


My, my…



	“FOR GODDESS SAKE! RUS! THE HELL ARE YOU DOING HERE?!” Marika yelled.




Carriage stopped and within few seconds guild leader and dragoness joined us.



	“What is this commotion all abou… FOR GODDESS SAKE! RUS! THE HELL ARE YOU DOING HERE?!” Jericho yelled.





	“Exactly my words!”





	“Calm down everyone!” it was my time to raise my voice “…let the accused speak.”





	“I…I…I was talking with Mike when you left the room… a…and he told me that apparently you are heading into some secret quests… Y… you are best of best… s…so I thought that if I would see you in action… I could become better… OUCH!”




I hit her with open palm in the backs of her head.



	“Why did you do that?” She whimpered.





	“Crime and Punishment. Dostoyevsky approves.” I pointed my non-existing eyes at Jericho “… what are we going to do with her?”





	“We can’t turn back. People are dying. Best solution would be leaving her in some village on our way there, and then picking her up as we would be returning…. IF THERE WOULD BE ANY! Young lady! What were you thinking? Tsh!”





	“We could always leave her in the village by swamps as we would go hunting…”





	“One. Beast can attack village when we would be exploring swamps. Two. We could all die and then beast could attack the village… I promised Rus’s father that I would keep her safe…”





	“If we would die, then what can he do to you?”





	“Trust me. For Rus’s father hiring a necromancer is nothing. Not mentioning that I simply owe him. Young lady! Couldn’t you just simply ask me?!”





	“… I was afraid that you wouldn’t take me with you if…”





	“ARE YOU NUTS?! OF COURSE WE WOULDN’T! But there are other quests! Far less dangerous!”




Our quarrel last for quite some time. In the end we continued our ride onward, yelling at Rus every once in a while. The quest just turned even more difficult.
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                Chap 150. Damn, it looks good. I am just 50 away from 200. 200 it close to 250, that is half of 500 which is half of 1 000. Thus we can say that I have almost 1 000 chaps! Bravo me! Feels good. Ya will see, I will hit that 1000 chaps in no time! Also bravo you for breaking comment count under last chap. Even if it was mostly some meaningless gibberish it is nice to see such a big, thick… number. OK, to not let ya wait any longer, thy chap!




	“Who are you Rus?” Jericho asked for the hundredth time. It was his little punishment.





	“I am an idiot that will get my friends killed…” girl repeated for the hundredth time.




And me? I was desperately trying to ignore them and meditate as we were riding toward the swamps. In the end, Hydra is high rank monster and I am afraid that I may not have sufficient core to store DNA. Well, still more than 10 hours of ride. Sleeping is for the weak.


Night was cold, wind was blowing loudly, some animals were desperately fighting for survival in the wild around us. In moment like those, you could really feel that you are an adventurer. Or at least, that what I felt right now. Not even mood of having family and friends that I felt in inn section cheering and drinking with everyone, nor excitement of clearing the dungeon was giving me such a strong feeling of being an adventurer, as this repetitive sound of marching horse, of carriage being pulled, of wind blowing and animals living their own life as we were not passing by. If I could only look in this clear sky to see those beautiful two moons and countless stars. The only thing that was bothering me, was that I couldn’t witness it with my eyes. That I can’t see those new places, that I have no idea what color are flowers of plant that we are passing by.


Funny, how we are thinking about things we are using on daily basis as granted. Haha. You would never really think about how wonderful mere breathing is till your catch a cold and got runny nose. You won’t ever think how basic and enjoyable mere walking is, till you got your leg detached. You will never know how lovely it was to see, till you miss opportunity of looking upon dragoness sleeping on your legs. Especially as I was told by Gerwazy that she had hilarious expression. DAMN IT!



	“Zari, is everything all right?” Marika asked. Apparently I have shown my frustration outside of my head.





	“Fine and dandy. Maybe I am a little bit troubled, you know, tomorrow is a big day. For you too…”





	“It’ ok. We will kill it. I have been training for this very day… I am stronger than I ever used to be. And with help of legendary dragon slayer, hot blooded dragoness warrior and omen of destruction there is nothing I fear.”




I smiled weakly.



	“You should get some rest. You don’t want to fight with such opponent like hydra exhausted, do you?”





	“If you say so… Yes, I think that you are right. Yet I doubt that I could. I am far too excited…” I passed her a small vial filled with light blue liquid “… what is that?”





	“Something on nerves. Mix three drops with cup of water. Three! Not more! It’s quite strong. If you would take few more you could sleep away tomorrow’s battle.”





	“… Thanks.” She obediently took potion and began preparing her drink. “… When will it start working? I am just curio… oh. Wow.”





	“Told you. Now, go find yourself some place to sleep, or you would faint standing.”





	“Ok, doc. Pardon me…” She laid her head on my spare leg “Good night…”





	“Why… why here?!”





	“Why not? Gerwazy moves while sleeping and Aloizy snores. You, on the other hand smell like forest… so much… like home…” aaaaand she felt asleep. With both my legs occupied and thus having my blood flow disturbed I knew, that tomorrow I will need a hour or two for myself to learn how to walk again…







We arrived few hours earlier than we were supposed to. Not that anyone complained. It simply meant that we have some more time for preparations.


The village near the swamps that we stayed in was pretty big, yet it was far from being lively. People were moving quickly, barely talking, counting moneys and supplies. Apparently they already knew about the monster. At first, people were thinking that we were just passing by, simply to refill supplies as they were too poor to buy services of adventurers by their own. But as we begun unpacking and Jericho started to loudly ordering our small party, something in their behavior changed. A little, but sure it changed.



	“Who is the elder of the village?!” Jericho yelled.





	“That would be me, good sir.” Man younger than guildmaster, yet in far worse condition answered. “…May we know the reason of your arrival, good sir? We live in hard times, strange times, and…”





	“Hydra. What can you tell us?”




I didn’t have to see to know that his expression changed.



	“It destroyed already two other villages, sir, we are considering leaving and…”





	“Good man! Please! Spare us those tales! How fast does it moves? Do you have any predictions about when it could come?”





	“Don’t know, good sir… maybe today, maybe tomorrow, or hopefully never… we are far to small to predict the will of the goddess…”





	“That’s why I hate villagers…” Jericho whispered “…Zari! Can you warn us if monster would approach?”




I only nodded and started chanting.



	“Wings of the wind, I summon thee, Raise for the call, and fly with the glee,
 Go to the North and the East, to South and West, Be my eyes and ears, as my words are blessed,
 Look for the one to come, unwanted yet sure, For he is disease, and I am a cure.”
 



Ravens materialized from the mass of concentrated shadow, Remus and Gilbert were chirping happily, Walter was flying in place with dignity, Sebastian landed on my head and pecked me few time painfully.



	“I missed you too, guys. Sorry for not calling later. As always, I summoned you when I am deeply covered in shit. Will ya help?” I asked nicely ignoring more and more obtrusive Sebastian’s pecking. “Ok! Ok! I get it! I am really sorry! I have been as ass, I know! Now! As we have this part behind us, could you please get back to work!?”




Remus and Gilbert flew quickly, almost if racing each other, Walter after bowing joined his younger brothers and Sebastian gave me few pecks more and also followed the rest. Yet for the short moment before that I received mental message from him. [We will talk later. And trust me, you don’t want to unsummon me… master]


His voice was calm, and that made it even more frightening. Ok. I screw. I haven’t been summoning him on purpose… and now someone felt neglected. Great.



	“Ravens sent. They will scout from the sky. Because all around the village there is no single tree, we will know about it coming.” I reported back to Jericho.





	“Good. Aloizy, Gerwazy! Help Gisele to set traps. Marika, Nyx! Start charging up. Zari will help you later. Now, elder…” Jeremy once again shifted his attention toward village chief “… we have one spare member of the party. She will help you to prepare for eventual evacuation. You will keep her safe when the situation would turn dirty. In the meantime we will try to save you, your family, friends and belongings. Someone doesn’t like the idea?”




No one dared to oppose imperious posture of former adventurer.



	“And that’s why I love villagers…”




It was my turn



	“Chief, I will need branches and bones.”





	“Branches and bones?” old man repeated without thinking.





	“Good to know that you remembered. Branches. Big, thick stick. Bones of bird and canine, would be nice if you would have one of bear. Skulls and ribcages mostly…”





	“Bird, dog and bear…?”




Goddess… give me patience… for if you would give me strength I will fucking kill him…



	“Yes. Bird. Would be nice if you would have owl, but fucking chicken would also do a trick. Instead of dog I would prefer wolf, but in case you wouldn’t have one already recalled dog would be fine too… Bear is tricky. Nothing can really replace it. I could use deer, but that would completely change the structure of the spell… something more that you need to know?”




Old man called few other villagers and started asking them about already mentioned body parts. Family of herbalist has recently lose a dog, old hunter Jeff had a trophy of bear in his house that his grand-grand-grandfather has killed, and chickens are being eaten here every weekend. No problems with bones then.



	“What are you up too?” I was asked by dragon slayer.





	“Diversion. Yet I don’t know how good it would be. Owl stands for knowledge, bear for pride and strength and wolf is persistent and agile hunter. I want to ask spirits to lend us help… if they won’t get offended by using bones of bloody livestock, that is…”





	“What are chances of success… and what offending spirits means?”





	“Easy there! I have been speaking with spirits before I started talking with humans! They like me, you know?! What can possibly go wrong?”







In next hour I placed three totems around the village and started crafting complex runes on the ground in the very center of the village and exactly between totems.


I entered meditation state and felt as my sprit started slowly raising to the ether. It took lots of effort and focus to enter astral plane. Astral plane – spiritual sanctuary. World between worlds. Place not for mortals nor dead. House of spirits that roam through the worlds.


It “looked” like a wilderness, I was sitting in front of three huge humanoid guardians. Owl, bear and wolf.



	“I great you, keepers of the fore…” I greeted them as kindly as I could





	“INSOLENCE! HOW DARE YOU TO SUMMON US, INCARNATIONS OF CUNNING, MIGHT AND SWIFT WITH CARCASES OF SUCH LOW CREATURES! DO YOU HAVE NO SHAME, MORTAL!?”





	“I ask thy forgiveness, yet doom and woe has fallen upon children of thee, in their name I am here begging for audience…”





	“AUDIENCE?! ASKING FOR AUDIENCE MEANS THAT YOU KNOW YOUR POSITION! YOU ARE NOTHING MORE THAN BEGGER, ASKING FOR OUR FAVOURS! WE WOULD CONSIDER YOUR PLEA IF WE WOULD BE SHOWN THE RESPECT WE DESERVE!”





	“How can I show greater respect than by kneeling in front of you, oh mighty ones, asking for sake of those who you protect…”





	“SUMMONING US VIA OUR TRUE VESSLES WOULD BE A NICE START! NOT CHICKEN! NOT DOG!”





	“I am happy tho…” Bear man, silent until now said finally





	“FOR YOU WAS SUMMON VIA BONES OF OLD FOREST KING!”





	“Come on, Owuru, kid is in hurry…”





	“HURRY?! That’s not concern of ours! We are eternal! Time has no use here! Does he has offering at least?!”




Ha-ha. I am fucked. All I have as offering is but a formula.



	“I do, oh wise one. I came with gift that richest won’t be able to buy, the poorest won’t have it taken away, heavier than gold, even as it weigh nothing, shiner than platinum and more precious than all diamonds of the world…”




I got their attention.



	“Interesting mortal. If you truly have something this magnificent we may comply your pleas…Speak, what is this gift?!”




Please… don’t kill me…



	“My faith.”




It got awfully quiet. Then bear men start laughing so loudly that whole realm begun to shake.



	“Te… technically! He is right! And you, the avatar of knowledge promised doing as he ask! Even such old fox like you could be outwitted! Nice one mortal! Nice one!”





	“I WILL CURSE YOU AND CHILDREN OF YOURS UP TO 13 GENERATIONS!” Owl man yelled





	“And I will personally life every curse that you would cast. At least behave as lesser deity, even more, it has been so long since we had an actual guest!”





	“I told that his pleas will be CONSIDERED! And I will vote against it! That’s two against one! Perish mortal!”





	“Actually, Wrag-hu didn’t speak his mind yet.” Incarnation of courage pointed out.





	“There is no need that he would ever…”





	“Stop it. Both of you.” Wolf man finally talked “You two are already considering if to agree on his plea or not… yet we have no idea what he is going to ask for.”





	“Does it matter!? His very presence is insulting!”





	“Does it matter?! It looks like fun to me!”




Two spirits answered simultaneously.



	“For me? Yes. Your time to speak mortal.”





	“The children of your ground are in danger. The beast has raised from its slumber and started terrorizing people of yours…”





	“They are no longer our people. When was the last time we heard prayers!? They abandoned mother Earth for those whores Moon and Sun!”





	“Even as their guilt is undeniable, one have to ask if they do not deserve a seconds chance? You may once again reclaim their love and fait. I have come to bargain. Will you aid children of your for the favor of their love?”





	“… Is that what they desire?”





	“No. But this is what they will desire.”





	“And what will you gain by helping them? We know your kind, you are not someone that would do something without their own benefits.”





	“Aira gave life to me directly. I was born via wind and earth, via water and flame. I will never repay Mother for what she did for me, yet it does not mean that I will not try. Restoring faith in Mother Earth is what I want….” I needed to stay as formal as it was possible. In book about shamanism I read that those creatures are very…. Over prideful. At the other hand… if spirit of courage likes me… why not making him like me even more? “… and… I have never ate hydra before.”




Avatar of owl kept yelling at me over and over again. Avatar of bear have been chuckling all the time. Avatar of wolf was staying silent.



	“You have proved your courage, your wit and perseverance. You have proved your faith to be strong and your goals to be noble. I accept offer of yours. We shall grant you your miracle, now you will make our lost children find their way back to the bosom of the nature. Banish creature that destroyed our forest and killed children of our children. For today, you shall be their shepherd. Protect them from evil, for night is dark, full of threats and temptations. Go with our blessing… I am also giving to you another gift. When you would be in danger, tell [I am releasing thee.] it should buy you some time. Use it well, one time use only. No refunds…” Wolf man chuckled.




I raised, bowed another time, and when my head was still lowered I said.



	“I will protect them from darkness, for the creature that have been lurking in the night as they were crowding near the fireplace… is me.”




The process of ascending into spirit real was peaceful. You had to feel that you are being honored via gift of watching spirits faces.

The process of descending is nowhere this pleasant. Have you ever one those nightmares that you are falling? Same feeling.


I have regained my consciousness just to notice, that my body is completely covered in vines. They must have looked like coat… yet one of them was entangled over my neck. Spirits really could kill me if they felt bit too offended.



	“Zari! What did you do!? I have never felt this… powerful…” Marika gasped “It’s like… nature itself is calling to me! I can hear it! Smell it! Touch it! It’s like a drug!”





	“So it worked?” Jericho asked





	“I told you. They love me… but in case I would ever want to summon spirits using [spare parts]… stop me, ok?”





	“So it was risky in the end… Ok lads, traps are mostly set, spells should be ready. Do we know anything about the…”




Like on command, ravens came back. They showed me what they saw.



	“it’s coming from the west. Estimated arrival time. One hour.”





	“Take potions lads and on positions!”




Each of us pulled from behind belts vials of counter-toxin are drank it in one gulp.



	“Zari, I don’t want to sound ungrateful, but it taste like shit.” Gisele hissed fighting with desire to split.





	“If you hate it now wait till you start shit with blood.”





	“WHAT?”





	“Stop complain’! two days of awful diarrhea may save rest of your life! For me it’s beast trade deal in history of trade deals, maybe ever!”




Then I felt it. Vibration spreading through the ground from the west. Bastard was coming. And he was big.

            

    
        Chapter 151

    
    
    
    
                Totems surrounding village started shining with light green glow. For a moment you could have sworn that bones of animals started moving.



	“On your positions!” Jericho called “Rus, take care of villagers, everyone else… don’t you dare dying on my watch!”




Greenish glow start spreading forming semi-transparent bubble around the village. In very next moment monster appeared on horizon. Eyewitnesses said that the monster was as huge as stable or barn. Either they had extremely huge barns, or monster grew few meters in span of few days. Its body had bit green bit brown color – color of swamps working as camouflage, yet as it stepped on the plains it was visible from kilometers. Each of his eight heads were moving in all directions, watching sides, backs forth and even in the sky at the same time.


Yet its behaviors was strange. Despite madness in its eyes, it didn’t charge at the village. Bah! It was even looking in all directions almost as if looking for something.



	Blessing of Watcher's Spirits
	Nature based magic will be 55% more efficient within the area of blessing

Mana regeneration increased by 25% for users of nature magic within area of blessing

Within area of blessing [Stealth] is granted







	“Where iz it…” monster roared. His voice sounded like voices of thousands devils speaking in same time “…Track… gone… scent… gone… Where iz it!? WHERE IZ IT!?”





	“Your doing?” Jericho asked me





	“Spirits. I am nothing more than intermediary…. What are we waiting for?”





	“Let it come bit closer…”




Confused creature open all its maws and let its forked tongues out, tasting the air around it. Slowly, paw after paw he started heading in our direction.



	“Just a little more… wait for it… wait for it…” Gerwazy and Aloizy another time changed the way they held their huge strangely made glaives. Pitchforks at the one end, blade spears at the others. Together with their tower shields and full plate armors that adventurers hated so much, they looked like guardians of game boss.




Gisele and Jericho were holding serrated swords. Nyx was holding the magic in his/hers hands. The spell was prepared and ready to be casted.


Marika and I were standing on the side, waiting for our turn.



	“NYX! NOW!”




Hooded magician raised hands. Powerful blast of mana tickled my senses. And apparently Hydra’s too, for all his head for a moment looked exactly in Nyx direction.


The ground under hydra feet shook. The creature wanted to charge at us, but its body appeared to be heavier than anyone suspected. It raised its legs, moved it in front of it… and then collapsed.



	“LITTLE MORE NYX!”




Magician brought his/hers hands down in swift, rapid movement, as if pushing something down, the ground on which monster was standing collapsed few meters forming strange funnel-hole. The beast that up until now was standing easily eight meters above the ground had only his head raising from the hole.



	“NOW! Aloizy! Gerwazy!”




Two huge men charged at the beast, first running side by side, just to split in half way through to circle the monster.



	“Marika! Zari! Your turn! Gisele! After me!”




Jericho dropped on his knees, supporting his posture on one hand and blade of sword as he started to whisper to himself some strange words I heard for the first time in my life, yet by the accelerated circulation of mana in his body I could have swore that he was using magic. Self enchanting? For warriors it would be extremely useful ability.


Marika and me started to sing a chant. Our prayer to Aira wasn’t left without answer. Vines covered in thorns erupted from around of the pit twisting around monster’s body. Few grabbed its legs making struggles of beast to leave the gravity pit even less effective, but most of them targeted heads.


Three head became immobilized by painful grip. Other heads started targeting veins trying to free caught ones, yet here Gerwazy and Aloizy did their job, using pitchforked part of glaives they kept injuring, grabbing and throwing away remaining heads. As yet another head raised to attack giant humans, they kept using tower shields to stop attack.


Yet siblings were outnumbered. They were only two against five extremely well coordinated jaws filled with venom and hatred.



	“Zari?! Will you manage holding spell by yourself?” Marika asked.




I only sat on the ground in lotus position taking full control over the spell while nodding. Efficiency of our crowd control spell will drop greatly, but that was something we knew from very beginning. Marika’s job was only to help me start the spell, then she would proceed to focus on damaging spells.


Monster must have noticed the weakening of spell, for his captured heads began to jerk in all direction. Vines were slowly letting go.


Two of Hydra’s heads found opening in Gerwazy’s stance and proceed to attacking it from two different sides. Vanguard focused on blocking one of the strikes showing his backs to the monster. One of strikes, despite being blocked, pushed huge man few meters back, in very same moment huge teeth were to burry itself in weaker part of tank’s armor.


But head never reached its destination, instead it flew few meters in the sky and landed behind Gerwazy, separated from the body.


Monster roared in pain and anger after swift attack of Jericho. Gisele joined Aloizy in his struggles, showing the blade in side of monster neck and twisting the blade. After few fast swings she ran behind youngest of sibling letting him to protect her from another barrage of blows.


From the neck that guild master wounded bones sprouted like weirdest flower. Pretty quickly spine became covered in muscles, then in another tissue. You could see how veins are entangling the new flesh and became pumping blood. Skin and scales came as last and soon the head was once again ready for battle. The whole process of treating completely cut off head took no more than twenty seconds. The wound that dragoness made was healed moment after she pulled the blade.


… that some kind of sick joke! Not only it had whole battle potential back, but it even looked as if regenerating completely lost “limb” was something as natural and exhausting as breathing to it!


I shook my head, it’s not the time to admire the creature possibility! I had to focus more on spell! I had to do my job and trust my comrades!


Yes, remember what you are responsible for in the team. Nyx created a trap for the monster restricting it moves, my job was to help him hold it in there, Gerwazy and Aloizy had to keep it busy and protect Gisele and Jeremy, while they kept weakening monster exhausting its regeneration ability. And Marika? She was preparing a spell that if executed correctly should grant us instant win… or so we hoped.


What more could I do to help them? Summoning would be counter effective. Ravens were not a threat for hydra, Kaito could scratch it a little, but in the very end he would be eaten in one bite, Greg…  He could aid me with the spell if I would use him as link in the spell, but I am afraid that the mana I would waste wouldn’t be compensated in effect of spells. So I saved my mana.


Curses? I was told by Kleir that it would be dispelled by monster regeneration before it would even start working! Fire magic – out of question. We are fighting water based monster.


~ You could always help them in hand-to-hand combat. You know that your claws could make a difference…


Yes. If I was alone, and not part of the team. No one here knows how I fight in my “beast mode” so they wouldn’t know how to aid me. Plus someone has to hold the spell.


~At least you are not as stupid as you look… Keep it up.


Thanks book-chan. And stop distracting me, damn it! There is also that gift given to by spirits. But I was told I have only one shot, so I have to use it when situation would turn completely dirty!


Brothers were skillfully using their glaives, changing from pitchorked part when they needed to “hold” the beast, allowing Dragoness and Guild Master to perform their swings in safety, just to returning to bladed part of their spear-like weapon as they needed to protect themselves.


Gisele was doing great, making no unnecessary moves, striking quickly and deadly damaging the monster and irritating it greatly. But Jericho… it couldn’t be even called as massacre. Monster’s heads were send flying to the sides before they even regenerated completely.


Old man pushed his blade between scales of one head, and with kick he both released the sword and send bleeding head to the side, as he performed half-spin turn cutting vertically and separating head from the neck.


Bones started re-growing again, but dragon slayer wasted no time raising his blade rapidly and burrowing it in still regenerating flesh.


Marika finished her chant. Fighters jumped back, escaping as far as possible from the pit.



	“Tremble, you, who corrupted the forest, Hear the cry of its daughter,
 Perish under feet of the goddess, The mother will no longer allow this slaughter!
 Judgment of nature!”




Huge chunks of earth raised in the sky, joining together, hardening and forming shapes of huge lances. The monster began to releasing itself from vines and slowly started marching to the top of the hole. Two of its clawed legs even managed to raise above the trap, yet in that very moment about dozen of lance fell on its body, penetrating it and pinning to the ground.


The monster dropped crying in pain. Exhausted, but alive.



	“Is it dead?” Marika asked





	“Not yet! Be on guard!” I yelled. In the very end I haven’t “seen” notification. Another disturbance in mana around us. Mist start slowly raising. It took me a moment or two to find a source of the mist.





	“HYDRA IS RAISING THE MIST! IT’S TRYING TO ESCAPE!”




I shouted with everything that my lungs had. OF COURSE! Kelir told me that! Those monster are able to cast magic, one head – one spell. But… magic can grant huge advantage on the battlefield! Why didn’t it use it till now!?


Despite pinned body, two other heads managed to raise, opening mouth and letting its tongues out, orb of water began forming.



	“SHIELDS UP!” Jericho commanded in very last moment. They barely manage to hide before powerful magical attack shook the ground.




One of spell was blast-like explosion of water, that pushed everyone away, another one was extremely thin and compressed jet of water that cut through anything it touched. It destroyed earth, mud, rocks, cut through the green bubble that covered the village. Bubble, for a little longer, glowed even brighter, and perished, revealing me, Marika, Nyx and the settlement.


Sound of broken stones echoed through the air. The monster using mist as smokescreen freed itself from all its bonds and steeped out from the pit. Heavy steps could be heard heading closer and closer to the village, yet nothing could be seen. As we lost our cover, and villager understood their situation, they did what civilians could do the best. They panicked.


Hydra hissed in pleasure, as if enjoying the chaos and feasting on fear. I heard Rus, trying to calm everyone down, convincing that we will protect them. Well, in normal situation I couldn’t care less for villagers, yet I was bit afraid what spirits would do if they would knew that I failed protecting villagers after making a deal with them.


I hated that. I hated the very idea of risking my life for another ungrateful asshole.



	Morphing in process





I start running toward the source of sound. Additional bones cut through skin on my back as additional limbs begun to grow forming sickles.


What do I knew about the situation I got myself into? Oh irony, it was best for me. Yes, hydra has other senses extremely sharp too, but in the mist all 16 eyes it had were completely useless, and me? I was used to the darkness, I already know how to rely on hearing and vibration. Plus, as I was in crowd the beast would have harder time fining me in the cacophony of screams and in mix of all those smells of sweating bodies, of dirt and animals.


I jumped in the air and landed on monster’s back, wasting no time my additional limbs dug in scaly flesh. My nails transformed into claws, the structure of my knees changed to mimic those of animals that are walking on all four legs to boost my mobility. I started jumping over its body slashing, piercing and tearing every part I landed on, listening carefully trying to predict from where another blow would come. In the end I doubted that Hydra would be overjoyed on mere thought that someone would ride it.



	Lak'anjir - Terror of the swamps [Boss]
	Level	62
	Race	Chimera [Royal]
	Title	King of the Swamps

Represser of Fairies

	Health	[811/3000]
	Stamina	[682/1000]
	Mana	[411/9500]
	Skills	Bite [Active] [Level 38]

Hydra's Regeneration [Toggle - On] [Na]

Water Magic:

1st head - Mist [Na]

2nd head - Water Blast [Level 31]

3rd head - Water Jet [Level 27]

4th head - Water Shield [Level 7]

5th head - Ice lance [Level 37]

6th head - Ice armor [Level 4]

7th head - Geyser [Level 14]

8th head - Ice age [Level 2]

	Fearsome Hydra - destroyer of Violet Forest, Creator and only King of Violet Swamps.

Those monsters are feared for a reason. Extremely powerful forces of regenerations, knowledge about magic and atop of that extraordinary strength, you better have small army if you want to challenge it.







	Hydra's Regeneration
	Toggle kind of ability [User can chose if he want to use it or not]
	After receiving damage [Mana] would be automatically consumed to trigger powerful self-regeneration ability.

If this skill is [Toggle-On] it is impossible for user to die as long as it has mana






That’s how this bastard works! Finally some good news! And that’s also the answer why despite ability to use magic it waited so long with it! His spells consume mana, same mana that keep it from dying! If it would fight aggressively it risks dying from injuries. This is why it keep fighting in direct combat, as it want enemies to run from stamina faster. Marika’s attack had to dry huge part of its mana pool forcing it to last act of violence. That’s why it targeted village, knowing that its time is about to come it want to cause as huge causalities as its only possible.


I channeled mana in my body, o felt as power comes from my heart via mana veins through my arm to my palm, spreading to my finger and then nails. I burrowed my hand in monster’s body releasing mana shock wave.


Head come from the side trying to push me off its body, I waited till very end before jumping in the air and landing atop of it. My sickles pierced the base of its skull, making sure that I am not going to fall from it. In very next moment I unleashed the barrage of blows. Slashing and piercing I kept sending parts of scales and flesh flying.


I heard Gisele and Jericho running around the beast slashing its lower body, I felt Marika sending small arrows made of earth toward the body of ruler of swamps and couldn’t notice vulgar curses of Gerwazy and Aloizy as they kept insulting mighty beast trying to focus its attention on them instead of villagers.


Yet monster barely protected itself and kept marching forward. One of its head struck the roof of inn, making the whole building collapse. Another one begun forming another orb of water destroying another building.


It’s mana dropped below 200. In that moment I have also seen the [Toggle-On] changing to [Toggle-off].


7th head start roaring and its mana started to evaporate in absurd pace as it was preparing to use geyser. Last attack? Not that I mind, few more villagers were about to die, loss I can agree on. I am sure that spirits wouldn’t mind sacrificing ten or so of them if over hundred were to live.



	“Run! Quickly! I will protect you!” That voice… no. No! Rus! For fuck sake!





	“The hell are you doing you idiot!?” Jericho yelled “Run from that place!”




The mist around the place where Rus stood between beast and couple of villagers became thicker and with time begun hotter and hotter. Poor, foolish Rus started chanting a spell, but as the very idea of opposing such a monster terrified her, her words turned into gibberish breaking the spell over and over again.


Some villager, as he apparently found courage within him,  started running toward that poor idiot from the side. Yet he wouldn’t make in on time.


I remember about the other gift from the spirits. One shoot. Please, whatever it is, buy some time, please! This or Jericho will kill us all!



	“I am releasing thee!” I shouted the command.




And for a moment everything became quiet. Yes, villager had their mouth opened, yet I heard no sound, the monster was stomping in place, but no vibration was sent through the ground. Everything was so much slower and peaceful and easy and… Apparently only beast and me got caught in that state as it was looking to the sides confused. It’s limbs were being pierced.



	[Blessing of Serenity] is in effect
	Take your time, exhausted one. You did well. Sit for a moment, and relax. It was such a hard day, so much pain was felt!

Where are you running? Why are you rushing? Isn't that better to wait, to take a breath? World is not going anywhere, it surly can wait for a minute or two.

So just rest, lay your head to sleep, take your time... in the end... the creature that sits doing nothing barely aware of its surrounding is easiest prey....






We snapped back to reality in same time. Our trans didn’t last longer than few seconds. In the moment the monster lost focus the spell it prepared vanished. Villager managed to run away another few dozen meters and our “peasant hero” tackled Rus and push her to the side, away from monsters reach.


Gisele and Jericho were mutilating monsters legs, most of flesh was gone and their swords kept attacking bare bones. In two more swings the bones gave to the strikes and whole monster felt to the side.


Siblings jumped to exposed belly of the monster and begun showing their glaives in soft flesh.


Wounds were no longer regenerating, heads had barely and strength to keep moving. Mighty beast was dying.


Marika stood in front of one of the hydra’s heads with palms raised in a spell.



	“You remember me? Do you remember me?! NO?! How about my mother?! Still no? Oh, but I do remember! You killed her in front of me! Her blood spattered all over my face! I have been waiting for this so long… SO FUCKING LONG!”




Bullets made of earth flew through the air breaking scales, flesh and skull heading all way into one of many brains that beast had. Marika took her time turning each of beast’s heads into unrecognizable mush of flesh and dirt. It was already dead for quite some time, and despite every other member of the party knew that, he stayed silent, allowing little fairy to release all anger she held inside for all those years. When she was done, or actually when she ran out of heads to pulverize, Jeremy walked to her and embraced her from her backs.


He kept talking to her. All I heard was “it’s all right” and “you did it sunshine.” It took her some time to finally understood that she avenged her family and friend. At first she started to chuckling, but very quickly her laugh turn cry, for she finally realized.


That the king of Swamp was lying dead.
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	Your party has slain [Lak'anjir - Terror of the swamps [Boss]]
	Your party obtained [15 400 exp]
	you have obtained [2 200exp]






	“It’s dead… the monster is really dead…” Villagers couldn’t believed their own eyes. “Thank you! Thank you! We have no idea how we could even repay you!”





	“Fortunately for you, we know. All we want is to stay for some time in the village and corpse of the monster. In the end you did not send request to the guild, so we shouldn’t really be here…” Jericho acted quickly





	“Thank you one more time! Of course, please stay as long as you want!... and what were we supposed to do with carcass anyway… to come despite not being paid… such a noble hearts… S…sir?” some discouragement could be heard in voice of the elder.





	“Yes?”





	“I… I think your companion is… eating… the monster…”




Ha, that would be me…



	“FOR FUCK SAKE! ZARI! COULDN’T YOU WAIT A BLOODY MINUTE?!”





	“Oh, sorry, I grow tired of being FUCKING BLIND! Plus, it is best to eat your food still warm. It grants faster absorption…”





	“I am not sure how eating a monster corpse can help you cure blindness but… M…monster is all yours… just please, if you wouldn’t mind moving it into some more… isolated place… kids are watching.”




I raised up still chewing part of flesh with rubber-like texture.



	“Fine. Oh, and if I would have eyes, I would roll them right now.”




Someone chuckled from behind. Must been Marika. I came to her, embracing her with one arm and pulling bit to myself. Gisele and sibling were about to help villagers deal with damages that hydra made, Nyx was resting on the ground replenishing mana used after maintaining such a strong gravity well for so long, Jericho would now made few more deals with elder, and then probably scold Rus. She deserved that. Idiot. So I took the humble job of keeping company to the fairy.


Most damages were fixed in span of two hours, in the end the whole village worked with aid of three ridiculously powerful warriors. Then, they started preparation to the feast. Nice of them.


All this time I was gently petting Marika’s head, I didn’t even notice when she felt asleep.



	“How is she?” Jericho walked to us from behind. Despite my boosted senses I did not felt his presence at all.





	“Exhausted. Probably more mentally than physically. We will have to watch over her a little after she would wake up. In the end she just achieved something she was hungering for few past years. She may be confused in world in which she lost her reason… Guild master… I have a favor to ask.”





	“What is it?”





	“Can we go investigate its lair? Not today, of course.”





	“Why? Something you intend to find there?”





	“Yes. Answers.”






Feast was loud. Almost deafening. I stayed there for a moment or two, courtesy required that. After 30 or so minutes I excused myself and walked to storage room, where body of hydra was transported.  Gisele followed me.



	“May I know why I was honored by your company?” I tried to tell her to leave me in as nice way as possible.





	“You are really going to eat it like that? I mean… raw?”





	“I am not sure if I have other option. High temperature destroys protein. I am afraid that cooking it may damage… something… I wish to get from it. Or that’s only my assumption. In the end I ate few roasted chickens in guild. The fact that I didn’t receive anything from that means either that I have to kill it myself, or at least partake in killing it; flesh needs to be in original condition, or needs to be more or less fresh. And as I don’t intend fighting with another Hydra anytime soon, I will not experiment with it. So yes. Raw.”





	“…H…how does it taste like?” She was curious of something. Something she didn’t want to ask directly.





	“Horrible. Someone told me it will taste like chicken. Bullshit, I tell you. Chewy, rubber-like texture, taste as mud and grass. Not my favorite. At least it’s not moving. I am tired of eating still alive creatures.”





	“So. You can get stronger by… eating.”





	“That’s the case.”





	“How long you have to wait till you are able to… transform into your meal?”





	“Depends on far too many factors. One, how strong I am compared to my meal, size of my core that will store the power of beast…”





	“Just asking… you look like human… cuz you ate humans?”




That’s what was itching her.



	“Sunshine, I see what you want to know. No. I look like human, for I used to be one. That’s how I looked before I achieved that blessing...”




She breathed loudly with relief



	“…So I didn’t really got much from humans I ate.”





	“WHAT!?”





	“What?”





	“You are trying to tell me that you actually…”





	“Sunshine…” I looked left and right “… for a moment I wanted to lie. But no. Bastards were witchhunters, and I was badly injured. I needed blood to not die from anemia. I do not regret, and if once again I would find myself in similar situation I would not hesitate. Something more you want to ask?”





	“J…just to clarify! You are not… hunting for humans?”





	“No. You didn’t ask if I am hunting any other intelligent race, like elves or fairies though.”





	“D…DO YOU!?”





	“No. Anything more you want to know?”




Now. That’s the moment when everyone usually turn away from me, calling a monster and such, so if you want to…



	“I see. Life must have been hard for you too…”





	“No need to be… wait what?”





	“You may not realize that, but you have two patterns of behaving. One, sarcastic strong loner that tries to offend everyone around him, and guy that joke and laugh and really, really care about their comrades. You want to know my theory?”





	“No.”





	“See? First type. I think that humanity disappointed you greatly, and whenever you meet somebody new, you are trying to keep them on distance. And then there are you who climbed dozens of floors in the Tower just to save me. Completely alone. This is why I want you to open your heart to rest of the guild, I know all of them longer than you and I assure you, they are more than just trustworthy. You don’t have to suffer. And surly, not alone.”





	“… Do we have full moon?”





	“…We do… Depending about which moon you are asking… why does it matters to you?”





	“Tell me that you are not going to confess your feeling to me! I feel as if I was put into some weird romantic novel… Shitty one, atop of that!”




Her laugh disturbed quiet night.



	“SEE?! That’s what I am talking about! Each time anyone shows you support you are turning it into a joke! Well, it doesn’t really matter to me. One day we will make you toss away all your worries.”




Ha. You are welcome to try. Finally we reached the storage room. I opened the door and walked inside. Gisele followed me again.


I stopped by carcass, kneeled.  And waited. And waited. And then I waited some more.



	“It is very rude to stare at someone’s plate.” I pointed out.





	“Oh, I am not staring at plate. Bah, I am pretty sure that it’s even more rude to eat from the floor while being accompanied by lady, yet I have no problem with that!”





	“That’s why I am not going to start till you leave. See? I am doing everything to not offend you!”





	“Eat!”





	“For mercy of Luxia…”




I gave up. Bones of my jaw begun to shift, my teeth became bigger and sharper, while rest of my body turn into shape of snake.



	“Ew. Nasty.”





	“That’s why I didn’t want you to watch!”





	“NOPE! I am going to learn everything about you! I am going to see all of your faces, face all your sins and uncover your darkness. And as I would know every detail about you, I will accept it! That’s how I am going to make you trust me!”





	“Calling my way of eating [nasty] isn’t really boosting my self-confidence, you know?”





	“Go on. I already miss those pretty eyes of yours.”





	“… if I would have my eyes…”





	“…You would rolled them. I know. That’s you favorite saying…”





	“Well, I see no problem with that..”





	“Just… eat.”




Toying with her is so simple yet enjoyable. I focused my attention back on body without heads.



	“Holy crap… it’s heart is still beating…”





	“After all the beating it received its still alive?! HOW!?”





	“No. It’s dead. Yet it still absorb mana from environment and use it to active some basic processes. It heart will beat for few seconds… then its muscles would move, maybe it would even breath once or twice… yet all those… actions, are not coordinated. Like fish that has its head cut off still moving its lips… Did I mention that I hate when my food is moving? Fuck…”




I started cutting bigger parts of flesh, pretty frequently bigger than human mouth, just to spread my maw like monster from children’s nightmares and swallow it whole. Methodically I kept “digging” deeper and deeper looking for one specific object.



	“Here you are, my precious!” I said while piercing monsters kidneys and taking out fist-sized orb.





	“Hm? You want to use it? I heard that some magicians are using monster cores as mana batteries or… Did you eat it?”





	“That’s very best thing I could eat from it! It’s like… cream de la cream! The very essence of its being! It this won’t gave me what I want, nothing will!”





	“So… there are… more and less… tasty… parts?”





	“Of course there are! Ask yourself! As you are eating pig, you prefer its chop, or nose, tail, hoofs…”





	“Ok, stop it. I get it… how does … the core taste?”





	“It’s tasteless, but feeling that comes while digesting…. Bliss!”




I activated healing magic on myself, mostly to boost metabolism. Devouring such a huge specimen was quite the feat at took some time.



	“I can’t believe it…” Gisele whispered “In one sitting you ate something… 10 times bigger than yourself? It defies logic! Where did you fit it!”





	“I don’t know, and to be honest, I don’t want to know. Damn, I won’t be able to look at meat for next week…”





	“So, what are you going to do now?”





	“Hm? Well, I have to digest so I would probably stay in this form till morning…”





	“It’s not what I asked! After your eyes are back, what do you intend to do?”




Great. Another one.



	“Why everyone think that I have everything planned? Or that I am using everyone as pawns in some twisted game? I don’t know! I just want to enjoy myself! Listen, I know that my… ancestors, were bit… violent, but I am not even related to them by blood! I want to stay as far as possible from all kind of mess, wars and politics. I don’t want to plan anything, I just want to go back to the guild, screw around annoy few guyz, and then take another quest from the board that I would find interesting, just to see where my legs are going to lead me!”





	“… I am sorry….”





	“I got enough of all of this. This is why I don’t trust humans. In the end everyone would view me either as mindless monster that only wants to feast, or some idols of beast from dark prophecy that uses everyone as pawns to unleash war as terrible as hell. I am… tired. So very tired. Of proving that I don’t care about such things, that I have no hidden intentions, that I don’t bath in blood of virgin nor torment innocent beings for sole purpose of having fun. I am afraid of hiding. Of running. Of lying. But I can’t stop hiding, because always someone is looking for me. I can’t stop running, because always someone will chase me, and I can’t stop lying because no one truly knows what I am. Not even myself. And do you know, what people do when they discover something they don’t understand? They start feeling fear. It’s unknown, it’s strange, it may be dangerous… so, to prevent possible damages, they intensively begin to hate it. And when something is being hated, it is removed. Yes, fear leads to anger, anger leads to hate, and hate leads to suffering… but why it always have to be MY suffering. I am so very tired… You know, I still remember the day when I took those powers. To save villagers that took me in. But in the moment I lost my humanoid vessel and turned into monster to defeat another monster… well, let’s just say it was miracle that I wasn’t stabbed with pitchforks. That’s how humans shows their gratitude. I know no other prize. I am so very tired… You think I like eating monsters? That flesh and blood gushing from my mouth is enjoyable feeling? Sometimes it is, for a moment, but then I kept wondering how much of human is it left in me. I am struggling, Gis, I am wondering what is worth more? On one hand, I used to be human, I took the gift because the human-me decided so. You have no idea how it feels like, when I change my body, what a wonderful feeling it is to SEE new colors, to HEAR things that nobody else can hear, to SMELL like a dog, even to feel heat and vibration, the thrill of running and hunting the freedom… And then, sometimes, I have that though. Shouldn’t I abandon being a human completely? Humans are weak, slow, dumb, able only to hurt each other and hatred being their most primal feeling… You think that they build society for purpose of living together?! NO! They simply hate other society even more and want safety that number can provide! They are so… filthy! Disgusting! Dirty! And… and ungrateful… and…”




I didn’t notice when Gisele came closer and hugged me. First, she simply put her arm on my shoulders, but with every word spoken grip was tightening. In the end she once again forced me back on her lap and start brushing my hairs.



	“Gis…”





	“Yes?”





	“Aren’t you afraid of me?”





	“Hm? It’s hard to answer, you know? I know that you are you, and I know that you are not going to hurt me. There is simply no reason for you to hurt me, If you wanted me dead you could simply not ran after me in the tower, if you wanted to kill me personally, you had more than one occasion, in this matter, it’s not longer a faith, I simply know it. Since I met you, you show me nothing but kindness… on the other hand… Have you seen yourself? Damn! You are soooo ugly right now! If on the quest board I would find an order to exterminate monster with your description, I wouldn’t hesitate for a moment to take it!”




I chuckled.



	“Yet you are still brushing my hair.”





	“Oh, nothing for free! Our carriages are so uncomfortable! I simply hope that you will let me use your legs as pillows.”





	“And here I though you have a good heart!”





	“Ha! Who? Me? You ask dragon to NOT be greedy?!





	“Gis…”





	“Hm?”





	“Thank you.”





	“No problem at all!”





	“Gis.”





	“Hm?”





	“If you ever tell anyone about this conversation your death will be painful and slow.”





	“Sure thing sunshine. Sure thing.”
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                I don’t remember last time when I slept so long. If the feast took place around 10 pm, and I was talking with Gis for over an hour, and guessing by birds that are singing right now… 4th am? Maybe 5?

Seven hours… Am I growing THAT old? Crap. Well… I think I do feel some cracking in my back... Wait, is that notification?



	Digesting on [Hydra] complete
	DNA absorption and assimilation in process
	Estimated time:	44h:34m:11s
	This time can be reduced by entering [Meditation] state





So two days? That really shows the difference in quality of monster I ate up to now. Powers of wolfs and deer I got instantly, mantis? Few minutes were required. And that bastard despite snake’s body and few spells boosting metabolism needs two bloody days! COME ON! I AM TIRED OF THIS ALREADY!



	“Everything ok? You had really… annoyed expression.” Dragoness said “Also, good morning sleepyhead. You took your sweet time.”





	“Morning. And nothing is wrong. I simply overestimated my possibilities. I will have to wait for effects of my meal. That’s all.”





	“How long?”





	“… few days.” It would be weird if I would answer precisely with seconds, would it?





	“Hey! Stop whining! Most people would be permanently blind! You should be more than happy that you have possibility to undo your wounds!”





	“But I want to admire your unspoken beauty again! I can wait no longer!”





	“… Asshole. Stop mocking me!”





	“So you noticed?” I was rewarded with punch to the guts which left me breathless.





	“A…anyway. Get up. Jericho is probably tired of waiting for us. You asked him yourself to investigate swamps, did you?”




In next move she pushed me off her laps and with painful [Thud] I ended on floor. Ok, I crossed a little line with that line a moment ago… but it was totally worth it! We opened the door of biggest building in the village and walked away. All team members were already outside of it.



	“Whole night. Alone. In storage room.” Gerwazy only said nodding with approval.





	“Wait, what do you think that we…” Gisele started





	“It’s good to be young, cherish those moments! We live dangerous life, finding worthy comrades is important as on battlefield as in life itself…” Aloizy sniffed and blow his nose in handkerchief.





	“I am telling you that it not what you think! Zari! Say something!”




… How could I miss opportunity like that?



	“G..Gis… I… I thank you for this night. What we did there… it meant a lot for me. I am more than grateful that you decided to keep me a company. I will treasure the memories of this night through my whole life…” I said bowing my head. Hey, I was talking about our conversation, so that’s not a lie!





	“YOU BASTARD!”





	“Zari…” it was Jericho. Damn, I hope he doesn’t mind us bulling Gisele…




He came closer to me, put both his arms on my shoulders.



	“… please, I am leaving Gisele in your hands. Take good care of her. Kids are growing up so fast.”




IT COULDN’T BE ANY BETTER!



	“YOU TOO?!”





	“W…Will it be ok if from now on I would call you father?” I said with voice filled with affection.





	“STOP IT! BOTH OF YOU!”





	“I wouldn’t allow it to be any other way… son!”





	“FATHER!”





	“SON!”





	“I WILL KILL YOU ALL!”




Even Nyx’s shoulders were trembling holding laugh.



	“That’s enough!” Marika joined “You can’t tease anyone that much! Fear not Gisele, I will be always by your side!”





	“At least you…”





	“That means that I will be by your side at your wedding too! I am gonna be bridesmaid! YAY!”




Marika! Faith in fairy restored!


I could almost hear the blood pumping through Gisele’s vein on her forehead. And then, out of nowhere, the most powerful blow came.



	“I…I actually think…” It was Rus “That brother Zari and sister Gis are making really good couple!”




… all of us were making jokes. And we all knew about it. But Rus… she really meant this! Aaaand.. we also knew about this. The silence that fell was bit more than awkward. Gisele blood started boiling.



	“Oh my, oh my, I forgot to polish the blade of my glaive, pardon me…” Gerwazy walked away.





	“… I think that I didn’t put the fireplace down…” Aloizy followed him





	“I will inform village’s elder about our departure.” Jerycho also ran away.




You can’t really blame them.  Gisele was about to burst with anger.



	“Marika, may you please tell Rus what she did wrong? Thanks…” I turned and…





	“Not… so… fast…” Dragoness grabbed me by hood “I think… we have… to talk…”





	“I will gladly do as you said… come Rus.” My own trick turned against me.





	“Well… I see no problem as long as you want just to talk… I mean, you wouldn’t hit blind man?”




But she would. And she did.






We have been heading toward swamps with Marika as guide.



	“Lots things changed… yes I still could walk through this place even with my eyes closed…” fairy said with melancholy





	“Well, you at least have a choice in that matter…”





	“Zari! Stop being so grumpy! You told us that in few days you should have this problem solved! Come on! Follow me… ah, here huge oak used to grow. It was our favorite spot for dates and picnics. It’s huge branches were spreading shadow on whole glade, protecting from the forest… and there lots of berries used to grow… now there is nothing here but bog… such a shame… Why did it turn this beautiful place into such… such…” Marika couldn’t even find a words describing horror that she saw.





	“It’s because powerful mana veins are located deeply under ground. It was perfect place for its lair. From here it could absorb unspeakable amount of magic. So would its eggs.”





	“But why destroying!?”





	“That hydra’s element was water. Forest was passively changing affinity of magic toward nature/earth. By changing environment more to water-related it boosted overall process of absorption. I am saying hypothetically – if in forest eggs required over 100 years to hatch, in swamps it could take 75 or less… numbers are irrelevant thought…” and then I noticed that Marika didn’t want answer for that very question “… a..anyway, Marika, do you have any idea were lair can be located?”





	“Sorry, I don’t even know what we looking for.”





	“Center of the forest? Places where mana veins crossed forming something like knot? Places that you could name as magical, let’s say spring that healed wounds…”





	“… that fucking bastard…” Marika hissed “… if I am not mistaken… that’s something I won’t forgive it… Zari, how do you think – can there be any more magical place than village of fairies itself?!”




And then she turned to the side and started running.



	“HEY! Marika! Wait!”




Rest of the party followed littlies girl of whole party. But she knew the terrain better, also the very earth seem as if welcoming her daughter. Mana was sinking into Marika skin, the essence of magic was spreading through her body, traveling to her muscles accelerating her speed.



	“If not that… bloody.. armor… Zari! I am really sorry. But can you… track her?”





	“I AM NOT A HUNTING DOG! Buuuut… I guess…”




I was about to morph, but in very last moment I remembered about Rus, which I didn’t inform about my… situation.


So, I had to improvise. I raised my hands and started singing non-existing chant



	“May the blessing of sprits fall upon me, The faith of mine is a gift for thee,
 Lead my way, and I shall follow your path,
 Spreading your name and being blade of your wrath…”




My head turned partly into that of a wolf, tongue became forked allowing me to taste the air, my spine and rear legs cracked few times as I lowered my body on all four. I begun sniffing right away.



	“This way…” I started following the scent of fairy. Oh, that smell stood out. The swamp smelled like rotting earth, while Marika was far closer to fresh herbs and milk that she had for breakfast.




It didn’t take us long to finally find her. She was in old fairy’s village. And also hydra’s lair.



	“Do you know some good necromancer?” Marika asked “Because I want to resurrect certain monster just to kill it again.” Her voice was full of sorrow “haha, it not only killed everyone I loved, not only turned forest into shit-smelling swamp, but it also laid a fucking egg in my room. In my bed. This is… actually funny, don’t you think?”




I lowered myself over one of the eggs. It was broken.



	“Now we know why it went on a rampage. It must have traveled for days to reach the forest, then it slaughter most of intelligent creatures that could been dangerous and even corrupted environment just to lay those eggs, then it waited for years and someone destroyed them… And that was their only purpose. Look, all around there are skeletons of human adventurers that wanted to play hero. Their equipment was left on place… there are also chests in which fairies stored their treasures… and in very lair rare herbs are growing. Yet only thing that were touched are eggs…”





	“Why somebody would risk their life only to bring destruction without and gains?” Gerwazy asked.





	“I have theory…” Jericho looked in my direction “… well, I doubt it may be truth, but maybe those skeletons there had friends. The party was ambushed and one or two managed to run away, waited for opportunity for revenge, but as hydra was out of their reach, they studied its behaviors, waited till it leave the lair, and… “ I pointed on eggs.




And then my senses tingled for a moment. I started walking toward one of broken eggs and I shoved arm into crack… I could have sworn that for a moment I “saw” something the…



	Crab Hut of Passive Encouragment
	Item:	Hat
	Rank:	???
	This hat originally belonged to Schadof - preacher of old-forgotten Anuel.

He was there since old-forgotten can even remember with his exhaustive motivation.

The greatest orator, his full of passion comments holding so much description always helped the old-forgotten to improve quality and quantity of his teaching!

No matter the day nor season, he was always there to support the creator with his wonderful: "Thanks for the chapter."

The question remains... who the fuck is Anuel!?

	This item can be used only by [Schadof]
	While used	- change job to - [Couch/Motivational speaker]

- ability to [Make the audience go wild] granted

- Whenever the user of [Hat] appears rainbow shall follow! [Weather manipulation]

- 1% chance of [Unicorn] being spawn around user of [Hat] [It can be used as mount]

- +25% chances of removing [Depression] status effect







	You have found [2/7] of forgotten artifacts.





As soon as I finished reading, the object vanished


Not this again! The fuck is that supposed to be! Some Easter egg?! BUT OF WHAT!? This slowly starts creeping me out!



	“Zari are you ok?!”




I AM NOT! IF I WON’T GET ANY FUCKING EXPLENTATIONS OF THE SHIT THAT IS HAPPENING HERE I WILL TURN MAD!



	“Fine and dandy. I thought that I found something.”





	“Aaaand?”





	“I was wrong.”




We started investigating area around us, looking for some kind of traces. In the end someone could do that on purpose for sole reason of killing. Yet in the end we found nothing. All this time Marika was sitting in same spot, saying farewell for the last time to place she used to call home.



	“…and I am strong now mom! Even stronger than dad was. And I also have so many wonderful friends. I will be all right, so don’t you worry. I am going on an adventure. When I would stop here next time, I will tell you everything about places I visited, ok? It’s a promise! Just wait for me!”





	“Marika? We are done, tell us when you are ready so we could…”





	“No! it’s ok! I am coming!... I have to go now, mom, see you!”




We moved forward, to the city of Agrah.
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                It took us more than half of a day to finally leave the swamps. It was pretty nice feeling to once again walk over actual road and sinking into mud no longer. Few of villagers moved around swamps to bring our carriage to the other side while we were investigating lair of the monster.

Tsh. Investigation. Nicely said. All we know is that Hydra was provoked by human that only intention was to take revenge upon the beast… Yes, that has to be only explanation. No treasures were taken and no one would gain anything by destroying those particular villages. Those were placed far from trading routes, so merchants would have no interest in it, they were directly under jurisdiction of king, so no noble would even dare to try, and mages… I could have suspected mages for a moment… like necromancers, if beast would leave some bodies behind. But it didn’t. It ate almost everything on its path.

Whatever. We did our part, bah! Even more than just that! Jeremy will now report what we saw and deducted, and then it will be problem of wiser than us.

When we walked toward carriage I noticed that Rus is walking absurdly slow. I didn’t pay it any attention as we were moving through the swamps, as the pace itself was slow (for purpose of NOT falling into an ambush), yet now…



	“Rus, is everything all right? Are you hurt or…”





	“N…Nay! I am… good! Oh my… I right.. b…behind you!”





	“No honestly, you sound as if you are about to die…”





	“Must be because of her backpack.” Jeremy noticed





	“She is carrying one with our rations, if I am correct, it must be heavy but her reactions are bit…”





	“Oh, it must be because of stones I put there.”





	“…May I know the purpose of those stones? Curiosity…”





	“Very well. Rus, mind telling everyone why are you carrying stones in your bag?”





	“It’s.. b..because… I am… selfish… and stupid… and I risked everyone’s life… and I am stupid… and I opposed hydra b…by myself… d..despite not…having… strength to do so… and I am selfish… and stupid…”





	“Aaaand?”





	“And I am… very… grateful… for opportunity… to repent… those stones are far… lighter than weight… of life… that I… put into… danger…”





	“She is about to collapse… “ Gisele said with pure happiness in her voice “Ah! I remember the day when old man took me in and started training me! Each time I failed to perform what he asked me to, to I was [rewarded] with round of penalty workout! Bags with stones… memories… yessss… Fret not, Rus! Those exercise are building character! Just clench your teeth and forward! FORWARD!”




Dragoness gave “friendly” pat in girl’s backs. Yes, she ended on the ground pinned by the bag unable to stand up again.



	“I AM SO SORRY!”




This will be a looong journey!


In the end Aloizy and Gerwazy needed to help little magician with getting up, just to finally enter the carriage. Nyx rested in corner, Twins begun to polish their armors, Rus was desperately fighting to not die from exhaustion, Jeremy took seat on rider’s spot, Gisele was preparing to lie on my legs, as I promised. Your average journey was about to begin once again. This time to the city located bit to the south-west.


Agrah. City located near the border of another kingdom. Gerwah, was its name. Covered mostly in deserts, well known from its exotic cities, fortified villages build around oasis, access to sea (main source of its income was oversea trade) and slaves. Lots of salves. Yes, Neira allowed slavery too, but not on such scale. Here, slaves had some BASIC rights (no, not that much, yet still no one would take their life away because of some silly reason). There, their life were worth less than glass of water. Cruel? Immoral? I don’t care? Thanks god I have conscience made from rubber. Depending on the kind of person that my interlocutor would be, I can be both offended by mere thought of owning the slave as with same involvement claim that I am right on my way to the slave market.


Would I consider getting slave for myself? No. Why would I need one? For battle? I have companions from guild. To clean my room? Let’s be honest, room I am currently renting in guild isn’t big enough to consider getting maid. Bah, it’s barely bed, desk, chest… armor/weapon rack, small shelf for books… and that’s it. For my more personal desirers? Come on! I have brothel almost vis-à-vis factory and pact with bloody succubus! On the other hand, I would have to pay attention to him/her. Food, bed. Bah! To even be nice to him/her, other way I might been pictured as cruel man, which wouldn’t help me much in my current situation.


No, thank you.


Oh, pardon me! Apparently I lost myself in considerations about how cold is my heart again! But, it’s not like there is anything better to do, in the end we have whole day of travel ahead! So very borin…



	“What ya have in that carriage ol’ man!? Ts, whatever it is, ya better be a nice old man and leave it, step out from the carriage and no one will get hurt, got it?!”





	“My, my! Bandits! What a bad luck! From all the places to meet them here! Oh poor, poor me!” Jericho acted really depressed “Please! Mr. Thug! Spare me! Let me go! My whole life is in this carriage! You can’t take it away!”





	“Move gramps or you will end in a ditch!”




Gisele woke up, Nyx titled his/hers head in both directions making his neck crack.



	“Ok, who will play along? Last time, if I recall correctly, Jeremy told them that he is traveling with his daughter… poor bastards. I am still not sure if they knew what hit them...”





	“I don’t mind playing on more time… Ha, I am sure that this is not what they expected after hearing that in carriage young lady is traveling… But now we have Rus… Wanna be a bait?”





	“M…Me?!”





	“Shus sunshine, all you have to do is to yell [is everything all right grandpa?] from insdie…”





	“No. I got it…” I said “Do you have some way of informing Jericho that it’s my turn?”




Favorite event of adventurers traveling with Jericho was about to take place. I heard stories in inn section. In his traveling coat, Jericho looked like average old merchant. Which was perfect bait for bandits. There already were stories of [pure maiden] – Gisele being transported in a carriage, [knife merchant] – Loki traveling with him, offering free show of his daggers sharpness, and slave merchant that was about to sell his four strongest men as mercenaries – Mrogul, Aloizy, Gerwazy and Miroslav… Why not make it even more ridiculous?



	“May I ask you to cover Rus’s eyes?”





	“B..but why?!” Rus was the only one that opposed the very idea. Sorry sunshine. You will have to bear with it this time.




It’s been a while since I used this form…



	Shifting in process
	Avatar chosen:[Leshy]
	Bonuses will be added 
	Strength	+ 11
	Vitality	+ 19
	Endurance	+ 8
	All nature based spells dramatically improved
	Access to the [Acid spitter] venom: granted





Walking on all four heading to source of sound I started making as much noise as possible, snarling and growling in anger. Cuz’ why not?



	“W..what was that?! OLD MAN! THE HELL DO YOU HAVE IN THIS CARRIAGE?”





	“Bad beast! Stay inside! Stay inside I tell you!”




Of course, I didn’t. I left the carriage from inside, jumped on its roof and walking toward Jericho, raising my head over his. I let my spaded tongue out tasting the air and hissing in process.



	“Inside, I tell you!” He actually managed to find somewhere a whip and hit me with it once. It wasn’t painful at all, he didn’t put any strength in it at all.




I flopped down my maw with loud sound twice in Jeremy direction, as not yet tamed beast, to finally shift my head toward bandits. Four of them.



	“No! Bad beast!” another whip strike “Not food! Hear me! Not food! You already ate bandits hour ago! You will get fat at no one will buy you! To the carriage! Now!”





	“Gentlemen… should we… run?” one of bandits got brilliant idea.





	“No! Don’t run!” Jeremy yelled “He was trained to chase escaping slaves! In the moment you would turn your backs to it, you shall be attacked! Wait! He was taught a command! He won’t attack anyone that would stand on their left leg…”




Bandits followed the order. I titled my head with curiosity, “looked” back at Jeremy and snarled another time.



	“No… something is missin… oh! Now! One hand on your tummy… just like that! Another on top of your heads… now, make circles with those singing [lalala]!”





	“W…what?”




I growled with irritation



	“ARE YOU FUCKING DEAF!? Of course it sound silly, what kind of slave would think about standing on one leg and singing while being chased by such monstrosity! That’s the case!”




I jumped from the carriage’s roof, low on my legs walking in their direction.



	“KEEP LALALAING YOU IDIOTS!”





	“L..lalala…”





	“LOUDER! LOUDER IF YOU TREASURE YOUR LIFE”





	“LALALALA” One of them, standing closest to me, actually started doing that! WHERE ARE MY EYES WHEN I TRULY NEED THEM!?




I slowed down, almost crawling to him, raised my head, opened my mouth getting closer and closer to him.


His “singing” tone became much higher because of fear. And then I lost my interest in him and started creeping toward another.


Bandits, seeing that their first friend wasn’t eaten in one go started mimicking his behaviors. I stood there, for five or so minute, each time when someone started singing too quietly for my tastes, I turned my gaze to him, that was all motivation they needed to keep us entertained.



	“Ok boy, we have our fun. Go get them.” Jeremy decided to finish it.




With one swipe of my tail I knocked all of them unconscious.






	“I can’t… believe it…” Gisele, after half of an hour of constant laugh finally manage to finish a whole sentence without cutting it with burst of giggles. “They really just stood there… on one leg… No. No one will ever believe it…”




Bandits were now traveling with us, tied nicely.



	“The goddesses must have blesses us, it is impossible to be this lucky on one trip.” Jeremy yelled from the first seat “Not only we have managed to killed hydra, we are traveling to the south to finish our formal businesses, but we have also caught a bunch of bandits. We have just killed three birds with one stone.”





	“All fine and dandy, yet, may someone explain me why those filthy bastards are traveling with us?” I pointed with my feet at one of the bandits, kicking him in process.





	“Oh, prize is bigger when they are delivered alive and uninjured. I mean, we could have cut their ears but... yeah, we will use them to have spectacular entrance.”





	“And why would they want bandits in the city?”





	“Oh, one would made them a public example of what is happening when you defy the law, or few would make them to repay for their cruelty. They always needs workers. Even better when they work for bread and water for whole day.”




Ha, so that’s why there is so few bandits requests in guild. One – monsters in the forests, Two – extreme punishment. Not that I care.



	“Zari…” Jericho called me another time





	“Yes?”





	“We have to repeat this one day! I will never grow tired of humiliating bandits! But this!? It wasn’t just humiliation! It was like… poetry! Zari, we are mere craftsmen of this art, but you? You are a virtuoso! Gifted man! As if playing such pranks was your seconds nature!”




They like it this much? Every day we are straying further from god’s light.



	“Yeaaah… damned bandits. As if we don’t have enough job with monsters. They are even worse than just monsters. You exactly know what beast is about to do, so we exterminate them. But they? They take the spot of monsters, the problem is, that they may hide among normal citizen. Within a day, they steal, murder and rape, and at the end of the day, like nothing, they come back home.”





	“Don’t compare humans and monsters, because humans are far worse.” I started “Beasts have no other choice. It’s carnivores and it protects its territory. Rarely kill more than can eat, for the sole pleasure….”





	“What with hydra that slaughter village of fairies and then destroyed two villages in span of two weeks?” Marika raised her head





	“Those are rare cases. How often do you hear about hydras? I am not justifying, but it also didn’t have a choice. They lay eggs once in life, for it, it was either you, or them. In whole Neira, in last 500 years, there were only three violent hydras activity, all pretty quickly… calmed down… How many times human killed human in Neira in past 500 years? And they DO have a choice, they may be villagers, if not, they may enter military, if not they may devote their life to local witchdoctor and became herbalists. Yes, those are hard choices. Why would you work for your whole life if you could steal it from somebody else? Forgive me, but if I were to chose, if I must to deal with beast or human, I would pick beasts. For I know what to expect from the beast. If you would let it be, it usually let you be too, if you would show it mercy, it would remember. If you would help it over and over again, you could tame it with time… But human? You help them once, twice, thrice… and they shall learn that it’s your duty to help them, they will slowly stop being grateful and started demanding instead. No thank you. I am fine with monsters.”





	“Pretty grim opinion about world you have… then, I have to ask you, why are you helping humans, and not monsters?”





	“They don’t have coffee nor cheesecakes.” I answered without hesitation





	“… I have no more questions…”




By the next day’s morning, we reached our destination.

            

    
        Chapter 155

    
    
    
    
                Day has passed, bandits eventually woke up, they started yelling and begging to let them go so Giselle “put them to sleep” once again, night was more or less peaceful and as dawn was coming soon and we were about to reach our destination, Aloizy started feeling sick.



	“For all angels and devils… my stomach…” he groaned “…it feels as if… as if…”





	“Your insides were on fire?” I asked





	“YES! And… and!”





	“…and as if they are being turned inside out?”





	“Yes! And what is worse I feel as after…”





	“…eating too much spicy food?”





	“H…How do you know?!”





	“I told you. What I gave you to drink before the battle was no medicine but poison. You are going on a ride, and you are not going to enjoy it.”





	“W…why am I only one who got sick? We all took this shit!”





	“I am wondering why… Marika?”





	“Um… was that poison made from plants?”





	“Yes, mostly.”





	“Then, we fairies, have natural immunity from poisonous plants. Some of our villages instead of fence use bushes of poison ivy… and this one doesn’t give you just rush. Yet we are completely fine!”





	“Gisele?”





	“Dragon’s blood I guess… we barely get sick, still I took your elixir as precaution… I do feel some revolution in my stomach, but I think I will handle it.”





	“Ol’ man?”





	“Ha! Kid! I was bitten and stung and scratched and infected and injected with far worse toxins than your petty potion. With time I gain immunity of my own!”





	“Gerwazy?”





	“… I have no idea? Maybe because of vodka…”





	“Vodka wouldn’t do anything. Were you bitten by Hydra?”





	“Ah, as you are saying ‘bout this… indeed I am pretty sure it did scratched me…”





	“Then those two toxin are fighting each another, in other words, if not me, you would be dead by now… I am not telling you that you should be grateful, but you better be grateful.”





	“Ay! Thanks mate!”





	“So!? I will suffer alone?! Wait! And why are YOU fine!?”




I had hypothesis of my own. One – my newest class. It gave me resistance for sicknesses, but does poison and venom count as sickness? Or maybe that because of hydra I ate? My body has extremely boosted metabolism right now to increase the speed of digesting and absorbing, maybe it also helped me to purify my body from toxin?



	“Dunno. World is full of surprises.”




So only one is hurt? Tsh. I hoped I could tease them more. Shame.



	“Anyway kids, we will reach our destination in hour or two. I think I don’t have to tell it to you, but I shall do it anyway! As adventurers we belong to no kingdom and we respond to no one. If they wanted to force you doing so, you can politely tell them to fuck each other in nearby bush. Still, try not spreading havoc… or too much havoc. Oh, and behave yourself in their guild.”





	“How long we would stay there?”





	“Either day or two, but if you would have such desire we could elongate it to week or two, if you would like stealing some of their quests.” Guild master snickered





	“Won’t they be angry? I am not really sure if that’s polite…” I simply didn’t know how it worked.





	“Oh, as adventurer you can take quests from every branch. Every. Not only on this continent. We are all one organization. From time to time we send squads of our own adventurers to different branches either as aid… or to annoy them and take better paid requests from each another. Fear not, it’s common thing to do. Would they be angry? Ha! I hoped they will!... In the end I am pretty sure that they would get that hydra requests as those villages were in their jurisdiction. Just wait to see their faces… Zari, mind you coming closer to me?”




I did as he asked.



	“When are you going to have those beautiful eyes of yours back?” Old man whispered.





	“One, I am not sure if I would ever get them. Tis’ but a hypothetical contemplation if it getting Hydra body parts would help me. But even then, pointing exact time is more than just a…”





	“Zari. When?”




…



	“20hours 31 minutes and 15…14…13…”




Jericho turned his whole body to me.



	“Now, you are mocking me, are ya?” I only denied with head. “… monster. A real fucking monster. Just what are you?! Don’t! That rhetorical! Anyway. Get this.” He tossed me some fabric “Cover your eye sockets. We like each another here, but better to stay low. Think about some nice excuse of wearing it.”




I summoned again ravens.



	“Is improving my connection with my familiars by letting them guide me good enough?” I asked





	“It’s terrible! But will do.”




The sun appeared on horizon.



	“Oh, you can already see a city in the distance! It’s beautiful! This view gets me every time I look upon it…” Gisele said with truly affected tone




Screw you Gis!



	“Lemme see! Lemme see! I have never been here!” Marika started walking over each of us getting better view “WOAH! It’s so pretty! It looks great basked in raising sun! It’s like… shinning gem!”




SCREW YOU TOO MARIKA!



	“As beautiful as first time I saw it…” of course Gerwazy couldn’t stay quiet about this.




JUST BURN IN HELL!



	“Halt! Who you are and what brings you to Agrah!?” O-ho city guard that treats seriously his job.





	“We are adventurers from Argoina. Inspection.”





	“Did you announce your visit?”





	“Shut your trap you idiot!” older guard yelled at his colleague “I am sorry mister Jericho! Forgive him, please, he’s a new guy! Come on in! Something needs to be reported?”





	“Just that we are traveling with few bandits. We are going to step by your jail to…”





	“If I may, mister Jericho, you can leave them here. We shall escort them in no time. You are about to stop in guild? Then we shall sent payment there.”





	“That would help us greatly. Thanks Jonah.”





	“Pleasure is mine!”




As soon as we get rid of ballast we moved forth. The air was so very different. Dry and much warmer. It wasn’t best place for druid. My magic sense was screaming in irritation.



	“Zari something wrong?” Marika titled her head





	“Yeah. I hate this place. How do you handle this… disgusting… place?”





	“I know what you mean! It’s pretty easy! I am focusing on YOUR aura!” saying so she buried her face in my coat “Sooo fresh!”




Great. So I will have to suffer.



	“Key maggots! Out of the carriage! We have reached our destination!”




We started jumping down on the streets partly covered in sand. We must have caused small commotion, for few people looked from the guild and ran back, probably to inform supervisors. We didn’t have to wait long for someone to greet us.



	“Jericho! You old, fat rat! Still breathing?” It must have said someone in his 40-ties and fat. Very fat.





	“Ha! I will live longer than you, your children, and children of your children you fat pig! Bah! I am even surprised that you still managed to walk this way from your office to the door! How can those small legs of yours hold this huge, fat ass!?”





	“Shut it, asshole! The fuck do you want here?”




Jericho twisted his face in displeased grimace.



	“Mostly office stuff. I need your reports to send them further to the king.” But then his whole aura shined like seconds sun “…And to take your best quests! Just because!”





	“Ha! You may try! We are about to send a full party to eliminate…”





	“…Hydra?” Jericho asked





	“How do you know?”





	“Ho-ho-ho! I wonder… how do I know?” He asked poking huge bag he held in his hand.





	“Jericho, No!” Fat man yelled





	“Jericho, Yes!” Old man followed turning bag upside down, making beast’s heads roll on the ground “…Sorry for damaging them so much, it turned to be… bit more personal..”





	“I will fucking kill you, JERICHO!”





	“Oh, but take it easy! Don’t push yourself! Your heart won’t stand those ten more steps you would have to take!... Look, I don’t mind humiliating you as whole city is watching, but maybe you would let us in?”





	“Tsh. Come on in, bastard. Oh, I noticed you took some youngling under your wings. Poor bastard…”




We entered the guild. Whatever they did here, it was much cooler. Praised whoever did it.



	“Everyone! Say hello to assholes from capital!”





	“Ha! Gisele! Ya lil’ shit! You owe me few drinks!” Cheerful voice could be heard from inn section





	“Akrah! You still live in this little delusion of your, that you can beat me in drinking?” Giselle laughed happily “…come on everyone! Gotta introduce you!”




Me Marika and Rus followed without hesitation. There were few adventurers here, less than ten.



	“Ha? Ya have fresh meat with yourself?”





	“Ay! That’s Marika, fairy. Veteran of guild. B rank. Those two are rookies. Rus-mage. G rank as she started in this week, and gentleman with raven on his shoulder is also a mage – Zariel. In guild for two month. Rank C.”





	“… Rank D in two month? Kid, you have a tempo!”





	“I am pretty sure I said C. No, Akrah, I made no mistake.”





	“… did he paid off Jeremy’s debt?”





	“He is that good. He climbed to 50th floor of [Tower] by himself… with his eyes covered.”





	“Bullshit!”




Ya forgot to mention that I save you in process… Nah. That would sound far too ridiculous. Better not to mention it.



	“Pleasure is mine… Miss...?” I said bowing my head a little and asking her to introduce herself. I knew her name. Still courtesy and stuff.





	“Miss?! MISS?! That kid called me miss?! Is he some kind of noble…”





	“No. And he hates them. I think that it because you are old!” that woman and Gisele needs to be good friends to mock each other in such manner.





	“Nya! How dare you! I am barely 28!”





	“And still with no mate?”





	“Ha! I have dozens of admirers!”





	“And still no mate for life. Your poor elders, what would they said?”





	“A..anyway! Name’s Akrah. From tribe of nighwalkers. Panther-kin.”





	“Zariel. From… nowhere. Pleasure is mine.”





	“He is.. not rude. Not boosting about himself from very beginning. Not trying to impress anyone? Simply nice? Hmp. Weird one. With such attitude you will achieve anything!”





	“It would be better if I would behave as idiotic jerk? Pardon me. But I prefer actions over words. Talking impress no one.”





	“Ar! Here’s the claw of his! Maybe he is not completely useless! Anyway, we are about to march to kill a hydra, this time you won’t take my spoils…”





	“Ho-ho-ho… Hydra you say?” Gisele has far more in common with Jericho that she would like to admit.





	“Gisele… no!”





	“Gisele, yes!”





	“YOU LITTLE SHIT!”




You can say whatever you want, but apparently adventurers are everywhere exactly the same.
 It was loudly. Jeremy vanished with fat-man on the floor to take care of paper work, all this time in inn section constant quarrel were taking place. Before afternoon few more adventurers returned from their missions.



	“Sup guys! Your favorite champion is back!” Someone yelled from the door





	“Not him again…”





	“No, please! Can’t he just die?”





	Oh come on!” same voice yelled “Shed tears of joy! I have returned, and… oh my, oh my… HE-LLO my beautiful! I haven’t seen you around here, tourist? Maybe here to put some request? Oh, you surly could use help of some young adventurer that climbs in hierarchy like mad? Hm? Did I mention that in five moths I reached D rank? Impressed? Should be!”




Ha! What an idiot! Well, I will watch this spectacle for a moment just to h… wait, was he talking to Gisele?...


…


…….


………..


…………………..


…………………………………


……………………………………………..


…………………………………………………………………..


…………………………………………………………………………………………….


Oh boy, and here I ho killing again!


No seriously, its irritates me more than should… why? WHY?! ONLY I CAN MAKE GISELE FEEL UNCOMFORTABLE! I stepped bit closer to those two



	“Gis, about our previous conversation…” I started just to disturb their conversation





	“Away, peasant! Can’t you see that lady and me are busy?!”





	“Let me guess, a noble?”





	“Ha! So you noticed that I am better than you by those few words I said? Truly, your place is under my feet!”





	“Oh, yes, I could tell that much that you are a noble. I can tell much more. Pampered, got his place in guild via donation of family, told that is better than anyone and deserve anything. YET! Meaning nothing, being weaker than goblin, hated by everyone, lacking common sense and having extremely rare ability to make danger of people he shouldn’t.”





	“Yup. That all him.” Panther-girl said from behind me





	“And who do you think you are to question ME?!”





	“Guys! Stop it!” Gisele finally spoken “I am sure we all can be good friends! Come on! Shake your hands!”




You must be fucking kidding me!



	“As you say, lady of my heart! Rejoice peasant, I am willing to shake your disgusting and dirty hand.”




… that put me in awful position. If I refuse I will just make fool out of myself… So I stretched my hand to him



	“HA! You really though that I was going to do so! Away, peasant! Just bow and leave!”




…


…….


………….


…………………..



	Are you sure you want to cast [Fever] on [Chistopher Mortworh]?
	Are you sure you want to cast [Exhaustion] on [Chistopher Mortworh]?
	Are you sure you want to cast [Nausea] on [Chistopher Mortworh]?
	Are you sure you want to cast [Insomnia] on [Chistopher Mortworh]?
	Are you sure you want to cast [Rash] on [Chistopher Mortworh]?
	Are you sure you want to cast [Weakness] on [Chistopher Mortworh]?





Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes and YES. Did I miss a curse? Don’t think so, oh wait, I also could cast Haste… it’s boosting physical attributes but lower intelligence… nah, I will keep that one.



	“To think that someone like you could even… could even…. Could ev… pardon me, I need to take a minute for myself, must be something I ate…”




Marika sensed flow of mana and chuckled



	“Hm? He left? Well, I didn’t like him anyway, but Jeremy told us to get along with everyone here… anyway, I hate doing nothing, wanna take some quest, Zari?”





	“You have no idea how long I waited for you to ask, you know I have problems with reading…”





	“Should have asked silly! Do you have any perforation for quest?”





	“Difficult. The one that cost a lot. Like A LOT!”





	“Zari… are you… irritated?”





	“No. must be your imagination”





	“You are! You are mad!”





	“I am not!”





	“Just, what is your reason… could it be…”





	“I AM FINE!”





	“…That he felt sick and you couldn’t mock him!?”




… Gis, you are an idiot. Let’s sacrifice a minute to thank Aira that she made you an airhead. That’s why I lo… like you.



	“Yeah, right. You have completely seen through me.”





	“Really?!”





	“Yeah. You read from my mind like from open book. I never believed this day would come!”





	“Ha! I knew tha… wait, you are mocking me again, are you!?”





	“I would never… maybe?”





	“You little!” She started chasing me all over inn section.




After Gisele punched me few times in an arm we took a quest and left. Only thanks to my wonderful senses I could hear Marika saying to someone



	“Aren’t they just cute?”



            

    
        Chapter 156

    
    
    
    
                Me and Gisele were heading to the western gate of the city. The way people were living here was so much different than in capital. Somehow everything was much more… cheerful? People did have their own business here too, yes, but instead of running from one corner of the city to another, they took it all much easier. Merchant district in capital was crowded and noisy, seller of one good was trying to outshout the other. Here, they simply stood close to each another stall by stall, talking happily and joking, waiting for costumer to come closer and then started the very process of selling.

Kids were running pretending to be heroes or knights, women were standing by wells filling buckets… My first impression was that Agrah is small paradise on Earth… on whatever is this planet called.



	“Nice place to live, huh?”





	“Oh, you would be surprised.” Gisele said with grief “This city is located between two climate zones, so either they get drought or few days of devastating rain and wind. There are times when no crops grow here and they struggle to survive yet another day.”





	“So why build cities in such places?”





	“Hm. Um. Sorry, I am not good in this stuff, Jericho would probably tell you more, or local guild master. thehe…” She said while putting one of her hands behind her head “I think it had to do something with protecting caravans further to south. They were having their night stop here, and slowly more people kept staying here, adding camp zones, then putting more merchant stalls… slowly more people kept staying, adding fence over village, then changing into wall… and bah! - a city…”





	“A-ha, I see, they probably started looking for other forms of income and this is how slavery and renting merchants start spreading.”





	“If you say so…”





	“Anyway, what quest did you take?”





	“AH! I forgot to tell you! Where I have my brain?!”




… I resisted urge to answer this question. If I wouldn’t, I am more than sure that she would reward me with few more punches.



	“Sand dwellers have swarmed bit to the south-west, dangerously close to the city, they may start attacking people that would have left the town.”





	“… you are free to tell me something about them. Just in case you would feel like sharing your knowledge…”





	“Pig bugs. Creeps under sand. Hard shells on back, weak on belly…”





	“How do you fight them? Some more weaknesses? Pattern of moves? They fight alone or in groups?”





	“Zari… Those are bugs. You hit them as fast as you can putting as much strength as you can till they die… that’s it! Oh, they are bit venomous. Nothing serious, just hurts like hell.”





	“One day you will die because you wouldn’t prepare yourself for battle.”





	“I won’t because you would be there to save my ass, would you?”





	“Hmph!”





	“Zaa-aari? Would you?”





	“Dunno. Maybe.”





	“Heee? Crap. In that case I would have to ask Christopher to cover my back, I think he would be happy to…”





	“I would.” I mumbled





	“You said something?”





	“I said that I would be there!”





	“That’s sweet of you!”





	“Just to pay my debt. You helped me quite few times, despite not asking you for it. I would help you once or twice, and that’s it!”





	“Whatever you say! So, if I would pick some really stupid quest, almost suicidal, you would come with me?”





	“… that would be my first help, would it?”





	“Great! I will be sure to pick one as soon as we would get back home!”




… wait, you planed this all along! You really wanted me to agree to tag along on some really pointless, underpaid, extremely dangerous mission! Just so you could add it to your records and rank up faster! No, wait! What should shock me more is that…



	“JESUS FUCKING CHRIST! YOU PLANNED! A THING! YOU REALLY DID! YOU REALLY TOOK EFFORT TO THINK!”





	“OF COURSE I DID! And who is Jesus?! And what ya mean by thinking?! I think all the time!”





	“Thinking about dinner does not count!”




In that moment Gisele let out shocked scream of desperation and suffering. Everyone standing around us looked at dragoness as on madman



	“WHAT YOU MEAN SAYIN’ THAT IT DOESN’T!? Than what about…”





	“Napping? No. And about vodka either.”




She fell on her knees



	“My whole life… was… a lie?!”





	“Ok, get up. We have some killing to be done.”





	“Killing things won’t fix anything!”





	“Then what about cake afterwards?”





	“… I don’t like sweets…”




… say wot?!



	“… You are disgusting.”





	“Hey! I just prefer meat, ok!?”





	“Not ok! Yes, meat is important, meat keeps us alive, but sweets! This is a reason we stay alive for! By rejecting sweets you reject the only thing that differ us from animals!....” You grabbed her face between my hands “…You are not even living! You are just… surviving! Existing! Without a reason! Without a purpose! Very well. I shall take this take of showing you the right path. I will make you some cake… Better appreciate it. Cooking for someone is one thing, BUT BAKING! Not even my most precious friends even ate a pie I made!”





	“… you can bake?”




… ok, I got lost in a moment. I used to bake with my sister in previous life, yet she was the one doing most of the job… and we did that twice a year, for holidays.  That may be bit hard, bah! It may turn more toxic than my poisons!



	“Ha! I am pro!”




… this will be a disaster. Well, 13 hours till hydra became a part of me, then I would got my eyes and will start studding some baking receipts. I mean, come on! I am a bloody alchemist! I am preparing cures and poisons! How hard making a cake can be?!


We left the city and begun marching toward mentioned feeding ground of carnivorous bugs, we were supposed to reach it in three-four hours by foot.



	“Just to tell ya, those bastard are hunting by feeling the movement of the ground above them. When they would sense prey near their hideout, they would jump from it trying to pin you to the ground. And as movement of one in quite violent, three of four around it would react and jump from pits too…”





	“And then three or four around each of them would jump too, making some kind of sick wave?”





	“Yup! That’s why hunting them is easy! They are rushing at you without thinking! All you had to do is to spin sword around!... if you can spin it fast enough, that’s it…”





	“How many of them should we encounter?”





	“Usually 30-40, but as swarm was told to be big, maybe 50 or 60.”




… that’s quite the number.



	“Isn’t that bit overwhelming? I know that we should be ok, but having few additional supporters could be useful, just in case…”





	“In the end it’s A+ party quest.”





	“Pardon me?!”





	“You were the one who told me to take very hard quest with huge reward! The city major is sponsoring it, as he didn’t want causalities in city guards…”




Aha. Great.



Same Time, Adventure guild of Agrah.



Certain fairy, in new guild decided to make new friends. And what’s the best way to make new friends among adventurers? Yes, indeed, she started drinking with them. And this very certain fairy after having one or two many beers that she was supposed to drink, unsteady on her feet approached yet another certain panther-girl



	“Ey! A..Akra..h… wanna… play a trick… on Gis and Zari… <hic>” she giggled




Adventurer turned her eyes that shined with mockery on drunk fairy



	“I am all ears!”





	“Kay’… just lemme… put myself back together…” she lightly slapped herself twice “See, plan is that…”









Young noble that recently started his carrier as adventurer was yelling at healer



	“Why does it take… ugh… so long?! It’s not what I paid you for! I want effects, and I want them now! Tsh! This disgusting peasants in inn section must have served me something not fresh or contaminated with diseases from their dirty hands!”





	“I am afraid the reason may be far more complex. Sir, I have to ask you… did you touch some cursed items?”





	“Ha? No! Where would I even found one!?”





	“Did you defile some grave or temple?”





	“Are you nuts?!”





	“Offend some magicians?”





	“Offend?! I am never offending anyone! All I could do, was to show the difference in position between me and some peasant, that’s all! What’s the point of those questions!?”





	“Sir, I am pretty much sure, that you were cursed. And it’s not just one curse, but few of them at once, that makes the whole process even more difficult. You see, user of curses are being called weavers for a reason. Curse is a series of words, wishes and powers, that form specific… let’s kind it, a rope. That very rope is a curse itself. Dealing with one is pretty easy, but curses usually grow stronger in time. As there were few curses casted upon you, those [ropes] started to tangle with each another, forming knots here and there. You are lucky that you have send for me so quickly. The curses are relatively weak and were casted not so long ago. If you waited couple of days… these curses could [mutate], generated other curses or/and became far more dangerous themselves.”





	“What?! Who would dare to…”





	“I have no idea, sir, now pardon me, I have to focus. Curse is a complex spell, but it makes it has weaknesses too. First, let’s find if there is specified target… Yess. There is. It’s you. Whoever casted it, he wanted to cast it on your very person.”





	“Does it really matter?!”





	“Yes, it does. If you would touch a cursed object, it wouldn’t have specified target, for the main purpose of this item is to cast a spell on EVERYONE it touch. So whatever it is, it is personal… Now, rules…”





	“Rules? Why the heck would spell have a rules?!”





	“Those are empowering measures. Making curse even more dangerous, but leaving possibility of taking it by playing according to rules. For example, if someone would want to use the curse as lesson. Let’s say that you would find a very evil man and want him to stop doing his deeds. You could cast a curse that would make him weaker each time he would steal, murder, rape… it means that the power level of spell wouldn’t change as long as he wouldn’t commit evil deeds, and more – by doing good the spell would be getting weaker and weaker until it would completely perish… no, there is only one [word] put here to be seen by everyone who would be checking your condition… it serve no other purpose but mockery…”





	“What is this word?”





	“…”





	“Just spit it already!”





	“Asshole, sir.”





	“W..WHAT!? Who would dare to offend son of Mortworh family!?”





	“I may have a clue, sir. The spell was designed to take an effect almost immediately. So the person or item that casted it must have been in your nearest vicinity as you felt sick.”





	“So, after I encountered this fair lady… that little white haired peasant! I will have his head on plate!”





	“Very well sir, but the plate will have to wait. For now, please don’t move. I will have to forcibly pull the spell out of you. It may not be a pleasant feeling…”





	“What do you mean by that?”





	“Sir, may I speak freely?”





	“Very well, speak.”





	“I am about to tear a spell that has rooted in your body. It may hurt like a bitch.








Back to main sotry-line



We were in half of the way to the hunting ground. I kept my echo of nature turned off to prevent wasting mana. It was a mistake. Swarm moved far closer to the city. When I put my feet on bit bigger dune, the earth mixed with sand bellow me rumbled and in the very next moment something jumped from the ground.



	“Look out!”




Dragoness dashed in piercing creature stomach, pulling it back, reversing her blade and slashing near its head-area.



	“Hammer, D’iabel!”





	“Order received.





	[D'iabel] - [Hammer]
	Multifunctional tool 	Grade: [Legenday/Divine]
	Mana regeneration speed up
	Stored coins: 8gold 04 silver 70 copper
	Damage type: [Smashing]
	Critial rate: 4%
	Damage: [12-183]





My ring turned into two handed. But that’s not the end!


	Shifting in process
	Avatar chosen: Lord of Bog
	Bonuses will be added 
	Skill	Scale armor [Passive] [Level 5]

Tail whip [Active] [Level 5]

	Strength	+ 21
	Vitality	+ 2
	Endurance	+ 9
	Dexterity	- 11
	Reflex	- 7
	All nature based spells dramatically improved





Avatar I made in my spare time. I mostly focused on minotaur body frame, boosting it some more with iron boar, deer and lizard part Boar gave my whole body more fat, adding even more power to my blows, deer changed gave more powerful lower limbs- legs, changed my horned into same that leshy has, and once again, for reasons unknown to me, it boosted my nature magic and mana regeneration. Lizard covered my body in scales and gave me pretty tail.


Let’s see how good can I be in direct combat!


Gisele was piercing her third enemy, making no unnecessary moves she danced in sand as if it was solid ground. I cut bet that she looked both beautiful and frightening as her death waltz continued. Yet I wasn’t letting her have all fun by herself, was I?


With spin she dodged another attack, rotated her body and kneeled evading yet another monster and was about to stab it while performing lunge… But war hammer crashed her target in front of her nose



	“Hey! It wasn’t nice! Find your own tar… Oh! Damn! Boy! You are sooo ugly!”





	“Gis, how about lil’ challenge? Wanna check who can squash more?”




I knew that her eyes started burning with passion. I didn’t need my eyes to know that.



	“Ha! And you are going to fight in close combat? You, sir, are going to fail miserably!”





	You are under effect of [Haste]
	RFX	+ 30
	DEX	+ 30
	INT	- 10
	WIS	- 10
	Status effects	Enraged [Possible]

Hot Blooded [Possible]

	Time Remaining	00h29m55s






	“I am not going to make it easy for you, sunshine” I smiled licking my lips in anticipation





	You have challenged [Gisele Redwing]
	Enemies killed: 
	Gisele Redwing	0
	Zariel White Raven	0
	Ready?
	Steady?
	GO!!!




            

    
        Chapter 157

    
    
    
    
                Monster weren’t much of a challenge themselves, especially as you cracked their movement pattern. They didn’t have much strength on their own, they tried using their body mass to pin their enemies to the ground, most human would be done in this situation. Their speed was average, except the moment they jumped from the sand.



	Sand Dweller [Insectoid]
	Level	12
	Hp	[132/140
	Sp	[84/160]
	Skills	Sand Trap [Passive/Active] [NA]

Bite [Active] [Level 7]

Boosted Senses [Passive] [NA]

Chitin Armor [Passive] [Level 3]

Lower Venom [Passive] [Level 2]

	The creature itself is not much of a threat. It could be easily killed by villager with pitchfork, if encountered in open area.

But here is a trick. You would never encounter it in open area and you would never encounter it alone.

Those monster moves in swarms at night below the ground. During the day, they wait patiently for prey to approach.

Locating them without magic is extremely hard, using element of surprise, their body mass, venom and numbers they devour the whole caravans.






Oh, I am sure they were dangerous. Humans didn’t stand a chance. Most of parties would be doomed thanks to their insane number, ability to hide in the dirt and  performing fast surprise attacks. Unfortunately for them, their current opponents were out of their reach. Gisele was too fast and precise, she must have fought against them quite few times before, for she paid barely any attention to her surroundings, moving as if she knew from where another monster would jump from. She would then perform a excellent evade and slash or stab, finishing monsters with one, max two perfect attacks.


I, on the other hand, didn’t need to dodge at all. My shifted body was much taller, fatter and studier, making insect’s struggle to pin me to the ground completely useless. My torso and neck was covered in scales protecting me from creatures mouthparts, and muscle and fat structure on my legs and arms slowed down the venom which their injected.


I stood low on my legs with feet far from each another, digging my feet in sand, almost rooting in place. Rotating my body above pelvis area I put as much strength as I could to horizontal blow. Hammer hit its target – bug that jumped toward me. First I felt as hammer encounters resistance, them the sound of chitin plates breaking could be heard for a moment before the body was send few meters back. Monster wasn’t quite dead. Yet. But as its body was twisted in weird manner, it was only a matter of time till creature would meet its ancestor in world below.


Gisele lunged forward, showing her blade in gap in insect’s armor just few centimeters from its mouth, twisted her blade and took two steps backs. She kept changing her footing every few seconds, putting her whole body mass into each thrust.


It must have looked weird, if someone would be watching us from the side. Our fighting styles were so much different. Fluent and swift movements of Dragoness, every move so very focused and precise, like an angel of death brining eternal slumber to each of her target individually. It was like a spectacle, each swing was a monologue, each move an act in theater play of Macabre. Like uncatchable bird she kept maneuvering between clumsy mass of enemies with expression of excitement and bliss on her face. For her it was both: duty and hobby. She was a grim reaper that changed scythe for sword.


I, on the other hand, was a fortress. Unmovable and untouchable. I almost swing my weapon from side to side barely noticing, if I actually managed to hit something or not. There were times when my hammer met no enemy, and there were moments when I send flying three or even four high in the air in same time. Occasionally I took a glance over “score board”, Gisele was always few kills ahead. Then I would grab my hammer in both hands and started charging using it as ram to get myself into more crowded area. With my style resembling more a wild beast I kept delivering death like a flood. Elegant, swift, painless… these were words you wouldn’t use to describe my crude art.


Ah! All this time I needed to watch over my back. I needed to restrict my strength, halve my power, hide and waste potential given to me, but now, for the first time I could blow off the steam! In company of somebody else! Who wouldn’t judge me! Who did not care!


 I enjoyed this! Much more than I would ever want to admit! My senses were screaming, Wrath and Pride were yelling in excitement! I have never in my life felt this… free! Pure! Fulfilled!


Swing from right to left crashed another of my opponents, I used momentum of hammer to lift it over my head after finished swing just to strike from above of my head pulverizing squawking creature into the dirt, splashing its greenish fluid over my legs. As I lost myself in excitement I didn’t notice, or actually I didn’t pay attention, to the monster that crawled to be and burrowed its mandible in my calf.


I roared in anger, not in pain, raising my hoof and starting to kick its back over and over again. First blow of my hoof bend plates on its back, second made it cracked, third send it all over the ground revealing it’s soft insides, fourth, fifth and sixth brought upon it end of its days.



	“Sword arts, fifth dance! Skylark!” I heard Gisele cry before she pierced couple of creatures with precision of needle.




Last creature fell on the ground. We were breathing heavily. We kept our race for over than 30 minutes. Gisele said that big packs of those monsters are made of 50 or so creatures. There were definitely more than that. At least twice, of not thrice!



	“What… the hell… was that… swarm… made of?!” She panted. “It wasn’t normal! Tha! I am glad I didn’t start seriously from the very start, or I could have run out of stamina! A…anyway… I hope you counted kills… cause I wasn’t… Just don’t you dare to cheat!” She chuckled.





	Your skill [Appraisal] has leveled up. [Appraisal] is now level 7.






	Via performing a certain action a skill [Hammer usage - Beginner Level 1] has been obtained






	Hammer Usage - Beginner
	Using [Hammer] class weapon will be more effective.
	Damage dealt	+ 5%
	Critical rate	+ 1%
	Status effects rate
	Stun	+ 2%
	Knock down	+ 5%
	Armor break	+ 3%
	Bone breaker	+ 2%
	Maniffestations
	Powerful Strike
	Damage	+ 5%
	All status effect rate	+ 1%
	Stamina cost	7






	Your skill [Hammer Usage - Beginner] has leveled up. [Hammer Usage - Beginner] is now level 2.






	Hammer Usage - Beginner [Level 2]
	Using [Hammer] class weapon will be more effective.
	Damage dealt	+ 6%
	Critical rate	+ 1.5%
	Status effects rate
	Stun	+ 2.5%
	Knock down	+ 5.5%
	Armor break	+ 3.5%
	Bone breaker	+ 2.5%
	Maniffestations
	Powerful Strike
	Damage	+ 6%
	All status effect rate	+ 1.2%
	Stamina cost	7.5/move
	Whirlwind
	Dmage	- 50%
	All status effect rate	+ 1%
	Stamina cost	15/move






	Your skill [Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up. [Nature Healing Magic] is now level 11






	Nature Healing Magic [Level 11]
	All spells of [Nature Healing Magic] are more potent
	Maniffestations
	Regeneration
	Health recovery rate	26/hr
	Stamina recovery rate	51/hr
	Mana cost	5/min
	Detoxication
	Metabolsim speed	+25%
	Possibility of removing:	[Low poison] + 25% [+ lower effect]

[Medium poison] +15% [+ lower effect]

[High poison] + 5% [+ lower effect]

[Fatigue] + 35% 

	Mana cost	9/hr
	Viper's Blood
	Grants	[Lower poison resistance]

[Metabolism boost] 

	Duration	00h45m00s
	Mana cost	40/use
	Strength of Giant
	Grants	Str + 7

Vit + 6

End + 5







	Challenge!
	Gisele Redwing	51
	Zariel White Raven	38






	You have slain [Sand dweller] x 38
	You have obtained	1368 exp






	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Sand dweller] x 51
	You have obtained	1428 exp





Woah. My head! So, from now onward I will actually know how much my skills costs and what are their exact effects?! That information is… table turning! Now I can plan every move! Appraisal…. Thank you for always being by my side! Now, I am wondering how much powerful it can become in the future? Skills are either ranking up or reaching max level on levels 5,10, 15, 20 and so on. It’s just a guess, but does it mean that Appraisal will hit max in 3 more levels? Every additional information from now onward will be worth more than gold! Ah! I am shivering with excitement!



	“Zari! I asked you if you counted your kills?”





	“Hm? Ah, yes! I am not sure, but I should have killed forty of them. Plus/minus one or two. And as about 90 corpse lies around… Gratz. Ya won.” I said resting war hammer over my shoulder





	“I am not happy at all! You are a mage! If you would use magic…”





	“I did. I put on myself quite few body empowering charms. I have also morphed my body. So I wasn’t going easy on you at all, if that’s what you mean. What decided about your victory was the difference in our skills, nothing more and nothing less. Plus, really powerful magic requires time for preparation. Chant, setting targets, measuring mana. If I would fight here alone I would have barely any time to cast some medium level spells, and I doubt these would grant me a victory.”





	“…Maybe, but if we were facing different enemies…”





	“But we weren’t. I will beat you next time.”





	“That’s better be a… you felt it?”




How I couldn’t. Whole ground trembled a little as if behemoth was charging through the forest. The only difference was that there was no forest around and no behemoth could be spotted.


The ground about 30 meter from us cracked and huge worm-like creature emerged.



	Sand Dweller [Insectoid] [Giant]
	Level	31
	Hp	[921/1100]
	Sp	[1235/1550]
	Skills	Trample [Active] [Level 7]

Bite [Active] [Level 27]

Sand Trap [Passive] [NA]

Boosted Senses [Passive] [NA]

Chitin armor [Passive] [Level 19]

Medium Venom [Passive] [Level 2]

	When lower life form evolve without changing their race they become [Champion], when Champion does the same they become [Elite], and when Elite decide to keep with trend in will finally become [Giant]

That's the very last stage before becoming a [Boss] rank and getting a name. Extremely powerful, and waaay harder to kill than regular specimen of same race.

Still, better to kill it before it would rank up again. You don't want it to attack unprepared city, would you?







	“Gis, you took with yourself some heavier weapon, I hope…”





	“N…Not exactly. Hey, would you mind borrowing me this hammer of yours…”





	“I am afraid this item would be useless in your hands.”





	“Crap. His exoskeleton looks hard. I doubt that I can pierce it with my bastard sword…”





	“Ok, here is a plan. You keep his attention focused on you, I try cracking his armor. Then we switch. I taunt him, you change his reveled insides into goulash.”





	“Fine by me.”







Same time. Adventure guild of Agrah.





	“So, in last year you have finished 11 S rank quests, 92 A rank, 531 B…”




Jericho was listing jobs finished my guild with his nose in notes. The paper work was slowly getting done. Well, they should have finished it by evening… if not glasses of whisky that two guild masters were cheerfully drinking.


Suddenly, a knocking could be heard.



	“Open! But, whoever you are, better your reason be important!”





	“Oh, I am pretty sure it is important.” Wealthy clothed man entered the room “But fear not. I won’t stay in this place for too long. I am here just to personally deliver this letter to you.”





	“Mortworh. I would say that it’s nice to see you, but lately I am trying to lie as few times as possible. The hell is this.”





	“My son has been assaulted by one of your visitors. I am here to deliver demand of that barbarian payment.”





	“One moment. Who.”





	“Not sure myself. Some white haired kid, as I was told.”





	“Now, when did it happen?”





	“Before afternoon.”





	“Where?”





	“In this filthy facility of yours.”





	“Great! Problem has just solved itself. You see, your son is an adventurer. That kid is an adventurer. The offence was taken on the ground of the guild. Here everyone is equal. Even king can’t here make any orders. I would consider your letter as threat of any kind, if this [assault] would be committed outside of the guild. But now, with greatest pleasure I want to say, that you can take this letter of yours, roll it into a ball, and shove it right in your asshole. You. Can’t. Even. Move. Your. Finger. Oh, but wait! There is a way for you to get what you want. One, you can write a complaint letter, which we would ignore, two, your son may does the same, which we will try to delay as much as possible and then reject under any possible reason, or your son can challenge him on duel… Jeremy… that kid of yours will be fine, I presume. Son of this gentleman over here is below average in every aspect.”





	“Then he will be more than fine. That kid is in league of Gisele.”





	“HOW DARE YOU! The king himself with know about this offenc…”





	“And he won’t move his finger. One. Because he is old friend of mine. Two. Because he is a friend of Blackwood. And Blackwood, as you probably know, has his wife sick for quite some time. But I was told that her condition improved and she is almost cured. And her condition improved after certain white haired kid visited her few times… You with me so far? Listen. You have three possible ways of acting. One, you will move administration of kingdom. And you will fail, for he has support of grand house AND council. Two, you can challenge him, and you will fail, because this kid is clearing really hard dungeon one after another. Three. You can turn away, leave this office and spare yourself any further humiliation.” Jeremy put his hand behind his head





	“And you can use some of your spare time to act that cocky son of yours some humility. He acts as if he was almighty, despite his lacking skills. He is a walking mockery here, and I assure you, there is no more adventure here that would take your family seriously.”




The man got red all over his face.



	“Then tell him, that he is challenged by my son. Tomorrow at noon in my mansion. You are all welcome to come too, as arbiters, to ensure that everything is according to rules.”





	“Hm? And you think we will comply? One. We can’t make any decision in place of Zariel. Two, he may simply refuse or tell that date doesn’t suit him… but we will deliver this message to him. If humiliation is all you want.”





	“We will see.” The noble left the room slamming the door.”





	“He is going to cheat anyway, will he?” Jericho shifted his gaze back on his old friend.





	“No. He is to proud for this. But he will look for loophole. He will get for him some enchanted weapon, get dozen of steroid potions…”





	“If that’s it, it won’t be enough.”





	“Ha! You must have never meet anyone drugged with those bloody elixirs! They can turn human into god of war! They would shit their insides out after it, but they would get their job done.”





	“He can make his own potions, so that should be more than ok.”





	“Tsh. I hope that you are right. Hey! If everything would turn nicely, I could have kicked that useless garbage out of my guild!”





	“You can’t?”





	“I am afraid not. You know how it works, even if we are independent organization, we still have to rely on help of outside administration. And he had really nice recommendation. If you know what I mean. Plus he does bit more than bare minimum to keep him.”





	“Well, I doubt that Zari would reject invitation. He has his very own grudge toward nobility.”





	“So, for successful duel?” fatty raised his glass





	“Toast? Shitty one.”





	“There is no shitty reason to drink another glass.”





	“… Well, I can drink for that too.”




Empty glasses once again hit the table.





Back to MC




Gisele started marching toward the creature from the font while I tried to attack it from the side. All this time creature struggled to force more of its body from ground. It already was over six meters tall and we could only guess how much more of it was stuck under the ground.


The creature stopped its efforts and begun to shift its gaze between me and Gisele.



	“HEY! YOU UGLY PIECE OF SHIT!” dragoness picked stone from the ground and threw it toward creature’s head.




Either she was very skilled in throwing rocks or her luck was even greater than mine, for projectile managed to hit very small, despite creature’s size, target – its eye.


Monster instantaneously let out loud shriek of pain and anger and it whole upper part of body started jerking in all directions. Once again I inspected it’s status.


50 DMG!? WITH A FUCKING ROCK!? GISELE! WHAT ARE YOU!? OK, easy me. It’s not time to admire the strength of this brute. You have exoskeleton to bend.


The monster finally regain control over pain and looked back with its only remaining eye at Gisele angered.  It waited till she would get bit closer, and hit the ground she was standing on with his whole body, making the ground tremble.


As it was occupied, I wasted no time charging on its head currently laying on the ground, raised hammer over my head at hit with everything I got, jumped back at viewed notification



	Blow strength - [83]
	Endurance pass / Chitin armor pass - [92%] damage reduction
	You have dealt [6.64 dmg]
	Armor endurance [98%] left





Tis but a joke! Monster didn’t even bothered looking at me!


I attacked again and again – once in same spot and once into different. With similar effect regarding damage. But the new thing I learned, is that each segment of its armor has separate endurance bar. Actually, that’s logical. It would be weird if after hitting its head his legs would be damaged. So I have to focus on same spot, attacking over and over again till it break… averagely 50 strikes. Nope. I will run out of stamina.


No! Wait! In skill description it was said, that each of my strike has 3.5% of armor breaking effect. Did it? If I read description correctly, it should lower armor durability greatly! And Powerful Strike increase it by additional 1.2%. Almost 5% per blow. Let’s get this shit done!


I focused on releasing manifestation. Changing posture I once again raised hammer over my head and dropped it from above.



	Blow strength - [112]
	Endurance pass / Chitin armor pass - [80%] damage reduction
	You have dealt [22.4 dmg]
	Armor endurance [92%] left





Monster hissed, yet still was chasing Gisele, which was not lazing around. Moving back and forth, evading creatures attacks she tried stabbing uncovered part of creatures  mouth. Not very effecting considering damage, but surly – very painful.


I raised the hammer over and over again, wondering if I would have enough stamina to perform enough blows.



	Luck Event triggered
	Critical blow
	Armor Breaker effect was added to your blow
	Blow strength - [227]
	Endurance pass / Chitin armor pass - [68%] damage reduction
	Armor breaker ignored [20%] of damage reduction
	You have dealt [118.04 dmg]
	Armor endurance [7%] left





THAT’S IT!


Loud cracking noise followed. Huge part of creature’s chitin armor was no longer serving its purpose. It was the moment when monster lost interest in dragoness



	“SWITCH!” I yelled with all I had in my lungs.




In very last moment I managed to raised my hammer in front of me, before the monster mouthparts tightened over handle of D’iabel. The monster begun to jerk its head violently trying to pull the weapon out of my hands. And damn, he was doing great in it.


He was shaking my whole posture with each movement it made. To slow down its efforts, I channeled fire magic through my hands to the weapon, heating it up. Metal is great heat conductor, so I hoped that creature soon enough would let me go.


In mean time, Gisele got over inset’s back, positioned herself over cracked part of chitin, raised her blade and swiftly begun to burrowing it in its flesh, turning the blade inside the wound, and pulling back just to repeat the process.


Monster let my weapon go as it cried in agony. I knew that it was about to focus on Gisele once again. I couldn’t allow this to happen.



	“POWERFUL! STRIKE!” I yelled.




Somehow, I helped in executing skill.


Hammer landed over it head, dangerously close to its damaged eye. Yet not close enough. Monster started turning its head.



	“POWERFUL, STRIKE! LOOKE AT ME YOU SON OF A WHORE! I AM SURE YOUR WORM-MOTHER HAD HER WAY WITH HALF OF FUCKING COLONY! EVEN WITH FIVE IN SAME TIME! COME ON! LOOK AT ME YOU FILTHY BASTARD!”




Then, an idea sparked in my mind.



	“POWERFUL…!” I started, yet before releasing the skill I started channeling my mana yet again “… STRIKE!”




In same time I unleashed mana shock wave. In theory it should deal damage of both smashing and magic nature, in practice, coordinating skills of physical and magical class was even harder than double casting.


The blow forced the creature’s head fall once again.



	“GISELE! SHOVE THAT SWORD OF YOURS AS DEEP AS YOU CAN AND RUN!”




She hesitated for a moment, put then, within a second she forced her blade till only handle was sticking out from the body.


I ran in direction of wound, channeling that mixed skill from second ago once again. The creature was heavily weakened, and stunned.


Using power of combined skills and momentum of charge I hit perfectly the sword, pushing it even deeper, then the magic from hammer got transferred to the sword, which started resonating and exploded, turning into dozens of fragments turning its insides into bloody mess.


The creature was dead. Both me and Gisele dropped on our knees fighting for air.


We smiled on each another, but then dragoness said with deadly serious voice



	“But it counts as one!”




I could do nothing more, but to start laughing hysterically.

            

    
        Chapter 158

    
    
    
    
                
	You have slain [Sand Dweller - Giant]
	Your party has obtained [1680 exp]
	You have obtained [1008 exp]





I have been rolling in the sand laughing like a madman. I mean, come on! She said that with perfect timing! Still, that caught me off guard.



	“Z..Zari?! Are you ok? Did I say something funny?”





	“Pay no attention to me. Anyway. Quest told about 50 or so creatures to kill? If so, I think we deserve a nice bonus. Not only the number of those bastard was almost twice as big, but nothing prepared us for this…” I said raising from the ground and kicking carcass of easily 10 meter long bug.





	“The only question is… how would we prove it?” She looked over my huge morphed body “M..Maybe y…”





	“I am NOT going to carry this asshole back to town! No! Period!”





	“But with body frame of yours …!”





	“No [buts]! You think that monster carrying other monster back to the city wouldn’t cause any uproar?! Look at me, damn it! Right now every adventurer in town would try chopping my head off just to collect a bloody reward!”





	“I…I didn’t think about this…” she said smiling silly




Tsh. She has her moments of intelligence. When she would focus on something and had time for preparation, then she really does think! But when she has to make a fast decision… Let’s just say that she lacks a common sense.



	“Go back to the city.” I finally said “Either talk to the one who set reward for this quest and tell them to come for inspection, or rent a wagon. Then we could chop it’s head and bring it back as proof.”





	“And you?”





	“I will wait here to prevent carcasses being eaten by scavengers.”




She opened her mouth as if trying to ask about something more, but in the end she just nodded, turned away, told quickly [I will be right back] and started walking back to the city. I turned back into my human form and sat resisting my back over just killed giant. In the end it was nice source of shadow in this relatively warmer land.




Gisele was back in four hours, apparently cost of renting wagons for adventurers were ridiculous here and then she struggled convincing clients to leave a town just to examine number of killed creatures. Yet in the end three members of merchant guild (not very young nor slim). Guessing by Gisele’s attitude when she finally arrive they must have been complain all the way here. But when they saw the dune with monster corpses they went silence.



	“It’s… no ordinary swarm. I have never seen one this huge in my life…”





	“Yes. I doubt that mercenaries would handle protecting the caravan on our way south. Just… how many of those bastards are there?”





	“89…” I said raising from the shadow of creature. “90, if you would count big one. They have been moving closer and closer to the city. I doubt that they would attack it just yet, but still they would devour everyone moving through their territory.”





	“Lemme guess. You expect a bonus…” One of them started “Technically… the quest said to exterminate all of the monsters, no matter how many of them would be…”




That little…!



	“But…” same man continued “We won’t lie, that you have save our investments. And we don’t want people to start talking that merchant of Desert’s Gem Guild are not paying for really good job, do we, gentlemen?”





	“Taking into consideration that they have protected our cargo worth more than just few gold coins, I don’t mind spending few additional silvers.”





	“Me neither.”




… these guys are actually… likeable!



	“So this matter is done. We will talk with guild master about bonus for your performance… Also, tell us kids, don’t you want to work for us? We offer better salary then guild…”





	“With all due respect, we enjoy being freelancers, still, if we would ever get tired with facing unknown, we would gladly inform you first about that.” I said bowing my head with courtesy. “Also… I will give you an advice. Don’t spare your coin on mercenaries, wherever you are heading to. This swarm was big indeed, but what is really frightening, is that they have left their feeding ground. There are two possible reasons. Either their grew to big in numbers and they have eaten everything in their regular place… or new predator appeared. Both reasons are equally possible so… just keep your guard.”





	“We really appreciate what you just told us. Indeed, better to spend few more coins of safety and earn less gold, than to get your stock destroyed and earn no gold at all.”





	“So… we came, we saw… and now we are heading back?”





	“Stop complain Jarew! We have collected more information in these two hours for almost free, when normally you would need over a week for same effect and spending a mountain of coins! Kids, mind visiting us at evening? We are holding small feast for merchants and our partners. Nothing really big, still you would welcome you as guest of honors.”




Aha. Now, read between words. One, I am pretty sure feast will be very big. They must have just sign a contract with somebody on south, and lots of moneys are involved.  Enough to not only hire a mercenaries to protect a cargo, but also to hire an adventurers to clean at least part of the path. Bah! I am even suspecting, that this quest had no other purpose but to find some skilled people among adventurers, just to give them a job offer.


And maybe, just maybe, they are hoping that they would get us a little drunk, make us their friends, and then, they would handle us a paper to sign. All nicely rewarded, yet still… Maybe I am over thinking, maybe I am to suspicious toward everyone I encounter… Either way, these guys has certainly gained my respect. For their generosity and/or their cunning.



	“I beg your pardon, but I am afraid that we are in this city just temporarily. We came just to annoy our friends in Agrah and we want to finish as much of their best paid job as possible. Saying so, I guess we will be bit busy in next few days. Still, if you would ever visit capital, we will surly treat you as friends…”





	“Argoina? I am sorry, but that’s district of Rosewood’s influence. They might have misread our visit there. Still, thank you for your invitation. Also no need to apologize. Please, just ignore our selfish request.”






We get back to the city exchanging words of courtesy. Gisele was staying quiet most of the way, as I asked her later [why], she answered



	“Hm? I felt as if this conversation of your was filled with diplomacy and politic far more than you wanted to show.”




… common sense… she showed a common sense!



	“How could you tell?”





	“You were nice. And tense.”





	“What do you mean by [nice]!? I am nice!”





	“Zari, enraged Behemoth is nicer than you. All day and all nigh you act as if you wanted to reduce interaction with humans to bare minimum. Plus, when you are nice for friends, you act in the way to make everyone think that it was not a big deal, as if you don’t want them to owe you anything. And here? You were acting like a little lickspittle!... yet you didn’t ask nor offer anything.”





	“Gisele… if I didn’t know you, I would have thought that you actually think!”





	“YOU LITTLE…!”




I was rewarded with a punch.



	“Ouch! Still, you are right. I tried making them our friends, to occasionally drink with, to gave them priority if they would have a quest… yet nothing closer.”





	“Why? I think that they were nice!”





	“Exactly. They are merchants. They are not getting paid for being nice.”





	“I think you are far to suspicious.”





	“Maybe you are right.”





	“Of course I am! I am right in many different cases! Like in this one: both you and me need and deserve a drink.”





	“If you say so.”





	“And you are the one paying for both of us!” She laughed





	“And why is that so!?”





	“You lost your own challenge! You forgot? I killed more bugs than you!”





	“I killed the big one!”





	“And I told you it counted as one!




… I don’t really mind. My wealth counts over 8 gold coin at the moment. If you would add to this rewards from Hydra and bugs… plus I don’t really have anything to spend them on. Well, I was thinking about buying whole cafeteria in nearest future. Maybe about house later on, but still, with what I have now I could live for years without doing anything. Buying a glass or two won’t hurt me that much.


Still, I want to tease dragoness some more!



	“Hmph! So that what you see in me?! Just a drink buyer?!”





	“Of course that no! You are much more than that! You are a pillow that I use while traveling, and as you can use fire magic you are also walking fireplace and food/bath warmer! So shut it loser and let’s get some drinks!” She patted in the back




… she was the one that mocked ME! I didn’t see that coming! I didn’t see that coming at all!... again eyes joke. Not intentional this time, I swear!


We finally reach the guild door. From the very door we were greeted by both guild masters



	“ZARIEL! DID YOU CAST CURSES ON CHRISTOPHER?!” Fat man roared like angered dragon.





	“I… I could have cast a small diarrhea curse or two… w..why?”





	“Hm? Oh, nothing. Thank you, kid. He has been pain in the ass for quite some time. But, his father was here, he is quite influential man, and he demanded you to fight his son in his mansion tomorrow. You can refuse, of course, the question is – do you want to let opportunity to kick someone’s ass escape?”





	“You mean that noble brat? I would never let the opportunity to humiliate nobles slip through my fingers… He will cheat, will he?”





	“Of course he will. I mean, no cheat-cheat, more like finding a loophole. So, find few by yourself too.”





	“Consider it done.”





	“Jericho, you have quite promising youngling in your guild. I am not telling that I am jealous, nor that they are in nay way better than mine…”





	“Ah, speaking about it. We have finished sand dweller quest. It was bit harder than it was said in description, but we handled it anyway. Somebody from merchant guild will contact you regarding our bonus.”




I allowed myself to cut him in the middle of his speech with a smile…



	“Jeeeerichooooo… NO!”





	“Jericho! Yes! 2:0 for old, wonderful me!”





	“You are just lucky because my best adventurers are out of the guild on S rank quest!”





	“Oh, I feel you fatty, it must be hard to have only one or two strong warriors when my branch is filled with gifted individuals. Kids, don’t just stand in front of the guild, come on in!”




It is refreshing to see… to know that that Jericho is enjoying himself. Maybe because of this he will treat us bit better when we would get back to the…



	“Ok kids, we are number one, but what we reached now is not given forever and ever. This is why, as soon as we get back to home, I am getting to seriously train you! Blood and sweat will fall like a rain!”




… never mind. Forget what I was just saying.



	“Barman! Your most expensive alcohol! This man here is paying!” dragoness yelled from the very doorstep of inn section.





	“He is paying for everyone?” Panther-girl raised her head and her ear twitched





	“No. Only for Gisele.”





	“Tsh. Cheap ass.”





	“I don’t mind losing my bet against you!”





	“Ho?! You won’t to bet, ha? Fine by me! I bet that you won’t drink more than me!”





	[Detoxification] has been casted on target [Zariel]

[Viper's blood] has been casted on target [Zariel]

[Regeneration] has been casted on target [Zariel]







	“Bring it on!” I said with a smirk!





Two hours hours later




	“DRINK! DRINK! DRINK! DRINK! DRINK! DRINK! DIRNK! DR…”




Chant could be hear through the inn section. Near narrow table, me and beat-woman were sitting, both heavily drunken. Dozens of emptied glasses were standing on both sides of table.


Girl once again raised her glass, the crowd around her went more than just enthusiastic. She title both her head and glass back, pouring vodka down her throat, turning glass upside down and putting it down with loud smack on the table, next to her collection of finished shots.


JUST WHAT IS SHE MADE OFF?! I barely keep us with dozen of spells! I double checked her. She has none enchanting casted on herself. She is just a monster.



	“Your… <hic> turn brat!”




She yelled



	“…drink… drink…Drink! Drink! Drink! DRINK! DRINK! DRINK!” Everyone around started yelling again. At first they weren’t supporting me at all, in the end, if I would fail they would have get free drinks. But as glass after glass was being emptied, they started to care less and less about drinks, and more about entertainment we served them.




I started searching for a glass with my hand. Someone was nice enough to put it right in my hand.



	“Come on! Drink already! You drink like a woman!” my opponent mocked me




I asked with my hand for Gisele to lean to me, when her ear was near my mouth I tried to yell over shouting the crowd.



	“Pour me two more.”




She only chuckled and did as I asked.


Now, it needed to be done. Quickly, before my body would react on vodka.


While holding one glass on level of my head, and getting  another glass put in my hand, I quickly drank one shot, put the glass on the table, with now spare hand I found another glass, poured down my throat yet another glass, put it on the table and drink yet another one.


Third glass smacked the table, I put too much strength in last move making the empty glass shatter.


Now, the most difficult part… do not fall… do no puke… do not fall do not p… damn it! Put yourself together Zari!


10 seconds pass, then 10 more and next 10, finally I raised my head and said through clenched teeth.



	“Three on you, bitch!”




Audience burst into applause and roar on encouragement, as on face of beast-kin true terror painted it colors.



	“Okay, let’s finish it, sunshine…” I kept mocking her “It was nice to spent some time with you, but I slowly have to go… You know, I promised my friends that we will go drinking.” I smiled titling my head.




Somebody lined three glasses in front of Akrah. Woman decided to mimic my move from a moment ago, she took first glass like a champion of drinking competition, when she got herself seconds one she spilled few drops around her… last glass never reached her mouth. In her usually manner she tried jerking both her head and glass back, the problem is, that while she moved her head back, her whole body followed, making her fall on the ground.


Audience burst in most laughter.



	“GUYZ! DRINKS ON ME!” I yelled raising from the chair, just to fall on the ground as my legs didn’t listen to my orders.




Laugh once again shook the inn.



	“Here, I got you.” Gisele put one of her hands under my arm helping me to raise from the floor “Come ‘ere. You need some fresh air.”




She slowly helped me leave the building. From the corner of the inn, where two guild masters were sitting drinking in their own temp watching our competition, quiet [Jericho – 3; fat pig -0] could be heard, followed by [Shut your trap old prick!]


Fresh air. No smell of overcooked pork! I feel so much alive!



	“Nice one! Actually Akrah is pretty hard drinker, you did well beating her.”
 

	“Shhh, I cheated.”





	“WHAT?”





	“I have cast on myself spells that boosted metabolism. I simply removed the alcohol from my blood twice as fast as regular man.” I giggled.





	“… Just stay quiet about that. I never grow tired of seeing Akrah so very defeated... But you won’t use same trick against me, will you?”





	“Gisele, you are cheating all the time without realizing it! You said it yourself! Dragon’s blood makes you far less susceptible for poisons! Of course I will cheat against you!”





	“That does not count!”





	“It does. It’s like putting a horse in dogs race! You shouldn’t participate in very first place!”





	“HMPH! Just tell me when you would feel better! I don’t have all night to babysit you!”





	“Just couple of minutes… Hey, I am not in that bad shape! If you don’t want to stay with me…”





	“No. I will…”





	“My-my, aren’t you just adorable? You are simply cute” I giggled





	“What?”





	“What?... wait. I said it aloud?”





	“Yes.”





	“Fuck. I am taking back what I said, I must be in very bad shape.”





	“It’ ok. Don’t mind it. Just take your time.”





In the end we waited couple of more minutes outside. It was already after dark. The neighborhood was mostly silent, only sounds from the guild disturbed peaceful night. We slowly head back to the guild.



	“Okay, guys, tell us which rooms are ours. I will put Zari back and head to sleep myself. Tomorrow we are getting up early. In the end we want to suck moneys from this city dry.”




In that very moment Marika and Agrah that somehow managed to get up look upon each other with smile.



	“Sure thing. Follow me!” Marika chirped happily




We followed through the stairs on the higher floor



	“Right here! Put Zari here!”





	“Hey! They gave us really big beds! I have no idea why they treat us as VIP’s but I am not going to complain! So, no Zari is secured in bed. Where is my room.”





	“Also here.”





	“WHAT?”





	“We were given four rooms in total. Aloziy and Gerwazy are sleeping together, because they are brothers. Guild master took one room with Nyx, I sleep with Rus, you know, lady has to sleep with lady… And you were given one room with Zari.”





	“B..B…but!”





	“Oh come on! You have slept plenty of time s together on mission! Bah! It was the reason why you two were placed together.”





	“It’s one thing on mission! Then we share warmth! And feeling of watching each other’s backs! It’s something completely different when we are in town!”





	“I don’t mind sleeping on floor.” I saidfrom the bed “I am used to it! I mean, people are treating me like a wild animal all the time, so…” I slowly began to raise from the bed.




I couldn’t see the look that Marika gave to Gisele



	“I don’t mind it! I don’t mind at all! I was simply wondering if it’s ok with you!” I was pushed back on the bed by Gisele.





	“Great! So sleep tight you two! Oh, I was told that walls here are very thick, so… Yes, I wil be going now…”




Door  slowly shut behind the fairy.



	“I will have their heads on breakfast…” Dragoness quietly whispered to herself, but in the end laid next to me.




We were exhausted after whole day of fighting and drinking, so we felt asleep pretty quickly. Yet nights here were very cold and in out slumber we instinctively searched for warmth. And we found it. We found each other.

            

    
        Chapter 159

    
    
    
    
                Work of deity is usually easy and enjoyable. That is when you are a lesser deity and not deity worshiped as god creator of world and life. Yeah, Aira not once nor twice was jealous of her sister position, they could simply focus on what they like or deemed to be important. When Heira blessed thug from the slums to become most skilled thief in a country, Aira was calming down Kraken that was about to cause tsunami. When Luxia sent a peasant boy on quest to retrieve holy blade and become her champion, Aira was scolding fire spirits living in a volcano for making it bit too active… When Heira “accidentally” reanimated entire necropolis starting a bloody campaign against living, Luxia allowed her prophetess to summon hero from other world to face the threat.


And Aira? In that time Aira was checking if mountains weren’t about to collapse, was calming down ocean, preventing it from devouring half of the continent, blessed few remaining members of race that almost went extinct with fertility so their offspring could once again repopulate the world.


Yeah. In her job she had barely any time for interaction with sapient creatures that could worship her. She simply had no time to answer prayers, which made many of her children think, that she abandoned them! How very untrue!


Ah, she remembered the day when Emera, the administrator of their universe, asked her to take a day off from her usual duties. She gave her completely different job – creation of vessel for soul of human from the other world!


Process of creation! How many ages passed since she created something from scratch?! Once again, she crafted the body from dirt, poured water into its vein and turn it into blood, forced breath into its lungs and lit a sparkle of fire in its heart!


Ha! Easier said than done! She wanted to make him be able to follow every path he would only desire! So very structure of the body needed to be an unique as possible! Not too big, because then he couldn’t sneak and be terrible as rogue, nor to small, or his body couldn’t lift heavier armors and weapons! All day and all night she was remodeling the body, adjusting it to fit different environments. When her work was done and she saw her creation… she was so very happy! The body, despite not being excellent in any way, made the user of this body pick his very own variation of abilities to master without any possible penalties!


Of course that she was curious what kind of person would be using this perfect body she designed, so she begun stal… I mean keep an eye on him. Despite being dropped into completely unknown universe to him, he did not panic, he simply embraced the truth and begun to struggle. Struggle against weather and beast, struggle against magic and man, struggle against the world and fate! How wonderful! No matter how hard it was he always moved forward! She didn’t even notice the time, when from kid she was simply interested in he became a man that inspired her! Yes! The goddess of life! Once again she started to fulfill her duty as guardian of the world.


Every time she found it hard to deal with the world she made, she simply embraced the memory of smiled kid that taught her to cook. When she was thinking about how painful her job is, she remembered about the boy that without saying anything ate whole pot of disgusting mass she cooked, just to not make her sad. And when she compared how loved by humans her sisters are, and how lonely is she… she didn’t have to remember about anything. All she had to do was to watch the present time, the lone white haired boy making a bargain with villagers to once again worship her, the boy that for his whole process of education embraced the path of nature, and boy that cried over the state of her altar in capital of Neira up to the point that using magic he covered it with those wonderful flowers.


Every now and then when she would have a moment or two between her jobs, she would sneak to him and watch over his journey. She watched him fight against huge undead dragon brought back to life by curse, she watched him climb up the tower to rescue his friend…


… and right now she looked at him sleeping in huge double bed. Aww, he was even cuddling with some woman! His head in her bosom, their arms were embracing each another, and woman tail was wrapped around his waist. They totally looked like a couple! Aira smile from ear to ear.


… Yet… that smile was somehow… lacking… happiness. Actually, it was more smile of psycho for a moment before slaughtering a whole family. Little goddess started humming fast, happy tune, cracking her knuckles.


She wasn’t mad. She wasn’t mad at all! She was peaceful and calm. She was as fucking calm as a fucking flower of damned lotus floating over bloody water of lake of peace! Not even a whole fucking train of meditating Buddhist monks riding over peaceful plains was as bloody calm as she was right in that moment!


… Aira, what are you doing?! Aira! Put down that knife… AIRA! STAHP!



	Are you sure you want to cast [Fate Curse - Doom] on target [Gisele Redwing]?
	Are you sure you want to cast [Scream of the Banshee] on target [Gisele Redwing]?
	Are you sure you want to cast [Terror - Paranoia on target [Gisele Redwing]?
	Are you sure you want to cast [Necrosis] on target [Gisele Redwing]?
	Are you sure that you want to cast [Wrath of Gaia] on target [Gisele Redwing]?





Green haired loli started giggling, then chuckling, and then laughing maniacally. Then for a moment something distracted her, making her spell perish.



	“You there! Step out from shadows!” She hissed angrily.





	“Easy there! I surrender! See? I am good succubi! Nice succubi! You don’t wanna hurt poor little succubi, do you?!”




Zanes emerged from darkness



	“You, why would succubus be in this particular room, I wonder?” Oh, tone on her voice said that she exactly knew





	“I…I am… you see… funny story, really funny one! Story on better time, maybe with glass of wine? Yeah! Let’s talk about it som…”





	“You have five seconds to talk. One…”





	“No! Nonononnononon! No hurtin’ succubi!”





	“…Two!”





	“Please! I have a sick mother! Who would bring her medicines if I was gone?! And sister! A…and little daughter! F…fourteen of them!”





	“Three.”





	“Ok! Ok! I am talking!”





	“Four.”





	“IamARewardFromMissHeiraGivenToZarielToAidHimInHisStrugglesMostlyThoseOfSexualNature! Here! I said it!”





	“Really? Why would my sister bind another devil with him?”





	“Haha… I am just poor little succubi! How could I know what mightier than me have planned?”





	“One…”





	“AAAA! Ok! … I think Miss Heira wants to… encourage… kid to dwell further into darkness.”





	“I am pretty sure that I have talked with her about this matter. I don’t mind combining elements, but she is clearly crossing the line.”





	“Yes! YES! Totally! I mean, technically, she is not cheating, merely using a loophole…” Here Aira looked at her “I…I mean… What a filthy and vile action! How could she?! To her own sister!? Disgusting!”





	“So. You have your fun with him, I assume?”





	“NO! NEVER!... not that I didn’t want to… Simply… Miss… is something wrong with me?”




Now, that made Aira confused



	“’Scuse me?





	“Am I lacking something? I… I tried tempting him! I am a bloody succubi! I never failed! Never! None refused me! No matter if I approached someone directly, or if I slowly lit the passion! My lovers were going crazy after I left! Yet he was like… he just looked upon me and.. and…” poor girl started sobbing “… NOTHING! That’s right! He called for me once! But was it for relief?! Was it to adore me? NOOOO! HE SIMPLY TRICKED ME INTO FIGHTING AN ANGEL! In my whole career I have never felt so… so… USED! HE MADE SUCCUBI FEEL USED! CAN YOU EVEN COMPREHEND THIS?!”





	“P…Please calm down!”





	“NO! I am done with this! I am disgrace for my family! They used to praise me! Zanes! You are gifted child! Zanes! None can refuse you! But here he is! Toying with me! WHY?!”





	“Shush child! Shush, it’s all ok! Come to me, there-there, now…”




The goddess was incarnation of cycle of life. The child, the lover, the mother, the elder. And now, her motherly instincts kicked in. Her only weakness – creature that wish to cry her sorrow out.



	“I know how you are feeling…” She kept patting her head





	“I doubt it!”





	“Shush, my little. It will get better soon. You luck nothing, just look at you! Perfect body! I am sure that all higher devils are losing their heads for you!”





	“Y…You really mean it?”





	“Of course I do! Now, no more tears, no more sorrow, smile a little! Brave girl!”





	“the-he” little devil only chuckled “But you now… I admire you, miss Aira, you are so brave! I also wanted to kill that… oversized… lacking grace… walking muscles that calls herself a woman!”





	“Hm? Ah! Stop it you! It’s really nothing! I … I mean! Anyone can do this, right?”





	“Sure that I can! But I was far more frightened that Zari would hate me…”




Zanes hugging chest of mother of all couldn’t see total shock and terror that bloomed on Aira’s face.



	“.. I mean, he really likes her! What if he would cast me out!” Usually pinkish face of goddess turned pale “And would never talk to me?!...” and now it turned blue “…But you are so brave! Risking EVERYTHING you achieve in relations with him for sole purpose of disagreeing with fact that he may love another…”




… Love another…. Love another….. love another… love another…. Love another….


Those words appeared over and over in Aira’s head. Single tear escaped.



	“M…May I ask what you were going to do with this situation?”





	“Hm?” Devil didn’t understood the question





	“I mean… how you wanted to deal with her?” Aira pointed with her head toward sleeping couple





	“Ah! Standard way! Tempting over and over again, getting better in some disciplines, and slowly winning his heart! Ha! Eventually, only we know how long this particular Chimera can live! In the very end I can simply wait for her to die of old age! What is one or two hundred years for eternals like us? Ha! I can take longer nap than her whole life!”





	“Indeed… slowly… proving better than others…” Aira slowly started getting her usual colors back





	“Plus I think that it’s only temporary, that feeling of his, you know – adventurers, they are passionate, but easily getting bored. Few months, maybe few years, and they will part their ways. They always do!”





	“You are right! YES! YOU ARE COMPLETELY RIGHT!” Evil laugh shook the room. Still, no one woke up.





	“Miss… Miss, are you ok?”





	“Sure, Zanes, my little child…”





	“I think I am more child of Miss Heira than…”





	“Foolishness! Everything is a child of mine!”





	“b..but…”





	“EVERYTHING! AND EVERYONE!”





	“Yes, ma’am.”





	“Good girl. Now, come with me, we will go for a lunch! Just take humanoid bodies, I know great cafeteria, just behind the corner, it should be opened in couple of hours…”





	“B…b…but..”





	“You have to tell me everything you know about Zari from your perspective!”





	“I… I am afraid I may be bit busy…”





	“Nonono! You really, REALLY have to…”





	“Y…Yes ma’am.”




The dangerous situation was averted. Aira got “partner in crime” that would provide her information about her targets… And Zanes? Zanes was only repeating “Cooperate or die. Cooperate or die. SHE IS EVEN MORE FRIGTHENING THAT MISS MAYHEM. Cooperate or die… cooperate or die”





MC POV



I awoke, as usually, hour or two before sunrise. Or so I though. Have you ever felt as if your body is both sore and relaxed? Yes, that what I mean. I am relaxed as after best sleep of my life, yet my arm… I don’t feel it at all, as if it was trapped under rock weighing 10 tons for whole night!


… but why am I so feeling so cozy? This warmness, this… pillow shouldn’t be having such texture… that is… a breast? Hm… warmness around 40 Celsius degree… springy just right… size also great… yup. That’s a breast. A fine breast, that is. If I would have to name that thing, the name I would give it would be a breast, and breast shall be name I am going to give to it… therefore…



…



…



…



… it is a breast… a very fine one, indeed.


Maybe I should slowly get going? I mean, it’s not like I have anything against laying on breast, bah! If it was for me, I would never get up!... But the problem starts when you think about who is attached to already mentioned boob. Someone with very… hot temperament. Ok… now, let’s free my arm… HEREWEGO! Pull! Pull! PULL!!! FOR fuck sake! Gisele! Just how much are you eating?!


It took me over 10 minutes to free my arm. In next moment, I sat on the verge of bed, raised…. And then I realized that her tail is still attached to me. I learned it in hard way as she pulled me back in her sleep back to herself. Her arms once again wrapped around me. GOD DAMN IT, WOMAN!


Tsh. So not, getting up till she would wake up? Ths, something to distract myse… ah! Right!



	You have finished absorbing [Hydra's DNA]
	You can now morph into [Hydra kin] up to certain point






	Part of knowledge of your recent meal was passed down to you
	You have obtained [Water Magic Level 1]





Oh! Goodies?! Nice!


~… ooook. Now listen to me. You are going to be a good boy, and focus your attention of Fire and Chaos.


And why is that so?


~Because water magic is… tricky. Requires lots of focus, concentration and meditations. Also it holds barely any damaging value. Sure that you could shot compressed water as bullets, but it will take you months to reach this level. Fire suits you better. Also, what did I say about mastering dozen of art in same time?! 


Just a little? From time to time?


~… Fine. I will agree. But! BUT! Try to fail me and will seal your water magic…


Haha! You can’t do th…



	Your skill [ Water Magic] has been sealed





I AM SORRY OF WONDERFUL AND SMART AND WISE AND SO VERY BEAUTIFUL TEACHER! YOU, WHO BESTOW UPON ME, UNWORTY, YOUR KNOWLEDGE IN YOUR ENDLESS MERCY!



	Your skill [Water Magic] is no longer sealed





I am truly, truly grateful!


~My I ask why do you want to train water magic so bad?


… it’s nothing serious.


~Come on!


No, really… no! It’s bit childish of me


~SPEAK IT!


… I… wanted… no, more as if I was hoping that in the future… Perhaps I maybe could… might have… Humiliate Rubi in her own art?


~…


Yes I am sorry, that’s bit…


~Wonderful.


I know… what?!


~You are finally becoming corrupted! I HAVE TAINTED YOU! MWAHAHA! Great! Brat… here’s the deal. Reach Fire and Chaos to 25, and I will personally teach you about it! Now. I believe you have something to do?


Hm? Is that so?


~… Zari… please tell me… can you SEE your problem?!


… Of course I knew about this! I have been waiting for this! I was simplt distracted by conversation with you! Now, how do i… oh,


I started changing parts of my body into that of hydra, mostly heart, liver and few other internal organs, till I get a notification



	Skill [Hydra regeneration On/Off] gained





Now… On!


My mana start being sucked from me in insane speed. Then the pain came. I am pretty sure, that in normal circumstances it wouldn’t hurt that much. Normally, the wound should be healed right after it was done, but my eyes already healed as much as they could – simply a scar former within my eye sockets. Now, those very scars were breaking up, feeling with blood and… something else… Vitreous body?


My vision for past few weeks was completely black. And now, brightness hit me causing terrible headache. Slowly a colors started appearing, twisting and joining with each other in crazy dance. I started seeing contours of room. Tables, chair… all so very unfamiliar to me. In the very end I once again turned my head toward dragoness.


And my face landed…. Yes. In her tit.


Don’t get me wrong. Now, as I can see it, I can confirm what I said earlier. That’s a fine specimen of its kind, that’s more than sure.

            

    
        Chapter 160

    
    
    
    
                I was slowly getting used to sensation of having sight back. Despite the fact that room was very dark, mostly because closed window, I still needed to have my eyes partly closed. I gave up idea of forcing my way out of Gisele’s grip. It was far more likely that she will break me in half than let me go.  So, I simply got as comfy as it was only possible and looked back on dragoness face, just to have something to mock her with later on.


She was smiling a little, her cheeks were blushed and the grip of her tail was getting stronger and releasing with time, as if squeezing me. I am pretty sure that if it wasn’t wrapped around me, she would be waving it as happy pup….


Minutes passed, by vision was getting better and Gisele was slowly waking up.



	“Morning sleepyhead. You took your sweet time, didn’t you?”




She fully opened her eyes. My face was close to her. How close? Let’s just say that her personal space was at least violated.



	“Bonjour…” I said titling my head to the side.





	“THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!” right hook-punch came from nowhere. I was amazed far more than hurt. She actually managed to perform a strike in such close distance! “TO CLOSE! AWAY!”





	“I WOULD DO SO AN HOUR AGO IF NOT THE FACT THAT YOU ARE HOLDING ME!”





	“W…what? Well… you can go now…”





	“No, I can’t.”





	“Why?! My arms are no longer…”





	“Gis.”





	“Yes?”





	“Your tail.”





	“What’s wrong with it?”





	“I wonder. You tell me.”




This was the moment where her eyes went down to my belt-level.



	“S…SORRY!” she let me go and quickly tried rising from the bed. That’s right, tried. As she almost jumped from the bed she lost her footing, stumbled and once again fell on bed, and precisely – on m.




Part of her nightshirt moved revealing her arm, her knee landed dangerously close to my crotch and she supported her whole body on her palms, placed on both sides of my face.


And then door opened.



	“Sup, guyz! I came to check if you have already…” It was Marika who opened the door. “… I am so very sorry for interrupting! Please, forget about my existence. Finish what you were doing… I am taking my leave…”





	“W..w..w..wait! It’s not what you think it…”




Little fairy already slammed the door behind her. It was quiet for few seconds, and then we could clearly hear that Marika started running toward inn section yelling [GUYZ! I HAVE INFO! TOP PRIORITY!]



	“… YOU!” Dragoness turned her angry gaze back on me





	“What me?!”





	“It’s all your fault!”





	“It was my fault that you have used me as body pillow through whole night and then fell on me!?” for a moment her expression turned toward shock, but then once again I was looking on really angered dragon





	“I AM SURE THAT YOU HAVE PLANNED THIS!”





	“Just listen to yourself, woman! Even you don’t believe in it!”





	“… I am going to tell them truth! And you will do it as well!”




I tried my best to hide my evil grin.



	“Sure, I don’t mind speaking the truth…”





	“GOOD!”




… poor little creature. Don’t you know that truth is subjective?! Oh, I will enjoy it!



	“Gisele, one more thing…”





	“WHAT?!”




I only smiled with corners of my lips



	“It’s good to see you again.”





	“I mean… oh, because of this madness I completely… congratz!... Tsh. Cheater…”





	“What?”





	“Most of adventurers would be force to retire. Tis’ not just a flesh wound! But nooo! I am all mighty Zari! I can tear my heart away and grow it back, cuz’ why not?!”





	“Sooo… you would prefer for me to stay blind?”





	“You can get those weird ears! And move around without any troubles! For what do you even need eyes?!”





	“Just think! How else could I admire your beauty? Hm?”





	“… bastard. Stop mocking me!”





	“Why do you think I am joking?” She raised her fist “… Ok! Ok! I surrender! No mocking!”





	“A-ha! So now you admit that I look as some hideous monster!?”





	“… women…”




That was the moment when she burst into laughter



	“…Wait. Did you just…”





	“How being mocked feels like? Huh?! Also, good to have you back!”




A pat into back. Yes, it knocked me down



	“I AM SORRY!”







I needed a minute or two to put myself back together. Then, we head down for a breakfast preparing to [explain misunderstanding]. We didn’t had to wait for jokes from rest of adventure guild too long.



	“How was your night?” Panther girl asked in innocent way





	“Normally. It was completely normal night, right Zari?”




I only made painful grimace



	“Speak for yourself. My whole body hurts!” truth – I was speaking about violent regeneration process, but no one has to know. “Couldn’t you be more… delicate?” now I was referring to being trapped in Gisele’s grip “You acted like an animal! Shame on you.”





	“W…w…w…what da ya mean?! It didn’t happen! None of that happened!”





	“I swore to tell the truth, and only truth…. Hey, I am curious if I have any marks on my body after sleepover with y..”




A pouch.



	“HE IS LYING!”




Yet adventurers knew what to do



	“All hail Zari!... Though kid… remember for future… SLAY the dragon! Not LAY the dragon!”





	“STOP IT!”




But they didn’t stop. Not for next 30 minutes. When it was finally over, and Gisele was red all over her face, someone was punched. Someone didn’t deserve that! Someone was innocent of the crime! Someone was only speaking the truth! So what that not full? So what that out of context!?


Still, her reddened face is worth all of the punches.



	“Nice to SEE you!” I yelled to rest of my party





	“High time, kid, high time… still, bloody monster.”





	“Less about my eyes, what we have in agenda for today?”





	“Me and Aloizy have to visit blacksmith. That hydra has seriously damaged our armors. We can’t do many quests without it.” Gerwazy said scratching his temple





	“I ain’t going anywhere! It’s too hot, air is too dry, and too… just not. Staying here. Here, at least, I can find booze. Just tell me when we will be leaving.” Fairy said between sips





	“Jericho still have some more paperwork to do, but Zari should provide us some entertainment. That noble kid challenged you, ya remember? And you said that you would never let opportunity to humiliate a noble…”





	“I know what I said” I yelled raising my hands “I am not going to let such opportunity to slip. I simply hate those bastards. They always hide behind family’s back. And now he literally asked me to come and kick his ass. Give me a moment or two, I will prepare myself.”





	“When you would be ready go to guild master.”





	“Roger roger.”




Fatty told me that he will cheat, either by using enchanted equipment or by drinking whole pot of elixirs. So, why shouldn’t I do the same? I took three vials from my bag. Those were “just in case” potions I made in case of dealing with certain type of boss monsters. Hey, I am going to the party with nobility! I have to present myself as good as possible!


I sat in corner of the inn waiting for potion to start working. Warmness spread through my veins, for a moment my skin turned pale, vein blackened, bloodshots appeared on my eyes.



	You are under effect of self made potions [Eyes of Madness]
	Attributes boost	RFX +25

DEX +10

INT +10

	Poison effect	Current toxicity level +4%
	Creator's note	Just what the fuck was I even thinking while making this?!

In theory plants that were used in this potion should drastically boost reaction time...

That is only if toxicity won't kill poor bastard that drank it






Something I found out while playing with potions… that shouldn’t be played with... it’s too complicated to just explain such complex process to newbies so… Ok, who am I kidding? I will tell you anyway!


Of course that there are elixirs that heals and boost statues – potions, and elixirs that are used to hurt the target – poisons.

But, as mad scientist kicked in, I HAD to try new things. So, I made elixir that are no potions nor poisons! Hybrids! Why I did that? Well…. Back then I asked myself [Why not?].


How they work? They poison the body increasing Toxicity. The greater toxicity is, the stronger are boosts. Healing magic reduce toxicity, but also lower stats given by elixir.


So – the whole fun here is balancing toxicity level to boost stats, but not to the level when it kills you!


I slammed the door to the guild master’s office



	“Zari! Al least pretend to have any manners!” Jericho acted to be offended





	“Let’s go visit those bastard!” I yelled with smile from the doorstep





	“Ok, just wait a minute so we could finish our…”





	“I have just drugged the shit out of myself. I advise moving quickly.”




Guild master looked upon each other



	“On the other hand… paperwork can wait, can it?”





	“Well, it doesn’t look like as if those document is going anywhere…”





	“Good then, let’s go!” Jericho yelled overjoyed





	“Good!” Fat man followed





	“Good.” So did I, just not to felt awkward







We were walking through streets of Agrah, heading toward noble district. Fatty, despite his huge belly and short legs, prove to have barely any problems while moving, unlike the other day and Jericho was humming a happy melody.



	“Master, I can understand why local adventure guild branch’s master may enjoy the fact that I am going to pulverize little bastard… but you?”





	“Hm? Oh, that’s cuz’ I owe shitload of money to the nobility. And, kid, they are almost all the same! I will just pretend that those lowly Mortworhs are same as Steigers… or Magroughts… or Rosewoods…”





	“I thought Rosewoods are merchants.” I pointed out





	“Not any longer. You see, old Rosewood has a daughter – clever beast, and he has moneys. And there was a noble house that at the moment had financial problems…”





	“Let me guess, that noble family has a son?”





	“Correct. There was a marriage and BAM! Rosewood are now middle-rank nobility. Still, why they did that? Supporting that noble house cost them a small fortune. I have no idea why would they…”





	“Quite simple…” I allowed myself to disturb Jericho “… One – as nobility they would be allowed into noble balls – and there they can meet their future clients for luxury goods, Two – being a noble boost one position in negotiations and gives political influence. Three… nobility can borrow more moneys from banks.”





	“… Can they… I used to be quite popular, you know? One of them even asked me to marry his daughter… If I only knew… Fuck. And here possible fortune ran away from me…”





	“Or possibility to get into even bigger debt.” Fat man chuckled




As soon as we got to the big plaza in noble district, a fancy dressed butler approached



	“Mr Jericho, Mr Makoolch and Mr Zariel, I presume?” he asked bowing his head a little





	“You presume right.”





	“Mr Morthworh awaits you… If I am right, you young may will be the one dueling young master?”





	“It won’t be much of a duel. But yes”





	“Sir… I hope that I can ask for… discretion?...” I only nodded “… Mr Mortworh asks you to visit him before the very challenge.”





	“What for?”





	“Pardon me sir, I am but a messenger.”




I looked at Jericho looking for approval.



	“Your decision kid.” Old man only waved his hand





	“Very well. He piqued my curiosity. I will listen what he want to tell.”





	“I am glad to hear that. Now, please, follow me.”




Why I decided to visit ol’ noble? Butler’s behaving. When he said [Young master] he almost frowned, yet he spoke pretty highly about the very head of the family.


We walked through the street till we reached a wealthy mansion. Quite few armored men were standing in the front polishing their weapons. As we approached they looked in our, pardon me, my direction. Few giggled, few chuckled, few only shook their head in disbelief.


Three of them approached me. Old man covered in scars and two much younger black haired twin.



	“You’re that kid that made so much fuss?” He title his head a little, came closer and put his hand on my shoulder, patting me twice.




He stood there for a movement, his gaze became absent, then he slapped himself twice and said to the butler



	“Jack, tell your boss that we are leaving today.” Twins looked upon old man surprised





	“As you wish, sir.”





	“Come on, lads! Old Mortworh is not the only man that can hire us!”




They left.


Heh. Strange.


We entered the mansion, there butler – Jack, directed guild leaders further into the mansion, and asked me to follow him on the higher floor. He knocked the door, opened it a little, put his head in the gap and said



	“Sir, Mister Zariel came.”





	“Good, let him in and leave us.”




Butler opened door wider letting me inside and then shut it behind me.


I came closer, to his desk, and not waiting for invitation I sat opposite him.



	“…So… You are the one that cursed my son…” He said after not so short silence





	“You really have to ask?”





	“May I simply ask, why?”





	“Does it matter?”





	“For father? Yes.”




He was… weird. He was far too calm



	“The curse wasn’t deadly at all. He, with all due respect, behaved as cunt. I merely taught him a lesson not to offend someone he does not know.”





	“Priest that healed him said something different. That curse was complex and serious.”





	“Because you paid him. When do you pay healer more? When you ask someone to treat finger cut or when he is told to reattach whole limb? Sir, my curses are at very best on novice level. I am pretty sure that they would disappear with time. All I wanted was to make him feel like shit for a day or two.”





	“So… you are trying to avoid battle?”




Oh, now I noticed how it sounded.



	“No. I will gladly wipe the floor with his body.”




For a moment he covered his face in palms and waited for a moment.



	“Do you know why I challenged you in the name of my son?”





	“… No. At least no longer. I was sure that you are going to find a loophole and cheat. But now…”





	“It’s hard to be father and head of noble house in same time. I had to chose how to raise my son… and I failed. I wanted him to be proud of what he is but…”





	“In the very end he is no one.”





	“Precisely.”





	“Yet I heard you were quite furious in the guild.”





	“I had to. Part of my family was attacked. I had to react to not make my family look any weaker than it already is. I made my son an adventurer, for I hoped that he would learn humility. That dealing with quests would forge his spirit. This is why I am asking you to… how you said that? Wipe the floor with his body? But. I have to warn you. It is not going to be easy. You said that I was going to cheat? Indeed kid, indeed.”





	“Enchanted weapons and potions?” I asked





	“I am not going to ruin your fun. Kid, you still cursed my son.”





	“Whatever. Let the deadly show begin.” I just shrugged my arms







Old man and his two apprentices-twins were leaving the town



	“Teacher, why are we leaving? That old fart offered lots of moneys. Such easy job is rare and…”





	“Easy coin? Kid, do you remember what I taught you? What is a very core of fighting? What is most vital in fighting?”




Answer was simple. He literally smacked that formula into their heads



	“Knowing yourself, and knowing the enemy. By comparing yourself to your foe you can pick best possible strategy of action, and avoid confrontation.”





	“Indeed. I am still alive because I have one particular skill. I can measure the power of those I approach. It’s gift from a goddess I got long ago. When I focus on someone… words… appear in my mind. Those words tell me what kind of threat someone is. It’s very plain, yet simple. Weak. Equal. Strong. Very Strong. Out of your league…”





	“…You are going to tell us that this kid was that strong?!”





	“[That strong]? No. I have managed to beat someone [out of my league] once, but I was fully prepared and I got few scars as memento… I have never measured human with such threat level.”





	“What did words said, master?”




Old man turned his head.



	“For the very first time it wasn’t single word or phrase. My head almost split in half, kids… but few words I managed to catch were… [Certain Death] and [Avoid at all cost], together with [Flee]. Kids, I could have saved our lives.”




            

    
        Chapter 161

    
    
    
    
                I have been passing corridors looping for some little noble to pulverize him into dirt. And since I had blessing of his dad to do so, it was no longer bullying but educating! I am almost a private tutor!


Aaaand I can already tell what kind of surprise Old Mortworh prepared for me. The mercenaries I saw in front of the mansion where now standing in hall leading to the place where guild masters should be waiting for me.



	“Hello gentlemen, somehow I doubt that you will just let me pass, do I?”





	“Indeed, dear sir, I am afraid that, as you can see, the dining hall is a bit overcrowded and thus we can’t allow anyone else pass.”




One of them said while bowing with courtesy.



	“oh my, oh my, and here I thought that I am a special guest everyone is waiting for…”





	“And I am sure that this is truth. Yet still, order is order.”





	“And what does this order say?”





	“Don’t let anyone pass. Fight for this till last of you is standing…”





	“My-my. So in the end I CAN get inside.”





	“Look, sir, we are here just to earn a coin. No one has to get hurt.”





	“… I don’t think that you believe in what you are saying.”




Still bowing mercenary smiled.



	“Indeed sir. No, sir.”




And he dashed forward. And by forward I mean at me. In half of the way a dagger appeared in his hand.



	“Think fast!’




He yelled trying to stab my neck. Two fast steps to the side. One hand used to change the trajectory of knife, to shake his posture, elbow strike in guts to deprive him air, change grip, twist his wrist. He dropped his dagger, I watched it fall to the ground yet I caught it and stabbed him in his thigh.


Everything lasted about 10 seconds. Man was screaming in pain on the floor.



	“Don’t act smart, it doesn’t suit you.” I looked around “One down, six more to go…. Are you coming? I don’t have whole day…”




Rest of mercenaries looked upon each other and then rushed at me. Levels 12-16. Pretty strong for humans. The problems is that being strong as human won’t be enough. Not against drugged me.





The dining hall, as the name suggest, was a fucking big hall that had one main purpose – having a dinner. It was big enough for over one hundred people to dance in the middle, around it the tabled were placed on which servants would put dishes. Good to be rich.


Yet this time it was bit different. Indeed quite few people were sitting around having some pleasant meals. In the middle the head of family was sitting on slightly better armchair, few other members of family, two guild leaders and two guests – young lady and her father.


And on the dancing floor only one person stood. Our beloved Christopher. Clothed in high quality reinforced leather armor, he was warming up performing swings and stabs with his extremely well balanced bastard sword. Enchanted, bastard sword. And poisoned, bastard sword.


One had to be said, he certainly know how to use his sword, profits of being taught by best instructor since he finished 9 years old.



	“Father, are you sure that he is about to come? That cowardly, backs-stabbing…”





	“I am sure.” Head of the house cut him in middle of his sentence.





	“I wouldn’t be surprised if he would simply turn his tail and run away after knowing who he is about to face…”





	“Christopher.”





	“Yes, father?”





	“If you have time to talk, use it warm yourself up properly. He is adventurer with higher rank. Don’t ignore anyone who managed to achieve more than yourself. Especially in front of your future wife.”




The young lady only averted her eyes.



	“I… I am sure that mister Christopher will perform greatly…”




Jericho that was drinking fine wine from fine chalice has choked with liquid.



	“Pardon me, my lady, but I doubt that.”





	“W... why is that so? Mr. Christopher is a wonderful fencer, and I heard that difference of one rank rarely means that skills of two different individuals are that much…”





	“My lady, again sorry for disturbing you, but this brat…” here he nodded toward Christopher “… Stand no chance. And I can BET that…”




Fat man elbowed Jericho



	“Whatever would happen, my lady, don’t make any bets with this man. Never. If he wins, you lose moneys, if you win, you win nothing, for his life in made 25% of misery, 25% of drinking poor booze, and 50% of money debts.”




Jericho offended wanted to say something in his defense, but in that moment someone knocked in the door to the dining hall… well, if by knocking you mean throwing someone inside, that is.


Door was slammed wide open my body throw inside. Man was heavily bruised and his shoulder was dislocated. And after him a cheerful young man stepped inside.



	“I see that you even cared for my warm up! So very kind of you!”




I walked further inside and stopped about ten meters from young noble. Then, with some hesitancy I asked.



	“After this comedy show is over, mind if I would dine with you? Pardon me, but I rarely see such delicacies in guild.”





	“After this would be over you won’t be able to sta…” Christopher started





	“I am… not… talking to you, fly. I gave you a lesson – do not offend those who are mightier than yourself. I allowed you to learn it in humility… but apparently you came for more.”





	“Mightier than myself? In that whole stinky guild there is none that…”





	“Can we stop it now?” once again I turned my gaze toward old Mortworh “… I will gladly tutor him once again.”





	“You can begin.” He nodded.




The servant stepped inside pulling cart covered with cotton.



	“You may pick the weapon of your liking, sir…”





	“I am fine the way I am.”





	“Sir, it is at least offending to not oppose your enemy unarmed.”





	“D’iabel… spear.”





	“I am blade of your will…” ring whispered





	“This is a weapon of my liking… what, surprised that not only you wiled magical weapon?” I asked in mocking tone




He only shifted his position and charge forward.



	“Welcome everyone in this sunny, beautiful day! We have completely clear sky, the nice breeze is blowing, meaning that his perfect way for some once sided battle! My name is Jeremy Jericho and together with my friend – Esteban Makoolch we will be commenting together duel. So, Esteban, as you know our fencer better, mind describing him a little to us?”




His swings were focused, his footing was nice and he greatly balanced his body putting just right amount of strength in each blow, so they weren’t either to weak – which would made them easily parried, nor to strong – so his whole posture wouldn’t be shook as he would be countered.



	“Well, he is young, so more or less agile, also somewhat skilled with sword. Normally I would tell that he can be very promising adventurer if not his attitude. Let’s just say that he is not fit into teamwork mission. Also he has tendency to underestimate his opponents and act without thinking. This is why he failed quite few important missions that better prepared newbie could handle. Mind telling speaking something about our spear wielder, Jericho? He is said to be your student!”





	“Indeed, my dear friend, indeed. This kid must be complete opposite of Christopher then. Easily offended, yet cold blooded. Someone you don’t want to offend. One – he has connection, two -… trust, you would prefer to deal with his friends more than with him. Despite being a mage, as you can see, he fits into every role that team would require. Front melee leader? Scout rogue? Trap rouge? Healer? Enchanter? Supporter? Magic damage leader? As it was already mentioned, he is rank C, but it’s only a matter of time he reach A and higher. This is why I claim that battle will be one sided.”




I tried annoying him by keeping my distance. I pierced aiming at his shoulder, but he moved bit to the side avoiding the attack and lunging trying to stab me in belly. I had to rise my spear using it as pole to push it away from me, but I used my position to twist my body while doing so and hitting him with open palm in solar plexus. He stumbled, took few steps back. I turned the spear around and hit him once again with dull end, forcing him on his bottom.



	“That what I was talking about! Young noble could have learn fencing for years, but he is lacking real life experience. He is focused on his sword too much! He forgets that his whole body is a weapon! Just look, Zariel used his hands when his weapon was locked. If he would use the end of spear with blade, the battle would be already over!”




Christopher jumped back on his feet and charged again. Piercing didn’t work so now he focused on slashing. From over his left arm toward his right side, turn his leading leg and slash back horizontally.


Each time I would either move aside, or block. I was teasing him, waiting for an opening. Of course I could trade blow, I could finish it with strike or two. But I wanted to show everyone, that he can’t even land a single blow. I wanted to make him tired, to gasp for air, to see as his confidence turn into anger, anger into passion, passion into disbelief and disbelief into resignation. I wanted him to surrender.



	“Why.. Won’t you… Fight?!” He yelled angrily between swings




Slashings are annoying, hard to counter without shield, other sword or heavy armor. So I waited for him to stab again.



	“I am avoiding your attack like elegant wind…” I giggled. He made an opening “…Yet time will come when I shall strike back as a raging… STORM!”




He stabbed, I changed my movement pattern, instead of running away, I stepped closer getting into blind spot of his blade. He couldn’t threaten me now with it in anyway.


Again I used my fists. Left hook into his face and fast punch into belly. As blow pushed him away, I grabbed him by part of his leather armor and pulled him back. I dropped on one of my knee putting my whole weight into strike. My elbow hit his thigh, I hit perfectly the muscle. It will hurt him for couple of day, but for next hour or so, he will really have some serious problems with walking.



	“I am as a coursing river…” I sang “With the force of a great typhoon! With the strength of a raging fire! And mysterious as the dark side of… THE MOOOON! Are you on your feet yet?”




I looked in his eyes as he was getting up, and I saw exactly what I wanted to see. Anger. Stage one completed. Entering stage two.



	“…You will pay me for this insolence…”





	“Insolence? You are weaker, slower, and trust me, you actually do have worse education than me. I am higher rank than you, I excel in magic and combat, and right now, I have twice knocked you down, while you didn’t even got closer to landing a hit on me. Kid. You are right. This very battle is insulting. I rarely enjoy tormenting helpless little creature… but I am merciful! I am generous! And so very handsome! This is why, in my endless love, I shall hit you and kick you over and over again till you learn your lesson! This is my gift to you! Aren’t you overjoyed?!... this is the moment then you attack me again and fail horribly.”




He raised his blade and charged while yelling



	“THAT’S THE SPIRIT!”




Phase two –I started actually fighting, just to let him gain some confidence. To let him think that I begin struggling! To pretend need a break to catch a breath…


I raised my spear as staff to block the strike, and I let him pushed me back. I started reacting slower, avoiding blade by inches, making someone from the audience gasp from time to time.


He saw that, he smiled widely and instantaneously his attack became faster and stronger. He wanted to finish me off. Poor bastard didn’t know that he only lose his stamina faster.



	“SWORD ARTS! MIGHTY SLASH!” he granted himself some space, changed his position and stood on his legs far from each other slashing vertically. The slash really had some serious strength behind it, for I felt a breeze made by sword.




But what shocked me, was that he didn’t perform this skill for purpose of damaging me, but to push me away from himself so he could get more space of performing another move. His eyes were burning with… passion. Stage two done.



	“SWORD ARTS! RAPID LUNGE!”




How do you think, what can skill called rapid lunge do? He jumped forward piercing the place I stood a split of second before. Did he… wait… did he just… he totally did…



	“SWORD ART! HEAVE…”





	“Did you just damage my coat? That’s it kid. Play time over.”




I punched him in the face before he could even finish yelling. I admit. I poured some mana into that strike. I felt his nose crack under my fist.


I pushed him away with dull end of spear… then I turned it back to the one with blade. I swept rapidly from sides to side, cutting his armor in few places. Then…



	“Spear arts… Heartseeker.”




First stab wasn’t even aimed at his chest, instead of this one of straps on his shoulder holding his armor broke. Another attack burrowed the tip of spear in his leg, depriving him of his movements, third strike one again landed on yet another strap. His armor fell on the floor.


Then I saw it. Disbelief.


Stab into arm, he dropped his blade. This battle was pretty much over, so I put D’iabel back to sleep.



	“We will finish it as commoners. As peasants that can’t even afford a blade. Fighting like lowers of the low, how do you feel about this?” I hit him one, twice… and again and again…




I pushed him on the column and start hitting his stomach. He has some muscle, but they weren’t enough to stop barrage of blows. At first he groaned few times, then he yelled. And then he didn’t even had strength to yell as he was fighting for air that I forced out from his body.


Focusing back on his face. One of his eye swelled.


When I got bored I moved behind him and locked his head in a grip slowly suffocating him.



	“Now… now… stop resisting. Now you’re going to sleep. Why do you fight with that? Don’t ya want this to be over? All this pain? Humiliation?”




He was giving up



	“It’s enough.” Old Mortworh said. Yet I was still holding my grip “…Please.”




Damn.


I released him and let his body hit the ground. He started gasping, almost devouring air.



	“… The part with dinner is still valid, is it?”




Head of family wanted to say something, but from behind my back I heard angry scream



	“SWORD ARTS! HEAVENLY SLASH!”




Somehow he managed to once again pick up the sword and charge at me



	“SEMI-SERIOUS PUNCH!” I yelled as instinct kicked in. and this time I actually packed the blow with far too much mana.




Blow after hitting the target even left bluish afterglow of magic, body flew good three meters before it landed on the ground. This time he didn’t stand up.


I turned once again to the old noble



	“What were we… ah. Dinner… Can I? pardon me, but sausage roll looks divine!”



            

    
        Chapter 162

    
    
    
    
                Food in adventure guild is decent. Tasty, with pretty low price, gives you strength before next mission. Something you miss while eating your packed food rations and makes you want to come back. But damn, nobles are certainly eating better! In guild, if chef decide to make a cooked pork, you are eating a fucking pork. Simply because there is nothing more. If all won’t be eaten in the first day, then you can be sure that in the very next day you will eat a bloody cooked pork too.


And here? Pork and beef and poultry meat and something that I would not even want to guess where it came from… reptile? Maybe? And wine and beer and liquor and whisky and… living the dream. Still, unlike certain dragon slayer, I decided to at least pretend to have some basic courtesy while eating.



	“You certainly did not hold back.” Head of family started the conversation





	“Actually… I did. I am sure that teacher Jericho mentioned it already, but I am mostly a mage. I could set an explosive rune on the floor and detonate it as he would be approaching. Sir, this wasn’t a duel. In duel one side has at least slightly chances of winning. “





	“Still you send my son back to the healers.”





	“Nothing permanently damaged. He has broken nose and maybe one or two ribs broken. Nothing that can’t be healed within a day by skilled medic.”





	“… I will honor our agreement, Esteban. I am going to sign my son out of guild… without withdrawing honorarium. Apparently you did all you could to taught my son a lesson, yet he simply proved to be far too stubborn.”




Fat man only bowed his head a little with gratitude



	“If that’s all you wanted to achieve… there are easier ways.”




The man turned his head back to me



	“I am all ears.”





	“Cut his spending to bare minimum and force him to work physically in town for a lowest salary. Make him unload cargo from merchant, work by building site… or as far as I know you have some business of your own? Let him work at lowest position for few month and each time some period would pass promote him. This way he will learn few things: way your business is working, what kind of problems your workers have, the value of work and coin… and what it really takes to be head of the family.”





	“It will humiliate him…”





	“More than getting bruised in front of his family? Being adventurer certainly can learn a thing or two, but you have to ask yourself: is your son going to earn a coin with a sword? Or with brain? Fencing may be important to defend your family honor, but if you want your family to have the very honor, first you have…what?”




I asked



	“Prospering family.” Old man nodded





	“Indeed. Which means – a coin.”





	“Mr. Zariel. It almost sounded as if you were talking of your own experience. Pardon me if I am prying too much, but did you belong to any family…” father of fiancée started





	“They are all dead.” I cut the conversation. Technically I wasn’t lying





	“I am sorry. I didn’t want to bring unpleasant memories.”




The dinner continued. We were all talking about neutral topic. As we were all finished, old Mortworh excused himself telling us that he will check his son’s condition and we are free to roam around his mansion. He suggested visiting his private garden. Who knows, maybe I will do so? Mostly to not offend the host?







Head of the house opened the door to private room of his son, where he was being healed by priest. Bruises covering his face were mostly gone, right now he was healing his nose to remove his breathing problems.



	“Leave us.” He started from very doorstep. Healer raised from his chair, bowed his head and left the room waiting right behind the door “How are you feeling?”





	“My body is more or less in one piece, but can’t say same thing about my dignity. I am sorry father. I failed to…”





	“You failed nothing. I did. I have raised you to believe wrong priorities.”





	“F..Father! What a silly things you are saying! As soon as I would get back in shape, I will train even harder and challenge him…”





	“No. You won’t. I have collected few information about him. The time may come when you could double your strength. But up to this time, his will quadruple. He is a monster on level of his own. Inspired warrior. For us, son, fighting is a tool. For him, it is life. I taught you to be proud of who you are, so you could protect the honor of family, but in same time I didn’t show you how to protect the family itself. Sometimes, on your path, you will encounter different people. Most of them shall be more or less meaningless. Someone you could consider hiring or ignoring. But then, there are people you should either make your friend, or avoid irritating. Few of them may be strong, few may be wise, and many may be unpredictable. It’s job of family’s head to know what kind of man you are opposing. I sign you out from the guild. From now onward you will work for me.”





	“But…”





	“One day, our family business will be yours. This is the best way for you to understand how we work for our living. I am not going to be forgiving. What do you say?”





	“… For my whole life I believed that your decisions were made to benefit our house in best possible way. You never made mistake. I am going to follow your advices believing that one day I will be man as great as you. If this is your will, I will comply… and I am sorry for not meeting your expectation… “





	“Rest for today. I believe that one day you will become greatest head that our family will ever have.”




Man raised from the chair and left the room.






The Garden of this family was really nice. This is how shrine of Aria should look in capital. Maybe later I would invest some coin for this particular project? At least that much I can do for someone that was protecting my ass when I was defenseless.


The garden had many wonderful plants, well kept shrubs, equally cut trees putting shadow over nicely made gazebos. In one of such gazebos a woman and her father were sitting, discussing something in quiet voice… Gentleman would never try eavesdrop on private conversation!...


… but since I don’t consider myself to be a gentleman, none should take offense, am I right?



	“… so that will be my future husband?”





	“Not quite your liking, is he?”





	“On one hand, he seem to be completely boring. On the other… it should make it easier to influence him. Think nothing about it, father. One has to put needs of family over needs of his own…”




So, another political marriage that was set by parent in order to achieve gains by both side?



	“If someone would ask me, I would tell that last sentence you said is a total and utter bullshit. But you are free to ignore me and my opinions. In the end I won’t be the one sleeping with you.”




I said biting into an apple



	“M…Mister Zariel! How long have you been here? It is very… rude, to sneak up to people having a conversation!” Father raised from his chair





	“This is why I let you know I am here as soon as I came bit closer, rest assured that I haven’t heard much, from the part when lady was dissatisfied with her next husband, and finally, I am not going to use this knowledge for any gains of my own. I am not interested in politics. Really, feel free to ignore me.”





	“…You may be saying so…”





	“If I was into politic, I would take a seat offered by Senate, if I was into moneys, I would become licensed alchemist, for such job was also offered to me. Honestly, I couldn’t care less about which family get what from marriage. I am leaving this city in couple of day and I doubt I would come back anytime soon. Yet I will allow myself to continue the thread that I started with… I hate people not following their desires. Is it really all you want to achieve?” I asked sitting in front of fiancée of Mortworh “… to get married, have couple of children, watch over a business, get into a party once a week, have conversation about boring topics with boring people on boring parties? Oh, those parties could be very exciting, if you are into gossips, that is… But now, as my curiosity has been piqued, mind telling me your desires?”




I rest my head over my hands joined together.



	“What do you find interesting? What you want to see? What do you want eat? What do you want to achieve? Are you into travel? Into religion? Into…”





	“I am studying books about technology, architecture and art. I am fascinated in the way ancients build their city. Aqueducts, public baths, system of providing water to the city, for example… You heard about it?” mockery appeared in her eyes.




Foolish girl



	“Once or twice. Recently I had a quest in old city of ancients, yet there their [Water bridges] were mostly destroyed. My honest though? Building such system over ground provide far too many problems. You simply have to waste too many resources for repairs that will be needed after exposing the structure on so many external factors. Wind, rain, differences of temperatures between day and night, summer and winter… There must be a book in capital library, if I am correct, I mean, come on! They have a book about everything there.”




It left her mouth shut.



	“If you want to live for your family, do it. But made it your own decision. The reasoning [I will do so, because family needs it] is sickening me.”





	“What would you do on my place then?!”





	“I would check my option, and pick the one that suits me best.”





	“Studies requires moneys.” She smiled “ Traveling to the capital, living there, access to the library, it all cost.”





	“Can you read? Can you count? Then you can be hired in every merchant guild. Adventurer guild also is an option.”





	“I have never had a weapon in my hands!”





	“Who is talking about fighting? Guild has also administration section. Selecting jobs, checking guild spending, spotting new possible quests…”





	“…My family wouldn’t like that..”





	“Oh, of course they wouldn’t! Picking such life usually means being disowned!” I chuckled “…You can’t have your ideal life! To gain one thing you always have to sacrifice the other! Of course that you can be part of family AND make your studies in same time. Of course then you won’t have any time left for sleeping. WHAT you treasure more? Family? Becoming great scientist? Pick and chose, sit and lose.”





	“Pardon me, Mr. Zariel… “ Father of young lady finally spoke his mind “…Are you trying to make my daughter abandon her poor old father?”




He was actually laughing.



	“I am never forcing my will on anyone. I am merely pointing out possibilities. I had no choice! Someone made me to do it! We are shifting the blame to others, we are looking for excuses. We ALWAYS have a choice, we merely don’t want to face consequences, thus we aren’t living our life fully. We are slowly starting to regret our decision of the past. Why am I teasing her? Why am I tempting her? To see what she will do. No more, no less. It’s just for sole purpose of entertainment.”





	“It’s just fun to you? My-my. Young Mortworh made himself an enemy of someone as bad as devil.”





	“Ah, stop it! You are flattering me! What will I do if I would blush in front of you? Now, pardon me, but I will take my leave. There are so many monster on this world, and so few adventurers. But, hey! That’s actually nice thing! It means that I will never run out of job and by running out of job, I mean running out of coin.”





	“Wait! Why did you chose being an adventurer? You are strong, you could easily make a career in military, and you have wide knowledge, you could become great scholar or researcher? Why are you diving into dark, dirty dungeons for handful of coins?”




I turned one last time



	“You want me to answer on such fundamental question in a moment? It’s impossible. Because village that you would save would treat you like a hero? Because you can made a difference for those people, when scientist and military wouldn’t? Because this is exciting, I hate being bored? Because I want to see the world with my own eyes, and not just read about it? For cheesecake would I would buy after getting back to the guild? Because I hate being manipulated and used on someone’s else plans? All of them… but mostly because of cheesecake.”




I turned around.


Ah, did I just plant a seed of doubt and hope in this little pure heart? Did I just break possible marriage? Did I sent daughter far away from home into unknown land? Who knows what threats can await for her? Would she be robbed by bandits or attacked by monster on her way to capital? Or maybe, if she would stay with her family she would sink into dissatisfaction, regretting of never choosing the other path?


It gets so lonely being evil… What I’d do to see a smile,
 Even for a little while,
 And no one loves you, when you’re evil…





I AM LYING THOUGH MY TEETH!

Your tears are all the company I need!

            

    
        Chapter 163

    
    
    
    
                I started the day with mocking dragoness, I kicked ass of some overconfident brat, I ate lots of really good food and put a young maiden into dilemma: to follow wishes of her family or to risk everything she has two fulfill her dreams! That is one GOOD day! I am living the dream! Can this day become any better?! It has to start raining with cakes in order to make it any bett…


By instinct I jumped to the side, for some projectile was launched in my direction. It fell perfectly on the spot where I was standing. After quick inspection I noticed, that it was a piece of strawberry cake.


… it’s raining cakes. I kneeled on the street.



	“Thank you, oh merciful goddesses, for fulfilling desires of this one, the unworthy. May your names be blessed and praised, you, who are feeding the poor and lost in the time of need…”





	“I WILL FUCKING SLAUGHTER YOU!” angered roar sounded from the guild.




I looked into direction of the voice, into open window, just to notice yet another portion of food being thrown through there. So, no miracle but furious adventurer? I knew that it couldn’t be this beautiful. Still, to defile a cake?! WHAT THIS PIECE OF STRAWBERY DREAM DID TO YOU, YOU BLOODY SAVAGE?! … the earth will be painted with your insides for this profanity.


I entered the inn section and walked directly and raging Gisele.



	“YOU!” she yelled pointing at me “… ME! QUEST! NOW!”




And she left furiously.


With curiosity I looked further inside into inn section.


…



….




………


Horror, horror. I have seen the heart of darkness, into abyss of madness I have sank by soul, for terror I witnessed shall forever and ever haunt me in my dreams.



	“Ok. What happened, and who is responsible? I am asking only to know how to deal with the situation” I asked the only one conscious adventurer.





	“She…” he only pointed with his head toward the body of panther girl, that someone put her into sleep. Violently “…she wouldn’t stop joking about Gisele. For over a hour she kept making new jokes. She didn’t stop when Gisele was all red on her face, nor when she begun exhaling steam, nor when she got bloodshot on her eyes…”




My-my.



	“And Gisele managed to take a quest and walk away?”





	“After smashing whole inn and biting crap of everyone… I… I survived only because I played dead! I HAVE LOOKED DEATH IN THE EYES!”




Poor bastard witnessed hell. PSD granted.



	“Everything was a weapon!” He kept mumbling to himself “… first sword, but when she wasn’t looking someone took it away from her, so she smashed the table and used it as shield and bat… but it’s cheap crap and broke easily… She used baguette as club… CARROT CAKE AS SHIELD! STRAWBERIES AS THROWING KNIFE! HAVE YOU EVER SEEN SOMEONE GETTING KNOCKED DOWN AFTER BEING HIT WITH WATERMELON IN THE FACE?!”





	“Shush now…” I put one of my hands on his shoulder and the other one on his head patting him gently “…It was just a bad dream. Just listen to yourself. Food as weapon? It was just a nightmare.”





	“W…was it?!”





	“Yes, rest now…”





	“But it was so real!”





	“Hush child. Hussssh. No more screams, just dreams…”




The pressure this man faced must have been colossal, for he really fell asleep. I turned around and ran after Giselle. Now I knew what I was about to oppose.



	“Gis…” I started with neutral tone





	“WHAT?”





	“… nothing. I… I am sorry.” I said with tone so dramatic, that I didn’t even know that I was capable of such thing “I think it’s all my fault.”





	“BECAUSE IT WAS!”





	“I… I just wanted… No, forget it.”





	“You wanted to laugh at me, did ya?! Well, ya did well!”





	“It’s not like that… I.. just for a moment wanted to at least pretend… That someone like me could… no. You are right. I am sorry.”




I said while lowering my head, yet checking on her reaction.



	“…Could what?” her tone was a little less angry then before





	“Nothing. Once again sorry… <sniff> for forcing my selfish needs. I just wanted to pretend… even if only for a moment, that someone could actually… like me… or, just more than like? I knew, stupid, right? Who sane would even consider treating me as…” I slapped myself twice in a cheeks “What were we talking right now? A-ha! That’s right! Quest! I don’t even know what are we about to do! Hahahaha!”




Did she take a bait? Hard to say as for couple next minute I have to look away, keep smiling when she would be looking at me and then, as she would avert her gaze and think that I don’t know that she is looking at me, lower my head at force my tears back.


You won’t someone to stop being angry? Just push him into feeling guilty! Well, at least works for me.



	“R…right! To be honest, I have no idea… I just took the quest without looking so…”




She brought the piece of paper to her eyes.



	“Oh my…”





	“What is it?” I said trying to look over her shoulder on the request. It was hard task, for her shoulder was more or less on my eye level “…Oh my…”





	Your party have picked [Investigation of the Mausoleum] quest
	Job Rank:	A+
	Job Description:	Few people have recently vanished from town. It started with beggars and hooker, yet last time even merchant daughter could have been kidnapped.

Trail led to the old Mausoleum, South-West from town, group of city guard that went inside to look for missing never came back.

In addition a weird noises could heard from inside at night

	Reward	Depending on outcome of investigation;

No less than 00g80s00c per party member

	Job Giver	Agrah Major






	“Did you just… pick the most difficult quest from the board? Look here, small print – we suggest a whole party made of A rank adventurers…. You, me… would be nice to have two, or three more people… maybe ask Nyx and twins…”





	“…I am not going back!”





	“But…”





	“No! Period!”





	“What with preparations?!”





	“Equipment and food supplies are here!” he shook her bag “… Are you coming?! No, wait, why am I even asking you? You are coming!”




… negotiations failed.



	“Do you even know what can we face?”





	“Mausoleum, so probably undeads…”





	“Gis, undeads living in such places wouldn’t kidnap people from the town, so it is either higher undead, lich… or even a vampire… or a necromancer! Eventually some intelligent predator made himself a nest there, used to attack city at night but recently he became arrogant… or was fed up feasting on dirty homeless… We should talk with guards patrolling the slums, with friends and families of victims…”





	“And why is that so!? How chit chat would help us?!”





	“FOR FUCK SAKE! GISELE! Ask guards if they saw or smelled something strange or felt differently, shape and smell could tell us what kind of monster it is, if they felt weaker, they could have been under effect of charm! That would mean that beast can use magic!”





	“… and friends with family?”





	“To ask if victims were similar! If they were same gender, age or look the same, it means that monster has preferences, if not, it could mean that it is necromancer! For him corpse is a corpse! Gisele! I beg up!”





	“… Fine! But we will move out today!’




So we went toward guards barrack first. The officer in charge was glad hearing that someone will check what happened with his men, and eventually avenge them. He quickly checked on plan the names of guards which were patrolling routes around places of living of the victims. We have been asking same questions over and over again.



	“The night when disappearing begun? No, I am sorry, I didn’t notice anything special. It was exactly as boring as usual, trust me, those night are all the same so I would notice if anything would change…” man with huge mustache said.





	“Same with me…” the bald man followed “… The only thing that scared the shit out of me was that scratching sound…”





	“Can you tell us more about this?” I almost raised from my sitting.





	“No, it was probably nothing. Just some cat on the roof, it simply moved suddenly and caught me off guard…”





	“Wait… As you mention it now… there was a night when I heard something similar. I went to investigate it, but all I saw were scratching marks on the wall of one of the building. Long, but shallow, cat falling from the roof could made them…”





	“As soon as we would finish talking with the other, would you mind showing us those scratching?”




We quickly finished asking over 20 guards. And yes, six of them heard same scratching noises, and one told us that he saw [something] moving from shadow from shadow, but as it was moving on all four he simply thought it was some stray dog.


We moved to the slums, we were moving past beggars crowded around fireplace, they were seriously frightened.



	“When attacks took place?”





	“What exactly do you want to know?”





	“Frequency. Maybe like, every few nights? One of moons were full? Or maybe night was completely dark?”





	“Is that so important?”





	“… Will someone, one day, stop asking me about every detail?” I massaged my temple “.. Yes. If attacks are periodical, it means that we are faceing the monster with feasting habits. One night it could kidnap its target, in second it could eat his prey and feel no hunger for next day, just to attack again at day fourth… then, there are creatures that are more active during completely dark nights. If attacks happens when at least one of the moons was full, we may be dealing with werewolf, some more questions?”





	“N…No sir, I doubt it, the last victim, was attacked two days ago, then beggar were attacked four, twelve and fourteen and sixteen day ago…”





	“So it has regular habits…”





	“H…How?”





	“It started attacking beggars, did it? Those are people that no one cares about. You certainly wouldn’t notice every single one of them vanish. It may be attacking every two nights…”





	“S..sir, we are here, those are scratching I was talking about.”




Indeed, wall had long, yet very shallow scratches. If we weren’t looking for something that is killing people, I would also though that it was either a cat, or some drunk guy was checking if his knife is sharp.



	“You checked roofs?” the men denied with their head “…Gis, mind giving me a lift? I will check if there is something…” I couldn’t even finish sentence before I was grabbed and almost throw on the roof four meters above the ground “…THANKS!... oh my…”





	“Is there something there?” Gisele asked from below





	“Yes.”





	“What is it?”





	“Scratching marks. They are everywhere. Like, every-fucking-where. Not only on this house. Half of the roofs are having them… Also… Blood?”




I kneeled over red stain. Yes, it is pretty old and with wind blowing hard over the roofs more of the smell was neutralized.


Blood is spattered, so the blow that made the victim bleed was strong and tore the skin, it is possible that after that the body was carried, for if the blood was formed in a pool, it would mean the he got stabbed and left in place for some time.


I jumped off the building.



	“Ok, now we are going to talk with people that knew the victim, you know where we can find them?”





	“Officer told us, that he would call them to the barracks, so as soon as you would finish investigation you could talk with them in same place. That way he will save your time…”




Indeed quite few people were sitting inside one of the office, few were looking blankly into the wall, few were sobbing every once in a while, and merchant was walking furiously around the table. When we entered the room he almost stormed us.



	“Did you find anything? Did you find my daughter?! Why are you slack…”




A slap in the face calmed him down. It was officer that put him back in place



	“I allowed myself to already ask them. There indeed are similarities. All were woman, no younger than 15 and no older than 25. Similar height and posture, yet different eye and hair color.”




…



	“Fuck.”





	“What’s the matter?”





	“… it brings us nowhere. The creature is moving at night jumping from roof to roof. It has claws and possibly moves on all four. Violent, may kill at spot and then carry the bodies to lair… but on the other hand it is intelligent enough to avoid city guards. Normally I would say it’s a werewolf, new one, the one that is still resisting the curse and have rest of sanity after transformation… But it is attacking not only while full moons, and is hunting for specific targets, so a vampire, but then… why claws?! And why running over roof and hiding if he could turn into animal or mist, or hypnotize a victim AND guards. Do you have some library here? Or book store with bestiaries? Because I, myself, have never heard about something like that…”





	“We have no time for that.” Gisele disturbed me





	“Why is that so? Gisele, we have no idea what are we dealing with! And we are about to enter its lair!”





	“But you said, that creature may be attacking every two days, last attack was two days ago.”




… holy fuck.



	“If we won’t move now there will be another victim…”




I looked around,



	“Gisele, officer, my I ask you on the side?” we stepped away from the group of family and friends of the victims “… Gisele, if someone would ask me, I would wait.”





	“… what about a woman that will get killed?”





	“I don’t give a damn. Yes, that’s right. People are being killed by monsters every day, yes, someone may die today, but if we would head out now, we will die. And then yet another woman will die in two days, and after four another one. And after six another…”





	“This is what you will tell to husband of next woman? You will tell the orphan that her mother died because you needed to read a fucking book?!”





	“We have no time for those quarrels! Gisele! Preparation is everything! What will you take? A sword? What if the creature has thick skin?! Hammer?! What if it is swift and agile?”





	“Twin axes sound like nice compromise!”




Are you fucking serious?!



	“Great, what kind of axe will you take? Silver for vampire? Silver is fragile! If it won’t be a vampire you will destroy your weapon on its skin!”





	“THAN I HAVE FIST COVERED IN SCALES! I WILL PUNCH HIM INTO THE DIRT!”





	“WHY ARE YOU SO FUCKING STUBBORN!”





	“… I never had a family… a true one. Yes, I have Jericho, and I have friends from guild. But I will never forget the face of woman when I brought her son back home. I have never seen anyone cry from joy as much as that woman. And I also know how much one can cry after knowing that he will never see the one he loves again. And I won’t be able to handle witnessing this suffering again. Zari. I am going in there. And I will kill whatever it is. And if I had to, I will collapse the whole building over head of mine and that creature, to stop it for good.”





	“You… dense… idiot…” how can one be so stupid?! “… at least ask someone from guild to aid us.”





	“Guild is at opposite side of town, and dusk will fall soon. We won’t reach the mausoleum before the creature would leave foe a hunt if we would turn now. We have to move. Right now.”




This woman is insane!


I took her face between my palms and brought her closer to myself



	“Don’t you even dare to die, or I will learn necromancy and resurrect you, just to kill you myself!”





	“I knew that I can count on you…” she smiled.




After this all is over, I will tell everything to Jericho. Every-fucking-thing! I know that he will punish me too for letting her go, but there is one thing I know for sure. She will get smacked far worse then myself.

            

    
        Chapter 164

    
    
    
    
                What if it is some kind of undead? We should have taken some scrolls with holy magic… but what if it is some cursed creature? I should have taken some binding scrolls, for my nature magic will be far less effective in mausoleum. Simply – no place to grow plants! What if it’s some monster?! Big and strong? Small and agile? Can it fly? Can it dig underground? How good can it see in the dark? Or maybe it’s not using eyes at all! I should have taken potions. I definitely should have taken potions, if not myself than for Gisele…



	“You seem to be worried…” Dragoness pointed out





	“Really? What a coincidence… maybe because I AM FUCKING WORIED! It killed a whole fucking squad of city guards!”





	“Don’t compare some lazy guards to top level adventurers like us!” she tried to comfort me, on one hand it was sweet of her. On the other…





	“You forget that they probably were used to fight alongside each other and they were prepared to encounter…. Something. It didn’t take them by surprise. On equal ground it tore killed group o eight heavily armored fighters.”





	“You are exaggerating…”





	“No, you are not treating things seriously!”





	“Why are you such a pessimist!?”





	“It’s better to assume worst. In best case scenario, you will encounter what you thought that you would encounter, in best case scenario, you will be happily surprised…. How are YOU not worried at all!?”





	“It’s because you are with me!” she said with confidence




… fuck. She said that on purpose! Now I can’t complain! AND I LOVE COMPLAING! SHE COMPLETELY CUT ME OFF!



	“Tsh.”





	“We should reach it in an hour, use this time to think about some strategy… or something. I leave thinking to you!” she chuckled after hearing my reaction





	“Sure, and what you would do?”





	“Me? What me like! Me smash!”





	“I am glad I have my eyes back. Now I can roll them all I want.”




Another giggle escaped escaped her mouth. Thinking about strategy? Without reconnaissance? Without not having any knowledge about enemy?! Gisele! It’s bloody logical process, not magic nor miracle making!


Whatever. Telling her this is pointless. She already set her mind. She will walk in there no matter what…. So, Mausoleum?


Either undead or scavenger type of monsters. Ogr-kin is out of question. Big one have terrible vision in the dark, small one wouldn’t get on roofs.


Ghouls? Yes…. Ghouls are quite fast, they move on all four, strong and definitely would leave such scratching.


But they are simply stronger and faster zombies. Definitely wouldn’t be sane enough to attack specific targets, they are moving in groups so would be noticed and they wouldn’t be any threat for heavily armored guards. Not in mausoleum – not enough space for monsters to maneuver. Halberds and tower shield would be ultimately effective.


FUCK! I have literally no idea. We don’t even have Loki to let him go first! As a rogue he could check safety of every next chamber, and if he would fail – nothing wasted! His screams would provide just enough data!


We reached our destination. Entrance to the mausoleum was barely seen from outside, it was more a small pit in the ground with stairs leading to actual tomb. Actually, great idea. It’s harder to be noticed, especially in then night, so potential grave robber could never find this place, also under ground the temperature was lower, reducing probability of plague spreading and…


DAMN! I HAVE NO TIME TO ADMIRE ARCHITECTURAL SOLUTIONS FOR CORPSE STORAGE SYSTEM!



	“So, such a smart individual as yourself should already have prepared at least dozens of plans, did ya? If not I will simply walk inside…”





	“SHUT YOUR TRAP! Lemme think… sense of smell will be useless. Dead bodies will mask every different scent, hearing may be tricky, in such corridors sound can travel quite the distance, which is good, but it may make an echo, which is bad… Eyes adapted to the dark… Ok. I got it.”




	Shifting in process
	Avatar chosen: ...
	Bonuses will be added 
	Reflex	+ 10
	Dexterity	+ 15
	Endurance	+ 5
	Skills	Night Vision [Passive] [Level 4]

Echolocation [Passive] [Level 2]

Tail Whip [Active] [Level 5]

Scale armor [Passive] [Level 3]

Stealth [Passive] [Level 1]







My body got slightly smaller as I quickly designed myself a new form. My spine cracked loudly as I was partly forced to move on all four, my nail turned into short claws, body got covered in thin, elastic scales, huge bat ears sprouted from my head together with short, curved horn.



	“The hell did you just turn yourself into?”





	“No idea. Probably some oversized gecko… why are you asking? Are you attracted to those scales? I am more into your liking? Hm? Should I start waving my tail in mating dance?”





	“Ew.”




… [Ew]. That’s really all you have to say?!



	“Watashi no kokoro… Watashi no tamashi…” I yelled putting my head on my chest





	“Stop speaking nonsense. All you all right?”





	“Don’t mind me. I am always making stupid joke when I am stressed. OK. Follow me. And try not yelling. My hearing is bit oversensitive now.”




And I walked inside. Cold, smelly, quiet and dark. Your average tomb. I have been looking over walls and ceiling, checking if some creature wasn’t creeping there to jump on our heads.

We moved slowly, carefully. The scheme of this place was pretty simple, at least for now, one main corridor, pretty much empty, and every few dozen meters two doors in front of each other were placed leading to separate chambers in which dead were resting.


We had to investigate every single one of them as we didn’t want to be attacked from the back. But mausoleum was as dead quiet as its… locators? Wait. That’s what is wrong here!


	“Noticed something?” I asked dragoness





	“No. And that’s frightening me.”





	“Look at coffins and bodies.”





	“They are… very damaged.”





	“And most of them are gone. More than half of the bodies are missing, and those which stayed have clearly visible bite marks. Thos are mostly damaged skeletons. Where are fresh bodies? Where are bodies from empty coffins?”





	“Eaten? Monster could ate all corpses from mausoleum and then started attacking town as there was no more food here.”





	“No. Why would it take some bodies with itself? Why not leave skeletons?”





	“… there are creatures that use bones to build their lairs. To make primitive bone totems to mark their territory… I am not sure, you are here to do the thinking!” Gisele became slightly irritated





	“If it would mark its territory it would place markings on the very entrance. Plus the number of missing bones would be sufficient to build a whole bloody town! Ok, I exaggerated now…”




And then I heard something. Something like combined moan and yell



	“I think we should simply…”





	“Shush now!”





	“HEY! IT’S not very…”





	“SHUSH I SAID!”




Irritated I put my ear to the ground. We shouldn’t be yelling! The creature also can have great hearing. Then we would inform it that we a re coming.



	“I heard something. Below us.”





	“Zari. There is nothing below us. I talked with guard officer. Mausoleum has only one floor.”





	“…Let’s investigate rest of the tomb for now. We have to eventually stumble on rest of the skeletons…”




… I shouldn’t have said that. I should have NOT said that. One of the bodies moved.



	Lesser Skeleton [Undead]
	Level	4
	Hp	[40/40]
	Sp	[Na]
	Skills	Stabbing damage resistance [Passive]Dark magic resistance [Passive]
Strike [Active] [Level 2]Bite [Active] [Level 3]
Death regeneration [Passive]
Death Mark Spreader [Passive]
	Almost lowest within hierarchy of undead. Medicorate speed with almost not existing strenth.Backbone of undeadarmy and canonfood. Can be ovewhelming in big numbers.
Still, everyone it kill shall become undead too and can recnstuct itself if given enought time.






	“YOU SCARED ME YOU BASTARD!”




I hit the skeleton which flew toward the wall and crumbled. In same time few more of them got up cracking loudly.


Still, they proved almost no challenge. Gisele quickly did most of the job blowing them apart in few powerful swings, then she kicked bones in different direction on the floor. The greater is the distance between bones, the harder it will be for them to reattach themselves.



	“So… undeads… something isn’t right.” I mumbled to myself





	“Indeed. Such low rank creature couldn’t kidnap those women… unless they are controlled…”





	“No, not even then. They are not capable to perform such complex tasks without constant supervision. Only general tasks, like: march and kill. On keep doing. But the further from task giver they move, and the harder is the task… let’s just say that they would simplify commands. If they were told to bring someone back to mausoleum, and kidnapped would cooperate, they would kill it and get back. And you ever saw skeleton getting on the roofs?”





	“I know it! I merely pointed out that if they are being controlled, necromancer could made more… intelligent… creation.”





	“More intelligent? Undead? Death Knights and Liches aren’t walking over the roofs!”





	“Ghouls?”





	“Have been thinking about them. No. Despite being physically capable of such thing… their intelligence is closer to the skeletons.”





	“Then I have an idea what to do!” Dragoness yelled





	“I am all ears.”





	“Let’s find something more intelligent than skeletons, beat the crap out of it, ask question, and beat it even more!”





	“…”




… This woman…



	“No objections? GREAT! Let’s go then!” and she left the chamber,





	“The hell are you going? Just let me lead! I am seeing and hearing better than you d… Gisele. Come back.”





	“Oh come on! Just..”





	“Back I said.”





	“What’s wrong! We have to keep mo..”





	“Use your brain. How many chambers we entered?”





	“Quite few. Didn’t count.”





	“In how many were we attacked?”





	“Only in this one.”





	“In which chamber I heard weird noises?”





	“… in this one?”





	“Then! Your conclusion!”





	“This is… special chamber?”





	“Bingo. Keep looking.”





	“For what?”





	“A switch. Lose brick. Hidden door. I wouldn’t be surprised if more wealthy inhabitant of the city would prefer to be buried further from commoners. And to protect their wealth from possible robbers.”




And we started looking. Chamber was pretty big. In walls [beds] have been carved on which bodies were placed, but as everywhere on the world, people used to be more or less rich. Few of them had their very own coffins, few made of wood and few made of stone with heavy plates that supposed to cover the bodies, now laying aside.


There was also one open wooden coffin placed upright on the wall. I tired moving it to the side, but it didn’t move an inch, as if nailed to the very chamber.



	“I think I found something..” Gisele said something from opposite side of the room





	“So do I. What do you have?”





	“An urn. But this one looks far more valuable and has something written on it…”





	“… fell free to read it for me” I urged her to share her knowledge with me





	“Weep not after me, my dearest child, I am already there, where my brothers are piled,
 One day we shall met, yet this is not this day, For with the dead can talk, only the one who is dead,
 To see my face my dearest child, rest long by my side, Say goodbye to your life, from your loved face your hide,
 The death shall embrace you, and bring you to me,
 So you can see the time, that so rapidly flee.




… forget it. Just some rich asshole just wanted a bloody poem.”



	“…or not. To see my face rest long by my side… Isn’t that some kind of clue?”




I once again stepped to the coffin placed on the wall… and walk into it



	“Rest long by my side… Say goodbye to your life and… hide from you loved….” I grabbed the lid of the coffin that was swinging on hinges and shut it from inside.




In complete darkness the green words appeared on the inside of lid, more or less on eye level.


[Death is loving mistress. When you embrace her, she embrace you back]


… how pathetic. Someone who is making such silly word-games can’t be world class poet. Tsh. Shutting yourself in coffin as embracing the death. Truly pathe…


In that moment fall-trap-door opened behind me and I fell down, right on pile of bones.


CRAP! Someone’s tibia bone sting my back. I massaged hurting place. Then I heard a clicking sound from above. Apparently Gisele entered coffin too.


… Wait, that mean that…


I tired rolling to the side, but it was already too late. SOMETHING fell down on me pushing me even further into pile of bones.



	“Oh. Soft landing. I thought it would be worse…”





	“Yu r sithin on mh!”




I mumbled from below



	“huh?”





	“YOU ARE SITTING ON ME! UP! NOW!”





	“Upsie! Sorry! Here, grab my hand!”




At least she was decent enough to help me rise.



	“You were right.”





	“Of course I was. Only two things are sure and never ending in this life of ours. Death and human’s arrogance. Well, I am not sure if first one is never ending… You could think that at least in death they shall be equal, but no! My grave must be bigger than your grave! My grave must be more shinny than your! My must be better protected and hidden. Humans…”





	“So… what now? We had no map of this place…”





	“Maybe, but we now one more thing about our opponent. He is fully intelligent. I simply can’t imagine ghoul that every two night is walking into a coffin and wait for trap doors to do the trick… Also… Gisele…”





	“Yes?”





	“I think we found city guards.”




I pointed with head in the direction of better equipped walking corpses. Full armored walking corpses. Their dead eyes were focused and because their bodies were in very good condition, they had almost no troubles with walking.


Also because of either higher tier necromancy or memory of their previous lives, they were holding a formation.


Unlike other undeads, they didn’t rush ay us from very stat. They simply stood there, protecting corridor leading deeper into mausoleum.



	“Ok, let’s do th…” Gisele started.





	“Wait. I have better idea…” I smiled




It was more than obvious that if provoked they will attack. Still, they waited for us to either get closer or to perform an act of aggression. We had initiative. If we have to attack, why not to take down as many of them with one blow as possible?


I snapped my fingers making a lone flame start dancing on my finger.

            

    
        Chapter 165

    
    
    
    
                
	Tomb Templar [Undead]
	Level	12
	Hp	[210/220]
	Sp	[Na]
	Skills	Stabbing damage resistance [Passive]

Dark magic resistance [Passive]

Spear mastery - Apprentice [Passive] [Level 12]

Death regeneration [Passive]

Death Mark Spreader [Passive]

	That's what happens when somewhat skilled fighter is turned into undead OR you let average Skeleton rank up.

These creatures posses ability to actually cooperate their movements, also skills they learn during their life isn't completely rusty either.

Oh, one more thing. They usually protect SOMETHING. Maybe a treasure? Maybe monstrosity even worse then they?






The flame was dancing in my palms, getting denser and warmer. First it was spinning slowly, yet as time was passing, it was accelerating, making you got dizzy from mere looking on it. If I know anything about undeads, it is that they are not big fans of fire.


I throw the spell aiming between them. The idea was for the exploding bolt to get in their formation and break it, damaging and possibly knocking off. But creatures reacted. As if they were one soul in many bodies they moved together forming a wall of shield in front and above them. Spell hit one of tower shield and exploded. Fire bended its target passing the guard and raining one of zombie like creatures with fire. Rest of the shield forming a wall simply let the shock wave to disperse, dealing almost no damage to rest of enemies.


Only one fell dead… or dead again, as he was the one who took whole spell on himself. It almost looked as if they knew how the spell works and one of them offered his life to reduce possible causalities! Was it conscious decision? Or more like instinct? Both possibilities are equally terrifying!



	“Didn’t go as ya planned, huh?” Gisele said from behind me “… No problem for me. Mind trying my plan?”





	“Just say it!” I yelled as undeads were no longer just staying in the corridors, but moved in our direction.





	“Old fashioned way!” she chuckled pulling her spare sword from sheath “…Just, keep them from surrounding me, key?”




She is insane. No, not because she is about to charge into group of heavily armored zombies. I am pretty sure that one of us is more than enough to deal with them. Because about hour ago she was all panicked and forced me to raid this tomb without preparation to [save yet another woman]. And now? If I would ask her about that she would answer [what woman?]! She completely lose herself in desire to battle!


She charged in wielding two bastard swords, with her whole body low on legs she dodged two simultaneous attacks, and started dancing yet again. Two fast strikes into one of shield forced the creature back, she turn around and repeated it on another target, she took two steps back avoiding yet another strike just pierce in counter.


The creature got hit – stabbed into arm wielding weapon, but undead couldn’t care less about such wound. This strike didn’t even lower its fighting potential. I joined in.


Turning D’iabel into scimitar with serrate edge I took position behind one of zombies that was about to attack Gisele’s side. She saw him, she could react, but noticing me she focused more on rest of enemies. Creature was about to pierce her side, but my blade found a spot in his armor’s plate, burrowing inside of his flesh. In next move I put my whole body weight and start moving blade inside him, trying to cut through bones and muscles. Sword met spine, I pulled the blade back letting the jagged edge do most of the work, slashing spine in half.


Creature feel dead once more. Two down. Six more to g…


Gisele, as she got some space and found herself in one on one situation with another guardian, begun to smash the shield in thunder of blow. It wasn’t any fighting style, it wasn’t’ any particular skill, for now her arms turned into mill, she was simply raising her blade above her head and letting it down on tomb guardian, as her first blade was down, her second arm was about to strike in same manner.


Strike after strike was pushing creature deeper into corridor, separating it further from its allies. Also, each strike made its shield bit [smaller], as wooden and metal parts were send flying. Finally, it gave up breaking in two pieces. Dragoness wasted no time, she shortened the distance, and pierced zombie’s left side with blade she held in her left hand, she did same with her second sword. Her blades were burrowed in flesh of creatures making [X] sign with her crossed arms. And then she cut the creature into two separate parts.


But, doing so she showed her backs. I charged into corridor after her to get the creature that was following her. As result, I was the one that ended surrounded. I threw D’iabelt into approaching guardian, mostly to get some space. Then I started charging my fist with mana. I needed five seconds.


One. Mana started focusing in my heart. The zombie that got pierced with scimitar pulled it off his guts and throw it to the side. Sword turned back into ring.


Two. I felt as mana, just like electric impulse, left my heart and started traveling to my shoulder via mana veins. Gisele dashed back in to aid me, she jumped in the air flying over my head and landing on one of the undeads, focusing their attention on herself.


Three. Tingling sensation was traveling through my arm. Gisele was slowly letting her enemies push her back, not, she was not overwhelmed in any way. She simply knew that my spell needs only little bit more time to be ready, and then she would have to leave from spell line.


Four. Gisele looked back. I only nodded as answer for the question that she never asked. She jumped back in a second.


Five.


I drop on my knee hitting ground with my fist. Shock wave spread in cone-like pattern. These undeads may be resistant against all kind of physical damage thanks to their race and armor, but as they lost their footing, this armor is their doom. Oh, they could get up. I am pretty sure that it would take them about five seconds. But they didn’t had those five seconds, as me and Gisele rushed right away cutting their head offs, when one of them was about to rise, one kick in a chest was forcing them back on the ground.



	You have slain [Tomb Templar] x3
	You have obtained	117 exp






	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Tomb Templar] x5
	You have obtained	130 exp






	“You alright?” I asked panting a little





	“Yeah. Sorry, got carried away a little bit.”





	“A little?”





	“Yeah. Last time we were dealing with undeads I activated a trap which transported me fifty floors up the dungeon. Bad memories.”




… if you won’t die in next room, I will probably murder you myself!



	“Kay! Let’s keep moving!” she chirped “Further, further! Oh, forgot, lady first…” Gisele bowed with courtesy letting me first.





	“… the day will come when I would lose my shit.”




The corridor that zombies were guarding was pretty long and was leading deeper under ground. It was getting colder, up to the point when each breath we made created mist.


And then I heard it. Someone cursed vulgarly. And he kept swearing. Wo-ho. That’s creative one… You gonna put it WHERE? Jesus Christ… B…but human’s body doesn’t rotate this way…


If I would heard such things in a city, I would assume that inn for sailors is somewhere around… Wait, they started opening inns for sailors in mausoleums?



	“We are getting closer. I am pretty sure that our [opponent] will be a human… With quite nice vocabulary.”




Dragoness only nodded, and started walking soundlessly, carefully placing her feet… trying her best to move as sneaky as possible… OK. She was trying to be less clumsy than usually. Aaaand she failed horribly.


We looked from behind a corner. It was a huge room, it must have been deepest part of mausoleums where wealthiest were sleeping their eternal dream. Or at least it used to be this room role, for now most coffins instead of being laid nicely one near another were pushed near the wall, as garbage, to make room for laboratory equipment. Huge table in the middle, glass vials, pots, some makeshift bed and lots of notes. Like, really lots of notes.



	“You fucking piece of shit! Why aren’t you moving! Did your uselessness from the time you were alive somehow passed into your corpse!” man around his 40-ties was yelling at clumsily moving corpse. It once again failed to get up from the coffin.





	“Another failure…” man said in almost crying voice. He snapped his fingers and monstrosity was set on fire “… Ah, you are already here? Don’t be shy! Come on! Come on! Sorry for this little mess with guardians! I just wanted to test you a little!”




What else could we do? We weren’t exactly quiet in our actions.



	“Oh! Please! Tell your woman to put her sword back to the sheath, I know that those zombies in the hall could caught you off guard… Still, you came earlier than I was told… Good… good. Come on! COME ON! I will show you what I am working on…”




… He clearly mistake me for someone. I came closer, as I was passing by Gisele, which was bit dumbfounded, I smack her in the ass with my palm and said through my teeth in, as if angered



	“Didn’t ya hear? Put. It. Back. We are with FRIENDS now. I am sorry for her behaving. It’s hard to find a good slave nowday.” I appraised man quickly. “So… mister Godric. Mind enlightening me a little? I was told only to be as helpful as possible… without any details.”





	“… Really? It’s bit weird. Loge usually is precise in their orders… Whatever. You found this place, you certainly have Chaos affinity and you know my name. Well, in our little society I am know as quite splendid necromancer… Oh, to defeat death! That’s what I desire… Of course, it is not hard at all, becoming a lich, that is. The problem is, I am not satisfied with this form, I am looking for something with bit more… flesh. A vampire to be precise. I already started my researches and, to be honest, they are doing just great! I started with finding a fresh corpse, turn it into ghoul, modified it, let it feast, and eventually promote it into alghoul… nothing spectacular, right? Here is where the fun part starts. Soon mausoleum started lacking corpses – food for my little experiment, so I let it feast in city… AND HERE IS A REVOLUTION IN NECROMANCY! I have treating him with different spells, and then it changed! I pushed a creature over alghoul level! Let me present you, my finest creation… Come, my children, don’t be shy…”




He looked to the ceiling. I followed his gaze, and my blood froze


Directly above a creature, that I have never seen in my life, was standing on rafters. I didn’t sense him! And he was like three meter above me! DIRECTLY ABOVE ME! With his eyes filled with  hunger and sorrow pointed in me.


It jumped down making small mess with notes.


Big, it would have about 1.9 meter if it would stand upright, but it was supporting its body on all four, probably it could walk in bipedal manner, bit like ape. Reddened body, most of it was completely bald, except for head, which was… haired? Furred? Just what the hell was that? Lower fangs were too big and didn’t fit in its mouth, making him resemble in this part an orc. Hands (because these were definitely hands, and not paws) and feet were armored with long and sharp claws.



	“I am pretty sure, that this is a missing link between zombies and vampires. He is… maybe not intelligent, but shown a signs of understanding. For example: zombies, ghouls and alghouls are mindless beasts. You tell them: go eat, and they will eat everything. Man and woman, old and young, they will eat the flesh, suck the blood and smash the bones just to get to the marrow! And he… he picks his preys! He prefers young woman! He never, literally never brought a male, nor children, nor elder. I saw him hunting, he doesn’t jump on victim and make a bloody mess, no! He sneak in the shadows, wait till it’s alone, then he either knock it unconscious, or twist its neck and carry it back! And it feast only on blood!... Ok. Maybe not only, but he eats flesh rarely, the base of its diet is BLOOD! I called it… Ra’s AlGhoul.”





	“Terrifying. I wouldn’t want to meet one on my way home… Yet his eyes… there is intelligence in them.”





	“K…Krgh…” The monster squalled.





	“Oh, don’t mind him. He does it all the time. I have no idea why, but it looks as if he wants to communicate. Maybe by mimicking us he wants to…”





	“Or maybe he has the knowledge to speak, but his vocal cords are too damaged to allow for it… in the end he is still a resurrected mass of dead meat. Even if necrosis was partly undone, at least on outside of its body, but maybe his insides are still rotten?”





	“…B…B…BRILIANT! See?! SEE?! That’s why I was applying for assistant all this time! You, despite lacking basic necromancy knowledge, were still able to find something I missed! Yes, fresh blood in all this madness! That is what I was lacking!”





	“Can I suggest something? Vampires despite being undeads, are pretty close to… living. Maybe you should focus more on reducing dead tissue are replace it with living…. Or at least not completely decayed…” Gisele started coughing




Ah, yes. I am here to kill abomination AND its creator, not to help him making it even stronger. Stupid [Mad scientist], I started helping him because I was hoping that he would let me collect some secretion so I could use them in MY labors… silly me, after killing it I can take all I need.



	“Please, sir, you can start now. I will take my time to unpack and prepare myself. In the end we have lots of work to be done, so I better make myself comfortable.”





	“So eager to work! Yes, yes. Time is important, especially in necromancy! Death may be eternal, but flesh rot quickly, only master necromancer can obtained best quality tissue for his experiments, it’s only a second before it would become completely usel…”




He was not able to finish his last words. As he turned his backs to me and started cleaning table I shifted D’iabel into a dagger and stabbed him multiple time.


In different circumstances I would love to talk with you on the meeting with coffee and pie, but unfortunately, I can’t let you change into a vampire. No, no because I care for citizens, not because [It is right]. I was simply paid to do so.


Gisele waited for my attack, as soon as my dagger met necromancer spine, she quickly pull her sword and slashed at creature. But monster jumped to the side. It’s speed was terrifying.


It showed its back to us, ran toward the wall and climbed on it. As soon as it was high enough for us to reach it, it started running around us. On walls. Really?! Are you, perhaps, related to Peter Parker?! It moved on completely vertical wall as good as we on floor, maybe even better.


It jumped on the ceiling, back on the wall, and then on Gisele, which was in opposite side of the room. Creature probably wanted to kill her before I would manage to help her. He pinned her to the ground, and his razor sharp claws shined as he cut Gisele’s skin. He wanted to bite her, and probably would do so, if fire ball I cast wouldn’t hit him and knock him off her.



	“You alright?!” I yelled





	“All fine! Barely a scratch!”




The creature get up again. The fire ball was weak, very weak, it’s purpose wasn’t to damage him but to buy Gisele some time. Bah! The fact that he was knocked aside pleased me greatly!


The monster pulled its enormously long tongue hissing angrily, and then dashed in my direction in zigzag pattern. So, as soon as he noticed that I am able to attack from afar, he decided to kill me first? And that bloody necromancer said that it’s not intelligent!


I transformed D’iabel into spear so I would get range advantage. The last thing I want is for this creature to get close to me. I pierced with my spear, trying to pin him to the ground, but he dodged to the side without losing any momentum and jumped at me from the side.


And here the advantage of spear came handy. I wasn’t hoping to hit him with my previous strike, no with its agility, this is why as soon as creature appeared in [blind spot] of spear, I used it as pole and smacked it with all I got.


The creature flew across the room hitting the table.


It was… light! Very, very light! This is why fire ball managed to knock him off! This is why it didn’t attack from the start! He doesn’t run around to fool us, or to make an opening, but to gather momentum! It uses speed to pin its preys… but it would also mean, that balanced kind of warrior like Gisele, or heavily armored – like city guard that died investigating mausoleum, stood no chance.


Seeing creature on the floor I dashed forward, I wanted to finish it before it would raise. But once again, creature proved to be more than mere animal. It wasn’t hurt at all, he was baiting me. When I approached, it rolled to the side and ran past me.


Of course he slashed me in meantime. His claws for a seconds were buried in my calf, making a bloody mess of my muscles. I fell on my knee. But then, I got idea. Stupid idea. Very, very stupid idea. Completely mindless, idiotic idea…



	“Gisele, I am going to do something stupid! Don’t interact!”





	“HEY! Dumb actions are my domain!”




I deactivated D’iabel, moved to the corner, and spread my arms, as if mocking the beast. This act also left an opening. Humans wouldn’t have any possibility to guard or counter from this position. I literally showed him all my vital points. My neck, my heart, my liver, my stomach. Everything was exposed.


Damn, I am really playing a dice with the devil. I haven’t tested those powers yet, I have no idea how they would work or even IF they would work! But, for now all I have is this one shot.


Creature once again dropped from the ceiling and dashed tight at me. Its claws started tearing my flesh, its fang started massacring my shoulder. And then I [hugged] him. And there was no way for him to escape my grip, there was simply no possibility for him to gain momentum.



	[Hydra - kin] skill activated [Hydra's regeneration]





In same time I started casting fire magic. He started burning in my embrace. Now, both of us were racing. Who would win? Either he would burn to crisp, or I would ran out of mana, and with no mana, I could no longer cast fire spell no heal myself. My muscles were patching themselves up seconds after being pierced or slashed. Bones of my shoulder were being fixed as soon as its teeth were leaving spot just to find another one. And all this time, monster was burning.


200 mana left, monster was slowly turning into ash, his strikes were slower and slower, but each slash it made was instantly depriving me huge chunks of mana.


150, monster stopped attacking and started twisting its body trying to ran away, yet my grip remain firm.



	Apparently this undead was able to feel pain, at least to some degree, for squeals it made was almost deafening me.





	It stopped moving. This was also the moment when Gisele managed to ran across the room.





	“ZARI! DROP IT!”




I did as she told. In the moment body hit the floor dragoness started stabbing it over and over again, then she started slashing, and it the very end she raised her leg and smashed monster’s head.


And then she looked at me



	“ARE YOU FUCKING NUTS! I ALMOST GOT A HEARTATTACK!”





	You have slain [Ra's Al ghoul]
	You have obtained	450 exp






	“Stop yelling! It worked…” Wait. There is notification that I killed that creature, but where is the one about necroma…





	“My… creatioooon…” The voice that could be easily mistaken for the blowing wind could be heard “… myyy Vessssel… My… laborsss… You ssshal pay!”




I was so focused on looking with my eyes that I forgot to check the mana flow. All the time we were struggling with abomination the body of necromancer was emitting huge portion of mana. Those quantities… I never saw THIS much being emitted by anything! No, wait. Actually I saw. For a moment when I created Greg. Is this… a soul?


The soul in form of black mist was creeping from the body toward coffin. Same coffin, from which voice could be heard. A skeleton with diadem on its head raised slowly and turned its empty eyes socket toward us.


Can this day become any better?!.  We were facing a lich.

            

    
        Chapter 166

    
    
    
    
                At first, from the coffin, you could see only skull with diadem stylized to look like a crown. Then shoulder appeared, followed my rib cage and then lower part of the body. But lich didn’t simply walk out of the coffin, instead it was hovering slightly above the ground. He had richly decorated coat covering most of his body from sides and back, but everyone who would see him just as us, couldn’t not notice all the bones. In the place were living would have heart, a small dark orb was floating. For a moment I thought that it was his essence – the crystallized power that linked his soul with body, but after quick inspection with disappointment I discovered that the purpose of the crystal is completely different.


It was a monster core, but it wasn’t his. I heard that those orbs has many different uses, this one, for example, was portable battery. Yes, he used it as mana storage. Fighting undead mage with boosted magical capabilities inside catacomb? THAT’S WHY I WANTED TO PREPARE MYSELF GISELE! Forget about Jericho! I myself will made a hell on earth just for you, if we would ever get out of this alive!



	“My work… Monthsss of resssearchesss, hoursss of experimentsss… All wasssted!... But it’sss nothing… I can repeat the processs… fassster… avoiding unnecesssary processesss… With better body… Body with chaosss affinity… yesss.”




It’s not like we just stood there doing nothing as he kept talking to himself. We tried. Indeed [Tried]. As the soul of necromancer was adapting itself in new vessel, runes around coffins activated creating semi-transparent shield around raising undead. He really prepared himself, did he?



	“Very well… rejoice, you fool, your body ssshall now eternity, I will do my bessst to change you into a vampire… a lower one, in the end we don’t want you to remember a thing, do we?” Creature hissed as shield start falling.




He stretched his arm to the side and from other room a staff flew to his hand.



	“Hear me out! You, who submitted to the death! I am the one who rule over it! Rise on my command! Serve me and my purpose, so you can taste the life again!” He hit the ground with his staff.




And ground trembled as remains of bones on which Ra’s Al ghoul feasted started merging together. He was quite a picky eater, never consumed the body whole. So despite the fact, that none of skeletons were complete, the parts of these were more than enough to form a monstrosity.



	Bone Titan - Undead
	Level	31
	Hp	[720/720]
	Sp	[Na]
	Skills	Dark Magic immunity [Passive]

Death Magic immunity [Passive]

Fire Magic resistance [Passive]

Chaos Magic resistance [Passive]

Stabbing damage resistance [Passive]

Earth magic protection [Passive]

Hand-to-Hand Combat - Regular [Passive] [Level 18]

Smash [Active] [Level 18]

	Higher tier of Low Ranked Undeads.

This abomination is made of bones of dozen skeletons, despite not being intelligent [Self-aware] it can learn from its opponent patterns and react.







	Godric Kiprim- Undead
	Titles	11th Strongest Human

Death Curious

Member of the Night

	Level	41
	Hp	[480/480]
	Mp	[732/850]
	Sp	[Na]
	Skills	Dark Magic immunity [Passive]

Death Magic immunity [Passive]

Fire Magic resistance [Passive]

Chaos Magic resistance [Passive]

Stabbing damage resistance [Passive]

Necromancy [Active] [Level 37]

Chaos Magic [Active/Passive] [Level 29]

	??? ??? ???





Two such titans were formed between us and necromancer, but what frightened me more was that necromancer we just backstabbed used to be in top most powerful humans currently living. We managed to get him before because he thought we were here to aid him… Now, as he is in undead form… is he weaker or stronger? Most undeads tend to be bit weaker, but one – he is a mage, two – his current form in [connected] to the art he studied… FUCK! GISELE! I PRAY TO THE GODS! I WILL PERSONALLY WHIP YOU!


Well, if he is bringing friends to party then I shall do so too.



	“Spirits within the night, answer the call of mine, Be bind to my will, as our pact was signed,
 Rise from the shadow, and unleash the hell,
 For those who oppose me, with blood shall pay!”




I finished chant in very last moment. One of undeads already started attacking Gisele pushing her away from me. Once again, she was in situation when her blade was partly useless. She had to use her brute force to deal any damage with her fragile blade. Second one wasn’t waiting for me to finish my summoning, it moved its huge body charging at me like a juggernaut, it huge clawed hand was heading my direction, and was stopped only few inches from my face by vines of Greg.



	“Awaaay from massster!” Treant’s roar shook the undergrounds as it pulled colossal creature across the room and mashed it into a wall.




Few bones were scattered here and there, but after short moment they once again started merging with titan.


And then bolt of pure dark energy hit me. I got distracted! I focused myself so much on that I forgot about lich.


Spell he casted was powerful, my whole arm was send flying after it was tore from my shoulder. He didn’t kill me only because the spell didn’t hit me directly. Yet the undead mage stopped another spell as it watched my arm regrow. On the other hand, I was observing my mana bar depleting in fearsome pace. Two more hits and I will be out of mana.



	“Interessssting. Ssso you do have a trick or two in your sssleve… What a wonderful undead we will make out of you…”




Once again he joined his hand in front of himself making complex signs with his fingers and palms. Magic of signs? Fuck! These work same as chant, but these are faster and harder to read!


Damn it! DAMN IT! I have to fight in close combat! One, because I have to save mana for regeneration, two, because I doubt he had any training in short range combat. As necromancer he probably used to fight by raising army of puppets that kept attackers away, and then he would smite enemies from afar… or at least I would do so!


Thanks gods, there are barely any corpse here as that failure of the vampire ate most of them, every single bone was used to form those two titans… I had to shorten the distance!


… Let’s play. Body shift…


Lich stopped forming a spell with his fingers, now he was focusing powers between his palms were quickly rotating orb of dark energy was formed.


Reduce body mass, shift bones of shoulders and arms, form claws, pack as much muscles as it is only possible into rear legs, all-four footing, grow long tail, cast [HASTE]… the shifting took less than three seconds, now I waited for him to cast a spell… NOW


As soon as the orb was sent flying in my direction I completely lower my posture and ducking under the spell I charged in his direction. I kicked the ground with my huge from muscles leg using also tail as spring, it was almost impossible to maneuver – only forward. But it was completely fine for me, forward – this is where my target lies. My arms morphed into paws of beast had but two purposes – to prevent my body from collapsing and to crush the bones and snatch the crystal orb as I would got closer.


But it didn’t really work as I planned. Heh, of course that simply charging frontally at someone that used to be one of most powerful creatures of his specimen couldn’t be that effective. He simply waved one of his palm as if raising something and wall of shadows appeared in front of him. I hit it directly… and got stuck in it. After closer inspection I saw that mass of shadows had faces and arms. Ghosts?!



	“It hurts… it HURTS! PLEASE LET US GO!”




One of shadows yelled, rest were screaming similar things, but in the end they are formed one cacophony



	“And here I thought that there iss sssomething ssspecial about you… what a disssapoinment. Raisssing a body is lowessst kind of necromancy… risssing sssouls, medium tier…”




The creatures forming a wall while yelling and moaning in pain were pulling me deeper into the mass of shadow. DAMN! Think! ThinkthinkthinkthinkTHINK! Ghosts… how do I deal with ghosts!? There don’t like light and ethereal attacks, the problem is that I have no light magic and only spell that can damage spirits I know is miasma, the problem is that I doubt that miasma would damage THESE spirits… Wait… actually, I don’t have to damage them, do I?


I focused and started releasing miasma. More… more… MORE! Violet smoke was greedily devoured by spirits… and  then they perished.



	“Ho… Usssing miasssma asss nutriment for ghostsss, so they could break free from sssspell? Intresss…”




I punched still talking creature in the skull. A crack appeared on his forehead. It forced necromancer to stop levitating, the punch also made him two steeps back. I flowed him right away. I couldn’t let him get any space now! I can’t let him cast any spell!


He swiped his arm, I saw that his fingers are coated in magic. I ducked under the attack and slashed his ribs, raising I hit his chin and one again punched his sternum. Then, as I falling on my back I rested my whole body mass on my tail so I could kick him with my strongest limbs. By additionally empowering blow with mana I send undead flying on the wall. Impact that skeleton made cracks  on few bricks. Once again I bolted forward.


Every living being would flinch after such blow… But undeads…. Well, they don’t necessary feel pain, this lich wasted no time inspecting its body condition. He snapped his fingers and I heard one of titans behind be crumble. And then wheezing sound…


My instinct told me to jump to the side, and as I already owe my life to already mentioned instinct… I followed. And this is what saved my life. Necromancer, by destroying one of his creation, got himself a nice source of bones, which he used as spears that impaled a place in which I stood a moment ago. Rest of bones flew to the lich and started circling him around as makeshift shield. Shield he could use to cast projectiles anymoment.


Scary! Necromancers are scary!



	“Greg! Help Gisele!”




He wasn’t happy hearing that, he preferred aiding me, still he wouldn’t disobey my direct command. We had to deal with his puppets first, then we would outnumbered him three to one. I can keep avoiding its attacks, but damaging him is completely different matter, especially as he just rearmed himself. So I will keep him busy…


I have been running from cover to cover avoiding short, sharp bone shard shoot at me. From pillar ran toward knocked table, from table behind coffin. All this time I was looking for opening, unfortunately, all shards that missed me would slowly rise from the ground and once again get back to the lich, reconstructing its floating armory.


Fire magic? He is mostly bones, nothing really to burn… Also, if I would stay for too long in same place, bones would eventually find their way. I looked toward Gisele. Greg successfully bound huge skeleton allowing Gisele to release her frustration. Just a little bit…



	You took [23 dmg]
	You took [31 dmg]
	You took [11 dmg]
	You took [44 dmg]
	You took [35 dmg]





Ho? Oh, I see… so he can manipulate with trajectory of bones too? Damn, he kept shooting in straight line to lower my awareness… he knew that I would check on Gisele. He is good. My mana.. how much is left?



	You are under [Internal bleeding] status effect





Oh, I see. I don’t have any mana left at all, health? Around half... I should have grabbed potion. Damn. This is what happens when you are rushing things. It hurts… It HURTS! Bastard pierced my leg, shoulder and stomach, I wonder if this shard damaged my liver…. No, blood is bright red, liver is fine...


I collapsed on my knee. Greg roared, apparently they finished struggling with seconds undead. I felt as ground was trembling when huge body of Greg was running my way. He covered me with his branches.


Gisele. What are you doing? Gisele, I hope you are not charging at him? Oh, you do charge. Great. For a moment I thought that you could be my salvation, you know? That Greg would keep him busy and you would drag me away from this shithole… But nooooo, you will hit the wall with your head till one of them would break? Come on! He has perfect defense!  Combined attack from two sides was our only… he is being pushed back? How?


I allowed myself to inspect her status.



	Gisele Redwing
	Level	33
	Hp	[311/570]
	Sp	[280/690]
	Rp	[81/100]





Rp? The fuck is that?



	[Rage points] - Berserker class trait
	Rage points are being generated while taking or dealing damages and while being targeted by special kind of actions.
	Owners of [Berserk] class as 200% more potent on [Taunt] skills
	Bonuses of Rage point	[10] - enthusiasm

[25] - anger

[50] - rage

[75] - fanaticism

[100] - promise of death







	[Enthusiasm]
	Your damage is increased by X%, where X is equal to % of missing Hp. Additionally, every bonus [Rp] will increase it by 0.1% 






	[Anger]
	Damage you take is reduced by 1/2 X%, where X is equal to % of missing Hp






	[Rage]
	Double the speed of generating [Rp]

Unlocks special class skills

Gain attributes bonuses:

[STR], [DEX], [RFX], [END] increased by 25%;

[INT], [WIS] reduced by 50%







	[Fanaticism]
	Your attack speed is increased by X%, where X is equal to % of missing Hp. Additionally, every bonus [Rp] will increase it by 0.1%






	[Promise od death]
	After receiving fatal damage your Hp would freeze on [1].

Then, for every passing second [1 Rp] will be deducted.

While staying in [Promise of death] status effect, all other bonuses are increased by 10%.

While staying in [Promise of death] status effect, other bonuses can't be lost, even as [Rp] drops below requirements.






… Ok, Gisele, why are you using cheats!? You want to tell me, that if you would anger her really badly, she would turn immortal for 100 seconds, and for those 100 seconds her damage and attack speed would double? I know that berserk class means that warrior becomes even more dangerous the angrier and deadier [<-used on purpose] he gets, but COME ON! Well, this time I don’t mind… Go get him girl!


The movement of dragoness blade turn into blur. She was charging onward slashing and piercing. Lich was using bones in truly astonishing way, showing his mastery in art of necromancy, from time to time he managed to wound red head warrior, but with every scratch that appeared on her skin, with every bruise that painter her body with blue, she got bit faster, stronger and even more furious.


Greg also wasn’t just standing there being my living shield. He had dozen of vines that kept smacking lich on his backs, disturbing his chants.


One after another, bones spears were flying toward dragoness, yet she managed to deflect every single shot. And she kept marching forward.


Greg, seeing that Gisele in doing better than just fine focused completely on me. His vines embraced me gently and start slowly sending me his own mana. This was weakening him, if he would send too much, he would perish from this realm. Well, if I would die he would perish from this realm for good, so he actually set his priorities right.


I remember the way she fought. It was so elegant, without unnecessary moves. It looked more as if she was dancing than fighting.  But now, it was completely different, it wasn’t [Sword Art] at all, she was just pulverizing lich into dirt. She would made a better use from carpenter’s hammer than from blade right now, yet her savage strikes brought effects. The defense of lich was finally broken. Dragoness raised blade over her head and dropped it over lich necromancer shoulder, separating his arm from rest of the body.



	“SSSTOP IT! FOOL! I CAN’T DIE! I AM ETERN…”




Yet Gisele wasn’t much into talking right now. She slashed in bad angle, what resulted with sword bouncing off bone and flying in the opposite corner of the room. Ha, as if this petty trifle would stop hot blooded, air headed girl from punish target of her wrath. She start kicking lying bones, slowly scattering them.


She continued doing so for minute, then two, five and ten more… and then I simply stopped counting. She stopped only after most of necromancer turned into dust, and there was barely anything to keep kicking.


She was still panting and growling angrily.



	“You ok?” I asked chuckling





	“… Are you really in position to ask this question?” She smiled. Weakly. But there was a smile.





	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Godric Kiprim]
	You have obtained [3420 exp]





So he died for good?



	“How did you know his name?” Gisele asked after lying next to me





	“What?”





	“We took him by surprise because you addressed him with his name. How did you know him?”





	“I didn’t… look around, see all those documents? I saw letter with name on it. I simply tried my luck. Thanks goddesses, it was letter addressed to him.”




Of course that I lied. I prefer keeping my secrets for myself.



	“So.. it’s done?” Gisele said not asking nor pointing out.





	“Apparently…” I lied my head on her shoulder “Let’s rest for a moment, and then we will have to search the rooms…”





	“Why? Our job is finished.”





	“Yes, but we have to deal with his notes, we don’t want somebody to lay his or hers hands on manual of creating new kind of undeads do we? We better find notes and burn them, or disappearing soon may start again.”





	“So… we will burn them?”





	“Yes.” … sorry Gisele, but I am actually not going to burn them. Or at least not all of them.





	“Okay… in a moment…” she said embracing me back




Damn. We deserve that rest.







Same time. Somewhere




A woman in widow’s dress was sitting over crystal orb, lost in meditation.



	“Oh! Godi diedededed!” she exclaimed cheerfully





	“So what? His experiments could finally end and he decided to change form…” somebody sitting by long table said. His face was hidden in darkness, same as almost everybody else sitting by same table.





	“No! Nononononono! He diedededed for gooood!” by looking at her cloths, you could say that she is mourning, in same time her tone would prove something completely different.





	“So, kid killed him?”





	“A-parentlly!” she almost sang “So, ya say we can use him? Dari?”





	“Use?!” Darlaon was enraged “I would never use a friend! But I could ask him for a favor!”





	“… and he would agree?”





	“If I would ask nicely? Then maybe, perhaps, probably…not… Not if I would mention that bigger organization stands behind this… You know, he is bit shy when it comes to biiig organizations. He don’t like being used. But maaaybe if I would forgot mentioning YOU… he could help his friends in need…”





	“You say he hates being manipulated?” woman sitting on slightly better chair than rest asked





	“Aye aye!”





	“Wouldn’t that be manipulation?”





	“… crap. It would…”





	“So, you are still going to as…”





	“NO! Zari is friend!”





	“… you have weird habit of bringing your friends to almost certain death…”





	“I DON’T!”





	“… so who set the quest for clearing dungeon with undead dragon trapped inside? And who put THAT dragon inside in the first place?!”





	“Um… me?”





	“And who send Godrick to same city as kid? Who helped grand houses contact Holy Kingdom? And…”





	“Okay! Okay! I get it! But I do it for his own good! It’s because I LOOOVE him so very much! I just want him to bloom!”





	“… and purpose?”





	“Hm? Purpose?”





	“Why are you involving him into our actions?”





	“… this is a great question! Fundamental question! Without answering this question we truly can’t push our actions any further… You see, the answer on this most basic from basic question which is so very important is… I have no idea?” Daralon finished with silly tone





	“Fine. If you don’t want to tell us, just don’t. But if you would do something stupid…”





	“Lemme stop you right here! I do stupid things most of the time!”





	“... meeting is over. Dismiss.”




People sitting in the shadows started vanishing one after another. So did Daralon.





He opened his eyes ending his meditation and shattering his astral projection. He stretched his body with delighted gasps.



	“Sup Morgan, something happened when I was out?” he asked his faithful companion – the skull “He? Usual? Hm? How was the meeting? Same. Kid did well again. Preparations are slowly heading to the last phase… Hm? I am not lying to him! I am just… waiting… for right moment… HEY! SHUT IT! He is just like me! Up until now I was living with only one goal! I am.. I am lonely, ok?”




He was slowly walking from one corner of the room to another



	“I know that I have you! But maybe I would enjoy companion of someone I didn’t kill and bounded into an object! I mean! Come on! You don’t have a choice! You have to be my friend! Or else… you know, I hurt you. “




He got up and headed toward the door



	“I am leaving now, behave yourself, don’t go anywhere…” here dark mage broke in mad laugh “Sorry, couldn’t help myself.”




He shut the door behind himself

            

    
        Chapter 167

    
    
    
    
                It was nice to rest and recover strength while embracing each other, but eventually we had to get up and check the tomb, mostly to get rid of notes that necromancer made and to check if there weren’t more undeads wandering around. We separated, Gisele stayed in main hall while I was investigating smaller rooms around.


Why I took more annoying work? For I was looking for his more private notes. If there is something I know about mad scientist, is that even as they make chaotic notes while experimenting,  then after they are done they would rewrite the process into more esthetic form. Like for example labor journal. Or that was something that I used to do until I notice that I simply CAN’T forget once tried receipt. Neat.


So I strolled from one room filled with emptied coffins to another, making new friends of dust, spiders, and even more dust. Until I noticed path without dust on floor. Someone was walking this way, and as we haven’t meet here too many walking individuals but necromancer and his creation, I followed the trial. The trail that leaded me to the wall. I begun knocking into every single one of brick with my knuckles listening to the sound it made.


Aha! A loose brick, who would have thought? … Everyone?


I pulled it away uncovering a narrow hollow, where three books were put one near another. [Arcana of Death] advanced textbook for necromancer… oh my, written by our necromancer… together with letter from Academy of Neira. The letter in polite way declined Mr. Godrick offer of making his work a canon of art studying, telling that necromancy is being taught is Academy only on basic level and none of students would have any benefits from reading such a complex book, and that few solutions offered by Mr. Godrick are bit too… hardcore. No, it wasn’t saying [hardcore] but that’s definitely what they had on mind while writing the letter. 
 

Another book I could name only as hit box, for it was filled with names from first page to the last, here and there with red markings near the name. So, our researcher had few enemies that he was killing in his spare time? Ha, quite hardworking individual… should I make such a book myself? Fortunately I don’t have these many people I want to see dead, thus for now my mind is more than enough.


And last book was exactly what I was looking for.


Day 1

Today I have started my researched in order to create a new form of vessel that could store a soul of necromancer. I simply find body of lich lack too many basic features. I should be happy that league has approved my labors and gave me moneys for most necessary equipment. For now, I will travel from one graveyard to another looking for fresh corpse. I will focus mostly on revering the process of necrosis and prevent it from happening, then I shall proceed into enchanting magical properties of…




	“Zari!? Are you there?!” I shut the journal.





	“Yeah! I am fine! I am coming right away!”




I came back from the separate room. Gisele already managed to all papers into one pile



	“And? You found something?”





	“Yeah, nothing serious thought. Only a list of his enemies… or so I thought.” I said putting it at the top of the pile “You done?”





	“A-ha. Was waiting just for you.”





	“Ok. So come, I want to leave this hellhole” I said snapping my fingers.




A sparkle appeared on the pile, within a moment a huge fire started devouring work of dark mage. Fret not, brother in science. Your greatest achievements are safe with me. Maybe one day your job will be needed, but for now, instead of being source of admiration, it is source of fear. Ah, we – the one not understood by society. I feel your pain. Farewell.


For the last time I turned around looking at inferno that started dancing in the hall and left the catacombs.







We entered the barracks of city guards.



	“For the mercy of goddess! You came back alive! Found something?”





	“Yes. Necromancer turned your mausoleum into his house and experiment ground. He was creating new kind of monsters. This was a creature that attacked you in the nights…” Gisele was the one talking.





	“And daughter of merchant? Or my boys?”





	“…I am sorry, no one was alive. Only partly eaten corpses… Your guards were there, but I doubt that you want to hear what he made with them…”





	“Yes… I don’t. Poor bastards. They were good men. Foolish, but brave… we will drink in their name. I will inform a major. He will send your reward to the guild.”




We only nodded back and left the barracks. It was already nigh and we dreamed about nothing but warm bath and warm bed.




In the next day morning Jericho awaken us bit earlier, just before sunrise. Apparently he finished the paperwork in the night and we could start heading back. So we started packing ourselves. Twins went earlier to bring the cart, Rus, as punishment for all her sins, was sent to bring food supplies. One petite Rus carrying three bag packs, while each of them was almost same sized as girl.


Jericho only grabbed our rewards, telling us that he will deal with them in our guild, just so he wouldn’t have to deal with any more paperwork in Agrah. Well, I was pretty sure that few silver coins were about to vanish from our prizes, but as I wasn’t poor one, I didn’t say a thing. Ha! Only I know how much I owe Jericho, so averting my gaze when he was dealing with his debts wasn’t really enough to repay it.

… On the other hand I could tease and mock him asking were my coins go… No, maybe later. I have other plans for nearest future.




Eventually, after few days of travel, we get back home. Sweet home. Tsh, at least Gisele wasn’t the one driving a cart. I wouldn’t survive another such journey. We took our bags and headed into the guild.


 Gisele opened the door with a kick and walked inside yelling [Guess who’s back!?], in answer few cheerful [Welcome back!] could be heard, and far more [Already?!] or [And it was so peaceful here…]



	“WHAT? Are you not happy we came back!? You are breaking my heart!... And if you break my heart, I will break your legs…”





	“HURAY! OUR IDOL GISELE IS BACK! REJOICE FOOLS!... no honestly, rejoice…”





	“That’s better, isn’t it?” Dragoness chuckled looking back at us “Crap, they love me here. It’s hard being that famous.”




Everything was about to turn back into old ways. Jeremy quickly disappeared on stairs leading to his office… with our moneys.



	“Hey! Master! Don’t you think you could slowly pay us back?”




I called after him in joking tone



	“I am tired after this long journey… I am getting too old for this shit, my bones are cracking… I will deal with it tomorrow morning…” and he vanished for good





	“Yeah, till tomorrow he will manage to lose half of our salary on gambles and whiskey.” Gisele only said quietly to herself. The problem was that she didn’t say that quiet enough and we all heard it





	“He is a gambler? I just thought that he like spending more that he can earn… Oh my, oh my… maybe I know someone who would persuade him to stop spending moneys in such foolish matter…”





	“RUS! Come to us! Tell us how your adventure went! Jericho was mad, was he? Come on!”




Someone cheered from inn section. Rus got red all over her face remembering all humiliating jobs that Jericho forced her to do.


In same time, I bowed slightly in direction of Gisele and offered her my arm



	“Milady, would you do me this honor and be my company for rest of this night? I am sure that we could spent some time drinking some decent vine…” I said in tone of highest aristocrat




In response playful sparkles appeared in her eyes. She courtsided slightly. It was bit harder task as she was wearing traveling trousers and not a dress.



	“That would be a pleasuhe, milord.” She said missing [r] in her speech. She grabbed my arm and I start slowly leading her after Rus.





	“Barman, bottle of finest wine!” I called from afar. Poor bastard that was currently behind the counter seem to be lost after hearing my order





	“Sorry… but we don’t have wine… I mean, adventurers are more fines or other drinks so…”





	“Tis’ most unfortunate!” I looked back on dragoness “Beer is fine?”





	“Fine.” She nodded still smiling.




And we enjoyed our company for rest of the day, mentioning stories from other adventures we had. We were never out of topic, simply one was leading to another, as we were talking about the quest, we proceed into describing some battle styles, then we would mention somebody we know who is good with that style, just to mention on which quest we met that person.


Gisele was also talking about countries she visited, food she ate there, what kind of people are living there and how they react toward those who are different. It was so nice to listen to her clumsy description! Over and over again she was forgetting what she just said, so continued her story from completely different place. But, the time has come for the main event of this night.



	“Gis, mind coming with me?”





	“Where?”





	“To my room. There is something I had to show you.”




She title her head in curiosity



	“Sure thing. Lead the way.”




So we went there. I opened door to my room calling from doorstep



	“Sorry for mess…”





	“Mess?! What mess?! Boy! You should see my room! This one is completely clean for me!”





	“Ok, I have to ask you to look away. We don’t want to spoil surprise, do we?”




She just rolled her eyes and turn her face toward the wall. In same time I start looking for object I took from Zanes the other day. She was trying to be… let’s just say playful from the morning. Have you ever woke up with succubi sitting on your chest? Trust me, it was much worse than one could have guessed.


Aha! Gotcha!



	“Min putting your hands on the wall as well?” I asked in innocent manner as I unrolled whip





	“Why? What could you possibly…” And she looked back.





	“You have just ruin your fun…”





	“Zari.. THE FUCK ARE YOU HOLDING?!”





	“Do you remember? I am pretty sure that in catacombs I have said that I will bring inferno upon you for rushing into hellhole unprepared! I got hurt, you know?! Anyway, you have been judged and found guilty, this in your punishment. Justice shall rain upon you, you better accept it kindly…”





	“YOU MUST BE FUCKING SHITTING ME! No way! No. No and no! I disagree!”





	“Sunshine, I am afraid that this is not an object for negotiation so…”




But she already rushed at me grabbing my hand. We started struggling, but as she was much stronger she eventually pinned me to the ground… and then… and then… oh my… then the best possibly thing happened…



	“Zari, have you seen Gisele? Aloizy is asking if… Oh my…” Marika entered the room “Is that… guys, is that a whip? Ew, that’s simply to kinky. Sorry, not my stuff… Oh, but I disturbed you, sorry, sorry, I am sorry… I am leaving…”





	“W..w…w…wait! This is not what you think it is! Zari! Tell her!”




.. really? How could I possibly not use such situation?!



	“THE HELL ARE YOU LOOKING AT MARIKA?! HELP ME!? CAN’T YOU SEE? Gisele turn mad!”





	“Exactly! See…” Gisele first agreed and then… “WAIT?! WHAT?! NO! That’s simply not true!”





	“T…To think that our beloved Gisele would be such a pervert… I am… I am speechless…” Marika have seen my playful gaze and decided to play along





	“N…NO! I tell you!”





	“I… I better leave… I am sorry Zari, I will call help right away…!”





	“Please… be fast…”





	“NOOO!”




Ouch, I think I crossed the line. Or so I deducted by her [Rp] increasing in abnormal speed.



	“Ok, Marika. That’s enough teasing for today.”





	“Hee? Already? Tsh, I am pretty sure you had your fun already, and you are simply depriving it everybody else! Meany! We also want to see troubled Gisele from time to time!”




Fairy said leaving the room.



	“Sorry Gis, I couldn’t stop myself from… Hey, Gis? Gis, are you ok?”





	“Why are all of you teasing me so much?!” She was almost crying from anger and frustration. Oh my, oh my..





	“Maybe because you are cute why you blush and…” rest of my sentence was disturbed by punch in my guts





	“SEE?! You are mocking me again! I hate it!”




Crap! It wasn’t semi-serious punch! I was fighting for air!



	“You want to know why?” I finally managed to catch a breath “It’s because this is the only way we can influence you. Sorry Gis, but you are not… the brightest dragon that ever walked on this ground. You are strong. Stronger than most of adventurers could ever dream to be, but in same time you lack common sense. You are pushing your methods on other people… and they may not be necessarily good decisions. In same time you are not listening orders from anyone you consider weaker… Gis, most of us can’t beat you, so we try revealing our frustration in the only way we can. Now, don’t be sad princess, there, there….” I said patting her head “… just, remember, that some of us can’t follow you using same path as you do… We can’t just push onward like you do, sometime, we have to stop and think, find other way, prepare ourselves… Please, stop crying, it’s breaking my heart… there, there…”




I embraced her tightly.


Uh, that story I just said made my almost got dizzy. I have no idea what other’s reasons could be, but I am mocking her or sole purpose of fun.



	“So, you feel better?” I asked with concerned tone. She nodded in response “… so, we stop in moment when I was about to whip you, mind if we continued?” She chuckled “… I have no idea why you are laughing thought… I am dead serious here…” A playful punch. “Stop it. These are not effective, it is simply not possible that hits from such beauty like yourself could ever hurt…” a serious punch “DAMN IT WOMAN! That hurts!”





	“But you just said that hits from beautiful women don’t hurt… so now you are implying that I am not beautiful, are you? My, my, this is a heresy… I think that in the end that whip of your will be used…”





	“… it was the beauty of yours that actually strike me down…”




She burst into almost hysteric laugh.



	“Ha! Good one, I have never heard this line! This time I shall show you mercy… despite… Zari.. May I ask you something?”





	“You just did…”





	“I mean… if I can ask you yet another question…”





	“You won’t believe me, but you have just asked once again…” she raised her hand and prepare for another punch “… For fuck sake! Just ask woman!”





	“That whip… where you took it from and for what purpose?”




… now… how do I answer this? Help?

            

    
        Chapter 168

    
    
    
    
                The silence In the room was bit awkward.



	“Sooo? Mind telling me how this whip became your possession?”




In moments like this one I wonder why I didn’t pick Rogue’s class? If I was some kind of thief I would certainly have some kind of [Speech] based skill. Story telling? Lying? Half-truth telling?! AIRA! I NEED YOUR HELP, AND I NEED IT NOW!



	“…That’s… pretty weird story, you see, when I was exploring a dungeon…”




And here I made up some completely unconvincing story of who I found an object in the chest, after bringing it up for appraisal into the city I found out that it was heavily cursed, so I kept it with myself, for as a mage I could more or less resist its influence, then, with help of Daralon, I destroyed the enchantment attached to weapon and kept it, as I really didn’t know what to do with it…



	“That’s…” Gisele started. My heart started pounding. There was simply no way that anyone would belie… “… so reliable of you! Most adventurers would simply abandon such item! And who knows what would happened if somebody else would found it?!... well, it was reliable until you had that silly idea of using it ON ME!”





	“Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maximus culpa…”





	“W…What? No, not important… also… may I have a favor?”





	“Hey! We are comrades! If we would work together nothing would stop us from seizing means of production, bringing down bourgeoisie and spread prosperity and equality upon this glorious… For about it, you won’t get it anyway. Just ask away, and I will try my best to…”





	“Mind… stop mocking me? It’s bit… embarrassing… and drives me mad.”





	“…I am afraid you are asking for too much! Giving up on mocking you is like… giving up part of myse…” I dodged a punch “ A-HA! Not this tim…”… which was followed by another one.





	“Also… these jokes out of context… would you kindly…?”





	“It shall be considered…” I groaned massaging my belly.




Dragoness only smile, turned around and walked toward door



	“Gis! Wait… maybe… it’s getting dark, maybe you would stay with me for the night?”





	“There is no need for it… we are already in guild, our own beds are waiting for us…”





	“I won’t allow a lone, bit drunk woman to walk through the city on her own!”





	“Zari! I have room just floor over yours…”





	“Exactly! You never know what can await for you… around a corner… these sneaky, evil corners, you can never trust them!”





	“…You are acting weird lately… I should go, you must be tired. As always I am thinking only about myself, forgetting that you are too proud to admit you need rest too… see you tomorrow…”




And she shut the door. I only fell on bed behind me and groaned



	“Gis… Why are you so fucking stupid… Read between lines, damn it! Whatever. Tomorrow I will try once again…perhaps in bit more direct way.”




I did fall asleep.




Next morning I woke up as usually, bit before the dawn. Got up, washed my face, sacrificed a virgin, dressed myself up… you know, your average daily routine, and prepared myself to leave the guild.



	“Sup Mike! I missed ya!” I yelled from the stairs after seeing who was sitting behind a counter “… night-morning shift again? Man! What did you do? Ask them to give you some better work-hours!”





	“Hello mister Zariel!” He smiled in his trained, yet no fake way “… actually I asked about it myself. This way I can go study at my afternoon classes, sleep at evenings and earn coins to pay for academy and living! It is not bad at all!”





	“It’s Zari! No mister! And please, my full name sounds…”





	“As name of disease, I know, I know, sorry, will try to remember. Anyway, I got something for you… I can pay you up for your quests from Agrah… and letter… maybe I will start with lett…”





	“No. Moneys first. I am not going to leave them under Jericho jurisdiction for a second more… tell me, he left at least 10 coppers?”





	“No need to worry…” he chuckled “… Mister Jeremy is far more… subtle… as he mess with guild finances. Sometimes we need over half a year to find out that something actually… vanished. Anyway, as you wish, here you go…”





	You have finished [Hydra extermination] quest 
	The lord of swamp has fallen, villagers and merchants may feel safe. For now. As no one know who and why enraged the beast
	Rewards:	-00g90s00c

-2500exp







	You have finished [Bandits messing around] quest
	Lately some fools were encouraged by activity of monster and started attacking merchants. Solider, as they are focusing on reinforcing fort, can't help. Someone has to do something!
	Rewards:	-00g25s00c

-500exp







	You have finished [Death waiting in the sand] quest
	[Sand Dweller]s activity is being a little suspicious. They are far more aggressive and coming closer to the city. Mind helping?
	Side quest	You have slain [Sand Dweller - Giant]
	Rewards:	-00g50s00c

-1000exp

Bonus

-00g25s00c

-750exp







	You have finished [Date with the Death] quest
	Something is kidnapping women of Agrah at night! It needs investigation!
	Side quest	You found and punished the true culprit!
	Rewards:	-00g75s00c

-1000exp

Bonus

-00g75s00c

-1000exp







EXP! EXP MADE IT WORTH! Hu-hum! Bit more than 3000 more, and once again – level up! Oh, that made me all fired up… waaaait…



	“90 silver for killing a hydra? I am asking merely because of all task we did, that one was hardest so…”





	“Please, bear in mind that one: you weren’t contracted to kill this particular creature, two: reward was split among you, Marika, Twins and Nyx. Formally… Jericho also took his part for he said: [I did most job done anyway, so just mark part of their salary as equipment replenishing fee], or something like that.”





	“That old fart… I am not going to argue though, without him situation would be far less favorable for us.”





	“Still, earning over 3 gold coins within a single trip? Mr… I mean, Zari… that’s a fortune! I have no idea what I would do with such a fortune! I mean… I would invest, probably, maybe start my own company?”




While saying all this, he handed me a letter. In richly decorated envelope with crest of Blackwood family on it… I opened it, read it, put it back and then I burned it with flame of candle standing on verge of counter



	“W…What was it?!”





	“Nothing important.”





	“A..are you sure? If that was some bad news…”





	“Bad news? It was a terrible message! We are not going to talk about that, Mike…” he wanted to add something “… I am heading out to the city and I doubt I would be back before evening, so if anyone would ask… “





	“Saw nothing, know nothing?”





	“And this is why you are the best! See ya!”




After saying my goodbyes I head out in direction of slums. Because of my eyes I couldn’t do as much as I wanted in the factory. Girls must be dying from loneliness! Fret not loves, you shall suffer no longer!


Like a shadow I walked past check points guarded by syndicate thugs, as I walked through labyrinth of corridors till I got in front of gates. Guard was at least shocked seeing me, but after nodding his head he opened the door to the factory.


Workers were doing their job, near the wall boxes filled with red liquid were pilling.



	“Hey, you!” I called to one of man. He stopped what he was doing and came closer “… How many vials contain one box?”





	“Ten, sir.”





	“How many boxes?”





	“I… I am not sure sir, we count them as shift is over so…”





	“Average. How many can you make daily?”





	“We can fill almost three boxes per day. We send them away at the end of the week.”





	“So around 15… thank you for your time. Sorry for interrupting you.” I patted him in shoulder.




Using stair I quickly got on floor to labor room, and stopped for a moment before entering. I heard chatting and giggles.


… Giggles… and chatting… On my watch? NEVER!


I entered the room.



	“Pardon me, I must have lost my way, I was pretty sure I was heading toward elixir factory, yet accidentally I ended entering fucking tea party!”




Everyone raised from their sitting, few chairs were knocked in process.



	“WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!? I have just talked with workers! 15 vials per day!? By whole bunch of workers leaded my team of alchemist?! FOR FUCK SAKE! I CAN MAKE MORE IN A BLOODY LUNCH BREAK!”





	“T…the workers are doing their job clumsily, they tend to knock the equipment… or mix ingredients… so we lots of time is wasted on checking the quality of potions… what we were doing right now…”





	“Oh, really? I am glad to know that combined work of FIVE alchemists is required to check results from ONE pot?! And of course that these brutes on lower level will mess their job! This is why you are here! You see problem – you are picking your beautiful pinchable asses from chairs, get it down and SHOW THEM what they are doing wrong!”




I got to the table



	“… do we have vodka? I could certainly use vodka…” Clarice vanished for a moment behind the door and came back with a bottle of alcohol





	“Is whisky ok?”





	“Will do… how did fifteen years old kid laid her hands on whisky?”





	“… we are in slums, so…”





	“Sunshine, I don’t want to know the answer… Do I have to teach you human recourse managing too? May Aira have mercy upon my soul… please, tell me that at least you were improving your cooking skills? And by cooking I don’t mean dinner… mind showing me?”




Like they had any choice! As one body they got to their workstations and begun working. I got irritated when they messed the order of process or did something either to quickly or late.



	“FOR MERCY OF ALL CREATION! Why did you took it off fire?! It has to boil! BOIL! You know how boiling looks like?! Such bubbles should appear EVERYWHERE in the pot! No! Rivergrass after Moon’s Bell! MANDRAGORE’S ROOT?! You want to kills us all!?”




Oh, I needed that. To know that you can yell all you want and face no consequences at all…


I checked the quality of potions… despite each time they made a mistake the quality of potion slightly dropped, these were still usable. I wouldn’t put my own name on it, but hey! If you are dying these could save your life!... still…



	“I expected nothing, yet I am still disappointed…”I just couldn’t stop myself!





	“I…I… I think we did fine!” Hooo?





	“Fine? No. It is in very best possible way average. And you should already be fine, or even decent! That is not fine, and certainly not decent! I thought that if you failed this hard is ruling factory, it means that you mastered the arcana of potion brewing! Bur fear not girls, I am back! And I shall bring it back to prosperity!... WHAT WAS THAT GROAN SUPPOSED TO MEAN?! A?!”





	“Oh, ya could be a b-iiit nicer to them!” voice behind me yelled in awfully high pitched girly tone.




I completely didn’t feel her presence. It was reflex – I draw traveling knife from behind my belt and turning back I threw it in direction of intruder.


… which she caught between her fingers



	“Nice reflex ya got! Calm down! Calm down! I am fri-iiiend of yours!” She chuckled. GOSH! What an annoying laugh she has!





	“Sure, if you were my enemy you would certainly told me about that.”





	“No, if I was your enemy I would sliced your throat as you weren’t lookin’!”




… she was wearing a cloak, which didn’t cover her body in slightest possible way! It was tied beneath her neck on one button, making everything below visible. And by everything I mean… everything. Beneath the cloak she was wearing barely anything! Shirt and pants that could pretty much be called underwear, belt… and that pretty much. She must be teasing everyone with her cleavage.


“Fine enough. The hell you want?”



	“Aww, that’s how you treat lady? Also, my eyes are higher sugar…” she purred





	“Eyes? You want somebody to look you in the eyes as you flash your tits around? Once again. What. Do you. Want?”





	“Tsh. Killjoy. Brother Rogue send me! He said: [Ay, say hello to Zariel, he is quite important so don’t tease him, hur-dur – I didn’t pay attention, and then he mumbled s, and then ask him to complete your order… HEY?! Are you even listening to me?!]… or something like that… Who cares?!”




She was talking gesticulating like made all this time.



	“Tell me… by any chance, aren’t you related with Daralon?”





	“Ah! Daaari! How sweet of you comparing the two of us! He worked quite few times… but nay – not related… so… can ya make a potion for sweet little me? Pwetty pweeease?”





	“Just… what do you need?”





	“Sleeping poison, paralyzing poison, killing poison… OH! OH! Can you make the one that make you bleed to death!? I used such once! IT WAS SO AWESOME! Dude was bleeding from every hole! EVERY! I checked myself!... oh would like some healing potion and antidote just in case… NYA! I forgot! I totally forgot! That’s for you!”




She handed me another envelope. Great, another letter.


Zariel,

 

I heard that you have your eyes back. Good, yet I am afraid I already have to ask you to get back to work. The woman that gives you letter, Ay – or Aielle, if you prefer –is from assassin guild and Syndicate gave her pretty important task to finish. Time is priority, normally I wouldn’t order you around, but this time WE HAVE TO act quickly. Do it Zari, for sake of our partnership. Especially as you would also benefit if Ay would succeed her mission. We have hard time gathering information from Holy Kingdom, somebody from the church is taking down our informants. That somebody has meeting with Ay’s blade. 

We count on you.

 

Best regards,
 Friend


I rolled piece of paper into ball and dropped it into fire below pot. I slowly inhaled and exhaled.



	“Very well, you can leave. I should be done in couple of hours…”





	“A-a, you ain’t getting rid of me that easily! Bur fret not! Ain’t going to disturb ya! Feel free to do whatever ya want! I will be silently watching your from corner…”




Whatever… still, this laboratory is giving me this sense of… peace… serenity almost. Let’s do it



	“My ladies, come gather round and see how potion are meant to be made… but before that… I will need: Aloe, Arnica, Bay leafs, Dandelion, Wolfs bane, Moongrass, Rivergrass, Aurora’s root… weird... my herbs aren’t on the table yet… Tell me, Clarice, do you know such word as [Mobbing]?”





	“Umm.. no, I am afraid no…”





	“Splendid, in that case…” I smacked her ass with my palm “… bring it girl! Quickly! Go-go-go-go-go-go!”







I ended couple of hours later, exhausted, but damn – truly satisfied! One knows no true joy unless he finished doing something he loves doing! And I love potion making! The sounds of herb boiling in the pot! the smell of liquid slowly changing its properties! The colors! The… pardon me, I got carried away. Again. It was already after the noon when I left the factory. I wanted to get back to the guild, ate something and revisit library. But, right in front of the guild a carriage with Blackwood crest was standing ready to ride. I took steep back, another, yet another, turned around and…



	“Oh! Mister Zariel, I was looking for you, mind coming with me?”




Damn it! I turned again toward the voice



	“Archibald! Nice to see you! I am sorry, but I was just going for a quick meal and…”





	“That’s more than wonderful, for mister Blackwood is inviting you for a dinner.”




… Fuck. I tired politely refusing, I really did, after mentioning that I need to visit a library, I was offered that errand boy would get me required book, after saying that I already have meeting with my friend to eat, I was told that it would be no problem at all to bring him/her along. All that while repeating how my presence is required… What else could I do? You haven’t seen Archibald’s eyes! He looked like a sad puppy! Would you say no to sad puppy? Exactly!



	“… that dinner… better be good.” I said already in carriage, just to break an awkward silence





	“I have been personally inspecting quality of dishes that are about to be served, you may like to taste pork medallions with…”




Ah, that what I was talking about! I wanted to get rid of silence, and Archi provided what I desired. Top-notch butler. Maybe I could train Sebastian into.. now, forget about that. I am pretty sure that after even mentioning it, it wouldn’t be him who would receive the training.


The door was opened before me as I was leaded into smaller dining hall – the one I already managed to visit, with really good memories. Both hosts were sitting behind the table waiting for me.



	“Ah! Zariel! Glad you made it here! I hope we didn’t disturb you in doing anything important?” Ex-soldier started





	“Actually…” I wanted to politely point out that it wasn’t exactly as he imagined it to be





	“Perfect, with this we can get to the point…” Cecilia Blackwood only rolled her eyes after hearing not-diplomatic speech of hers husband. She looked at me with apologies in eyes, yet I only waved my hand asking her to pay it no attention. “… as you can see, my wife is cured… despite being still weak, she can walk by her own… and she already started working… if you mind convincing her to rest some more…”





	“Darling, this is not the case of our invitation…”





	“Yet your husband is right, please – do not overdo it, your body still need to recover. Otherwise you are risking exhaustion and thus – fainting. By laying for months in bed your muscles grew weak, you have to give them some time to get back to their shape.”




Old Blackwood only bowed his head in gratitude toward me



	“Yet, my wife is right. This is not the case, Zariel, we owe you. We really do… And don’t even dare to say something like: [I was already paid]. Still, while my wife was… out of the business, family’s position was weakened. We have to come back to the business – show them that after this attack our family is stronger than ever. So we are planning to arrange a feast with ball. Tomorrow.”





	“Do as you please. I am not such a good politic to advise you what to do in that matter…”





	“No. No, no, no. Pardon me, but I am afraid that my husband didn’t say it clearly enough. I am alive, and I am alive only thanks to you… you are a honor guest and we wish you… no, pardon my rudeness, we demand you to come. Oh, there will be one more honor guest. A king himself. We may send someone to help you to pick a suit.”





	“No. Objection. I refuse! Sorry, but me and formal feasts… No. It won’t happen.”





	“Too bad. Everyone is dying to meet somebody who outperformed palace healers and alchemists guild. Even more as we could already mentioned that you will come…”





	“WHY DID YOU DO THAT?!”





	“You were out of the city, and list of guest is very important! We had to plan where to place guests around the table… And we thought that you would be happy to come…”





	“I wouldn’t mind coming to the small party! BUT NOBLE FEAST?! I hate nobles in first place! No offense – you are cool.”





	“So… you won’t do this honor to us?”




She was really sad. This time, it wasn’t politic. She was simply… worried.



	“You aren’t telling me something.”





	“We… wanted to say that as very next thing. We would really love to see you in our house, you truly are a friend of this house…”





	“But….”





	“But we are afraid that…” Cecilia hesitated





	“That someone who poisoned Cecil previously may try something again. But trust us, this is not the main reason why…”





	“It’s ok… Really. I get it.It must have been awkward for you to mention it. In that case, I will come.”





	“Really?”





	“Hey! I bothered saving your wife! You think that I would simply allow someone to come now and kill her?! That would be offensive!”





	“Zariel… you really are a great friend.”





	“Mr. Zariel, there is something more you have to know, and I am afraid that you are not aware of this…”





	“Just say it!”





	“You see…”










It over. This is the end. I am done. My doom has approached. Death has raised it cold hand. Maybe it is not too late?! Maybe I can still run away from kingdom, change my name… Noo, they will eventually track me down… In that case… I need help… AND I NEED IT FAST!



	“Hey, Rus! You are a noble. Right?”





	“Y…yes…”





	“Great! You see, I need a help…” I described my problem to her





	“I… I am sorry big brother… but I can’t help you. I simply can’t…”





	“But…”





	“Please, big brother. Don’t even mention about it. It is impossible…”




… Crap… CRAP! CRAAAP! Angels or Devils, please! Hear my plea! Wait! MARIKA! I can use her! MWAHAHAHA…



	“…Sorry Zari, I would love too, it sound like fun, but Mrogul goes on quest tomorrow and he need magician to accompany him. Once again… sorry…”




… Hello Darkness, my old friend, I’ve come to talk with you again, Because a vision softly creeping, Left its seeds while I was sleeping,
 And the visions… or maybe… No, It is not going to work… where was I? Ah! And the visions that was planted in my brain still remains 
 Within the sound… of silence…


I was sitting on the stairs leading on the floor of the guild, resting my chin on clasped hands



	“Hey youngling! Why such grim expression! Life is wonderful! And you are young! Cheer up a little!” It was Jericho that approached me.




I described my situation and asked him for help






Now the two of us were sitting on same stairs with chins resting on clasped hands.


Gisele was walking by.


I have opened my mouth as if I wanted to say something to Jericho, he looked at me excited, but as only gasp of resignation escaped my lips same grim expression returned on our faces.



	“Something wrong boys? Maybe I can somehow help?”




We looked upon each other with hope.



	“Yes! Zari! Gisele may help you!”





	“M..Maybe… no. Forget about this. I won’t drag her in this mess…”





	“Hey! What’s going on!?” Gisele was truly confused





	“No, just… leave. I am beyond salvation.”





	“Hey! We are comrades! You said that yourself! Just ask and I will do everything to help you out!”





	“Y…You would really do anything?”





	“Sure!”





	“N..No. I can’t. It will be painful for you…”





	“I am not made of sugar sweetie! And what kind of friend is leaving his companion in need?!”





	“Gisele…” I raised from the stairs and hugged her tightly “…Thank you. You are the best.”





	“Ha tell me something I don’t know yet!”





	“Very well, I will start preparing myself… see you tomorrow!”




And I ran away leaving Gisele and Jericho alone



	“I am proud of you girl. Such a sacrifice! I raised you well.”





	“Stop it, old man! Really, dealing with some beast isn’t tha…”





	“Hm? Oh, you are not going to fight.”





	“he? How is that so? I am best adventurer of this guild, what else he could want from me?”





	“You are also a woman. Zari was invited on ball, you know, feast, dancing, speeches… and he lineally couldn’t refuse. And he need someone who would come along with him…”





	“Wait… You are not telling me that…”





	“Should I help you pick the dress?”



            

    
        Chapter 169

    
    
    
    
                Jericho is a genius! As I said, I was almost forced into bringing someone with me and then both Rus and Marika refused.

“Did you ask Gisele?” 

“Are you nuts?! Gisele! She would kill me in the moment I would mention it!”

“Then, don’t mention it! Problem solved! I am sure it won’t take much effort into tricking her.”

“Tricking her INTO the party is one thing. But, then I would have to run for my life, make her keep her promise, and after the party would be over, I would have to run for my life once again! Wait, why do you want GISELE to come with me?”

“Hm? Hey! I raised her! She is like a daughter to me! Don’t get me wrong. I am proud of her, but, she could act like an actual woman from time to time at least. In her whole life she never wore a dress, never danced with anyone. That’s if you wouldn’t mention dancing with blades. I just want her to have some nice memories too. Well, this girl considers killing her first GigaScoripio as a nice memory. Covered in dirt, blood and guts, holding a broken blade in one hand and part of its head in another.”

“I… I see what you mean. Still, don’t you think that it could cause trauma? Being forced to dance?”

The old man eyes shined

“YOU! You will DANCE with HER!?”

“I.. I am afraid that this is why I need a partner so...”

He gave me a hug

“Thank you… THANK YOU! I will leave her in your hands. Please, take good care of her. Ok kid, consider it done. This is what we are going to do.”

I am pretty sure you know what happened after that. For rest of the day, I did my best avoiding a certain Dragoness. No, not because I was afraid of her anger, but because I was afraid she would refuse! Something like: “I am sorry Zari, I didn’t know what I would get myself involved into. You have to forgive me, but this is simply too much.” Or something like that. BUT, If I wouldn’t meet her, she couldn’t refuse me and as tomorrow would come, it would be too late for that! I would simply tell her, that: “B…but now I have no time to find another companion!”. SHE WOULD BE LEFT WITH NO CHOICE! HAHAHAHAHA. I mean… um… I am not the bad guy, right? I am just respecting the deal with a certain old man! That’s a good deed!

The day of the ball came. I spent the day in Jericho’s back office. Why? Cuz’ Gisele wouldn’t look for me there. Do you know how hard it is to get dressed into these bloody uncomfortable party-robes that Blackwood gave me?! Also, I look like a clown! Red and white? Who made this? Don’t people know that I look best in black?

This is basically raping fashion, I tell you. I also have so many trinkets!  Cufflinks, buttons, hairpins… THEY GAVE ME HAIRPINS DAMN IT!

“I am not going to wear these…” with disgust I threw them onto Jeremy’s table

“Oh, yes, you are going to wear them. You are certainly lacking some basic information. You HAVE to wear some shiny trinkets or you would be mistaken for a butler, bah, somebody could even order you to bring them drinks, and that is an offence. Oh and try avoiding duelling on such events, of course, if somebody would spill a drink on you on purpose, or you would be directly insulted... You know what? I ain’t got time to teach you how to act among nobility when you don’t want to kill them.”

“Who told you that I don’t want to-”

“My bad, my bad. How to act among nobles when you don’t want to bring shame on your hosts. Or do you?” I only turned my head around “That’s what I thought. I will tell you more about this later. Also, whoever thought about giving you hairpins was a bloody genius! When was the last time you had your hair cut?”

“Last month?”

“And who did such a mess on your head?! It looks like bird's nest!”

“I did.”

“Kid, advice for you. Never touch a pair of scissors again. You simply don’t know how to properly use them.”

“I used a knife.”

“You did WHAT!? Start praying to devils, for angels have clearly abandoned you.”

“Hey! Maybe you would focus on Gisele this time! Ha?! Your daughter is probably struggling more than me and…”

“Alesia is helping her right now…”

“…. Poor, poor creature…”

“Gisele should be doing fine…”

“I am talking about your secretary! Helping Gisele pick the best outfit?! Tis quite the challenge.”

In that moment some screams could be heard from another side of the guild. 

“LEAVE ME ALOOOONE!” I recognised that voice. It belonged to certain dragoness.

“Stop playing around and come back to me RIGHT NOW! HEY! BACK, I SAID BACK!”

Then some rumbling, hissing and roaring followed by a sound of furniture being knocked down as someone was running our direction. The door to the office opened and Gisele fell inside, Or at least a part of Gisele. I only saw her arms near the floor as her claws dug into the wood.

“LEAVE ME BEEE!” she yelled in pain, agony almost.

“Stop playing around! We have to make your hair.”

“PAPA! HEEEELP MEEE!”

After her last cry for help, the dragoness was dragged back to the corridor yet her claws never stopped hugging the floor which resulted in deep scratching marks appearing all way back from office room to Gisele’s.

“Forget what I was saying. Alesia is doing just fine. T…Teacher…”

“Hm?”

“Please, never let Alesia do my hair. Never, If you had to just cut me bald.”

“Consider it done kid. Consider it done. Crap where did I leave my scissors? Stay here kid, I will be back in a moment.”

The guild master left the room humming quietly. As soon as he was out I pulled scissors from behind my belt. Ha, as if I would ever let you touch my head! My hairstyle isn’t even that bad eith…

~ You aren’t going to a party in such outfit, are you?

Guyz, why do you even care?

~ You are a beast king! You have to look like one! Don’t you dare to bring shame on us!

Hmm, since when are you the one making decisions here? Let me think… ah! That’s right! Since never! So, both my suit and hair are staying the way they are.

~Don’t make us do that…

Do what?!

~Zaaaanez-chan! Mind helping us a little?!

No, you wouldn’t.

“Someone called for idol Zanez?! I am here everyone! Beautiful! Powerful! Cute aaaand tempting! Succubi love to save a day! What am I needed for?!”

“N..nothing, really you can just leav…”

~He is going to a party. Looking like that

“TIS A CRIME! Come here!”

“Don’t you even dare…”

But she dared.

“Don’t struggle sunshine! 

Let’s get down to business, as for a party it is time!

Despite your ugly face which for beauty is a crime!

You’re the saddest kid I have ever met,

But you can bet before we are though,

Mister, I will make a beauty out of you!”

She cast some weird spell on me which made me unable to move, she grabbed me as some sort of cargo pack and throw on a chair. Scissors shined in her hand

“Are you violating Mulan’s song?!”

“Tranquil as the forest, by your belt – a blade,

Once I am done with you, you are sure to get laaaaid!

You’re clumsy, pale and stupid kid,

About dressing you have no clue,

Yet somehow I…. Will make a hunk, out of YOOOU!”

I could only see wisps of my hair falling on the floor. Out of nowhere, a bowl filled with water appeared on the desk in front of me. Is she going to wash my face? Somehow I have bad feelings about th…

She even didn’t let me finish the sentence in my mind and she pushed my face into a bowl almost drowning me.

“You must have a tongue like a sly merchant,

<Be a stud!>

You must have a walk like a tiger loose,

<Be a stud!>

With my help your success is certain!

<Be a stud!>

And as night is over… the bed of yours…. shall be USEEEED!”

She pulled my head from bowl leaving me gasping for air!

“WOMAN, did you train interrogation in CIA?!”

“Don’t be silly!... I was the one training them. Now, where were we? Ah, that’s right…

Time is racing toward us, ‘til its paaarty timeee…”

My agony continued for few more moments, till eventually, Jericho returned to the room.

“I found my scissors…” At that moment he looked at me “HOLY MOLY! Who are you and what did you do to my student, you handsome beast!”

“Ha-ha, very funny.”

“Kid… I take back what I said. What happened to you must be a miracle! A god’s work! You… you don’t look like a beggar! Or villain from fairy tales! You almost look like someone important!”

“Cut the crap.”

Because Succubi vanished in very moment Jericho came back, I had no time to see what she did to me, so I started looking for a mirror… JESUS FUCKING CHRIST! ZANEZ! WHAT DID YOU DO TO ME!

My hair! Why isn’t it in a mess! I loved my messy hair! You ruined months of doing nothing to them so they could look as they used to! That bloody golden hairpin was keeping my hair behind my ear while another side of my head was cut short. The hair at the top of my head was nicely combed to the right, while the forelock, despite being treated the same way as rest of my head, was covering my forehead in a “messy”, yet elegant way. In shojo kind of manga, such hair would mean I am silent and mysterious kind of hero. I WILL FUCK YOU TO DEATH ZANEZ!

~ “Is that a promise?” I heard her voice in my mind

After moment of rethinking… No, sorry for bringing it up.. Wait… You changed my suit too?

~ ”Just a little, I mostly added some jewellery. Fret not, these are illusions… higher tier illusions, you can normally touch them, so they wouldn’t think that you are poor. But time will pass …   So, just remember to be back before midnight, my Cinderella, or the spell would break. 

Just kidding, my magic is not such crap. Have fun kid. Bang a lot!”

I… I don’t even want to argue anymore.

~ “Right decision! Keep your forces for the pa-arty!”

“Anyway…” Jericho started “Looks like my job here is done.”

“But you didn’t do anything.”

Yet, he just turned around and left. Wait, I think I saw that scene somewhere already.

“What ya waiting for?” he called from the doorstep “Come on already! The gentleman is the one who should be waiting for the lady. You won’t let my little girl be the one waiting, will you?”

The air in the room somehow got colder.

“I am just enjoying my last day among the living. For as we would leave the party, Gisele will tear me apart.”

“Fret not, you have a handicap, she will be wearing very uncomfortable shoes so...”

That didn’t help at all! 

But in the end, I followed him down to the entrance of the guild. Stepping outside I already noticed that carriage is already waiting for us. The driver Archibald looked at me, grinned and gave me nod full of approval. 

“My, my. Sir, you almost look as if you weren’t raised in the sewers…” He said that with dead-serious tone, yet his eyes were sparkling.

“Et Tu, Brute, contra me? I have lost my faith in humanity.”

I was having a fast conversation with Archi. He gave me a quick “tutorial” on how I should act in front of certain individuals, and who to recognise more important gust. Just to not offend them, or very best avoid them. Then Gisele came.

“I dare you. If you would laugh.”

I turned around ready to LAUGH my ass off, dropping as many bad jokes as possible, for after this day full of torment I needed relief. But I didn’t laugh. I didn’t say but one joke. I simply stood there.

“W…What now?! I looked weird, do I?! I knew! It was a bad idea! I am going back right n…”

“Archibald… do you see what I see?”

“It depends on what you see, sir.”

“WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT!”

“Apparently there is a new goddess walking among mortals,” I said looking her right in the eyes. She came closer, put her hands on my shoulders and…

“Mock me one more time, and I swear to heaven and hell…”

“Gis, this time, I am not mocking you… You look… simply… Archibald, what word is two tiers higher than beautiful?”

Her grip on my shoulder became stronger, if she would put any strength more, her claws would surely break my bones. I turned my side to her.

“My lady, if you would do me this honour…” I gave her my arm so she could rest on it

“I don’t believe I am doing this… be strong Gisele, you are a proud dragon…” she was talking to herself “ As this day will come over you will take all the time of the world to skin this bastard alive.”

Her red hair was pinned into one long braid, her dress had sleeves covering her muscled arms, making her appear far more girly? Yet as she was simply tall, instead of making her look cute and innocent, which was the current fashion among nobles (as I heard). She looked deadly elegant. Yet now her blush destroyed the illusion of strong, independent type, making her look as somebody who doesn’t know what she is doing! Her gaze was all the time running to the side as she was avoiding eye contact.

If to all these things you would add visible scales on her neck and palms. Ah, this exotic look! I simply couldn’t avert my eyes. I couldn’t do it even when I was leading her to the carriage, nor when we were raiding toward the mansion. Which annoyed her more than it should of.

“Stop it!” she hissed

“Stop what?” I asked without a clue

“Stop… staring!”

“Gisele, there is something I have to tell you…”

She only Hmped at me in response

“But you have to promise me, that you will accept it and that you won’t kill me.”

“I can’t promise first, and I won’t promise you the second. You are dying tonight.”

“Gisele, you look mesmerising and simply beautiful.”

“I am telling you for the very last time! STOP MOCKING ME!”

“And I am telling you… Gis, look at me…” yet her head remained turned to the side “… God damn it woman!” in the end she did what I asked her. She was almost close to crying from embarrassment as her face was coloured as ripe tomato “… just act like yourself. As old, good, strong Gisele, and please, try enjoying yourself.”

“Ha?! Enjoying myself?! I can ask you about the same thing! I know that you hated the very idea of coming to this party.”

“That’s right. I did. But I don’t hate this idea any longer.”

“Why? What changed?”

“I am being accompanied by the finest of angels.”

All this time she was looking in my eyes, I asked her for it so she could see what I wanted her to see – that there was no lie in my eyes. I am being honest. Dead honest and that made her blush even more.
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                I stepped out of carriage first, just to help Gisele doing same. 

“Thanks,” she said “Those shoes are killing me! What kind of sadist even made them!” 

“A male. It is harder for women to run wearing those and the best part of it is, that all you have to do is to convince a girl that wearing those shoes means that you belong to the higher class and voila! They are wearing them on their own.”

“… R-really? Wait! You are mocking me again.”


“Gis. You are taking everything far too seriously. Relax, have fun.” I said while we were following Archibald to the main building.

“Easier said than done! Look at me! I look… like not myself! Everyone will stare at me! Throughout my whole life, I was working on my name! When somebody said [Gisele Redwing] you heard reliable, hardworking, and proud.”

“And now you will add to those elegant, graceful and breathtaking. Come on. We will just fit in, blend in and quietly enjoy our time together. There is going to be so many nobles dressed in so many bizarre suits, that nobody will pay us any attenti…”

Archibald opened a huge door leading to the main chamber of the house. It lead to a very  crowded main chamber room. The tables were put in a U shape, leaving more than enough space in the middle for dancing and other purposes. On the platform located in opposite side of the chamber a group of musician were playing fast, lively music. It was definitely not for dancing. It more like for lifting the mood of the guests. Apparently the time for dancing is yet to come. But, none of that was a problem. What was a problem? As soon as already mentioned Butler opened door for us. He grabbed a pole standing next to the door, raised it and hit thrice the floor below, making a loud sound echoed throughout the room. Suddenly, everyone’s attention focused on us.

“Master Blackwood, the guest of honor Zariel Whiteraven together with Gisele Redwing, has arrived.” 

A voice of an old man could be heard in the entire room. In same time dragoness’s grip on my shoulder tightened.

“You wanted to say that nobody will pay us any… any what, Zari? I wonder?”

Yet, at the same time, I noticed that old man’s eyes were shining joyfully. 

“Enjoying yourself, Archi?” I hissed quietly.

“Sir, pardon me, but I have no idea what are you talking about.”

Yet his eyes told me that he knew perfectly. 

“I trusted you, from all the people in this house, I was hoping only for your aid.” 

“Ah! Finally!” The head of the house stood up and quickly walked across the room to greet us “My-my, I knew that you would look great in those robes, yet still I… Oh, but where are my manners, if my wife would see me now I would get quite a lecture. My greetings, Miss.”

He bowed with courtesy toward Gisele, and Gisele… Gisele completely panicked. In her whole life someone only bowed his head to her after being pulverized into the dirt, she simply didn’t know how to act. She tried to say something, but in the end, nothing escaped her mouth.

“If I may suggest…” I tried to save the situation “… We are among friends, and I am pretty sure, that if you would address Gisele in less formal manner...”

“Is that so?” Gisele only nodded shyly “Then why the hell you didn’t say that earlier?!HAHAHA. Let me correct myself. Hello, youngling, I am in charge of this mess and I can already see that neither you or Zari enjoy the idea of being involved in this chaos called [the noble ball], thus I am even more grateful that you came. If anything would be troubling you, just come straight to me, I will deal with it personally.”

“Sir, Senator Kirwirgl came…” Archibald only said quietly from the side.

“Already? Old fart, I hoped he wouldn’t come at all. What more do you want me to do Arc? Ah, to greet him. Great. Pardon me, lad, I have to put my fake smile on and talk for a moment to someone I definitely don’t want to talk to. Please, fell as if you are in your own home. Oh! Also! There are quite a few people that want to meet you Zari. Try staying away from them. Just in case.”

He gave me a pat on the shoulder and with a gesture of his hand he invited me further in the chamber, in same time door opened again and another Butler said the name of another guest that arrived.

“He was… quite…”

“Normal? Yes, but don’t get used to it. His wife is also pretty nice, but don’t think that she would be as direct in conversation as him.”

I only said walking with Gis further in trying to avoid as many people looking interested in us. 

“Sooo… what are we going to do now?” my partner was looking in all directions with anxious.

“Told ya. Trying to have fun.”

“For me it is impossible! I feel so… weird! Zari, I don’t belong here!”

Still, as a male, I felt formally obligated to make a woman that I took as my companion to have fun.

“Gis, do you like quests?”

“You mean like those from the guild?” she looked at me uncertain what am I referring to.

“Very same.”

“Yes. I love them. You know what you have to do, when and how… and there is also that thrill of anticipation…”

“You usually are a party leader, tell me, would mind letting somebody else be in charge?”

“If I would find his experience in certain matter superior…”

“Gis, how do you think, which one of us better know this place and people?”

“You. I was told you already were here quite a few times. What do you want to do?”

I stopped, turned to the side so now I was facing dragoness and said.

“Listen, soldier, we are currently on enemy ground, try avoiding contact. We will also need supplies, so scout for all possible food sources, secure some and proceed to looking for isolated location which we would used as operation base.”

She looked at me for a moment as on some mad man, then she snickered turning her head in disbelief.

“So… basically, get some food and table in the corner? Consider it done captain!”

Chuckling we moved forward to the tables filled with food.

“Enemy spotted! 10 o’clock! Two rangers moving quickly in our direction!” Gisele said to me.

We kept our head looking directly forward, so we could always pretend that we have simply not noticed someone.

“Roger that. Prepare to evade. Wait for it… Waaaait for it…” At the edge of my vision, I indeed saw some (probably) married couple in older age approaching quickly “An opening! NOW!”

We moved slightly to the right. My luck has not abandoned me, for in same time quite few people moved from opposing direction creating literally a human wall separating us from our would-be conversation partners.

“Report!” I commanded quickly

“Sir, yes, sir! Situation under control, enemy forces were stuck behind obstacle, we got some time, b… Sir! 3 o’clock! A Juggernaut!”

I looked in already mentioned direction.

“Juggernaut? Woman! Where do you have your eyes!? Juggernauts are simply heavily armored frontliners, and that is simply a cave troll!” I heard a chuckle in response

For yes, the man that was approaching us from the side wasn’t skinny. He wasn’t chubby either. Bah! What we normally consider fat is inadequate right now!

“How do you think, how did he manage to look like a perfect barrel?” Gisele whispered in my ear

“I am far more concerned where did his neck go! Anyway, evasion maneuver will fail here, we have to pick another route!”

“But this one is shortest! Our first mission is to get supplies, commander!”

“Supplies won’t go anywhere! And I won’t risk the life of my soldier!”

We had to take other paths quite a few times, but in the end, food appeared on the horizon.

“Target in sight!”

“We did it, commander! We did i... Sir! Enemy forces on 12 o’clock!... and 8… and 4! Sir! We are surrounded!”

“Abort the mission! I repeat! Abort the mission! Flee for your life! We shall meet again in starting point, so…”

“Too late! All escapes routes were cut! We are trapped!”

Despite her concerned tone, her eyes were sparkling. Exactly what I wanted to achieve… For all creation… if you would see those playful sparkles in her eyes, dancing like most beautiful wisps in the darkest night, that charming boldness, that wonderful confidence… that

“..right? Zari? I asked if something is wrong with you?”

“Hm? Ah, yes. I am all right. Anyway, it was an honor to serve in the same unit as you, soldier.”

“Fret not, commander, they won’t take us without a fight!” and she grabbed a butter knife from the table

“Hey! Heyheyheyhey! Easy girl! Put that down!”

She burst into true laugh 

“I wasn’t going to hurt them, silly!”

“A-ha, sure. Still, I would prefer you to not hold any sharp things. Wait here, soldier, I will try to negotiate our surrender.”


I turned around to face the couple that was approaching us, but as they were about to speak, a true fear appeared on their faces and they slowly turned around. And as I was guessing what could frighten them up to this point, I felt a tingly sensation of dark aura. 

“ZAAAARI!”

And something hugged me from behind.

“GladToSeeYouBack!AreYouAllRight?YouWereOutForSoLong!WhyDidn’tYouWriteMeALetter?IsThatWhoIAmToYou?Ha?!YouJustUsedMe,Didn’tYou?YouBrute!”

I could barely understand half words spoken to me

“Hey, Daralon! I would say that it is nice to see you, but you are not letting my backs go!”

“And I won’t! Next moment I leave you, you go POOF and vanish for weeks or months on some stupid adventure!”

“Right now, I am not going anywhere!”

“Ya promise!?”

“Yes, I promise!”

Gisele chuckled one more time

“Looks like you have a new date!” Ho?! Did Gisele mock me right now?

“Yes, he has, so, as you are no longer needed…” Darlaon made a gesture with his hand, telling Gis that she can leave

“Appreciate your spirit, Dar, but still I would prefer keeping Gisele around. Just in case.”

“Oh? Keeping me around? Just in case? What am I? Your equipment?”

“Don’t be silly! You can have a knife as equipment, a bag as equipment. But you... You are more like a ling ring, so a trinket! Just to be shown around."


A punch appeared out of nowhere. Normally I could avoid it, but with dark mage attached to your back, it was a bit more difficult.

“Bastard!” dragoness said with feigned indignation 

“Ok, you could have your quarrel later. I have a small table for three in the corner. I hoped that somebody would sit next to me, but up until now, I have spent this evening pretty lonely… I wonder why? So, will you come with me?”

Gis and I looked at each other and nodded at the same time. Darlaon in pretty much a friend of the guild, so we wouldn’t mind having a company of someone we already know. Adding the fact that his presence will keep pests away was just a nice side effect.

We followed him and had quite a pleasant conversation for an hour or so. We talked about everything – about our recent adventures, politics, magic, and guests that were crowded around. Daralon had this wonderful flow of talking, he also said all he wanted in this easy to understand manner, so even Gis (which is not a master of magic) understood everything we were talking about! She even had questions of her own! About magic! End of the world! We were enjoying our conversation till the door opened ONCE again, yet this time, the whole chamber became silent.

Herald that came first was dressed completely different than black and white butlers of Blackwood family before him. He was wearing a dark blue suit with red cuffs.

“Master Blackwood, guest of honor – Arthur Grey, called Wise, first of his name, Legal king of Neira has arrived.”

People already sitting by the table raised, those who were casually walking in the chamber have moved quickly to the sides letting the royal pass while bowing their heads with courtesy. 

“Greetings, my lord, as the head of this house please allow me to show you your…”

“For goddesses sake! Blackwood! Stop that gibberish! Everyone knows that I will sit next to you! Come on! We are here to celebrate, just skip the boring part and proceed to the moment where you give me a wine!”

Him. I definitely like him.

“As you wish, my lord.” Blackwood smiled cheerfully “If you could just wait a moment longer, there is one more guest that is supposed to sit in the middle… yet somehow he decided to sit in the corner…”

“The lad that saved Cecilia? Yeah, I want to meet him, but he can wait for he is still young, you know what can’t wait any longer? That 11-year-old wine that you have been storing in your basement!” He looked around, gazing upon all nobles still waiting in the same spot “What are you waiting for?! I am not going to make any form of a speech if that is what you are waiting for! Our dear friend, Cecilia Blackwood, despite death threatening event, is still among us! There is nothing more important that needs to be said about this evening! Rejoice! Sing and laugh and dance, for thanks to the help of this young man, that desperately hides among you, the house of Blackwood will live in prosperity… at least for some time.”

He finished casually, turning around and following Blackwood to the part of table reserved for hosts and honor guests. In same time another butler came to us.

“Sir, excuse my interruption, but you are asked to sit with Mister Blackwood.”

“So, the terror of the night begins now? Gisele, may you?”

“Hm, may I do what? Oh, follow you… you know, actually, I am quite comfortable where I am right now… hahaha…” she laughed awkwardly “Nobility is one thing, but I won’t sit next to the king!”

“Solider, I am not asking! I am demanding!”

“This trick won't work this time.”

“… Dar, do you have some curse on occasion like this?” I averted my eyes from dragoness looking toward dark mage

“I call it a puppeteer! For certain period of time target will do as I please, of course, he or she can fight it back, but each time the command is rejected, cursed feels incredible pain…”

“If so, can I ask you for a favor?” I asked looking back on Gisele

“Zari… No” Gisele seemed to be worried

“Zari-yes!” And Daralon enthusiastic 

“Fine! I will go!” she said, but as she was walking past me she whispered in my ear “But I will have my revenge.”

King and both Blackwoods were discussing something quietly, yet cheerfully. As we came closer they stopped their conversation for a moment.

“Your majesty, that’s the kid. And together with him…”

“Gisele!” royal roared “Just look at you! By my beard, you sure grew well! Such a beauty, that old rat Jericho must be proud of you!”

“Y…You know me?... sir?” she added sir after very long break

“Don’t you remember me? My heart is broken! Well, you were little back then. I used to visit Jericho… You were such a lively kid! You simply couldn’t sit in same spot for a minute! I have been telling Jeremy that you will be one troublemaker!”

“Troublemaker? Ooooh yes.” I said quietly 

He gazed upon me

“You are Zariel? In name of the whole country thank you. Cecilia is our national gem. The loss of such a brilliant mind would be a heavy blow for us all.”

“Thanking me is unnecessary. I already was paid.”

“You asked for nothing! Actually, I thought that you did that to get closer to noble houses… but after seeing you so desperately trying to avoid any form of contact, I have to say that I have absolutely no idea what you are up to. I have you being followed, yet each time my head hunters were somehow losing your track in the middle of the city.” After that I heard Daralon coughing hysterically. “Yet, I found nothing. Kid, what do you want?”

Can I allow myself for being blunt? 

“From you? Nothing, sir.”

“Another student of Jericho? That stubborn spirit, that confidence! It had to be learned from this rat! Anyway, I have a favor to ask, kid, as you would get back to the guild, ask him when he is going to pay me? Somehow, as time pass, his debt is becoming bigger and bigger.”

“With all due respect… I doubt you will ever see your gold back.”

“Ha! I know that too! But I still love teasing him about that.”

“In that case, you can count on me.”

Somehow, from word to word, we moved from talking about Jericho to talking about guild itself, then about quests. The king was very eager to listen what happened in Agrah. As we were talking, a butler came to Blackwood as whispered something in his ear.

“Really? Now? Can’t she wait? For fuc… bloody hell. My lord…” he targeted his words to the king “Would you mind if Senator Mirana asks if she can join us…”

“Senator who? Wait, that annoying sow that leads alchemist guild? What does she want this time?!”

“I am pretty sure she want to talk more with our guest more than with you, your majesty. As far as I know, she already tried recruiting him to the guild?”

“And you refused? Kid, just because you annoyed her, I want to give you a hug! But if she isn’t going to ask me for anything… I don’t care.”

“In that case, ask her here,” Blackwood said to the butler

“Wait…” I stopped him “… if she wants to talk with me, maybe I am the one who should say something in that matter? For I surely don’t want to talk!”

“Sorry, but no.” host said with apologetic smile “Politics. I once asked for a favor someone who have asked for a favor someone who…”

“Asked for the favor of the alchemist guild?” He nodded

“Aw, something went not as you planned?” Gisele was more than just pleased hearing that

We didn’t have to wait too long for already mentioned senator. 

A woman, looking as if she was in her middle thirties came to the table.

“Your majesty.” She bowed her head to the king “Hosts” She repeated her gesture toward Blackwoods. She hesitated for a moment looking at me as she didn’t know how to address me “Mister Zariel, after your permission …” she sat next to us.

“Before we start…” the king raised his head "You won’t ask me about tax reduction for your potions?"

“No, my lord, I have left those negotiations for another moment.”

Arthur sighed with relief. And corrected his position on chair relaxed.

“Mr. Zariel… we allowed ourselves to inspect the potion you made for Mrs. Blackwood…”

“I am sure you did.” I urged her in a rude way

“Please, such attitude is not necessary. We, as a guild, have to check if you are not poisoning people of Neira.”

“Or check how good I am and thus if I am worth recruiting or check if I am not selling potions of my own creation.”

“That is not a whole truth. Not even small part of it. Yet I have to ask you, the potion… was good. More than just good. Where did you learn it?”

“Self-studies.”

“Please, refrain from joking.”

“I am not joking. I started making them in the middle of the forest, yes, I had some guidance when I studied under Miss Hanna, but she mostly showed me a couple of formulas and a basic book about alchemy. After that I have been crafting potions for days and night, without sleeping, testing new formulas on myself. You want to be as good as me? Make a poison and drink it. And no, I am not kidding.”

“…Still, you have changed few ingredients. You replaced…”

“I am sure I did. To the point.”

“Why? Different herbs, despite having often similar effects to one another, combined in a different potion can act completely differently. Weren’t you afraid that you may do Mrs. Blackwood a harm?”

“No.”

“…That’s it?”

“What else should I say? I have answered your question. No. I wasn’t afraid. Apparently, unlike you, I know what I am doing.” The King snickered.

“Receipts were made to stick to the pattern! This is the very first thing we are teaching our students. The rule you violated!”

“But as you also noticed, I am not a member of your guild, and thus your rules does not apply to me.”

“How could you be sure that potion you made wasn’t lethal!?” she raised her voice

“How can you be sure that adding two and two results in four? Do you have to prove it? I simply know when I can replace which herb.”

“No! I won’t accept such explanations! Flower of Aurora, despite being a basic healing herb, creates a lesser poison when you add it to the moongrass!”

“No, if you would replace mandragora’s root with petals of azure lily beforehand. Making a potion is like an equation. Let’s say that the potion we want to make equals four. You can do it your regular way, adding two plus two. But now you are trying to tell me that adding one and one and two is wrong.”

“But you CAN’T do that with every herb you encounter!”

“I can't?”

“I won’t believe that you memorized what every plant on this world does! It is impossible! And as I was told you did that seconds after reading the receipt!”

Well, technically she is right. I didn’t memorize that. I have an appraisal for that.

“Can dogs fly?” I asked

“W…what a silly question? No!”

“And can an eagle fly? What I am trying to tell, you are like a dog trying to convince an eagle that flying is impossible. Don’t measure me the same way you measure your alchemists. You have merely scratched the surface of the art of alchemy. You don’t see its nature. All you see are coins that you earn after making a potion. While I… I…” not good, mad scientist kicks in “I am trying to understand the essence of creation!” I hit the table with my fists “You are looking, but you can’t see! Why do you even have ears if you can’t listen!? The process of changing! Turning aloe into deadly acid! Making the most venomous toxin into balm! The periodicity of changing, and changing the periodicity! Aira gave us life, but she also gave it to plants, animals. Each time you plug the flower, rip its petals, leafs, and root, have you even wonder that what you have in hands is not just a PLANT but… the tiniest part of creation!? Smallest for of living!? This is, what differ me and you, and never, just never imply that I can’t do something just because you are violating your own ART!”

I didn’t even notice when I started yelling. Quite a few people were looking at me. I cough few times.

“Pardon me. I simply can’t discuss such important matters with someone I purely hate.”

After a moment of silence, she raised her head.

“My I know how we earned your hate?”

“Monopoly of potion making. Don’t look at me like that! I am implying something different. If you would really want to improve, you would have destroyed your competition by your product quality and not by law and taxes. Because you have no competition, because you are the only source of potion in this country, you have lost your ability to improve. Do you know how life works? Adaptability. When you are a monster that lives in cold places you grow fur, if you are a monster living in hot places, some of your body parts are bigger to allow for better ventilation. But as you are existing in perfect conditions, without "predators" you simply lost your ability to adapt. Because to what you would have to adapt to?! When was the last time you created new potion? New receipt? If you would have equal competition you would make DOZENS of new potions each year, looking for new ways new technology. But, not only you are not improving yourself you are not letting improve anybody else! You know what am I talking about? Library! Why is the potion section closed?!”

“For saf…”

“Tell me that it’s safety reason and I will smack you. Accidents are BOUND to happen! Tell me that in your guild no pot ever exploded! I am waiting.” as she wasn’t going to break the silence I allowed myself to continue “Exactly. In your most secured rooms, under eyes of most skilled alchemists, done according to your receipts. Accidents happen. I will tell you why you are holding this knowledge for yourselves. To keep your monopoly. So don’t add any story about security, you simply want to have total control over the market.”

“I think you are overvaluing humans.” She finally said “Safety reasons are not considering only explosions of the pot. There are poisons in many shapes and forms. Not only liquids and gases. But now, imagine that somebody made a toxic gas which he shut in a mobile container. He can look like a merchant, enter a temple and release it. Drugs highly addictive potions that temporarily are letting you rest, stop thinking about worries but damages your body from inside. There are many, many people that would use those for their own gains. This is what we are trying to stop, Mr. Zariel. Weapons that no one can control and poisons that will bleed society from inside. I came here to judge if you are one of such persons that could use them. I am glad to say, that probably you are not such a man. You are rude, over proud, narcissistic, arrogant asshole, but at least you love Alchemy and see it as science. Thank you, I have gathered all information I wanted.”

She raised from her chair and left. I watched her for some more time before saying quietly, yet still loud enough for everyone sitting at the table to hear.

“Stupid cunt. Me narcissistic? At least I am not walking as if I somebody shoved a meter long pole in my ass.”

The king burst in laugh, Mr. Blackwood tried hiding a smile, Mrs. Blackwood looked to be shocked by my small speech and Gisele just kick me under the table.

“Narcissistic? Arrogant? She nailed your personality after five minutes of conversation.” Dragoness just said after a moment.

“I beg your pardon, but this is most certainly a bullshit! I am sweet! And cute! And hardworking and helpful! Also generous funny and so very handsome! I simply don’t have a need to be such a gentleman toward everybody I encounter, especially assholes.”

“You also forgot being handsome from time to time.. oh no, wait, you forget about that most of the time!” Gis teased me

“Only so you wouldn’t feel jealous.”

“Oh, fear not, I wouldn’t!”…that hurts you know?

“A..anyway, I think that it should already be time for the main dish…” Blackwood tried changing the topic, yet he failed horribly.

I allowed myself to rise from the table.

“Pardon me, I have to leave for a moment, to breath a fresh air.”

I moved quickly through the crowd, few people tried to talk to me, yet as soon as they saw expression they backed off. I moved on the higher floor just to walk outside – on the balcony.

I moved toward the edge resting on the balustrade and looked down. 

Great. This night is just great. What did I learn? The King hired headhunters to spy on me. The alchemy guild was investigating my creation for goddesses only know what sake, and overall I am trapped in this snake pit filled with people that while faking their smiles would try getting closer to me or the Blackwoods. 

And somehow, despite my efforts, I irritated Gisele. Just what did I do this time? Yes, I am teasing her all the time, but not today! What the hell am I doing wrong this time?

Where did I make a mistake?

~ Well, it all started in the day you were born.

Not helping Lust.

~ You want and advice?

~NOOOOOO

~NOOOOOOOOOOOO

~NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO

~IT NEVER ENDS WELL! NEVER

Let’s give it a try.

~ Just stop playing around. Be bold. More. Grab her, hold her in your arms and don’t let go till she gives you an answer. There is a 50% chance that she would say yes!

And what if she would say no?

~ Chloroform and duct tape. 

I am asking seriously!

~And why do you think that I am joking? Oh, take a consideration that she is half dragon, so you may need something stronger than chloroform and lots of duct tape. Then toss her into a cellar and wait for her to get Stockholm syndrome.

Nope. In the end, it solves nothing.

“Zari, are you ok? You weren’t back for quite some time so I decided to check on you and as this whole mansion is a bloody labyrinth I could have lost my way once or twice.”

I turned around to face the dragoness.

“I am completely fine! Sorry for worrying you, I am simply getting a bit fired up when I am talking about alchemy and needed to cool down.” I smiled

She came closer and rested next to me.

“Bo honest with me.”

“What do you mean?”

“You seem troubled. More than usual. Normally, looking at you I can never tell what are you feeling, you always have this happy expression that you use to fool everyone around you. But now I see everything clearly. You didn’t even touch cake you took.”

A cake? What ca.. ah, yes. Chocolate cake dressed with some bizarre fruit I have never seen before. Yes, now as I recall that I indeed took one.

“I teased you too much?” she asked “By that table. I thought that I may show you how I fell when you mock me in the guild, but somehow you reacted differently than I…”

“So you were just joking?” Something dropped from my chest

“Y…yeah?”

“Never do that again. Never.”

“Sure thing, just promise me the same thing in return!”

“That’s something different! Don’t even compare those things!”

“Different?! How is that so! You mock me, I mock you!”

“No, you are joking from some silly reasons.”

“And you? Why are you making a fool out of me every single time?” I remained silent “I am still waiting.”

“To check how much it takes you to hate me.” I finally turned around “To check if those words you said to me mean anything. To check if you would finally find me disgusting. To find out what you truly think about me.”

“W…Wait, slow down, I think I lost the point of your speech in the middle so…”

“No, I won’t slow down. Do you remember how everyone acted when they found out I wasn’t a human? They were scared. They were not trusting me at the beginning, and in the end, they decided to act as they used to only because they saw how you behave near me. And you? What do you think about me as a monster?”

“You… I can’t think about you as about monster. You are you. Zari is Zari. So what that you can look like an ugly beast. The way you act stays the same?”

“See? SEE?! That’s what I mean! NO ONE viewed it like you. They either saw a threat or source of benefits. And you were just standing there seeing no problem! Why… WHY are you so pure? So plain honest!? So selfless and dedicated?!”

I came closer, which made Gisele took a step back.

“Zari, I still don’t know what you mean. But, you are slowly scaring me.”

“Tell me, Gis. What do you think about me? Just don’t repeat those craps about narcissism if you really don’t mind it.”

“Y…You are great warrior, elastic in fighting a..and…”

“NOT AS WARRIOR!”

“Then… I think that there is far more good in you that you want to admit. Whatever you are doing, you are trying your best and I can respect that, also, when we were in Tower and I was kidnapped by minotaurs, you rushed 50 floors just to rescue me. Even if it was against your nature. Normally it would take you weeks to get on the same floor, for you would check every corner thrice and moved carefully. I owe you a lot, and you are someone I can rely on. I really treasure you as my friend, so if you would ever wonder if I like you, I do!”

As a friend, hm? As friend. Great. I have a friend for life. Hey, there is no greater treasure than a friend, right? So why… why it hurts so much? Why does it feel as I am bleeding from my heart? Doesn’t matter now…

“Ok… fine. That was exactly what I wanted to know… let’s get back inside. In the end, we are guests of honors… it is impolite of us to make them wait…” 

I moved back to the building and heard Gisele following behind me. 

Great. Simply great. Damn it. Fuck. FUCK! FOR HEAVEN’S SAKE! FUUCK! I turned around

“Actually no. It is not fine. And I am not ok with that. Not at all.”

“Z..Zari?”

“You were intriguing me for a long, long time, then I started observing you trying to understand. Now I see. This purity of yours, your plain honorable behavior. Risking your own life for the sake of helping others. I thought that you are representing something I lost in the process of getting stronger. But I was wrong. I never had that wonderful innocence. I didn’t have your smile. A smile that made me lost my breath, I didn’t have your eyes. The eyes that I see in my every dream. All this time I had to be cautious! To look behind my back all the time, I could never truly trust anyone! But near you, all those fears are gone! Near you, I feel like I can do EVERYTHING. I used to think, that I deserve the whole world for myself! You are something that I lack from being whole! For all this time I haven’t noticed, that the whole world I desire was walking right next to me. And now I am going to do something that I definitely won’t regret. If you won’t like it, just hit me. In the end, you are still stronger than me.”

And I came closer.

“H..Hey, s.. slow down, Zari, what are you doing? Zari, sto…”

But it was already too late, at least for her. I grabbed her in her waist, pulled to me and kissed her lips. I didn’t force it, I tried being as slow and delicate as possible, savoring the moment.

Do you know what a true bliss is? It is a tingling sensation that crawls down your spine. It is warmness of another person on your chest. It is that strange, weird feeling when all your senses are both numb and sharp. 

I felt her lips on mine, it was like tasting her very essence. Her breath was shaking, and heart was pounding… or maybe it was me?

I didn’t know how long we stood like that, all I know that when our lips finally parted, all I could say was:

“You didn’t fight back…” my sentence was followed by a weak chuckle.

“Of course not! Y…You took me by surprise!”

“Very well, then I shall repeat it once again, this time you have been warned.”

She looked as she wanted to say something, but for heaven and hell, I doubt that right now I would even understand a thing that she would say. My previous kiss was slow and gently… and left me so very unsatisfied. My heart wanted to jump off my chest!

One of my hands moved from her waist to embrace her head. I parted her lips with mine allowing myself for more. Funny, her lips are so soft, and her body is so wonderfully warm. Every place I touch or brush, as if in response were instantaneously turning hot. Slowly I noticed that her hands started to shyly hug me, her tensed body relaxed, as if slowly accepting same heat that I felt. We were melting in each other embrace.

Once again our lips parted.

“Why you didn’t stop me this time?”

“D..Don’t get me wrong. This is simply… a…a new form of attack. I simply don’t know how to counter it… yet.”

I looked in her eyes. My palms gently grasped her cheeks. In her eyes, those beautiful green, gentle eyes was something new. These wonderful playful sparkles were gone, something new replaced them, I almost felt as if she wasn’t looking at me but IN ME. as if she started directly at my soul, in the core of my existence, I have never felt so… so exposed… so naked before! For a moment I wanted to hide, to run. Yet in her gaze was no hate, no disgust. Weird. If she has seen my soul. How can she not be… how can she… she…

Gods, she is so wonderful.

“I love you, Gisele,” I said. 

I said it. Finally.

Up until now, I wasn’t certain my own feelings. I was afraid that what I think is love may be nothing more but passion – the flame that will burn for a moment and leave nothing but embers. But now I know, I found it in those eyes. In those beautiful, gentle eyes. Eyes that accepted me.

“I…” she started, but I put my finger on her lips.

“Not yet, darling…”

And I kissed her again. This time I couldn’t keep the fire in my chest. It burst with all might. Exploded with all feelings I kept until now and slowly devoured both of us. We lost to the passion. Her hot lips on mine, her ragged breath… 

I closed my eyes. I simply could no longer comprehend how… perfect she is.

All thought were gone, all worries disappeared together with the whole world. There was no country of Neira, no capital, no mansion. Even a balcony slowly began to vanish. All that existed was me, Gisele and a certain fact – that I don’t want to ever let her go.

Our lips parted once again, only because as we lost ourselves in a moment we forgot to breathe. I once again looked at her, her beautiful, catching breath self. The fact that I was responsible for her being unable to catch a breath make me happy in the silliest way. 

She smiles shyly. She averted her eyes, her beautiful face was covered in alluring blush, but in the end she manages to say words, that I have been waiting for my whole current and previous life. Words that made me melt, my whole body weak and my eyes drop few tears of joy.

“I… love you too, silly.”

We stood there for a moment longer, with my existence whole and embracing my whole world in the gentlest hug I savored her warmness. Warmness that spread through my body just to finish in my heart.



            

    
        Chapter 171

    
    
    
    
                Gisele's POV

My life up until now was like one crazy, enjoyable dream. Maybe if you would unsay the very beginning of my life, that is. My mother, despite her madness, loved me and tried raising me in the best way she could. Even if it is because she saw in me my father, creature that took her sanity away, gave her me and then left both of us to die.

I grew fast, faster than anyone around me, when I was one year old, I was looking and behaving like a five-year-old human when I was two I was on pair with 9 years old when I was three I was already a teenager in human standards. My pure strength and quickly boiling blood made a lot of troubles to both me and mom. Especially mom. Even more, as I was crazy enough to over and over again raid my father’s mountain and challenge him, I think he didn’t kill me only because he saw me as some adorable pet, you know – like one of those tiny dogs that keep barking and growling thinking that they are dangerous… And he kept breaking my bones and mocking me to [come whenever you like]. The humiliation only ignited my hatred more making me repeat this vicious cycle.

Then, events rolled quickly – my mother died, Jericho came to my village, he killed my father and adopted me, brought me to the guild – my new home, and found a new way to unleash my frustration – to cool my blood. By training me. Like my previous father, he was biting me and pulverizing to the ground, yet he never did that to humiliate me. Each time I would be lying on the floor he would sit by my side, start treating my wounds and with gentle tone explained to me what I did wrong. And each session would end with [Great job, Gis, you will see, you will surpass me in a blink]. Yet, now as I am about 20 years old and he still sends me on the floor.

Yeah, funny thing, when I was five and looked to be about 18-20, I stopped aging. I was told it was normal – that some kind of creatures has an accelerated maturing process to survive in a harsh environment. So, since I was five I started my life as an adventurer. I was traveling, first with an old man, then with other adventurers, gathering experience, traveling through the world and for a handful of coins I was helping people. When I saw the smiling face of my quest-giver for the first time I knew that this is what I want to do in my life. Unlike my father that brought terror upon nations, I could make then smile!

I fought, and I battled for years enjoying my life to the fullest, never bring spoiled by life, but that made my achievements only sweeter, for I knew that what I did I owe only to myself, my dedication and hard work! And then, as I was on long quest – months away from the guild, he appeared. Some white haired kid that in months managed to rank up in the guild by few levels. I wouldn’t care if not the fact, that what he did in months took me YEARS! And old man Jericho started training him! It was the ultimate offense! It was a strike directly in my pride! Someone dared to overwrite my great deeds that I achieve with blood and sweat and tears and pain!... and I was so very EXCITED! A challenger! A rival! Someone that could force me into working even harder!

Yet he was different. When I saw him for the first time I saw in his eyes… something, yet it was not dedication. However he achieved his power, it was not via insane training… in his eyes was slyness. He was kind of the man that was hiding from something, yet planning always ten steps ahead. The type of person I hate the most! We were just so very different! If we would encounter an obstacle, I would tear it into pieces! And he would just jump over it or find another way, if we would have someone we would hate, I would never hide it from him and, perhaps, challenged him on the spot just to clarify our position. And he? He would smile, pretend to be a friend just to backstab him! Or so I thought back then.

I started asking around him. Loki said that he may be bit annoying, but certainly has the skills to be an adventurer and certainly would never leave his teammates behind, Mrogul said that he is the kind of man that doesn’t judge you no matter what race you are or which goddess you believe, bah! He would even try to ask you about your culture just to not offend you in the future. And Marika – she said to me that after she told him about her past, and that she missed her home, he made for her a violet rose. The same that one that her mother used to grow in her garden, a gift someone asked him for just to ease her pain. I decided to give him a chance and started talking with him myself.

Then I noticed it. He certainly was kind of man I thought that he was, but… the reason why he was such a man… I saw it. He was afraid! Like an animal harmed by humans that was afraid trusting them again. He was moving so carefully, scheming and planning all the time to avoid another dose of pain. Poor thing was only looking for his own place! A place he could call home! I was mad at myself, once again I was about to treat someone wrong just because I didn’t see his own reasons, the background that shaped him! In my own heart, I decided to reward him all evil and rude thoughts that I pointed in his direction. Just because I believed that everyone deserves a new start.

One thing led to another and we ended in the Tower, the place where I decided to help him aaaand I spectacularly failed. I stepped on a trap that sent me fifty floors above and I got myself caught by minotaurs. I was already preparing my mind to endure all possible kind of humiliation and pain that beastkin would certainly serve me. I believed that Zari would return with other adventures after few days, maybe weeks. and he came. Few days after that. Alone. He tried to aid me from the shadows, yet again, I failed, I got knocked down.

I woke up outside of the tower. I have no idea what he did, how he did that? But, I have no doubt that he saved my life. Not only from death but from a long, agonizing, humiliating and slow death. That was also the day he told me what he was. A creature to be feared. 

I saw his point. Most of his life he kept hiding from EVERYONE that would most likely kill him for sins that he had no intention to commit! There were times when I thought that my life was harsh!

Another milestone in our relationship was after we killed the Hydra, in the storage room. It was the moment when he told me exactly how he became what he is right now. And again, I shamed myself in my mind. I thought that like most men, he did that for pure power without a purpose. Maybe to prove someone wrong, or maybe to have his revenge. But no, he did that to protect those who he cared for! He bargained his existence for the safety of the whole village. The same village that cast him out after seeing what he became. I could understand those people to a certain extent. Same thing happened with people touched by the curse of lycanthropy. The kid named Jack didn’t kill anyone, it was the wolf living within that did that, still, to save everybody poor Jack has to be killed. Or the monster would kill somebody else in a month, then in half, then in a week, then in three days, then in next up to the point where Jack would be replaced by the beast itself. Those villagers didn’t know if Zari wouldn’t simply start rampaging spreading terror. Still, it must have hurt. Hurt him to the core.

From the very beginning, I thought him to be somebody else, I wanted him to be somebody else to justify my own anger. Yet, in the end, I saw him as a lost, gentleman, that cares for his friends, that would ask you about your culture, that would never leave you behind in dungeon, that would give you a flower to ease your pain, that would sacrifice himself to save you. Yet hiding behind the mask of cynicism, poor jokes, constants teasing. He would try to not let you close enough to see that. Just so he wouldn’t be rejected again.

And now, on the balcony… he confessed his love to me. Just like that. He almost forced his feelings on me! I was lost in shock! I..I mean… how could someone love ME? I am not beautiful, I am too tall and my muscles are taking all my girlish charm, I … I am not that clever! I overlooked the most subtle of hints. Usually, I got the point of my interlocutor after a week… or a month… or never… I act, then think (If I would think about my act at all), I am selfish, I am forcing my own way of doing things on other, I am…

…And then he stopped the tempest in my mind with a kiss. For the first time ever… I felt helpless. I didn’t know what to do, I was just standing there like lifeless golem… Yet golems couldn’t feel that gentle warmth, could they? For the first time ever… I wanted to be helpless. I wanted someone to take a lead, to spoil me, to tell me how much I mean to him, and not as comrade or friend! I just wanted to hide in his arms till the world would meet its end.

What did I ever do to earn love of someone so reliable… so… gentle yet assertive… so… perfect?

Zari’s POV

It was quite windy on the balcony, which meant best possible weather for me. Gisele’s dress was exposing her shoulders and back making her shiver and look for some more warmness – deeper in my arms. 

“I think we have to go back, they may be waiting for us,” Gisele said with sadness in her voice

“As for me, I could stay here forever…”

“The king is waiting for us.”

“I didn’t vote for him.”

“Zari, just what are y… another one of your jokes?”

“Perhaps.”

The dragoness only rolled her eyes as she was slowly breaking our hug.

“Come on. I'm hungry.”

“A-ha!” I yelled as if I have just solved a mysterious riddle “So that was your reason all along! Tell me, what is more, important to you? Ribs in Honey served with mashed potatoes covered in thick mushroom sauce or me?” In that moment her stomach growled like angered beast “So this is how long our romance lasted. Defeated by a piece of dead cow coated in its own fat.”

“Silly, of course, that I would choose food, I mean, somehow I lived for those twenty years without you, but food, food was always there!” despite her cruel, oh cruel words she kissed me gently one more time

“Fair enough. This time I shall overlook this affront, my lady, would you do me this honor?” I asked offering her my arm.

“With the greatest pleasure, my lord.” She curtsied with a wide grin and rested on me.

We walked back to the hall, this time we didn’t even have to avoid people on purpose, we were so busy talking and joking around that nobody even dared to disturbed us. But in the end, we bumped into ol’ friend.

“Ugh! What’s wrong with that aura around you?” Daralon asked with sour face “It’s so overwhelming! So sweet and. Wait, guys didn’t you just…. Oh, no. No-no no! You cheated on me, didn't ya?!”

“Darling, I can explain that…” I resisted the urge to chuckle “It’s not what you think!”

“Eh, that’s why I love you, bro, only you would roll with that. Also… congrats, I guess. You took your sweet time to make a move, idiots, both of you, you were falling for each other since the very beginning. I could understand why Zari didn’t see that before, he was blind, but you, Gisele?”

“Aww, that’s so sweet of you, mate, but fear not, you will always be my side chick.”

“Pal…”

“Dude…”

“Buddy…”

“Friend. Ok, see you around, in half an hour or so we will start dancing so I need to find my partner, she should be hiding somewhere around here.”

“Wait! You actually managed to convinced someone to dance with you?! How did you do that?”

“Hm? Oh, that’s because I am so charming and no one can resist me. Just kidding. I threatened to kill her family, like usual.”

He waved to us and vanished in the crowd.

“He is a pretty nice guy, but his sense of humor is creepy,” Gisele said quietly looking after dark mage.

Poor thing, she actually thinks that he was joking about his dancing partner. My prayers are with you, unknown woman wherever you are, I hope that you are not stupid enough to actually run away from him. He will track you down. 

We get to the table where Blackwood and King were discussing something angrily.

“I tell you, brat, it may be the truth that our economy is in the best shape since ages, but it doesn’t mean that we can recklessly spend such a fortune on the military! I know that you are responsible for keeping army in shape, but…”

“With all due respect, my lord, those light-worshiping bastards declared war! They are fortifying their strongholds on the border! We have to respond accordingly! You said that yourself sir, we never had a better economy! Keeping an army cost coin. We have many trading partners that can keep us running! And the Holies? We're on the West, Demons on the East, mountains on the South and Pirates at the North! In the very end, if we would strengthen our border up to the point that we would discourage them from attacking, we could force them to disband part of their army to reduce costs! We could win the war before any battle would start!”

“The idea is good, but I am afraid that you don’t have all information. They are literally lying on gold. They were on the front lines in all of the precious Great Demon wars, so they were collecting their equipment and artifacts. You also know how much you can earn selling a single set of demonic armor. Also, lately it was said that they started negotiating with pirates. They could have started using them as brokers to get their deeds. This way pirates earn a percentage of the goods that the Holy Kingdom buys and the Holy Kingdom bought themselves peace on the sea. Also… Oh, the younglings came back, goddesses bless you! Because you were away we had to start talking about boring stuff! I hate talking about boring stuff outside of the counsel room!”

“You were talking about the Holy Kingdom. I don’t mind listening to them little more, in the end, I would love to know with what am I dealing with.”

“Ah, If I remember correctly the mages brought you to the Senate. Where you dropped a nice collection of inquisitor’s amulets. Those bastards won’t even leave kids alone. But no, kid. I am done talking about them.” He stopped for a moment looking at me “Or after a second thought. Still, nothing for free. I don’t mind sharing all I know about their structure, politics, economy, history, and hierarchy. As long as you would pay me with something of equal value. Feel formally invited to visit old fool as you would have some time to spare. This Friday? Noon? Lovely.”

I really like him. He may act casually pretend to be careless, but he still forces his will upon the others. For example, right now he basically forced me to pay him a visit. And he knows that I can’t refuse. I simply have no argument to use. Yes, I could tell him that I may have a quest, but then he would just wave his hand around telling that he would ask Jericho to either change the day of the march out day or tell him to pick somebody to replace me. Because Jericho owes him money, he won’t refuse. He is a man of power. He may be a good king, but he also enjoys the feeling of power that he has. Nothing is wrong with that. Still, I am not going to let him have fun just like that. Not on his terms.

“Friday, you say? Just perfect. It must be a king’s intuition that you picked the only not occupied day in my schedule. I will gladly see how the monarch of the country lives, still, I may be late an hour or two. I have a private errand or two to handle, before that.” I said smiling.

“Errand or two? Perhaps in slums?” He was bluffing. He has some information, but certainly not all of them. He hoped that I would make a mistake and tell him something. Too bad for you.

“Ah, I see that you already know what I am dealing with! Just splendid! You have just saved me from wasting my time on pointless explanation. Ah, I expected nothing less from Neira’s spy…”

King’s eyes sparkled with amusement.

“My-my, and I was told that this game can be played only by those who rule a country. Kid, are you sure that you don’t want to become a Senator of Council? It would be so much fun having you around.”

“Oh, absolutely not, my lord, you see, the fun begins only when my [opponent] notice that our positions are not equal. For example, you, as King, have the pride to keep in the eyes of your people, your mistakes may wage not only on your fate, but also on the fate of your nation. If you would be defeated, everything you worked on would collapse. And me? I am man with nothing to lose. Thus I am not afraid of playing Va banque. You, dear sir, have lost by making a mere decision to play with me.”

The song played by musicians changed telling everyone that the time for dancing came. I raised from my chair and helped Gisele raising from her, then by nodding one last time I bid my farewell to the king. I turned around and moved with the rest of the nobles to the middle of the chamber.

I couldn’t see the king grinning like a madman. If not all those people around me I could have heard him saying to his servant that stood all this time behind him.

“This kid, I just want to know how much is he bluffing. Prepare the usual for Friday.”

At the same time in the Stronghold at the middle of the Holy Kingdom

The Higher Prelate Aaron Thimidas has just finished filling all the paperwork and decided to take a walk through the monastery. Oh, not your average monastery, oh no. You see, many different organizations in the Holy Kingdom have different purposes. There are monasteries that serve the only purpose of praying and keeping artifacts, yes, but not this one.

There was a time when a powerful, underground organization called the Syndicate was ruling the continent. Of course, not via legal authority, but by their ability to collect information and send an assassin into every possible place in the world as they wished. If they considered you to threaten their businesses, you were eliminated, and there was no way to protect yourself from that. Despite the fact, that Syndicate exists no longer, the lesson was learned. The lesson of keeping information under control. The monastery controlled by Prelate Aaron has that one purpose. To eliminate everyone who would try to steal secrets of the Church. Shadow Hunters those were names of everyone who pledged their life to lurk in the shadows and hunt down everyone who learned something that he was not supposed to learn.

And then he bumped into a young girl a nun, must be a novice guessing by her robes. She squeaked in surprise as she fell on the floor tearing part of her clothing.

“I.. I am so sorry! I didn’t mean to… P..P..P…PRELATE?! I BEG FOR YOUR FORGIVENESS!”

“Now, think nothing of it, child. Just for the future try paying more attention to your surroundings. It’s a clue of being a hunter. You have to work on that. But, I am also not without a guilt. Come, let me help you.”


Yes, he was a decent man. At least for other members of the church, like a gentle father, he always helped with good advice. 

“M…My robe! I tore it again! Nooo! Mother Prioress will murder me!”

“Oh, you are exaggerating, my love, which order are you in? Who is your prioress?” 

“M..mother Dina…”

Oh crap. Dina. Well, poor little creature. Dina wouldn’t kill her, no. Death would be her liberation, visit in torture room would be better than dealing with mother Dina. Still, she trains the best huntresses, so there is nothing that can be done about her… cruelty.

“Tell me, child, are you good in sewing?”

“Y..Yes, I mean, I was always clumsy, so with time I had to learn how to repair my own clothing so…”

“In my chamber, I have tools that you could use to patch your robe up, and if you are good enough, that maybe mother Dina wouldn’t notice…”

“Yes! YES! Thank you, Father! But I have come here in last week and I don’t know the way.”

“I see, well, if you would kindly follow me then.”

The Prelate led the young novice to his chamber, as they were close to the door he said:

“You will find what you need in the drawer of the table. I will stay outside to give you some privacy an…”

He never finished what he was about to say. 

Young novice stabbed a small needle in older man’s neck and pushed him inside. Whatever was on the needle worked quickly, or maybe it was because of the fact that needle dug directly in nerves?

“Phi, easier than I predicted. Really, you are the head of hunters? The man that screwed our plans for so long? Well, I better tell Rogue that shit that kid cooked his quite strong. Ah, I am talking to myself again!”

Woman’s voice changed into high pitched, extremely irritating tone.

“Aww! Where are my manners?! I didn’t introduce myself! Name’s Aiela! Please, call me Ay! Oh, before we start, just so you could know who hired me. The Syndicate is back, little rat. But, that’s a secret, so don’t tell that to anyone, ok? Oh, fear not, you ain’t going to tell anyone. But before I would make sure that this secret would stay between you and me… let’s make your death de-ligh-tfu-lly long!”

The woman in novice robes licked her dagger.



            

    
        Chapter 172

    
    
    
    
                Have you ever seen somebody that has been changing his/her mood every three seconds? This was Gisele right now.


	“Okay girl, you can do it! No, who am I kidding? This will be a disgrace! No, it won’t, you have been struggling with greater obstacles. On the other hand, I would prefer to face the elder terradragon without a weapon, naked and with target sign painted on my ass.”




	“What’s wrong, Gis?” 




	“Zari can’t we skip this one? I am a terrible dancer.”




	“Is that so? How many times have you danced?”




	“NONE!”




	“So how can you know that you are terrible?”




	“Cuz’ Alesia was trying to teach me! Poor little thing, I have never seen her so disappointed in her life.”




	“Sweetheart, I will lead, so there should be no prob…”




	“EXACTLY!!! I am bad at following! I am a leader of every single party! I am bad at…”




	“Trusting somebody else?”




	“What?! No!”




	“Gisele, look at me, I know that you are strong. I know that you think that you have to be responsible for everyone around you, but just today, let it go. Relax, and follow.”




	“I am afraid that....” The music started playing “Wait! I am not ready! Let me prepare my heart!”



But it was too late. With a gentle push, I forced the dragoness to take a step back. I thought that she was exaggerating. When I was about to dance for the first time, I was also convinced that it was impossible, but pretty quickly I learned that all you have to know is those three or four basic steps that you repeat over and over again. That’s all about it! You can’t be that BAD at dancing. 


	“Not like that sunshine, when I move my left, you move your right.” I underestimated Gisele again. She wasn’t just BAD! She was TERRIBLE!



She was reacting… UNNATURALLY! When I made a move, she would wait too long just to force her to perform an awkwardly rapid movement. Well, if she has troubles as we move in her direction… maybe if we would try in mine…

That was a mistake. A painful mistake. I forgot that her legs are longer than mine, thus she makes longer steps. As result, instead of making her take a small step in my direction she placed her shoes killer-heel on my feet. WOMAN! DOES YOUR SHOE HAS SPIKE ON THE BOTTOM!? Is that some kind of weapon?! I am pretty sure you dislocated my bones!


	“Sorry! Sorry! I am so sorry!”




	“Hm? Ah, nothing happened!” I smiled ignoring my inner scream “Happens to the bes…” I couldn’t even finish my sentence. Why? The time has come for the pirouette, normally women would slowly rotate around just to finish in the same spot. So what happened? Somehow, I have no idea how was that even possible, but her elbow landed in my guts.




	“A..are you all right?”



I only chuckled as I wanted her to pay it no attention… still... HOW DID YOU DO THAT?!! THAT MOVEMENT DOESN’T EVEN REQUIRE YOU TO MOVE YOUR ELBOW!

My sufferings lasted almost an hour longer, as I didn’t want to run after first two-three dances, as those could make Gisele think that I wanted to get as far as possible from her which was exactly the case! As the outcome of our little dancing session, I had eight more bruises, two scratches, twisted ankle and dislocated shoulder.  Ok, now I was the one exaggerating, but I had my own fair dose of pain!

As soon as I sat on the chair my legs yelled from bliss.


	“Sorry once again…” I only heard a silent mumble from her direction.




	“Oh come on… you weren’t so bad…” You were far worse.




	“I was horrible, and I know it. You are just trying to be nice… Thank you.” I almost didn’t hear the last part.




	“Hey! Different people have different talents! For one it is easy to learn magic, another person is gifted at dancing. For example, I envy the way you fight with your swords! When I saw you last time it wasn’t just killing, I couldn’t stop looking at you!”




	“J…Jericho has been teaching me for past 15 years, of course, that I would be skilled.”




	“Same with dancing! I am sure that after few more tries you would be more than just great…”




	“So this is your plan...”




	“Pardon me?”




	“You want to force me into dancing for 15 years…”




	“I have no idea where did you get that idea from…”




	“You would attach to my body weights, undress me and force me into balancing at the edge of the cliff.”




	“I…is that how you learned swordsmanship?”




	“..and each time I would fail you would give me some humiliating side-dancing-practice… “



A look of pure terror appeared in her eyes as she started breathing heavily.


	“I don’t want it… please, tell me you aren’t going to do that to me.”




	“Gis, please, look at me, calm down!”




	“SO YOU ARE GOING TO DO THAT TO ME!”




	“What!? NO!”




	“R…really?”




	“Really!”




	“Like, really really?” sparkles of joy appeared in her eyes




	“Really-really!”




	“Promise?”




	“Yeah. I promise.”




	“Why? Is that because I am not worth your time?”



… WHAT THE FUCK!?


	“Ha-ha. Very funny.” So all this time she just tried to trick me. You almost could see her aura of pride around her. 



The party lasted till almost till the dawn, Blackwood offered rooms for all of his guests, few politely refused, getting back to their carts as they started returning to their mansions, few were too drunk to refuse. After discussing it for a moment or two we decided to get back to the guild. Once again Archibald was the one that drove us back to the guild, he was even polite enough to ask me for a moment before we got to the carriage if I need some ice.


	“Why would I need ice, Archi?”




	“Helps to reduce pain, also your swollen legs would be like new when you would get up.”



So he watched us dancing. Thanks for your concern.


	“Thank you, but no. I am fine.” And I got into the carriage after Gis.



Awkward silence lasted for about half of our way back to the guild. I didn’t mind that, I had something to focus my attention on.


	“Zari, you are starting again.”




	“Is that so? Are you sure? I was pretty confident that I was merely gazing once or twice.”




	“No. You are looking all the time.”




	“Oh my, oh my. And what will we do about that?” Gisele once again averted her eyes blushing.



I took her palm in both hands and started rubbing it over my check. 


	“W-why are you doing that?!”



I slowly left her hand alone.


	“…”




	“Something’s wrong?” I asked in an innocent way.




	“I didn’t tell you to stop.”



Instead of that, I leaned over her shoulder.


	“I just can’t believe that you are mine. It’s like a dream and I don’t want to wake up.” I purred in her ear.




	“I am not YOURS! I am not a thing that you can just…”



But I stopped her by getting my face even closer to hers and putting my hand around her waist.


	“You are mine! You are my whole world, you are my greatest treasure, you are my sun and moon, and though I was thinking about you for weeks, now I can’t think about anything, but you.”




	“Stop saying such embarrassing things!”




	“Embarrassing? Which part do you find embarrassing? I want to know just so I would avoid talking about it in the future. Maybe you are embarrassed about your hypnotizing gaze? The one that makes me lost my mind while I am looking at you? Maybe the way you act? Helping everyone around you before you would even ask what they need help.”




	“That’s not true!”




	“Then mind telling me I managed to trick you into coming with me? Hm?”



She opened her mouth but quickly closed them, if she was blushing before, them now she was as red as her hair. I was only wondering if the reason behind her face’s color was the embarrassment or anger.


	“You little sly rat, so you did that on purpose in the very end!”



So… anger.


	“A-ha. And I will tell you more. I do not regret! I would do it thousand more times, and after that once again!”




	“Even as you know that you are about to get punched?”




	“Just so I could confess to you again? Yes.”




	“...You are fighting dirty.” Her whole irritation left her once again.




	“Both in love and in war, all techniques are allowed,” I said as I was brushing my fingers through her hair.



For a moment her gaze changed, she lost all of her confidence. 


	“Zari, would you be angry if I would ask you for something?”




	“Ask for anything you desire. Doesn’t matter if that’s the sea or stars, I will eventually give them to you.”




	“It’s nothing like that... Just, would you mind keeping what is between us a secret? I just don’t want people to start talking.”




	“Is that because I am not good enough for you?” I asked almost in crying tone, she was about to decline furiously, but once again I stopped her, this time by quickly kissing her. Just for a moment “I don’t mind, but I have to let you know. You won’t hide it even for five minutes. Such people like Jericho or Marika will see right through us in an instant. They will just… know.”




	“S…Still. If that’s ok with you…”



The carriage stopped and we slowly left it. The sun was rising at the horizon, we said our farewells to the old butler and headed to enter the guild. I grabbed the doorknob, yet before opening the door I turned once again and said to Gisele


	“Five minutes, I tell you.”




	“Challenge accepted.” She chuckled. We got inside




	“SO!? How was it!?”



Right behind the door around the counter, a few chairs were placed on which quite a few people were sitting. Jericho, Marika, Mrogul, Siblings, Mike and few more adventurers. We were attacked from the very beginning.


	“I told you they wouldn’t return before the dawn.” Marika only said grinning to the Mrgoul stretching her hand toward him. In response orc only growled in irritation and handed her silver coin.




	“Wait, Marika, Mrogul, you were supposed to be on a quest, weren’t you?” I asked remembering the reason why Marika refused to join me.




	“Hm? Of course, I lied, silly.”




	“WHY?!”




	“So you would ask Gisele.”



Women are frightening me. She made that story in an instant just to let me get closer to the dragoness! Marika! You are a true friend!


	“Don’t change the subject! How! Was! It?!”




	“Great, I think that…” I started yet I was hushed instantly.




	“Zari, sunshine, forgive us, but we are not asking you. Gi-seeeleee? How was it?” she asked almost singing




	“I…I think… um…it wasn’t… I mean…nice. It was nice.”



Mrogul passed another coin to the fairy.


	“So, if Zari would ask you again, you would come with him, would you?”



Be careful, Gis, that’s a trap question!


	“I… I think that… yes, I wouldn’t hate it.”



Silence hit the room like a thunder from the clear sky. No one expected that. Glass from which Jericho was drinking fell on the ground, the siblings opened their mouth, yet said nothing, Mrogul, after a moment or two raised from his chair, moved behind the counter grabbed a whole bag from behind it and tossed it under fairy’s legs. Guessing by the sound it was completely filled with coins, and in same time Marika jumped on her chair, grabbed her head with both hands and started yelling on the whole guild.


	“FOR THE GODESSESS SAKE! THEY DID IT! I REPEAT! THEY DID IT! CODE RED! COOODE REEED”



Someone used fire magic making all the torches in the guild light themselves up, from the floor above us someone dropped colored pieces of papers while banner with [Congratulations!] written on it was quickly stretched near the ceiling and rest of the adventurers quickly ran through the stairs while screaming and yelling words beyond comprehension. 

Once again I leaned to the Gisele whispering:


	“Told you. A minute and twenty-four. What did I win?”




	“W..W.WAIT! It’s not like that! I.. I am sure that you got your facts wrong.. w..we did nothing! N..Nothing happened!” Gisele desperately tried to calm everyone down. Marika shifted her gaze over dragoness shoulder, on me. I, hidden from Gisele’s eyes, only raised both my thumbs and nodded. Marika smiled.




	“You may say that, but we have a witness that saw you picking longer route as you were getting back here. We know that as you were in carriage, present here Zariel, leaned to you, told you how he couldn’t live without you, kissed you, and  then both of you proceeded to… is somebody under age here? Rus? No? Good, then both of you proceed to have long and passionate…”




	“NO! THOSE ARE ALL LIES! FIRST OF ALL HE DIDN’T CONFESS IN THE CARRIAGE BUT ON BALCO…” That was the moment when Gisele noticed that she screwed up.



And the guild? The Guild turned mad. Jericho jumped on the counter, grabbed a bottle of champagne and opened it violently while laughing and splashing liquid over everybody around. Marika, with a gesture of her hand, shushed everyone around, grabbed a chair, got closer to Gisele, put a chair in front of dragoness, jumped on it and put both hands on Gisele’s shoulders. Even with the chair, she was over head smaller that dragoness.


	“Gisele, I never lost my hopes for you. Ok, I am lying, there were times when I thought that no one would ever want you, that all males would be discouraged by your lacking woman’s charm body...”




	“HEY!”




	“… your apodictic nature…”




	“One more word and I swear..!”




	“… by your actions that completely lack planning, by your behaviors that were driving nuts everyone around you! Yet, I never stopped praying, that one day you would meet some crazy masochist that would love you despite all of your many, many flaws, and see everything that is good in you. We have to mention that there aren’t many good things about you. Yet, here we stand, in this joyful, oh so joyful day! When Gisele was actually loved by this man! He is just the man I was praying for! He is crazy for no one that knows him wouldn’t claim otherwise, and he is a masochist. For I saw with my own eyes, not later than two days ago, him under Gisele holding a whip! Oh, he could pretend that he was terrified, he could ask for help, yet I never have seen greater joy in his eyes than I saw in that very moment! Everyone, please forsake a minute of your life, to pray for this foolish man, for he does not know what he is doing. May the goddesses be merciful for him. Amen.”



And everyone in the room clasped their hands and lowered their heads.


	“I…I told you that you are wrong.. Z…Zari, tell them!” She was almost crying as her face was… well, even fire from the core of the world wasn’t as red as her face




	“Listen now, you little pieces of shit!” I stepped in gazing over everyone around  “From today onward, none of you, I repeat – none of you, is allowed to joke, mock or annoy Gisele in any possible way. The reason is simple. From today she is my…”



I turned around facing Gisele, grabbing her by a piece of her clothing and pulling her toward me, my rapid action and her uncomfortable clothing made her stumble and fall directly in my arms, I wasted no time and kissed her passionately. For the moment I felt her tensing up as if she was about to run away, but without parting our lips, I gently put my hand on her head patting her gently. I embraced her firmly, with confidence, yet also as gentle as it was only possible. [There, there] my hand on her head was saying [It’s ok now, see? Nothing to worry, just stay with me], while my other hand on her back was letting her know a slightly different thing [You are safe with me. Do you understand? I am not letting anyone harm you!]

Ant those were exact things that I wanted to let her know. She gave up, sinking deeper, surrendering more and more. And despite all my efforts, pretty quickly I did the same. I forgot about people around me, all that existed was me, and Gisele, especially those partly closed eyes of her directly in front of me. Those… gentle, jade green eyes, eyes that made you melt, eyes that were sparkling more than most beautiful emeralds in the world, her gentle face, partly covered with scales near her jaw bone, that quiet sound, her purring as she was losing herself in sensation.. and orb of heat slowly rising near my heart. 

Once again, how did I get myself here? No, I am not asking about the guild, for me, it didn’t exist right now, I am asking how did I get myself in front of those eyes? Those partly closed eyes? What did I ever do to make them look at me like that? Whatever it was… oh, I was unworthy. I felt so small in front of those, gently, caring, filled with love eyes.

Her skin… so hot…

Her gaze… like piercing arrow…

Her existence… so… overwhelming…

Yet the time has come for our kiss to end, slowly, gently, as if we regretted the moment that parted us, there was something I was supposed to say… yes,  I am pretty sure that I was talking something moment ago… was what that? To who was I talking that? To who? Silly me, there is only Gisele in front of me, only she was important… so I must have been talking to her. Then, what I was talking? Does it matter? If I can’t remember what I wanted to say, then I will simply say what I am thinking right now… but what am I thinking? 

I once again grabbed her face in my palms and whispered quietly.


	“You are my everything.”



The roar that could be heard all around us once again remembered me that we were not alone. I didn’t mind that thought. I just embraced my love even tighter. 



            

    
        Chapter 173

    
    
    
    
                Gisele and I were already exhausted after party with the nobles yet apparently the adventurers were trying to start a party of their own. Pardon me, my dear friends, but it is not going to happen. I mean, you can party as much as you want, just do it without me!



	“Everyone! Today drinks are on the house!” Jericho was shouting with all strength he had in his lungs, and trust me, even his lungs are strong. “Kids are surely growing up quickly! I feel as if it was barely yesterday when I took that little, fluffy ball of anger and madness and started training her! Oh! If you could see how clumsily she was holding her first claymore!”




Great, now former adventurer started yapping how he was raising Gisele, normally I would listen to every possible detail, just to mock her in the future, yet now, sorry old man, but now I dream only about the warm bed so my poor, poor legs could rest. I stayed a moment longer, forcing smile on my face and telling few jokes just so I could slowly force my way to the stairs. That was also the place where I once again found the dragoness. 



	“Zari, mind helping me here? I would love to leave this hellhole, but they keep coming! Almost like nobles after you!”





	“Just smile and wave, honey, smile and wave. This works with noblemen.”




When another adventurer turned his head off and next didn’t manage to come with his silly [congratulation] we ran on the floor as if the avatar of death himself was chasing us. 

But, we didn’t quite stop at 1st floor, where the lower rank adventurers had their quarters. But, yet on floor above, dedicated for A ranks and above. The floor where Gisele room is.

Why? Because I am a gentleman, of course, and gentleman always walks her date home, even as this home is a floor above his. We stopped in front of her door.



	“So…” Gisele started, yet she did that so awkwardly that I decided to say my part first.





	“Gisele, I just want you to know, that I am grateful that in the end you decided to come with me and… and once again…” I stepped closer giving her a hug  “Thank you. For everything. Thank you, that you are the way you are. For your kindness and that you accepted me, it really means a lot for me, and…”




She just hugged me tighter - no more words were needed. We stood like that enjoying our warmth for a moment longer, before I decided to break it. I once again said my thanks and [see you in couple of hours] and turned around as I wanted to take my leave.


But once again I was stopped.



	“S..stay.” it was only a weak whisper “I won’t be able to sleep now if you would leave.” She embraced me from the back and pushed her nose into my hair.





	“Did I hear you right? My-my Gisele! Aren’t you afraid what people will say?”





	“I no longer give a damn. Especially Marika. She will always make some weird stories. If… if they will be talking, then at least I want their stories to have a grain of truth…”





	“How poetic! I would never suspect that you are able to say something like that! What if you would make me blush! Are you going to take responsibility for your crimes?” I chuckled.





	“Zari, you don’t blush. If I would ever see red on your face I would think that you were bitten by some extremely venomous snake and need treatment.” 




I wanted to say something in response, but as soon as I opened my mouth Gisele once again proved her physical superiority as she pulled me into her room.



	“Sorry for the mess.”




Mess? Woman. To have your room  messy means that you have a few things in places where they don’t belong. A pillow on the floor, a book on the table instead of on the shelf or having a unmade bed. You are living in an inferno of dirt!



	“Gisele, we need to talk about hygiene.”




I said it while moving parts of broken equipment with my leg.



	“Ah! I was supposed to give that to the blacksmith, it’s just… I never seem to have free time to do my errands, so it ends being piled on the floor.”




I only looked toward her table. It’s not in better condition compared to the floor.



	“Oh, shut up! You say as if you always have your room clean!”





	“I do. Because of alchemy.”





	“Aaaand how does alchemy affect the way in which you care for your room?” She asked as she jumped on her bed.





	“If you think that forgetting to sharpen your sword is disaster. Just wait to know what would happen if you wrongly label a potion or leave some toxic ingredients on the table or…”





	“Ok, ok. I get it. But you know what?! I feel fine! Yes! I see nothing wrong with having a small mess in my room! If you doesn’t feel comfortable with that, feel free to clean it!” She crossed her arms on her chest while pretending to be offended. “Wait, what are you doing? Zari… Zari stop! I was joking! Put that back! No! Leave that pile alone! N-NO! That is where I put my underwear! For god’s sake, Zari! Come here right now, or I will punch you till you wouldn’t be able to move, and just toss you onto the bed!”




God, did I mention that she is beautiful when she gets angry? What? I did? Well, I find nothing wrong with mentioning that once or twice more. Once or twice per five minute more.



	“Wait, did you just annoy me on purpose again?”





	“You could already tell? Damn, you are getting smarter just by spending time with m…” A punch in the stomach, then she quickly grabbed me and throw me over her hip.





	“I told you, I would do that.” She grunted like angry kitty “J…just talk less, and do more.”





	“What am I supposed to do, Gisele? Hm?” I stopped myself from laughing.





	“I… I wasn’t talking about us right now! Stop using my words against me!”





	“I won’t. Do you know why? Because I found out in you something I can’t stand. Something that already drives me mad.” Ah, her shocked gaze! Wonderful, simply, wonderful, “You are confident when it comes to quests, to fighting and leading. But, you seem embarrassed when someone would see you as woman. Gisele, you are gorgeous, and I will make you admit it, I will keep praising you, till you would get used to them.”




I rolled onto her pinning her to the bed. I lowered my lips to make them almost touch, but I didn’t do anything. I simply looked her in the eyes. I didn’t have to wait long till she blushed and averted her gaze.



	“Don’t you dare look away.” I whispered right in her ear, making her shiver.





	“Or what?”




I was waiting for this question. I started kissing her neck, gently, slowly, teasing her as much as I could. She started struggling as if she wanted to stop me, but, I will point it out once again, she was physically stronger. If she wanted me to stop, she could easily stop me.


But… as she was struggling, I stopped. A moan of disappointment i heard was my answer.



	“Something’s wrong?” I asked sweetly




She only twisted her body beneath me, yet she said nothing.



	“I see.” I said once again with sad tone “I am sorry. I didn’t know you wouldn’t like that. I won’t tease you again.”




I once again took my spot on the other side of bed.



	“You must be fucking kidding me.” I heard from her side. Did I overdid it this time? Now she was the one that pinned me down, her claws painfully dug in my shoulders “This is all that you will do? You told me that you will make me feel special!”





	“I told you that I will make you admit that yourself.”





	“Why… Why all you make is just teasing everyone!?”





	“Gisele. Look at me. You are worthy of every gemstone that this world has, yet you yourself are refusing taking them. Gisele, please, find that bloody confidence. If you want something take it, especially if it lies in front of you. Gisele, my love, my sun and my moon. What do you desire right now?”




Her gaze turned hazy, her cheeks red from excitement, and from her throat a silent growl escaped. I saw the tail behind her back waving left and right. Her claws were kneading my skin almost piercing it. I raised one of my palms and gently brushed her hair, she closed per eyes and started rubbing her head over my hand while purring.


My finger was tracking the structure of her bones, parting her lips and teasing senses. I gently grabbed her chin between my fingers and led her face to mine. The dragon blood finally kicked in, she lost herself to her most primal desires. She placed a kiss upon my lips, yet it wasn’t a gentle sign of love, it was fierce and violent. She used her claws to tear my shirt revealing my skin. I tried to take some initiative, yet I was pushed back onto the bed. My love, are you sure you want to play it rough? Two can play this game.


I chuckled in my mind. Things were about to get interesting.





Same time, same place (room) different POV





	“Aaaaand now he morphed.” Zanes said with bored expression looking over the couple locked in a loving embrace. “I wonder how it feels. I have had quite few lovers, but never a devourer.”




She and Aira were sitting right in front of the bed in their astral bodies.



	“That harlot.” The mother of all only whispered to herself while biting on her thumb.





	“What did you call her? Aren’t you like the goddess of fertility? Shouldn’t you be… I don’t know… happy? I mean, in the end, here we can spectate the most wonderful dance of life! A seed of new life may be planted and…”





	“No seed will be planted here. Not on my watch!”





	“Come on! You are refusing those two the joy of having little baby? You are selfish!” Aira only looked angrily at succubi. “Hey, I am kidding, you know? Anyway, I have mixed feeling about these two here. On one hand, damn, he refused ME for some oversized lizard! Then, I was the one that helped them to get there. You know, dressing, boosting morals. Well, at least as a reward I have this view. Oh, so you can use morphing this way. An interesting use of tail, you have to admit. N..NO! he ruined it. Oh, wait, maybe I will help them a little.”





	“Leave them be.”





	“Why is that?”





	“You want to make them feel even better?”





	“Ah, yes. I see your point. Then they wouldn’t get off the bed. Still, I am a simple succubi, I won’t change my nature, seeing two people in this beautiful act simply makes me want to join! Aww! Now we are talking! Just look at that! They may be lacking skill, but the passion is on point! What is he doing with his tongue? Ug, kinky little rat, I like him.”





	“No need saying more, little Zanes, come, I want to have another cake.”





	“B..B…BUT… They are about to move to the fun part! Just look... Oww, that had to hurt. That woman has some strength in her arms, just look at her! She is throwing him around like a toy! Aww, toy, now I am turned on even more.”





	“We are leaving.”





	“But he is morphing again!” But, Aira simply grabbed the succubi by the collar and dragged her towards the door. “No! NO! Just five more minutes! Please! Just look at him! He grew two more hands! Aren’t you curious for what he will use them for!? NOOOO!”







Somewhere in Holy Kingdom.





	“Are you dead yet? I don’t want to hurry ya, for you are dying truly wonderfully. I really mean it. Yet, you are not the last man on my list. TAH! I would love to tell you that you are in the middle, but unfortunately not! Poor little Ay-chan will be busy for next few weeks! But fear not. I will give you all the love that you deserve! Hm, you said something? Silly me! How would you talk!? I cut your tongue off! I already forgot bout’ that! Ha-ha. Silly me, you have to forgive me. It could be rude. Anyway! My boss, Rogue has a saying. That a man is truly happy when he knows two things: what is his hour of his death and the way he will die. Stupid, if you would ask me, I would prefer knowing when the dessert would be served and if it would be made of apple pie! But who am I to judge. What was I just talking abo… AH! Silly me! So, I am about to make you a happy man, cuz I am about to tell you both, the hour and the way of you dying! One, hour – it will be... this hour… maybe another one if you would struggle! The way you die, you see I love that saying: the one who fights with sword, from sword will die. The question is. How would the hooker die? STUPID AY! Getting distracted again! What am I trying to say… you, dear prelate, are responsible for sending witches on the pyres, aren’t ya? How many women did you burn? Hundred? No, you burned almost hundred in last month… so, how would you feel being burned thousand times? I have a friend – skilled alchemist, he cooked that for me, or precisely, for you… o-pe-n wide! Say AAAAA…”




Ay forced liquid from the vial into mouth of tied man.



	“I was told that it will make you feel as if you are being burned from inside, tell me – is that truth?” A roar of agony could be heard from man “Uh, such inelegant scream from such a big boy… Zari would be happy to know that his shit works! See ya in hell, prelate! I will send you some friends in nearest future, so you wouldn’t be lonely down there!”



            

    
        Chapter 174

    
    
    
    
                
Ok, kids. NSFW stuff here. Those who are under 18 or don’t like certain… scenes… avert your eyes [Not you, Iamacultivator – you have a work to do]. You shall be informed when it would be safe to read again <text with color, so you won't miss it.>


Gisele’s POV


Zari pinned me to the bed, he lowered his face so we were almost kissing again, and all this time he was looking me right in the eyes. I couldn’t stand that! His eyes were gazing right into my soul! I have never felt so… naked, in my whole life! All I could do was to turn my head to the side from embarrassment.



	“Don’t you dare look away,” he said. He didn’t say that with anger nor with irritation. He whispered it to my ear. His warm breath made me shiver.





	“Or what?” I hissed quietly.




Just stop looking at me like that! I am melting under you gaze!


Soon I got the answer to my question. He kissed my chin, then he started slowly heading down, leaving a hot trail of saliva on my skin. I was slowly losing my breath, my senses were going wild. 


Tsh, I am spoiling him! Don’t he dare to think that I would just allow him on everything he wants! 


I moved under him, twisting my body to the sides running from his necking, acting as if I was dissatisfied. And you know what he did? DO YOU KNOW WHAT THIS LITTLE BASTARD DID?!



	“Something’s wrong?” He asked as his lips left my skin. I moaned in anger.





	“I see.” He said with sorrow in his voice “I am sorry. I didn’t know you wouldn’t like that. I won’t tease you again.”




He just stopped there rolling back to his side of the bed. That little rat, after making me feeling THIS hot he decided just to stop! Every part of my skin he caressed and kissed were screaming for more attention! The fire in my chest was blazing like raging inferno, and that little asshole just stopped!? 


I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, a frustrated smile appeared on my face as I said, more to myself that to Zari.



	“You must be fucking kidding me…” I am done with him. I am done with his little games! After everything he said to me, after somebody finally treated me like a woman, this is not ending here, even if I would have to force him to finish what he started! 




I moved quickly, pushing him on his back, sitting on him and digging my claws a bit in his shoulder. He is not going anyway.



	“This is all that you are going to do?! You told me… that you would make me feel special!” My irritation grew stronger, even more, when I finally looked in his eyes. They were almost laughing at me! He planned me to take initiative all this time! Another game! Another tick!




… Yet, was he always that… charming? Something in him looked bit different. He wasn’t that handsome! No, don’t get me wrong, he definitely wasn’t ugly. His white hair and double-colored eyes made him look exotic, but those were his actions, words that he would speak, what made him truly charming. A walking mystery. My grip loosened part of its strength.



	“I told you I will make you admit that yourself.” He said quietly. His words were vibrating in my ears.”




No, no! Nononononono! Again that gaze! Stop that! Stop that or else…



	“Why… Why everything you do is teasing everyone?!” 




I was about to run away again. Despite the desire burning in me, his eyes were just making me defenseless! 



	“Gisele….” He said my name so softly “You are worthy if every gemstone that this world has to offer…” why are you like that?! Can’t you just talk less and do more!? If what you say is true, then just…





	“…Yet you yourself are refusing to take them.” What? That’s simply not true at all! If I would find something I want, I would get that eventually no matter how much sweat and blood that would cost me!





	“Gisele, please, find that bloody confidence! If you want something, JUST TAKE IT, especially if it lies in front of you…”




That wasn’t metaphor of any kind. He was the one lying in front of me. Still, why would he say something like t…



	“Gisele, my love. My sun and my moon. What do you desire right now?”




Of course that you, silly! I want you...


…


… then… what am I waiting for? That what he meant, did he? Now I see, I tried… running away. Hoped that I could sit somewhere and keep waiting for somebody to do the rest. It wasn’t me. I am not like that!


But his eyes! I can’t simply ignore… his eyes. They didn’t change, so why can I look in them as they had no influence on me? No, they totally were influencing me. I was looking away because I wasn’t used to this sensation, sensation of being watched my somebody I loved. His eyes were devouring me! I was sinking in them.


A moment before I couldn’t look him in the eyes, now I couldn’t look away.


Something cracked in me. my vision turned hazy as I couldn’t see as good as usual. A silhouette of his face turned bit blurry, I needed to lower my face to keep seeing those beautiful, gentle eyes.


I was getting cold, I needed more warmth! And he, he was so, so warm! I just needed to feel him little more… but those stupid clothes of his were getting in a way! My claws quickly get rid of those, little, annoying pieces of wool. Yesss


So much heat! My fingers were tracking scars on his belly and chest. He had pretty few of them. And finally, one of my nails reached his heart. It was the first time I saw that, a black pattern. Tattoo? It almost looks like dragon… that’s certainly a dragon… The one trying to roll back and bite his own tail….


I forgot about the tattoo in an instant as he tried to rise from beneath me. With all my strength I pushed him back. You won’t escape me that easy! Mine! You hear it! You are mine! My treasure and dragons don't let anyone take their treasures away from them!


I pushed my whole body weight on him planting a fierce kiss on his lips. He tasted so sweet of course, he would taste sweet. For the whole night in the mansion of Blackwood’s, he would eat nothing but little cakes and pies. Honey, cinnamon, apple. I don’t really like sweets. But, I think I may give them a second chance.





Zari’s POV




I felt her warmth on my chest, her whole skin was almost burning me each time our bodies collided. I did my best to return every kiss she would place on my lips, and for sake of every god, it was not an easy task! Lost in the moment we forgot about breathing, so every few seconds we needed to part our lips, take a fast breath just to return to each other. Those mere seconds when our lips weren’t kissing each other were almost burning us to the core with even greater need.


She broke our kiss, grabbed me by shoulders and pushed on the back of the bed, so I was resting now my backs over the wooden base of the bed in sitting manner. With the speed of the thunder she sat on my laps, locked her legs around my waist and tried returning into kissing me, yet I skillfully ducked under her face and focused once again on her neck. At first, she quietly growled with irritation, but soon after she hugged me tightly, grabbed my head from behind with one palm and pushed deeper in her loving arm. She partly closed her eyes and silent, vibrating purr escaped her throat.


My hands were working fast getting rid of her dress, in the end, I found it very unfair to be the only one with most of the skin uncovered. She helped with that uneasy task by moving her arms, soon her beautiful dress was thrown away on the floor, leaving her only in her underwear. 


Gisele pushed me away, stood up and start quickly getting rid of rest of her clothing. Her eyes were burning with pain, as mere lack of my touch was causing her to suffer. I didn’t feel much better. Part of me that usually was lying in slumber deeply inside in me woke up. Each time I am a living creature, I not only have the ability to transform into them, but I also get a piece of their desires. Desires usually controlled by Sins. Stored, put to ease till the moment I would satisfy them. A moment like this one. The carnal lust of dozen creatures I am started to scream with me. They were shouting and crying and yelling with need. I barely noticed the moment when rest of my clothing was sent flying after Gisele’s dress.


And then we leaped back into each other, fighting for position on the top of our dance of love, unfortunately for me, our struggle was won by the one that proves her physical superiority. Again, I was pushed on my back.


Dragoness rested her forehead on mine, looking me straight in the eyes as she was lowering rest of her body on me. I felt her tight warmness around myself. A Loud gasp escaped our mouths at the same time. All this time she didn’t avert her eyes.


She started moving, raising herself bit higher, just to lower herself back on me. At first, those were slow, gentle moves, yet she was accelerating quickly. When she looked as if she got used to the new sensation, I placed my palms on her hips, waited for the right moment and countered her movement. 


At first, she screamed with surprise, but without skipping a beat she returned into her fast movements. I felt as if I was melting in her arms, yet still, I was unsatisfied with my role in our act. I waited for her to lose herself in pleasure bit more to perform an attack of my own. Her grip lessened, her body weight shifted from pinning me to the bed to focus more on the sensation of our lower bodies, I pushed to the front making her collapse on her back as I took my spot on the top.


She hissed in anger, true and pure anger, she even let me feel that she wasn’t pleased with me having anything to say in our love-making by digging her claws painfully in my back. I didn’t need to back to know that she pieced my skin letting small drops of blood paint my skin. Still, she didn’t do anything more, for now, except using her tail to grab me by my waist.


There was no elegance in our act, only pure passion of two monsters hungering for each one each other.


I started thrusting faster as I felt a climax approaching. The dragoness hugged me tighter, almost dislocating my bones and dug her teeth into my shoulder.


I collapsed on top of her panting loudly. I looked on Gis, she shut her eyes for the moment savoring sensation, we stayed like that for a moment longer.


Then I looked back in her eyes, just to look for one certain thing – lust. Gisele wasn’t fully satisfied as the blood of dragon was keeping her yearning for more, but it was fine, neither was I.






Okay, folks. It’s safe now. You can open your eyes now, kids (I know that all of you read it anyway) -> author





How long were we doing it? Guessing by my body soreness we weren’t quite done after an hour or two. Yet, our act wasn’t that violent all the time. As our first desires were satisfied, we slowly began changing the rhythm.


Right now, Gisele was lying on me with her head on my chest purring quietly. Tip of her tail was waving slowly in both directions. Our exhaustion of spending whole evening and night pretending we enjoyed our conversation with the Senators et cetera, combined with our recent… exercises finally kicked in drifting us slowly in peaceful dreams.





I must have slept almost the whole day, for it was almost evening outside.



	“Morning sleepyhead… or maybe evening?” I heard quiet, happy voice from the direction of my chest.




Gisele was looking at me happily.



	“You could have woken me up. I slept longer than I should of.”





	“I could. But I simply couldn’t bring myself to do that, you were looking so peaceful while sleeping. So innocent.”





	“What if my instincts would grow weaker? Next time I may not wake up when somebody would be ambushing me in my sleep!” I pouted.





	“It would be fine. I would be there.”




She hugged me tighter.



	“Still, I would love keeping at least piece of my dignity of the man.” I chuckled





	“Hm? Man? Who? Is there any man here? Sorry, Zari, but there is only you and me in this room.”





	“Oh, you little…! Come here!”




I had my sweet revenge by tickling the hell out of her.



	“Still, I think I should eventually get up and…” I started as I wanted to get up from the bed





	“No.” she pushed me back “Mine.”





	“Gis, I have lots of work to be done.”





	“Mine!”





	“I would take you on the date later.”




That made her hesitate 



	“You aren’t saying that just so you could run away from me?”





	“Gis, even if I wanted to… still, I am living just a floor below. It won’t be hard for you to track me down.” I patted her head “Also, I need to earn a coin or two for that date of ours. Guessing by what I saw on the party, you can eat a whole horse.”





	“You ate a whole bloody Hydra right in front of me!”





	“That’s different. I can eat a whole village and still have some free space in  stomach for dessert. No matter what I would eat I would never be fat. It’s simply impossible. You on the other hand…” I pinched her side “Do I feel something extra here?”





	“Are you implying that I am fat?” she chuckled





	“I will say no more without a lawyer.”





	“No, honestly… Am I?” somehow her tone was lacking that humorous aura she had a moment ago.





	“No, Gis. You are perfect.”





	“Wouldn’t you say the same if I was fat!?”




Oh, my, oh my. Here it comes. But maybe I could tease her about it a little more? No, that’s a death wish.



	“I just wanted to tease you. Don’t you even dare to go on diet.”




I get up from bed and started dressing myself up… or at least partly. My shirt wasn’t quite usable. 



	“Zaaari… about those tattoos of yours… Mind telling me the meaning?” she asked still on her bed tilting her head a little.





	“That would a great thing to talk about on our date. Ah, you are curious about that one.” I said after looking at the dragon mark on my heart. “Who knows? Maybe it means that I used to have another dragon my heart before? Hm? Ever thought about that?”





	“One, I don’t believe in this, Two, if that somehow would contain the tiniest dose of truth… I would find the other one and tear it apart.” She said with sweet tone




Chuckling I just kissed the tip of her head and left.


I wanted to go to my room for some spare shirt, but in the moment I opened the door Marika felt inside.



	“Oh! Zari! What a coincidence! Haha! I mean… um… I know! Come with me!” She grabbed my hand and forced me to come with her to the inn section.





	“Would you mind stepping into my room? I would love to…”





	“I would. Just follow me.”





	“But!”





	“No talking! Just walking!”




And she forced me down to the Inn section. Big, round table was placed in the middle, almost completely filled with adventurers discussing something. As I approached in an instant they turned quiet.



	“ZARI!” Aloizy yelled “… You look as if…”





	“You were chewed and spat by behemoth?” I finished instead of him





	“Actually, we have another saying with the same meaning.” He said with wide grin





	“I see that you can’t wait to say it, so just spit it out.”





	“As if you have slept with a dragon!” Everyone chuckled shyly. They wanted me to treat it as a joke, yet probably hoped I would say something more.





	“Ha-ha. Indeed. Nice saying. I see what you did there.” I took a sip of whatever they put in front of me. And after awkwardly long silence I put the mug away just to ask in an innocent manner “Hm? May I help you with something more?”





	“Don’t be like that! Just tell us about…”





	“About what?” a voice like thunder could be heard behind me. A voice of Jericho. “Gustav! Don’t you have something to do?”





	“Wha..? I mean… No, I don’t think so…” Psionic sitting on my left said in panic





	“Ho? And you want me to find you something to do?”





	“…I… I think I will go… there… and do... something”





	“Brilliant idea!” The old man nodded with admiration. As soon as his chair was empty, guild leader sits on his spot. “Nooooow.”




He said while bringing his chair closer to mine.



	“I believe we have something to talk about, do we?”




Somebody else raised from his chair and left, that somebody was followed be few others, and another, and yet another, so in about ten seconds I was left all alone with Jericho. His huge, massive palm landed on my shoulder.



	“You may start whenever you feel like it!” 




Ok, so I could have rushed a thing or two with Gisele… but to die because of that?! COME ON!

            

    
        Chapter 175

    
    
    
    
                I can’t say much, I’ve had a good life, even if it didn’t last for long. I have seen quite a few places. One more beautiful than others. I have fought with fearsome foes, traveled through this world and astral planes, yet the feeling of failure still lies in my heart! I could have achieved so much more! I could have seen more, touch more, know more, conquer more! Yet this is the day when my journey ends. It was nice to talk with you, folks, I will try treasuring this feeling in next life, if my mind wouldn’t be completely wiped out, that is...



	“I know that I told you that you can start talking whenever you would feel like doing so, but what I meant was that you are supposed to start talking. NOW!”




Jericho hissed just near my ear. 


No. It can’t end today! Not like that! I will do what I can do best to postpone the day of my death! I! SHALL! Lie!



	“Ok. What am I accused for, and how much is a bail?” I said after moment, resting my chin on my palm.





	“HO? That’s how you want to play this one? Very well. Zariel called Whiteraven, here I accuse you of defloration of my dearest daughter, my purest little flower, my little princess and…” I allowed myself to cough twice just to remind him he is slowly losing subject of conversation “...I shall be also the judge so…”





	“OBJECTION!”





	“What?!”





	“No one can be a judge in his own case, on every session at least three sides should be present. The accuser, accused and a 3rd party. A neutral one, that would try honestly and fairly lead the session which would end with the sentence.”





	“My my, you even know the basics of law? But that’s how things work in Neira. I would like to point out, that we are on territory of adventure guild, which despite being within Neria, does not belong to it. Here I am a law.”





	“But that’s a tyranny!..”





	“You know what? That’s right.” He smiled wildly, like a monster that is about to jump at its prey “So, as we have finally got to the point where we know that I can kill you right now… let’s proceed, shall we?”




You really think that I didn’t predict that? Sorry, Jericho, you are great adventurer, you surely are clever, but you allowed me to pick the way we are having our conversation. If you really think that I picked that one just for giggle, then you are mistaken. You allowed me to pick the game, game which rules you do not know… so…



	“Of course you are aware that I am a politician of an outside faction?” He raised his brow. “Yes, I was decided to be an ambassador of the council to contact hybrid races. I can’t say much more, for it is a national-rank secret.”





	“You are kidding, right? You told me that you are not interested in politics.”





	“I am not. Thankfully, I am ambassador only on paper, for past three months I had to visit council because of that once. BUT, as an ambassador, I have the privilege of immunity and…”





	“Ok. Stop that.”




Awww. Here my whole line of defense collapsed.



	“What I wanted to say, is that I hope that you are serious with Gisele. I may not like the fact that you are so… passionate, so quickly but.”





	“Wait! Who the hell did tell you about…”





	“No one have to. Zari. You were loud. Very loud. The whole guild heard you and I am pretty damn sure that you could even be heard in the merchant district. So either you two were renovating the whole room or…” He just gave me that look. “No one cleans their equipment so passionately. You are a good kid, or at least this is what I thought, but I would appreciate if you wouldn’t take advantage of Gisele’s…” He was lacking a word.





	“Naivety?” 





	“Good word. Sounds better than stupidity. She is a little, lovely creature. But, I always was afraid, that some sly rat, like yourself, could easily bend her to his will.” 




Little creature... right.



	“Would it change anything if I would say that she was the one to initiate it?”





	“Gisele?! She is far to insecure about her own body to start anything!”





	“I could have asked what she desired.”





	“… and then she jumped on you?! That’s exactly what I would call taking advantage of someone! Kid, your skills of making someone do as you please terrifies me! If I would have only thinked what you could have...” He stopped for a moment to think thoroughly of what have just happened. “…oh my gods!”





	“That’s what she screamed.” I whispered to myself.




WHY DID I SAY THAT? WHY, FOR FUCK SAKE, DID I SAY THAT?!



	“What?”





	“What?”





	“What did you say?”





	“Me? I didn’t say anything!”





	“I could have swore... I must be bit tired. Anyways, what I was trying to say, was: Please, don’t disappoint her. She really has it rough, no matter how confident she would try to look.”





	“She is still a little girl that tries to prove her strength, she may look for recognition and respect around her, but she can’t see that all she wants is to prove that strength to herself.” I looked at the old adventurer. “Worry not, dad, I am serious about that. From all the people that know what I am, she as the only one never looked at me as a beast, [Zari is Zari] she said [No matter if you look like a monster or a human you are still Zari, right?] she said. She didn’t even consider that I could have pretended to be somebody else. Tell me, how could I not love someone so pure and honest?”




The old man smiled.



	“You almost sound like a man!”





	“You too?! What do you mean by [almost]!? I AM A MAN!”





	“Oh, I almost forgot!” chuckling he quickly switched subject “There is a quest for you. Precisely, for you.”




…



	“So I will die no matter what, hm?”





	“If I wanted to get you killed, I would snap your neck and push you from the stair, that would look pretty much like accident. No one would even investigate.” 




I shivered.



	“No, what I mean, is that I owe a favor to old friend of mine. And he has a friend which has a friend… you know how it works. So, one of those friends, apparently daughter of merchant, is about to head on her first solo business trip. He has hired few mercenaries to protect her but…”





	“That’s his only daughter and he would love to have some extra, skilled, trustworthy bodyguard.”





	“Precisely. But, as it is supposed to be HER journey, she is also the one that pays for everything. So she can’t hire a A nor a B rank.”





	“So, you decided to send a C rank with skills of B-A rank - me. Is that right?”





	“It’s nice to have conversation with an intelligent man, you have no idea how annoying it is to describe quest to someone just to hear WHY, WHY, WHY, in response. You can start packing yourself. You are heading out in an hour.”





	“Wait, what?!”





	“Something wrong?”





	“How long will it take? I have things to be done!”





	“One day to get to the meeting point, two-three days of journey to the final location, and then you can get start heading back. About two days. So not even a week. Why?”





	“Great. Then I will leave taking care of Gisele to you.”





	“Sure thing kiddo!”





	“You may as well explain to her why I didn’t take her on tomorrow’s date. Oh! And there is also job for Rogue… How good are you with alchemy? Oh, and I should meet with Fional, he is making something for me. But, I have to take it personally, oh! And the King wish to see me on Friday, and… Fuck. I was supposed to live care-free life as adventurer! I want my refund!”





	“Hm? No one mentioned that care-free life is only at the evening in inn after you would finish the quest? No? Shame.”





	“… I could still refuse taking quest, could I?”





	“Normally? Yes. But we are pretty much a family, and family helps one another, am I right? So you couldn’t possibly refuse, that would really, really lower my opinion about you.” He said sweetly while moving around “Mike will give you the details. See ya!”




He yelled [see ya]. Gods! The old man yelling [see ya]. You have no idea how weird it sounded. 


So. Another job. I better start preparing. 


Fuck


As I got everything packed I decided to say my farewells



	“Marika, have you seen Gisele?”





	“Aww, aren’t you satisfied yet? Zari, you beast! Anyway, good job advancing your relationship, I can say, but what I heard, that it must have been quiet…”





	“Marika. Focus. Gisele. Where?”





	“Killjoy. Training room, of course. Weird, she asked me about some exercises to lose fat. You hear that? Gisele! Lose fat! She is walking temple of muscles, I have no clue where she got that idea fr… HEY!? Do you listen me!?”





	“I stopped after [training room]. You were great help! See you in couple of days!”




I quickly moved past few corridors to get into section with training accessory. Gisele was standing in the middle of one of the training rooms dressed in bodysuits with attached weights, in half squatting position performing vertical slashes from over her head with heavy metal rod.



	“Gisele! Got a moment?”





	“Just a… minute! I am almost done!” She yelled panting heavily. “nine-thousand ninety-seven, nine-thousand ninety-eight…. Nine… ten thousand!” she yelled dropping rod and collapsing on the floor “What do you need?”




She asked smiling



	“What are you doing? I think I told you that I was just mocking you about the fat.”





	“Well, yeah. But then I thought that I need keep my body sharp, in the end someone needs to protect you!”





	“I am pretty sure, that as a man I can deal with that myself.”




She started chuckling like a mad



	“Something’s wrong?”





	“No. Everything’s great.”





	“Nonono, I insist. You apparently have found something funny. Tell me, I want to laugh too.”





	“It’s really nothing. You were looking for me for some reason, or you just wanted to look at me.” she cooed





	“Both, I guess. Jericho gave me a quest. I should be back in five days.”




Her expression turned bit sad



	“So, we aren’t going on that date, are we?”





	“I told you that I would take you on date, so I will do so!… just not tomorrow. Sorry.”





	“It’s ok… Um, can I come with you?”





	“I am afraid that no. Your rank is bit too high. If someone would start going through the financial reports of the guild he could start wondering why an S rank did a quest classified as C. Then old man would have problems.”





	“I don’t like it.” She said puffing her cheeks “Just be back in those four days.”





	“Five days.”





	“Three days? Great. So be back in those two days and see you tomorrow.” She gave me a tight hug “Be safe.” She whispered.





	“Woman. Safe? Me? I am a bloody incarnation of the end of the world! An omen of war! With the hunger to swallow the sun! I am the danger!”





	“Be safe.” She whispered once again.





	“Ok sunshine. I will.”




Just… just how can you argue with her? It’s pointless.





I grabbed a small bag of equipment and food supplies and headed east. To the inn owned by Jericho’s friend. As I was far enough from the city I chanted quietly bringing my summons from astral plane.



	“Hello guyz, ya missed me?” I asked four ravens and the warg that stepped from the shadow.




Remus and Gilbert landed on my shoulder rubbing their heads in my robe, Walter sat on my head giving me three angry pecks as if saying [WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN!?] Kaito just waited there in elegant manner, yet his tail was weaving in both direction as if having will of its own.


And Sebastian… Sebastian turned his body into Garuda and looked at me with… pity? Anger? Disgust? All combined?



	“Finally, master. I could have swore that you were avoiding me on purpose.”





	“Me? to avoid who?! YOU?! Never, I can’t imagine anything more offending than what you have just accused me for. I was simply around mages, and I would prefer them not knowing about my devil familiar. That’s all.”





	“If you think that I would believe in that, then I have to disappoint you.”





	“It was worth trying.”





	“You neglected your training…” and here we start again “… may I be honest with you?”





	“Sebastian. You are my friend. You don’t have to worry about hurting my feeling in any way. If you want to say something, just bloody do it!”




He looked at me bit surprised.



	“What? Is this that weird that I am willing to hear what being that lived for millennia have to say? You could be the greatest source of knowledge in this entire world. Just spit it already!”





	“You shouldn’t be with that woman.” I shut my mouth 





	“Go on. I wish to hear your reasoning.”





	“You are too weak. Far too weak. You can barely protect yourself, and your enemies are powerful. Up until now you survived on mere luck and being favored by goddesses.”





	“… I am afraid that you could exaggerating here a thing or two.”





	“How is your weapon? D’iabel, right? Do you know that this weapon originally belonged to one of devil commanders? Once again, how did you managed to get it? What saved your life in the tower from wrath of Seraph? Ah, yes. The pendant. You don’t even know what it is. Let me just tell you, that there are forces that are ready to kill for it. It’s like nuclear codes. You are walking covered in enchanted equipment that you have no idea how it works, after you were given tools, time and measures to find their meanings.”





	“I was quite busy, you know?” I pouted





	“Yes. Earning useless gold and making connections with humans. No wealth, no silver, no ruin no gold will save your life when the time would come. And I have seen humans turning their backs to their allies more than once. You can trust only yourself, my master. I still it is not too late for you to realize, how desperately you need power.”





	“Maybe you are right… But in the end I am here only because I died with regrets, Sebastian, I am not going to live half of life. This is why you could find my actions bit chaotic. I know why you care about my getting stronger, my dear friend, but please, you have to understand that I want to live and not just survive! I want to have those friends, a woman I treasure, a place I could call home. What meaning has the life of the king of the beasts, if at the end of the day he would return to same old cave where we would be so very lonely? I was tired, Sebastian. So very tired, and in the end… I just wanted someone to really  love me, you know?”




Old devil just waited in silence for few more minutes. In the end he only nodded, turned back into raven and flew in the sky to scout the road ahead.




So, the journey to the east. I wonder if that inn owner cooks his own pies? 

            

    
        Chapter 176

    
    
    
    
                It was getting dark. The sun was slowly setting down behind the horizon. For everyone that traveled through roads and forests that would be a sign to set up a camp, lie down to sleep, so you could continue the journey from the morning. But not for me. Nice, cold night. Everything that lived in the day has settled down and predators raised from their lairs to look for their food.

You know, you could easily tell if you are a prey or predator, by your feelings. How do you feel at night? Uneasy? Do you want to get home as soon as possible? Looking behind your back every few steps?

Or refreshed? Excited and calm in very same time, having all your senses tickled by gentle night wind, seeing more, feeling more, sensing more? I have never felt as good as right now!

~ You may put fancy robes on

~ You may dance with the nobles

~ You may drink the finest wine

~ And you may sleep in the finest bed

~ But you will never hide, who you truly are

~ For your heart and soul

~ Both belong to the wild

Sins were laughing in my mind. And for the first time ever, I could have never agreed with them more. I have morphed a little, nothing much simply changed a little structure of my muscles and shifted a little structure of my body, I could have resembled some ghost-hound, partly bipedal, yet still preferred running on all four. Enthusiastic Kaito was running alongside me, more than just pleased with the little exercise that I gave him.

I strayed from the main route to travel through groves and copses. I am pretty sure that some village was nearby, but once again, nobody should travel at this hour…

Of course that someone is traveling at this hour. Someone stupid enough to even hum a song under her or his nose. Are you insane, little one? How would you hear if someone is stalking you if you are humming a BLOODY SONG?!

…

Let’s take a look. Just to see how real crazy idiots look like.

I quickly turned to the side and ran over bushes and near the trees, just to stop few dozen meters. On main path leading through the forest a lone girl holding a small basket, wearing… You must be shitting me. Red hood? Really? That’s a red-fucking-hood. I know that universes are permeating each other, but the number of references I get is bit crazy. So, now we have to wait for the big bad wolf, do we?

Here you are! Big indeed.


	Moon Howler [Champion]
	Level	13
	Hp	[149/150]
	Sp	[87/200]
	Tittles	Hungering one

Child eater

	Skills	Bite [Active] [Level 10]

Slash [Active] [Level 15]

Stalk [Passive] [Level 10]

Gluttony [Passive] [NA]





Is size all you have on your side? You are not big game at all. Almost unworthy of being hunted. But, there is a potential in you, little pup. Maybe I should let you dine? Who knows, maybe one day you could grow into something worthy of being killed? On the other hand…


	Gluttony
	Type	[Lesser lycanthropy curse]
	   A Curse casted by witch onto a villager she found being evil. No matter how much he would eat or drink his thirst and hunger were never to be satisfied

Each time he failed to fill his stomach by certain quantity of food, he would change into creature that would have greater possibility to feast.

	time since curse was casted	8d11h24m11s
	Time since curse reached final form	22h11m24s




In less than a day that cursed turned some useless villager into level 10 champion rank monster? Amusing! Wonderful! Maybe I would really let him be and hunt him down in that week as I would be getting back from the quest? How much more wonderful could he become?!

The wolf finally jumped from behind bushes and rushed at the girl. He wasn’t very quiet with his action, thus even little girl noticed his presence. She screamed and started running.

“COME BACK HERE YOU LITTLE WENCH!” The monster roared in a weird voice, sounding like ten men talking at the same time. So a beast, but still reasonable? Overwhelmed by hunger? That’s even better than proper lycanthropy curse, here, the cursed one can actually see part of him vanishing from his mind being replaced by the beast. And now I would love to meet the witch that cast it. Simply great.

The girl stumbled and fell on the ground. The wolf jumped in the air and was about to land on its prey. Yet girl clasped her hands and cried aloud. A small barrier surrounded her pushing creature away.


	“YOU LITTLE WITCH-WHORE! YOU ARE ALL THE SAME! I WILL FEAST UPON YOUR BONES! I WILL DEVOUR YOUR FACE!”



Monster yelled scratching with its great paws a barrier. It wouldn’t last long. Maybe half of a minute, maybe a minute, yet with each strike of claws, a few seconds of barrier’s life were fading away. 


	“HELP! PLEASE! SOMEBODY!” she was crying loudly. But village was far, far away




	“SCREAM! SCREAM YOU LITTLE WHORE! SCREAM LIKE I WAS SCREAMING WHEN MY BODY TURNED! WHEN MY MIND WAS BEING EATEN BY THIS BEAST! SCREAM! SCREEEAM!”



Aaaand repressed little novice magician. Great. No, she won’t be able to defend herself. Maybe I should…

No.

But just maybe… 

No.

Gisele wouldn’t like that. She is sick on that whole [Defending those who are defenseless] thing.

But Gisele is not here. She also would never hear about it.

You could gain something good by helping her…

Same if I won’t. Stronger meal after a week. It’s investment.

Yet, the monster may slaughter the whole village and move to another location. It would be harder to find him them.

But then the name of this monster would be known! Just imagine! The beast that killed entire village! Everyone would go hunting him down! Solider, hunters, adventurers, fame-seekers…. Eventually, someone may kill it! And you would be gone for almost a week. Almost a week when somebody else could kill it. Who knows?

Who could be strong enough to kill such a creature so quickly? The creature that will yet get stronger?

Gisele.

…

No, honestly. She would think of it as of some challenge and rush here in a blink.

That sounds totally like her.

Indeed. SO?

… I think I can do that.

Great.

But I am doing it only so nobody else would steal my meal!

Sure thing!

HEY! I am serious! It’s not like I was having a whole bloody inner conversation on my head just to find a reason to get involved, and…

Hey, stubborn me…

WHAT?!

The girl…

Ah, right, right…

Another strike of claws sends a barrier into shards. The big bad wolf opens its maw as it was about to bite a kid in one go, little girl shut her eyes and embraced her head with palms.

And then a loud crack could be heard. A mass of shadow jumped from the bushes on the other side or path, rushed at the monster and tackled it into another side of the road. The little girl opened her eyes still shivering and looked into the bushes where two masses were fighting each other. Blood gushed everywhere, painting bushes and trees around with red. Soon the sounds of growling, then snarling and finally squeaking stopped. A lone man raised over the corpse of the creature.


	“Kid, what were you doing so late in the forest?” I asked with my backs still turned to the girl




	“I…I was de…delive..ring food a..and herbs to my grandma… t..thank you sir!”




	“Foolish girl. Don’t you know that forest is dangerous? Especially at night?”




	“B..but I rarely go back home this late! A..and I usually managed to avoid a wolf so…”




	“No. You are traveling this path at least twice a day, little one. And you have to be cautious all the time. Wolf, on the other hand, wolf needs to be lucky only once, girl. Do you understand?”




	“Y…yes sir.”




	“Now, go away. Run back home. The night is approaching. You have no idea what kind of creatures wakes up when the sun dies.”




	“W…what kind?” girl asked shyly




	“Creatures like me.” I turned around showing her my twisted, wild face. She saw it only for a moment, in last lights of sun hiding behind the horizon. “Which part didn’t you understand? Run.”



If she was afraid after encountering a wolf, then after looking in my eyes she was a step from dying of fear.


	“So very mature of you. Scaring kids in the forest. What will you do next? Hide in the closet? Or under the bed?” Sebastian tried to lecture me about something, but he was actually chuckling. SEBASTIAN WAS LAUGHING! 




	“The part with the bed wouldn’t be bad! Just imagine! If I would find a naughty kid in the city, I could have told him a story about a monster that speaks in rhyme and eats naughty boys, them I would find out where he lives, open window, get under the bed, and as soon as he would lie in bed, I would growl quietly and say [Bruises are blue, Blood is red, you left your window open… so I am under your bed], would be fun, don’t you think?”




	“That’s actually what I used to….” Hoooo? “I mean, It’s something that even lesser devils should be shamed doing! Below any kind of criticism!...”




	“I am not a devil… Would you mind giving me a tip or two?”




	“… only if you would promise to do them.”



My my, who would have thought that Sebastian can do something for the sole purpose of fun!


	“Sebastian, you are best guardian devil anyone could have prayed for.”




	“… I am pretty sure that few would be delighted with Zazes instead of me.”




	“Hm? Maybe only horny teenagers. I won’t lie, she was great help few times… But you are simply amazing. Don’t deny it! Don’t hide behind fake humility!”



So he said nothing. Devil will be a devil, no matter how serious he poses to be, in the end, they love to be in the center of attention and fear or admiration. 

The night was young. Jericho told that I should be traveling a day only because he thought I would make on my way a break or two. But I wouldn’t. I should reach my destination with first light.

The inn was located in a place that could be called [middle of nowhere], yet you have no idea how deceptive could this first thought be. Actually, it was located at the crossing of three main trading routes, so many merchants and travelers were staying here. Or should stay. The trading season should start in next month. So what is this merchant daughter doing here now?

Its nothing but my guess, but maybe she wants to a head-start? Maybe she hopes to hire carts and mercenaries cheaper by hiring before the season? Well, I wasn’t the one to worry about that. I am getting paid either way, plus getting affection points to my relationship with Jericho… that sounded waaay gayer that I imagined.

I entered the inn and moved inside. Indeed few people were sitting inside, mostly males, drinking slowly beer from their mugs. The mood here was at least creepy. Silent and dark


	“Hey, innkeeper! What’s wrong? Someone died?” I asked half as joke



The man behind the counter only smiled sadly and denied with shake of his head


	“Mr. Zariel, yes?” a blond girl asked smiling from the center of the room “Of course you are! There is no one who can fit such description in the world! Greet to meet you! I heard so many amazing things about you, that I almost can’t believe that you agreed to work for me!”



I sat in front of her.


	“Pleasure is all mine… or so I would love to say if not the fact that I was pretty much forced by the old man to work for you.” I smiled “But, as you are guilty nothing, I will allow myself to focus my whole anger on master Jericho, so I could work with you in a pleasant manner. When do we head out?”



Something was wrong. Something was off. But I don’t know what… this silence bothers me more than it should. Behind the girl, two bulky men were standing. Probably mercenaries.


	“Well, we were waiting just for you… but to be honest we thought you would appear bit later… if you could give us few minutes for preparations…”




	“Miss, you are the boss here. No need to rush things. Take as much time as you need. We still have lots of free time.”




	“Indeed, indeed. Well. Good to have you on our side!”



She stretched her hand for a shake. I answered same. Damn, she has pretty strong hands


	“Quite a strong grip for a merchant girl you have…”




	“Yeah, we weren’t that rich from the start. From my youngest days, I was helping Papa. We couldn’t afford workers, so I and dad were the one moving cargo…”



Well, sounds reasonable but… damn! What is wrong!?

…

…

It is too damn quiet. I understand that someone may not be cheerful right from the morning… But NO ONE is talking to each another! Strong grip of female in front of me… sour smile on face of innkeeper – friend of Jericho… as if apologizing to me…

..

…..

……..

Now I see it, the way those guys sit… in pretty decent locations, cutting escapes routes.

And the starting quest was located on the eastern trade route, close to everywhere. Also, close to Holly kingdom

Fuck.


	“Ok, you can start preparing your cargo, and I will do same with my equipment.” I said taking a bag off my backs “I will oil my knives.” I said moving to the door “I will be nice enough to not mess inside the inn! Consider it as my courtesy, old man!” I said to innkeeper raising my thumb and smiling. I have also nodded slightly in his direction.



But behind me, a blonde woman only nodded slightly with her head, giving a sign to another man in the room. Two have raised and stood between me and door. I looked in the direction of windows, but here also man was standing.


	“Please, I did what you told me to do… so please…”



Innkeeper begged a blonde woman


	“Fine. Release her.”



Her voice no longer sounded friendly. It was hard and firm. Voice of Commander on the battlefield.

From backroom, another man came pushing a woman around her 20tie. She runs quickly to the innkeeper.


	“Susan, my flower, did they do something to you?”



A daughter. That’s why he was helping them. Great. They planned everything. They tracked people with a connection to Jericho and lured me out. Also… I would never imagine that they would get this deep into enemy territory! FUCK! I was careless.

But still. To corner me, is one thing, to defeat me, another.


	“Please, we wish you no harm.” The woman said again gently “We only have to transport you. No blood needs to be shed.”




	“Is that so? Great! In such case, I will cooperate!” I said smiling 




	“I doubt that…”




	“No! Honestly! You are about to bring my ass to the holy kingdom, as I presume, where I would be tortured for weeks, maybe months, and in the end, would be killed in front of the crowd! How could I not cooperate!? Really! I am completely honest! Just come… and see…”



My nails turned into claws. In my mind, I started a small chant.

Everyone brought their short swords. So, they didn’t even make the mistake of bringing a long weapon to the inn?! Fuck. They are good. They are really, really good! No those bastards from before running through the forest like blind fools in the dark…

Men from the sides approached me slowly, one of the brought collar made of white onyx. White onyx. The greatest enemy of mages. If they would put that on me, I would be pretty much as good as dead. I lowered my head a little, giving him better access to my head, almost inviting. 

They stopped for a moment


	“Something’s wrong?” I asked sweetly “It is the first time you saw someone that doesn’t want to fight so heavily outnumbered?”



Man started walking once again, and when they about to bind me…

I released the spell. Miasma, all around me. For the miasma itself to do some real damage it needs time, to mutate and corrupt its targets. But it wasn’t the purpose of the spell, right now it worked like a smoke screen. I memorized locations of warriors around me and morphed slightly. Sickles grew from my backs. All I had was few seconds, for I felt as the woman was already casting a light-based spell to cast my darkness away. But it was more than enough.

Slash, and pierce, and tear, and rip.

Everything lasted for no more than five seconds when the wave of light cast miasma away. Revealing me standing in the same place with blood on my hands surrounded by four bodies.


	“Something’s wrong?” I asked once again “I am cooperating, am I not?”




	“You have just made everything far more complex, and more personal…” woman said with no anger bringing her blade from the sheath.




	“Personal? Sunshine, pardon me, but when someone proclaims that is about to partake in killing me, I usually take it personally from the very start.”



This woman irritates me more than should. She is about to fall dead from my hand… still, better know what am I dealing with. Appraisal!


	Warning! 

Target is stronger than user of [Appraisal], part of information shall not be revealed

Warning!

Target has [status-hiding] kind of protection skills/equipment, part of information shall not be revealed






	Amelia Scarlet
	Level	49
	Job and Class	Paladin
	Hp	???
	Sp	???
	Mp	???
	Titles	Strongest human of the world







            

    
        Chapter 177

    
    
    
    
                I was forced to shift D’iabel into a sword in the heat of the moment to parry attacks from the side. Rest of the warriors acted far less thoughtlessly as they already learned that even cornered I can bite.  That wasn’t much of the fight, they jumped in, traded blow or two and ran back. Yeah, they have the advantage of location and numbers, they didn’t have to rush things, chances that some squad of the military would march near the inn were almost non-existing. 

I couldn’t chant any spell, each time I cried word or two they strengthened assault forcing me to stop, so I was limited to cast only most basic form of the spells – in the current situation, almost with no effect at all. And then the woman moved – when I was distracted parrying another slash. In a blink of an eye, she shortened the distance between us and hit me with the sword’s head in the guts. Her strength was insane. Mere punch forced me to take few steps back as it completely broke through my defense. Then she advanced forward. Her slashes turned into blur which I barely saw, when the sword cut through the wind it made the sound of a singing bird.

Yet she avoided dealing serious wounds. Soon I noticed why. Her blade scratched my cheek making a small drop of blood slowly paint my face. This is when I noticed – my wounds wouldn’t heal. She was holding a bloody enchanted weapon! If she would stab me with that I would be done! But that also means that I am supposed to be delivered alive, at all cost… maybe… Shall we gamble?

As her blade was approaching I waited until the very last moment and dropped my guard performing thrust. Her eyes widened as she took a step to the side stopping her attack and avoiding mine. Her reaction time is insane! She truly is… she truly is in the same league as Jericho. Still, I may at least tease her a little.

She was supposed to be in my blind spot as she was simply too close, my hand with the sword was stretched and it was impossible for me to make use of it at this very moment. So I used my head. Literally. With satisfaction, I saw as her nose start bleeding after meeting with my forehead. She took a step back, I did the same getting on the opposite side of the room. 

She touched her nose and admired the blood on her hand, then she looked at me


	“You are crazy. Simply insane. I could have killed you, yet you… do you have your life for nothing?!”




	“Quite the opposite, sunshine, I love my life, but unlike you, I have nothing to lose can you say the same… also… how long can you hold your breath?” I asked innocently, while I put my hand on my belt and grabbed a vial of purple liquid which I smashed on the ground.



The liquid in the glass after contact with air started to evaporating creating a dense smoke. I bluffed, it wasn’t deadly at all, all that could do was to cause you to cough, maybe you would have a sore throat for an hour, but they don’t know about this. As soon as I was hidden from their gaze I started running back to the window through which I jumped landing on the hard soil beneath me. It hurt like a bitch, but I had no time to waste. I started running in direction of the forest.

Amelia’s POV

Smoke raised quickly. He asked me how long I could hold my breath. For enough to catch him, but I couldn’t say the same thing about my people… and innkeeper and his daughter. I am a bloody paladin! I swore to protect innocent! The fact that I needed to threaten them like a bandit, to lure him out of his cave was making my blood boil just enough! But he… he is not concerned about the life of other people at all! He is a madman! At first, I didn’t like the idea of invading enemy territory for one man… but slowly I was thinking that there is a reason for him to have a meeting with torturer. 

I grabbed my two men and throw them outside, then I took innkeeper and his daughter, and ran back for remaining four more solider

I wasn’t fast enough though! The last two man inhaled the gas!


	“Lucas! Look at me! Everything will be fine!” He was fighting for breath “Don’t you dare to give up! Can you hear me?!”



Fuck! FUCK! I already lost four of my men! Good men! I am not letting 


	„C… Commander!”



- „Save your breath, soldier!”

- „It’s.. .n..not that b…bad!”


	“… excuse me?”




	“My throat hurts, but I know this gas, local alchemist in c..capital was using it on the burglars. It’s not deadly. He tricked us.”



… he made fool out of me. I have never been so mad and happy in same time.


	“You two, rest for a while. George, Simon, try surrounding him I go right after that bastard!



I put the sword back and tore a piece of branch from the nearest tree, after fast modification it could be barely called a mace. I was told not to kill him, but I think that I could break a leg or two. 

I quickly start running after him, the trace he left was fresh. He has about two minutes of head start… I should get him in a minute then. I felt as holy magic was rushing through my body as I cast lesser boosting spell. I bolted after mage. I was moving past trees and bushes with speed that would make most of the people dizzy.

The traces were easy to be seen, broken branches, footprints in the sand… why are those footprints changing? First, those were normal prints of boots, then of naked feet. Human’s feet… so, why are they slowly looking like hoofs?

Wait. Those traces are far too visible, almost as if made on purpose…

I lost my footing. I never lose my footing just like that! He must have placed a thin rope on ankle level on which I stumbled. Rope itself isn’t much of a threat… unless…

Mid-falling I quickly grabbed another branch. The ground in front of my face collapsed revealing sharpened wooden spikes. That was close… CRAP! My senses screamed and I quickly rolled to the side. Three arrows hit the ground I was standing on a moment ago.


	“Where did you got that bow from?!” I called in the forest. I hoped that he would answer, reveal his location…




	“That will be my sweet little secret!”



LEFT! I charged onward in direction of the voice… but behind the bushes, there was no white haired boy waiting for me… but a lone bird looking at me with a surprised gaze. Afraid he flew to the sky.

What is happening here?! Another arrow which I barely dodged.


	“Sorry sunshine, but the forest is in my domain. You should have retreated. Wait for another occasion… unless… Can't you wait? Maybe I should vanish then? Disappear in the darkness?”



The voice was changing its location all the time.


	“You won’t. You are far too proud for that.” And to foolish…




	“Is that really what you think? Well, see you then.”



… it became quiet around me. he is bluffing! Same as with potion! I waited for the another arrow, all tensed up. But it never came

You are shitting me! He ran away! He really did! FUCK! I just gave him, even more, time to run and prepare ambushes! Just where did he go?! WHERE?

West. Of course that West. As far from us and kingdom as possible. That’s the most rational solution… North then. Why? Because I doubt he would be rational about that. And after few dozen of steps, I have noticed traces once again. Little rat. He is clever. Damn, I am afraid that I could have just this one chance! We lured him only because he did not suspect us attacking him so deep in Neira territory! He will be more careful from now on! Out of my reach! I have to catch him! I have to! NOW OR NEVER! Even if I would have to use it now…


	“Angel of fire, guardian of my heart,



I beg you, lend me your powers,”

I started a gentle chant as I grabbed a small crystal pendant that shattered after the spell was activated. It was made to hunt for the witches. It seeks for nearest, strongest source of magic. I just hoped that in this forest there was no sacred ground which could attract the spell….

I rushed after the trail of light. Faster! Faster! 


	“Angel of wind! Be my wings,



Lead me through the sky, which I pray to reach!...”

FASTER! FASTER!

I walked past another trap, yet I managed to leave its area of effect before it triggered. I am Amelia Scarlet! I am called strongest human alive for the reason! No petty mage will fool me thrice in a row!

I can see it! Is almost in the reach of my grasp!...N…No. It’s not him! It’s some kind of monster! With hooves on rear legs and claws on frontal, running quickly through the forest… did… did I lose him?

No. Wait! That beast’s hair… are white. Just on top of its head, just like this kid! I must be sure! I accelerated even more! Faster! I outrun the creature and stood in front of him just to look in his eyes. One was blue, another was green. Just like that kid.


	“My my. I thought they were exaggerating after calling you a monster.” I said to the creature that stopped in front of me “That monster hiding among the humans was merely a name they gave you. But I see they were lying at all.”




	“You dare calling ME a MONSTER? Tell me, which one of us invaded another’s home? Who took hostages? You dare calling yourself a knight! A paladin! But you are nothing more than a bandit! A killer that can be bought by coin! How much they gave you!?... tell me. What do you desire?”



His eyes… why does he look like someone who can actually help me? No! NO! Must be some kind of illusion so I would let my guard down!


	“I wasn't paid with coins, but with something that I can’t refuse. Not for myself. It’s for… greater good. If the life of a murderer can save life on innocent being, then I am willing to trade your life for her.”




	“Murderer…” he grinned “That what they told you? I am a gifted alchemist. I started an underground company that produces potions and sells them for half of the price. Murderer? Unlike you, I can save more lives in a day than you in your whole life, butcher.”



Alchemist? They never told me about that! But considering that potion he used in the inn… C rank adventurer can’t afford such potions, not for basic escort missions. That would make sense.

I wanted to ask. Can you cure my sister? But I know he couldn’t. She is being treated by finest healers of the church, which can do nothing. And he? He will lie. In such position, he would say that he can cure every disease in the world, that he is the only one that can do that. They always promise things they cannot give, just to save their lives. But maybe… just maybe…


	“Tell me. Hypothetically, if you would find an ill child on the street, what would you do.”



He looked at me as on crazy woman


	“Probably nothing.”



What?


	“Is that so?”




	“What you want me to tell? That I would take care of every sick, lost orphan? There will be always more. No matter how many times I would help them, there would be another just behind the corner. Maybe, if I would find some personal connection with sick one, then maybe, or when I would think that I have really nothing to lose. But as I said. I can’t take care of everyone in need. It is impossible and I would lose whole time that I could sacrifice on getting better. And by getting better I can eventually help more. But I am mostly helping friends. And friends of friends.”



Is he being honest? Maybe he is doing that just to trust him


	“So you would help if you would get something from that?” He nodded “Could you… could you heal a very serious disease? The one exhausting body?”




	“How the fuck should I know? You want me to tell if I can fix something without examination? What kind of disease? When did it start? How many stages it had? I am not a fucking fortune teller.. oh wait, actually I am…” he looked at me sharply “You want to bargain something?”



I hesitated.


	“No. You won’t be able to do anything. Best healers are helpless, barely able to keep her condition stable…”




	“Do you, by any chance, belong to some influential party? Tell me, are they asking you for a favor, from time to time, to compensate their services? Is this why you are here?”




	“What if yes?”




	“Oh, I will tell you. They are probably making her condition worse on purpose.” … what?  “Tell me, why would they help you out completely? Then you would help them once, twice, thrice… and consider your debt paid. No, they would try making themselves irreplaceable. I don’t know if I would manage to help you, but those healers of yours will never, ever improve the condition of your dearest.”




	“How can you know that?” 




	“Plotting, backstabbing, using each other. That’s what you humans do.”



Indeed. Her disease was serious, very serious, but ever since we asked church for healers her condition was only worse and worse…

No. I can’t risk it. He is a big deal, I will deliver him and then tell the bishop, that if my sister won’t feel any better, I will consider their services as lacking and shatter our deals. Yes. That’s the safest option.

I am sorry if that would be about anyone else I would probably believe you, but it’s not about anyone else. I won’t gamble the life of my little, pure, innocent sister. I won’t believe someone who killed four of my men without batting an eye. No, I would do same if I was him, I would do everything to save my life. But, he didn’t hesitate. He acted like the life of a human is nothing! I won’t believe him! I can’t believe him! Not now.


	“I am sorry.” I only said.



He wasn’t expecting much. He only nodded and sharpened his claws. We both rushed at each other. He swung, I strike. 

His body fell to the ground unconscious. 



            

    
        Chapter 178

    
    
    
    
                I woke up in a carriage,  which jumped slightly on a hill. It was small, very small. Barely enough to hold one cage 2x2x2 meters, in which I was placed.


	“Really? A cage? It’s humiliating. I can understand that you may not like me, but this? I am not a fucking pet to be sold at the nearest market!”




	“Sorry for your discomfort.” One of the warriors said, but guessing by his tone he wasn’t sorry at all. “We will try to find you better accommodation as soon as possible.”




	“Perfect, a room with a view on the sea, pretty please.”



The man turned to me irritated.


	“Listen here, you little shit, we will reach our destination in two, maybe three days and those are your last days of comfort. So shut up, and enjoy it. Soon you will beg to get back to this cage.”




	“Aww, not liking me? What’s the matter, one of those guyz in the inn was a friend of yours?”




	“We all are brothers and sisters in arms. Such a monster would never understand that!”



I started laughing.


	“Oh, because YOU and YOUR group are so very special, ain’t you? How many brothers have you killed? How many sisters your actions send on the pyre? I told that to your commander already, but in the relationship that I and you are having - guess who is a monster? Who is a bandit? But what can I expect from brainwashed fools, dogs of the church? Have you ever wondered how much suffering you caused?”




	“That’s the difference between you and me. Yes. I wonder about that every day. Have I made a mistake? Have I sent an innocent to death? Every night, before I would fall asleep, I would hear them cry. In flames, I see their faces. And you? You didn’t even flinch. You just killed. This is why I am not expecting to hear your screams in my dreams.”




	“Sucks to be you. I sleep like a baby. Because unlike you, I don’t have to hesitate. But maybe that’s because I never killed an innocent? I wonder once again, where are we heading?”




	“Why do you care?”




	“Hey! Maybe I used to know some relative of inquisitor that will host me.”




	“Indeed. You did. You are going to castle Wergorn, the one located closest to the border, but that’s mostly because we want to get rid of you as soon as possible. And…”




	“Lucas. Shut up.” Miss commander finally interrupted. “Do you remember what did I tell you?”




	“Yes, commander, not to talk with prisoner…”




	“Do you know what you just did?”




	“I… violated your order commander.”




	“I am not talking about that. I ordered you to do so because of the reason. He is teasing you for a purpose. You have already told him the location where he is being sent, which he can use to plan an escape; the relationship between brothers in the order, which he can use taking hostages; that we will only escort him, so he would be only guarded by Inquisitors and witch hunters. Did you learn anything else?" She asked me.




	“Ah, nothing much. Only that you don’t really like the authority of the church over you, so you may react bit slower after giving an order. Nothing much, but combined with few other info I can be sure that you won’t chase me right away. Thank you, my dear idiotic fellow,  you served me well.”




	“You little…!” he raised a wooden bat to strike me through the bars, yet he was stopped by woman again.




	“Why did you stop him?” I asked sweetly “I hoped to taste some more of the paladins' honor! I am sure that you have it in your credo to beat your tied prisoners, am I not right?”




	“Silence him. Even tied up he is still dangerous.”



With anger in his eyes, a fellow paladin took a piece of cloth as he prepared to shove it in my mouth.


	“Now, that’s where the fun starts! You like it rough? Me likey! Just before we would start – my safe word is p…”



He didn’t let me finish. That was rude of you, you know?!

Damn. I still don’t know enough, and that bitch made it impossible for me to get any more info. Think, think! What can you do? My control over mana was blocked. It is still there my mana bar was filled to maximum, but I couldn’t use it, it wasn’t responding. I couldn’t even make a bloody trick with disappearing coins. I can’t even morph my body, as shifting process requires mana manipulation in the cores to bring DNA from storage into my body. I can’t even communicate with the Sins to ask for ideas. So what could I do? All skills that require no mana seem working fine. As I can’t use any combat related skills let’s focus on what is left. Meditation and appraisal. Never underestimate the power provided by information. I will appraise every single weed and leaf from here to castle Wergorn, or whatever it is called. Sounds like castle ruled by an old fart with hemorrhoids. Here I come, old fart!

A couple hours later their little party stopped to quickly drop their unnecessary equipment which would only slow them down, as well as for fast cooking session.


	“Get rid of food that would get spoiled quickly. Smoke the meat… feed the prisoner.”



Ah, how very sweet of you! Few wouldn’t bother with feeding their hostages just yet! Once per two, three days, just to keep them alive they considered more than enough! You! I like you! I will kill you last!


	“What monsters like yourself eat? Hm?” A man who took clothes off my mouth asked.




	“Glad you ask. I have very strict diet! Virgin’s blood at Monday, steak made of child at Tuesday… you know, it so very delicate…. On Wednesday…”




	“How about roasted chicken?”




	“Only on Sunday!”




	“It is Sunday.”




	“Perfection!” I took a small plate from him “Can I ask for a fork?”




	“So you could open the padlocks or throw it in my eye? Sorry but no, be a good monster and eat with your hands.”




	“I truly am surrounded by savages.” I sighed with disappointment “And, to be honest, I didn’t think about using it to open padlocks. I mean, I am not really good at picking locks.”




	“So you thought about throwing it in my eye?”




	“I refuse to answer this question.”



The man chuckled.


	“You are a funny man. Who knows, maybe if the church wouldn’t order us to capture you, I would let you go.”




	“Same thing. If instead of ruining my life you asked me how was my day, I would bake an apple pie for you.”




	“You bake apple pies? So does my sister. Trust me, you have never eaten a pie as good as hers.”




	“Ho-ho-ho! You say that only because you never saw me baking! But I will challenge your sister with pleasure! What’s her name and where does she live?”




	“Sure, as if I would tell you. Sorry kid, but I doubt that you would live long enough to ever meet her.”




	“That would be best for you… and your sister.” I nodded with a sad smile




	“You too, Gorge? What did I tell you about talking with him? Once again. Why am I even working with you?”




	“Because I am so very handsome!” He started. I noticed right away that he liked her. Also that he considers her to be out of her league, yet it didn’t stop him from trying. Could I help him a little? Why not. Let’s have some fun!




	“And he is so very reliable!” I started “I mean – just look at him! This is the aura of a real man! Generous and humble!”



The woman looked at me with a sharp gaze.


	“Man of the year! Heroes of every fairy tale wish to be more like Gorge! Every woman would gasp in delight by mere looking at his manly, handsome cheeks! 10/10! If not those bars I would jump at him right away!”



Gorge-kun looked bit confused at first, but quickly he regains his posture and tried using similar jokes along.


	“Enough, both of you. Or you will get silenced. Again. Pack up. We are moving… and you” she looked at me “I have to admit that you react to being in custody bit different than I thought.”




	“HAHA! Custody! Nice word for the death sentence. Oh, sure that I am afraid to die. But, maybe I see death bit different than you.”




	“Elaborate.”




	“I won’t.” she looked both surprised and irritated. “There is no point in doing so. But death is not the end. It’s just another stage of your journey.”




	“You have the same philosophy as necromancers. When the day of my death would come, I hope to stay on the ground.”




	“Nature hates stasis. There in only one thing that would never change - that things will keep changing.”




	“I wish to hear nothing more of it. You are free to believe whatever you desire…”




	“Even if I would burn for that?” I chuckled




	“You are free to do things, but you are not free from consequences.”



I learned as much as I could from her.


	“EXACTLY! Remember your own words when someone would visit your precious little sick sister, as he would know what happened with me.”




	“You disappointed me. For a moment I thought that you were different. But in the end, you tried everything – to bargain, to threaten me…”




	“How many times have I asked you to free me? Better start moving. The night is approaching. You have no idea what wakes in the forest of dread in the night.” 



I said as I raised my head sniffing the air. The air was blowing from the east. Nostalgia embraced me as I sensed the smell of old woods, of swamps.


	“You know?”




	“Yes. For this is the place I call home.”




	“Commander, are you sure we should travel through the forest in the night? We could have camped outside of the forest…”




	“And risk being caught my traveling patrol? We are close to the border. Military camps may be raised around here. No. I want to finish it as soon as possible. I have been too long in the enemy country. It’s a miracle that we weren’t detected.”



Few of those paladins could use some basic light magic. Dull wisps of light were floating around us working as torches. Somehow, this light was not attracting monsters. [The light that shows travelers a way to home, delivering them safely to their destination yet hiding from forces of evil]. I can’t say, useful ability.

Foolish girl, you are far too vulnerable on reversed psychology. If your enemy would tell you to do something, you would do something reversed. This is why you entered the forest at night. Truly… foolish. But also just as I wished you to do.

I brought my palm to my mouth, pretending to cough few times, yet in that time I bite my hand. Drops of blood appeared on my palm, which I tried hiding a little by crossing my arms on my chest.

Now, the smell of blood is in the air. Now, just wait.

A wolfish grin appeared on my face as I awaited for predators to approach, lured by my blood. Come, children of the night, come, protectors of the forest. I offer you bodies of my foes, so answer my call.

The messenger jumped into the guild, pushed few adventurers out of his way. Few cursed him, but he couldn’t care less


	“MASTER JERICHO! WHERE IS MASTER JERICHO! I HAVE URGENT MESSAGE FOR MASTER JERICHO! DIRE MESSAGE FOR MASTER JERICHO!”




	“Stop yelling, you asshole! On the floor, in his office.” The man rushed to the stairs “That’s ok! No need to say thank you! ASSHOLE!”



The door to the office slammed open.


	“You better have something really urgent!” legendary adventurer said as he was about to press glass of whiskey to his lips




	“Sir, yes, sir! I was paid triple to deliver this letter to you! I was told it brings bad news!”




	“My foolish boy…” old man said taking envelope “There are no good news or bad news… there are only … news.” He said as he started reading “Damn. Those are really bad news! Terrible news! FUCK! You must be kidding me! DAMN! Why is this kid such a magnet for troubles?! CAN’T HE AVOID PROBLEMS FOR A MONTH!? FUCK!”



Certain Dragoness looked into the office


	“Everything alright?” she asked tilting her head.



Of course that everything is great, Gisele, your old man has just sent your boyfriend to an ambush, where he was kidnapped by the top paladin of the church. Right now they are already day away in direction of the kingdom, which means that in yet another day they would cross a border. 


	“How to tell that… Um… Gis, I have to ask you to be calm… No wait, I will tell you in a minute. Just wait here.”



He quickly vanished into storage room with old equipment attached to his office and brought out a heavy chain.


	“What is that for?”




	“I am going to bind you, of course.”




	“W..WHAT? WHY?!”




	“It’s because I am more than sure that you will react violently after listening to me and rush into the night without a plan. And your action would probably make things only worse. Nowwww… don’t move, my love.”




	“You are creeping me out! Stop this! NOO!”



But the old man didn’t even consider negotiating that matter. He quickly bounded dragoness.


	“Now, listen and try to be as calm as possible. Don’t stop thinking. Sooo… apparently… there is such a possibility, that probably… maybe…once upon the time, Zari was kidnapped yesterday and is being escorted to the holy kingdom where he will die horribly.” Last part he said in one breath, making almost no pause between words.



Dragoness at first was looking blankly into nothingness in front of her. Then smiled for a second just to start struggling against the chains making whole room tremble


	“ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?! UNTIE ME! UNTIEEEE MEEEE! WE HAVE TO HELP HIM! RIGHT NOW! BEFORE IT’S NOT TOO LATE!”




	“See? That’s what I was talking about. Where would you run looking for him? In which fort? Or maybe are you going to charge into the enemy kingdom and start destroying military outposts? And what if he was sent to capital? No, sunshine. We can do nothing. But I may know somehow who can. YOU!” he addressed the messenger “Keep an eye on her. I have to take my leave.”




	“YOU! YOU SEND HIM THERE! WHERE ARE YOU GOING?! COME BACK AND UNTIE MEEE!”




	“No, my little princess. And where am I going? To contact a Friend.” 




	“WHY ARE THEY STILL COMING!? The light was supposed to repeal them!”



One of the warriors yelled as he cut down another warg that jumped from the shadows. Good, GOOD! The more they kill, the more blood is shed, the more blood is shed the more of them come, and then more are killed. Isn’t it magical? Rage leads to war, war leads to rage! Violence will cause only more violence. The question is who would lose their strengths first? Seven Paladins or endless hordes from forests? Place your bets, ladies, and gentlemen! 

Amelia moved in, dropping under one of the beasts that jumped in the sky. She cut her its belly open as she was sliding under it, moved to the side just to piece another creature’s neck, perform a half-pirouette and with a fast slash from behind her head cut others warg’s head off. She panted few times. For now, an assault stopped. But only for now. Wargs moved fastest, yet now their bodies were generating even stronger smell. It was only matter of time for bigger creatures to come.


	“YOU!” she hissed in my direction “WHAT DID YOU DO?!”




	“Khajiit knows nothing! Khajiit is innocent of this crime! Sorry, it works better when I put my cat’s ears on.”




	“Aren’t you bit too happy?!”




	“Wouldn’t you be happy if you were on my place?... also, little Jack is behind you.”



In that moment a black panther rushed at her from behind. She slashed it in two with one fast swing


	“LITTLE JAAAACK! NOOO! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!? HE WAS BUT A PUP!”




	“I will ask you once again, what did you, do?”




	“I told you that it would be dangerous to travel in the night. Buuut nooo! I am such a smart commander! Hur dur! Look at me, let’s travel in the night!”



She caught my hand and brought to herself revealing dried blood.


	“Opsie. You got me” I said with grin




	“You little….”




	“Are you sure you want to waste any more time?! There are few behemoth’s liar around, and its breeding season… they tend to be but more aggressive in breeding season.




	“MOVE OUT! Hold the formation! Andrew! Grab a crossbow and on the cart!”



The night was quite entertaining, at least for me, yet still, I was bit disappointed indeed, two behemoths approached, but I was expecting gryphon too. Well, apparently he hunts only during the daytime. Shame.

We traveled whole night and morning, and few hours after noon we went past fortified passage.


	“STAY RIGHT THERE! WHO ARE YOU AND WHERE ARE YOU GOING!?”




	“Paladin Amelia Scarlet from Crimson Lily! I am back from the mission! Open the gates! I won’t stand in this God-forgotten country even second longer!”




	“I… I beg your forgiveness, my lady! We thought you would never return!”



Gates started raising 


	“Do you need something, my lady? Supplies? Equipment?” guard asked as soon as we got into small fort 




	“No. I want to part my ways with that fiend in the cage as soon as possible…”




	“B…but he has collar from white onyx and is tied up…”



She looked at him, all in sweat and dried blood.


	“It only makes him even more dangerous, for it makes you lower your guard. I learned it hard way. No, no food, no equipment, no ropes, no water. We won’t stay here to rest either. Open second gates.”




	“Y..yes my lady!” he only looked at me as on devil in disguise 




	“Ciao!” I squeaked as cheapest hooker from docks “Come ‘ere and I will tell you a dirty little secret about paladin lady here you adooore so much!”




	“Welcome to the holy kingdom, we will take care of you.” He said leaning to the gates “I wish you safe travel, my lady. OPEN THE GATES!”



We moved to the country on the other side of Fort. The guard against before start looking something in his coat.


	“…My pendant, where is my pendant… I could have sworn…”



I whistled to him from the other side, when he looked in my direction I simply showed him a small silver necklace. I managed to see his angry gaze for a moment before the gate fall.


	“Are you serious? How old are you? Five?” Amelia asked




	“Hm? One year. Plus minus a month or two.” She just looked at me bit confused. 




	“We will reach the castle in an hour. Whatever Goddess you worship, that would be a good moment to start praying. Soon you may forget words of your pleas.”



I only nodded.


	“Slashiz, beloved mother in the night, embrace your child with your gentle arms…”




	“Really? Reaaaally?”



If there would be a goddess of tits and wine, that would be Slashiz, devil of Heira raised into the position of a lower deity. Firstborn Succubus. 

Indeed, we reached the castle pretty quickly. Walls were made of brick, yet were covered in white onyx.


	“This castle is called [Witch end]. No one who entered this place as a prisoner ever left it. Not even his body… Kid, I don’t want this, but I…”




	“… have no choice. Spare me your gibberish. If you want forgiveness, then no. I like myself and I certainly wouldn’t forgive anyone who did me any harm. You said that no one ever left escaped this place, hm?”




	“Yeah. It is impossible.”



Great, I can do impossible things right away, miracles take some time.


	“Name and cargo.”



Another guard. Oh crap, this one is even wielding equipment made of onyx. Life's a bitch. This will be quite the challan… WAIT!? I AM NOT A CARGO!


	“Amelia Scarlett. With abomination Zariel.”



Guard raised his eyes on me. I just raised my hand with saying [Ya-hooo]


	“Abomination Zariel. Responsible for killing 12 inquisitors, and 38 witch hunters…”




	“And four paladins…” Amelia added quietly




	“I am sorry for your loss, Paladin, may their souls find peace.” Then he looked back at me “Block S. For extremely dangerous individuals.” 






            

    
        Chapter 179

    
    
    
    
                Ah, beautiful, grim, gloom corridors! You want to kill yourself just by looking at those! Here and there some pool of dried blood, don’t you know that hygiene is important?! This way you can spread diseases! FOOLS! I know a dragoness that is less messy than you! SHAME!



	“Get comfy, this is your block. You will spent time here, that is when torturer wouldn’t be hosting you. Meet your neighbors, on left, so called Pyrox, name not known, family not known. Insane fire mage responsible for burning four villages and squad of witch hunters. Kill count: confirmed 265 civilians, 11 witch hunters and 3 inquisitors…”




A man jumped to the bars



	“COME HERE YOU LITTLE PIECE OF SHIT! COME HERE! I WILL MAKE YOU MY BITCH! COME ON! I AM JUST GETTING WARMED UP!”





	“Nice fellow.” I said





	“Indeed. On your left, twins Darik and Daria. Psionics.” He said pointing on brother and sister sitting by the wall holding each other’s hands. Of course – creepy child twins are we in children on the corn? “… they made their parent commit suicide, and then half of the village. They were literally crashing their head on stones. To catch them we used completely different tactic. We send a squad on witch hunter wearing helmets of white onyx. Still, some of them got possessed by them, and started fighting. Fearsome duo. In moment you would take off their collars they would start messing your head.”





	“Hello, little ones, I am new here so take care of me!” I called joyfully walking past their cell





	“Brother, brother, that man was weird.”





	“Sister, sister, that man looks nice.”





	“Brother, brother, can we play with him?”





	“Sister, sister, sure we can…”





	“Brother, broth…”




I couldn’t heard rest of their conversation as we kept moving.



	“You are quite nice host, are you nice soooo nice to everyone or I am that special?”





	“Both, I guess. We rarely have someone within our walls whose head was ordered by prophetess herself. This means we will take extra care of you. You see, most witches are being killed in few days after arriving here. But block S is special. We kept those individuals for years. We force them to reveal us their secrets. To fight witches we are capturing best of them and interrogate. Their own knowledge will be used against their kin…”





	“You are walking dangerous path...” I chuckled “magic is power, and power is tempting.”





	“Proper observation. This is why only best and most reliable priests are let to have contact with one as yourself. But answering your question, you are not THAT special. We have another… guest. But she is not concern of yours.”





	“Man! I am jealous! Can I ever meet her? I am already a big fan of her…”





	“No. Anyway, you won’t stay here very long – we already send a messenger to capital, one of bishops would come and take care of you.”





	“Why waiting?”





	“Politics. I think bishop may use you to bargain an additional privilege for himself. I don’t care. As long as witches are being punished I will do my job.”





	“You are not big fan of us, are ya?”





	“Indeed. I am not.”





	“Still, you are quiet friendly!”





	“I don’t have to lower myself to same state of mind as Pyrox. I believe that even in face of greatest misery we still can behave like civilized creatures.”





	“I wonder how quickly you would change your mind when it would be your turn to sit on the chair in torturer’s room.” I giggled





	“Indeed, I believe that it could change my perspective… that will be your room, but let’s not stop here.”





	“Hm? More touring?”





	“You can say so.”




We moved to the end of corridor where huge iron door were protecting the last room. My guide took a bunch of keys from his belt and opened them. It was a torture room.



	“As I said. Block S is dedicated for those whose knowledge we wish to get, and you will leave this place in about week. You know what it means?”





	“That for this week you will give me some extra attention and love?”





	“Precisely.”





	“So… now, we should wait only for torturer… Unless it is you…”




He pushed me on the chair and bind me to it with leather strips. My hands, arms, ankles, thighs and head were tied to the chair.’



	“Correct one again. We will start with something easy. What. Are yours. Affinities.”




I waited a second considering my answer



	“Before we start… my safe word is peanuts.”





	“Many enter this room joking, far less left if doing same.” He grabbed a weird tool from him table “We call this tool nail-extractor. Can you guess to what it is used?”





	“I am eager to see!”




He brought it to my palm, pliers grabbed my nail and torturer jerked the tool back. It is easy to say [it hurt like bitch] but it one thing to say, and completely another to feel the pain of your skin being ripped. Have you ever stabbed something sharp under your nail? It was worse. Ten thousands times worse.



	“FUCK! FUUUCK!” I growled in pain





	“Your affinities. Please.”





	“Choke me harder, daddy!”





	“We have 19 nails more to go. But worry not, then we will proceed to another tool.”







When he was done with me he simply left the room. Then a nun came inside to wash me, room and tools. They didn’t do it to bring me relief from pain, but so my wounds wouldn’t start fester. He said to me: [You won’t find death here, it’s in not what I want to accomplish. When interrogated person dies in torture chamber, it is a shame for Pain master]. Then two guardian grabbed me by my arms and dragged me to my cell, where they throw me on cold bricks. I couldn’t move. He showed me three tools except the one from nails. Well, I certainly have better days than this.



	“New one?” someone from my cell asked “I have to thank you. Because of you they left us alone.” A man, around his forties raised from the bed… yeah let’s call it bed… and came my direction. “Come ‘ere. I will feed you. At least this is what I can do.”





	I hoped for room just for myself. I want a.. refund.” I barely gasped





	“Still joking? Good. There is hope for you. Things that they do for body is one thing, not that bad if you would ask me; later they would start messing with your head. You can’t listen to what they would say to you.”





	“I am not going to stay here for long.”





	“Sure fam. None of us will… or at least this is what we are were talking when we came here.”





	“Maybe, but none of you have…”





	“Have what?”





	“Friends like mine.”




I fainted.






	“Good morning mister Zariel. I hope you recovered, for we are about to have another session!”





	“Just five more minutes daddy…”





	“I am afraid it is not possible. You may walk by yourself, and keep your dignity, of struggle and yell in disgrace as you would be dragged. Choice is yours.”





	“Fine, but only if you would tell me what’s for breakfast.”





	“Pain and agony.”





	“Great! My favorite!”




And once again I was forced to the room at the end of corridor.



	“Last time I show you some complex tools, but now I will allow you to see, that same, or even better results can be achieved with ways simpler measures. Here, can you see what it is?”





	“A pot. Is there my breakfast?”





	“If boiling oil is what you eat. No. I will put in on your thighs. Because you are tied so nicely, you won’t be able for move. At first the heat will hurt you, but you will know no true agony till moment when the top layer of your skin would cook and shed itself from rest of the body revealing muscles. You may have problems with walking. Also. Yesterday I let you answer after each nail was pulled, after each bruise was made, after each bone was dislocated. Now you don’t have this privilege. If you don’t want to know how it is the have a vessel with boiling liquid pressed to your body for 20 minutes… you may consider start talking. So?”





	“… what is faster? European or African swallow? Velocity of European’s is considered to be 25mph, but African’s…”





	“Let’s begin.”




We have some more fun for next three hours





	“What. Are yours. Affinities?”





	“Fire… Nature… Chaos… Summoning…”





	“My my, quite a monster you are. Because of the problems that even Lady Amelia have catching you I presume that you mastered them to at least advanced level. You can rest for now.”





	“S…sir! Are you sure? He seem to be almost broken! If we would push him little more…” his assistant started.





	“No. For cooperation there is reward. Remember it – if you would let them rest after they cooperated they would learn that speaking the truth would help them, then they would be more eager to talk. If you would hurt him more, he could shut himself for weeks. Even months. Yes, in the end they all talk, but we are expected to be efficient. Learn your lesson. Take him.”




This time I managed to walk by myself, even if I needed to hold a wall for support. My companion awaited for me in cell.



	“You look much better than yesterday.” He smiled a little.





	“I have never learned your name.” I lied. I appraised him long time ago, yet courtesy is a must.





	“Jason. Just Jason. Why are you sitting on block S, Zariel…”





	“Not again! Please, just Zari. My name sounds like a name for a disease. And I sit for same thing like everyone else – for innocence.”




He started chuckling



	“Sure, all of us are equally innocent! But Pyrox, he is the most equal prisoner in the castle!”





	“The most equal… I like it.”





	“You still didn’t answer.” He pried even more





	“I wanted to survive, so I eliminate everyone that came after me. Long story short, they finally send someone that was out of my league.”





	“Death chasers?” I looked at him puzzled “Special inquisitors forces. They wear mast all the time…”





	“No. They send Amelia Scarlet with ten paladins.”




He whistled.



	“And here I thought that I was a big fish. You said that you were going to escape, yet here you sit getting comfy.”





	“Just waiting for right opportunity.”





	“Sure.” He smiled “At beginning we all thought that we would escape… but then we slowly started revealing our secrets. All we can do is to reveal them as slow as possible, so we could live long enough. But the day comes when you would have enough, then you tell them everything, and as reward they are burning you. Death in fire isn’t that bad, if you are lucky enough you can choke with smoke and die within a minutes, if not, couple minutes of suffering. It is much better than hours in that fucking room…”





	“Then why didn’t you give up?”





	“Because I hate those fuckers. Every minute that I managed to slow them down is a victory. The day will come when I would embrace the flames. But this day is far, far away.” He kept smiling.





	“If you would get out, what would you do?”





	“Left that bloody hellhole for sure, find nearest inn, got myself a hooker… or three, and then would got myself drunk while having nice company.” He showed me a dirty smile “You?”





	“I would get back to Neira, when my woman would certainly kill me. I can already hear her voice [I told you to be careful! So smart, yet so dumb], and such.”




He grabbed a dirty mug filled with water and gave me another



	“That’s not a wine, but as we are lacking anything better…” he raised his mug “For freedom, my friend!”









Amelia jumped off her horse. Rest of her squad returned to the barracks of the order. She will finally see her sister! But not just yet, she knew that not only her father awaits her in the dine hall. She moved quickly, didn’t even stopped by her room to change her dress.



	“Good to see you father…” she greeted head of the house “… unfortunately I can’t say same thing to you, legate.”




Middle aged man smiled creepy.



	“Yet I am overjoyed to see you in good health, lady Scarlet, I heard that you fulfilled your mission…”





	“Yes. And lost four men in process. This is why I presume that my sister is completely cured and I can take her tomorrow on the fields to teach her horse riding.”




He sighed with sad expression.



	“I am afraid that condition of young mistress did not get any better, but our finest healers by great efforts managed to stop is from getting any worse.”




She smiled at him, nodded once, twice, thrice, then she turned around and called his servant



	“Zachary! Could you bring me a communication crystal, pretty please?” man only bowed and vanished behind the door.





	“I am afraid that bishops won’t be able to get healers working any betters, as I assure you – they already do what they can and…”





	“Fear not. I am not calling bishops.”




In no time watermelon-sized sharp crystal was placed on the table. Paladin leaned over it and whispered few words. Is started rotating and in few moments a faint voice could be heard from the [other side]



	“It’s captain Wolfric from Crimson Lily, I await your commands, my lady!”





	“Captain, are you still stationing in fort Varin?”





	“Yes, my lady, as you ordered. We are here to aid the Kingdom in case of war…”





	“Gather your man and order them to retreat. You are moving back to the Order.”





	“M…My lady… No, it’s nothing. We shall do as you order. We shall move out before morning.”





	“Repeat this order to all brothers and sisters stationing in every military outpost of the church.”





	“What if we were to be stopped?”





	“You serve the people, not the priests, no inquisitors, no prophetess herself. They have bo legal authority to stop you… but if they would try…”





	“They won’t, my lady, for we shall answer with swords! The flame of justice shall burn the wicked.”





	“Only lone Lily can withstand its heat.” She finished, then looked back at the messenger of the church “For years you have been using my man as your hounds and me as errand girl. You have been using name of my order and honor of my family. What we got in return? Just more tasks to do.” He tried to say something, yet Amelia didn’t let him “You have failed to cure one, little girl. Is that the limit of Church’s abilities? If yes, then maybe we should ask somebody else? You have ten days. Ten days to cure my sister. If there would no results in five day, I will withdraw my forces from the capital, after seven I will call back personal guards of prophetess, and after ten I will make it known far and wide that house of Scarlet no longer supports the Church. How many other orders and families would do the same?”





	“You… You threaten me?” man was furious, but he forgot he is not in position to make any demands.




Amelia moved quickly – shortened the distance between them and hit him in face, cracking his nose, then she grabbed him by his neck and raised, suffocating him slowly



	“Yes. I do. What are you going to do about that?”





	“You are.. gambling… the life of your… sister…”





	“I am gambling nothing. Her condition won’t get any worse. Do you know how I know that? Because then I would lose the only things that binds me not only with Church, but also with whole country. We swore to protect innocent and defenseless. And I assure you – there is plenty of innocent and defenseless in the world. Now begone! I wish to no longer see your face. Deliver this message to whoever you want. I want result. And I want them now… or actually, I want them yesterday!”



            

    
        Chapter 180

    
    
    
    
                I was getting hungry. They fed us here, but rations were small so we would slowly lose our strength.



	“Mister Zariel. Again with me, please.”




Old Bob came again to cell that I shared with Jason. It wasn’t his name. Appraisal told me he was named Clarence. And I am sure he lives at home with both parents, and that they have a real good marriage…



	“No until you would served us some decent food! Come on! You can take away our freedom! Our magic! Our dignity! But please! Don’t take away our cutlet de volaille! With extra spinach!”





	“It’s our third day, yet you still look so cheerful. You almost make me doubt in my skills. How is that – you will tell me everything I want to know, and I will serve you the dish you want, hm?”





	“…”





	“Your answer, mister Zariel?”





	“You are… a true… monster. You could used against me my friends, family, everything I love… but that’s where I put the line! You sick sadistic fuck! To use a cutlet against me?! Have you no heart, no soul, no mercy!? YOU EVIL BASTARD!”




Old Bob became inpatient, he nodded toward the guards.



	“Bring him.”




Two solider wearing gear partly covered in white onyx grabbed my under arms and begun dragging through the corridors.



	“CUTLET!” I yelled with all strength I had in lungs





	“SOMEONE SAID A CUTLET?!” Pyrox rushed with his whole body onto bars “GIVE ME ONE TOO! GIVE IT TO ME NOW YOU FUCKING BASTARDS OR I WOULD TEAR YOUR FACE OFF AND EAT IT RAW!”




I started laughing hysterically. There is at least one true madman here. If other prisoners have some guts we could made a small show, unfortunately, they were sitting calmly in their cells.



	“Wait here. Today I will teach some younglings. This is also why I hope that you won’t give up. Those little bastards have lots to learn. Be nice, don’t do anywhere. I will bring them.”




And he left.  I heard his stairs echoing through the room. After five minutes I heard many more footsteps, but not those of old Bob. Didn’t he come along?



	“Are you sure we can walk in? I heard that Master is very strict.”





	“Stop being such a pussy! We were supposed to have lessons in torture room in block S, and here we are! Inside asshole!”




Awww, little birdies came without old eagle? How can I play with you?! I started sobbing.



	“Do you hear that? Someone is here?”





	“Tied witch? COOL! I want to rip his teeth!” and then they walked inside and looked at me “… he is almost a kid…”





	“Please… please help me… why am I here?” I kept sobbing “Please, I will be good, so don’t hurt me? Why did you kidnap me? I did nothing wrong! I just want to go home!”





	“C…Can it be that we would train on innocent?”





	“WHAT? Just look at his hair! He looks and smell like witch for a mile far and wide!”





	“THEY DID IT TO ME! My hair!.... my hair… they throw on me a liquid… it hurts so much… so much! Pleeease! I won’t tell anyone about that! So please!”





	“They though us that sometimes you would interrogate an innocent, that this is a risk of being torturer. That we would have to carry on… what if…”





	“We were told that we would train on witch from Neira…”





	“Please! Please! I am from Abgurh city!” I recalled name of one of smallest city in Holy Kingdom “In the middle of town we have chapel, in front of it a small fountain!”




Or so I hoped. That was general pattern of raising cities in holy kingdom. Church of chapels in the middle – so everyone would be equally close to the god.



	“Every Friday on pool in front of mayor’s house a market was settled! Mother was sending me there to buy fishes! I beg you! It hurts! It hurts so much!” I started crying aloud.





	“I… I won’t hurt intentionally an innocent! Where are keys!”… idiots. Idiots everywhere





	“Stop it you idiot! We will be in troubles!”





	“Greater than him!? I won’t stand it! I can’t stand it! We were supposed to carry holy duties! This is far from any form of holiness!”




I tried looking as pathetic as I could, groan in fear.



	“Fear not, brother, I will help you…” he really found a keys! Right now he was opening the padlock attached to collar from onyx near my neck.





	“WHAT ARE YOU DOING!? IDIOTS!” Old Bob came in the room “STOP THAT!”





	“I beg you! Faster! FASTE-E-ER” I cried “Ss..s..save me!”




But torturer jumped in and kicked young man. The key was stuck in the padlock, but I was lacking ability to turn it in any way. Stupid leather bonds! So close yet so far.


No, my chances was lost. I looked with sorrow at old Bob



	“You couldn’t wait five more seconds, could you!?”





	“What did you learn in academy?! Evil has many forms and shapes. It would try to fool you! Use you for his own gains and evil deeds! You have no idea what kind of tragedy you could cause!”





	“Killjoy! Teasy!” I kept insulting him in polite manner “And I could have so much fuuuun with y’all!”





	“Let me present you, idiots! This is Zariel the abomination, called Whiteraven. Responsible for killing fifty four holy men send to catch him, it required help of Amelia from Crimson Lily to finally capture him, and even then she lost four of his men. Zariel, these are idiots!”





	“We already met!” I chuckled “Kid. You are far too soft. Quit this job, it doesn’t suit you.” I addressed a boy, about 15 years old, that found keyes.”





	“Hopefully, this would be a lesson for him, it would toughen him…”





	“He won’t, he would simply bring death on his companion. Not that I mind.”





	“As we have courtesy behind us, let’s get straight to business, shall we?”





	“After you! Oh boy, oh boy! What will we use today?”





	“I will let you decide. What tools do you want to be used on you?”





	“Ok, let’s start with something dreadful.. CARDIANL FANG! Bring the… COMFY CHAIR! The plushy one! Hm, no? then maybe… THE CUSHIONS! And then you would stand in circle above yelling CONFESS! How about that?”





	“Indeed, interesting idea, but I am afraid that we are lacking comfy chairs. Got only un-comfy ones.”





	“Nay. I have already sat on those. It’s getting boring Bob! I AM GETTING BORED! Do something! Dance for me maybe?”





	“Now, young apprentices, a rope – very easy tool, you can find it in every shop. You tie interrogated hands like this – behind his backs, and then slowly lift him by his arms. It is quite painful and in the final point his joints would snap….”









	“How was it?” Jason asked





	“They refuse giving me comfy chair, and gave me only one cup of coffee! At 11 o’clock!”





	“Horror, horror…”





	“But I endured!”





	“You are hero for all of us.”





	“That’s nothing, I tell you tomorrow I won’t even take coffee from them!”





	“So, you won’t run away today? My-my, that’s a surprise.”





	“Speaking about escape, have you heard old Bob shouting from the room?”





	“Ah! Right! I never heard his raising his voice, what happened?”





	“His stunteds almost freed me!”




He burst into laugh



	“You are shitting me, right?”





	“Please, please, help me, it hurts! It hurts so much! Bad people kidnapped me from mama and papa!”





	“And then you remember that same people actually managed to capture us…”





	“Ehhh.”





	“Ehhh, ideed.”




Nun with assists of two guards came to the bars



	“Supper, scums.” One of them proclaimed





	“Will you take bowl for me too?” Jason asked as he was sitting in opposite part of the cell





	“Sure!” I came to the bars. I hoped to play some prank on nun giving us food. But I didn’t.




Soon they left and I took my place near Jason



	“Hey, wanna run away?” I asked





	“You kept asking that since you came here. No, I am fine here. Food is delicious, rooms comfy, and we are being asked to attend massage sessions in the room at the end of corridor… Of course I want.”





	“Then stay sharp. Tomorrow we will have our chance.”





	“Suuuure, and tell me, in that fairy tale, there were dragons too, weren’t they?”





	“Jasno, look at me. Prepare yourself. And if you could, try saying it to rest of the block.”




His eyes shined.






Another day, another wake up by old Bob, another morning, cold coffee at 11 o’clock, another session with pillows and cookies.


And I? I was talking. Talking like never. Mostly gibberish and nonsense, but here and there I dropped some useful information.



	“You are pretty talkative today, mister Zariel.”





	“Maybe I decided to take a first step in our relationship and open myself a little?”





	“What is it?”





	“I just… I hope… that offer of yours, about giving me a cutlet, it is still valid, is it?”





	“I wonder…”





	“Come on! Teasy!”





	“Fair enough. As soon as you would tell me something about organization that support you. Miss Amelia reported, that it was very hard to gain any information about you, every record was damaged, books were partly burned in places where your name was mentioned. You yourself couldn’t achieve that, so…”





	“S…sir. I came to wash a prisoner…” a weak voice could be heard from the other side of door





	“Aren’t you bit early? We are done anyway. Come, my child… and you, answer, and I shall consider giving you a dinner you wish for.”





	“For Realies? You are best! Ok, so about my friends…” nun left two baskets of the floor – one filled with water, another with cloth “So… are you aware about so called Syndicate?”





	“Who didn’t? They are a legend. They were active few decades ago and were quite pain in the ass, are your friends somehow related with them?”





	“Somehow… Syndicate never vanished, it simply had… problems. Financial. When you shut the border they lost maaaany sources of finances. But, all they needed to raise once again, was coin – so they hired an alchemist – me, to start a small business, take apprentice and make potions for half of the price. Of course, you know how market works? When same good that cost less appears….”





	“… You could see whole batches of potion. You didn’t have to wait long for buyers… but it means… the gold you earned could be used…”





	“By Syndicate to be active again… what would they do first?”





	“… eliminate people that are blocking their actions… the assassinations of prelates in whole country… oh my god… Tell me more!”





	“Ok, so the first thing worth mentioning should be… that right now we have our agents EVERYWHERE!” I looked over his shoulder at the nun “Am I right?”




Ay moved quickly, she stabbed old Bob in the side and pushed his on the table



	“DON’T KILL HIM!” I roared in anger





	“Suit yourself!” nun-ay said in her casual tone “Keys, keys… NYA-HA! Here you are! Fear not, Weird boy! I will save you in a jiffy!” she used her dagger to pierce torturer’s hand and pin his to the table “Wait here!”





	“I can’t believe in what am I saying, but I am happy to see you, Ay.”





	“Ah silly boy! I am sure you say it to every assassin that rescues you from enemy custody! Anyway, you are not my type, sorry! It’s not you, it’s me!”





	“Ay. Collar and bonds, please.”





	“Nya-haha! Silly me! In a jiffy!” she started working with keys near the collars “Anyway, you look like shit!”





	“Take this fucking collar away from me and I will heal in an instant.”





	“A-ha. Sure. No healing magic is THAT strong! Maybe after a week, or two..” in that moment collar fell on ground. I found the core containing hydra’s DNA and allowed its power to rush through me




My nails start regrowing, bruises disappeared. Old Bob was tugging my flesh with hot pliers, right now chunks of meat were reappearing on wound covering them. I had so many new scares to collection, but my body was restored.



	“Holy… Moly…” Ay whistled with admiration “Now I know why Rouge is so crazy about you.”




I looked at Bob, grabbed a dagger that was pinning him and jerked it away. He hissed a little as I wasn’t very gently. Then I pushed him on same chair on which I spend last four days.



	“You told me that ever in face of greatest misery we can still act as civilized man… and do remember what I answered you?”





	“That you wonder how quickly I would change my mind after I would sit in this chair.”





	“Indeed. But, you were playing with me for days… I can offer you only few minutes, but I am not going to be any less passionate about that.”




I grabbed scalpel and brought it dangerously closely to his eyes. He didn’t blink… HAHA! He didn’t blink!



	“Booby, I would advise you to blink few times… soon you may miss this feeling…” and then I proceed to cut his eyelids away.




Ay behind me only licked her mouth with hungry gaze


I grabbed a spoon. Those spoon had only one purpose. I put them to use



	“You aren’t too attached to your eyes, I hope? I mean… you have them since birth, am I right?”




This time I made him scream.



	“Ow, ow, ow? Hurty? Does it hurty?” I asked with tone of the child “You know, I kept telling myself, that I don’t mind pleasure in bringing unnecessary suffering. That I kill quickly, that I bring swift death… Oh, I forgot. I am a fucking hypocrite!”




I was finished after few swift moves leaving gaping bloody hollows in place where he previously had eyes. I have never done this before, so he was bleeding but excessively. Not that he would live for long anyway.



	“Now for a main dish… have you heard about Acid spitters? Snakes? No? Shame. But I will show you why they are called acid spitters despite the fact that they spit no venom…”




I positioned myself over him, morphed my teeth into fangs and… dropped few drops of venom into his wounds.


AH! How can human scream so… inhumanly!? Like a wounded beast! Like dying behemoth! MORE! MOOORE!


Nay, can’t waste even second more.



	“It was nice to meet ya! You showed me lots of funny tricks! I will remember to show them you your friends… But… how many witch have you burned? It’s only fair to meet same fate, isn’t it? BUT! You are no mere bandit! So let me do it in proper way…”




I cough few times, lost my whole happy posture and with tone serious and crude I proclaimed.



	“Clarence Woewalker, I accuse you of committing sins of hunting, torturing and killing countless number of witches. In your art you know no remorse nor mercy, so none shall be bestowed upon you. As the royal blood, I Zariel Whiteraven, God of the beasts, King of the monsters, Chieftain of bruteclans, warlord of nomad tribes, chosen by the god – our beloved mother Aira, with might bestowed upon me I sentence you to….. death.”




I pushed my hand near his mouth



	“Actually you know what? I changed my mind. You have to ways of killing witches, ain’t you? Drowning in water or burning on pyre… so let’s combine those two! I will force magma – liquefied fire into your stomach, may it burn away sins you commited.”




He screamed just for moment longer. He died pretty quickly. Magma frozen quickly, leaving black scorched mark town his throat. I turned back to Ay. She was biting on her lip and was blushing as if in fever.



	“Ya remember when I told you that you are not my type? Forgot bout’ that! I am wet.”





	“Focus Ay, focus. We are not free yet. Help me freeing my friends from block S.”





	“HYA? I was paid only for you! Maybe if you would have some action one by one with me later on I would consider….”





	“Ay. We are about to break from enemy territory. They will look for us. The more witches we would free, the greater distraction we would get…”





	“But in block S there are only few of… wait.” Her eyes shined “You don’t want to stop on freeing only block S, ain’t you?”




I smiled in response



	“Doctor, oh doctor! Lunatics are taking over the Asylum!”



            

    
        Chapter 181

    
    
    
    
                I came down through corridor whistling happily and rolling bundle of keys around my finger.



	“Hello, Jason, ready to get out?” I asked




He looked at me like on ghost. Like on divine ghost. Like on avatar of love, happiness, tits and wine



	“Pinch me…”





	“Oh, you little perv! We don’t have time for that, maybe later, for now I would just take it off your neck, if you would allow me…”




He quickly turned around giving me better access to padlock. Few fast moves as his chains felt on the ground.



	“Magic… my magic.. I can feel it responding…” he looked at me “Thank you, thank you!”





	“Not yet. You will thank me all you want when we would leave this bloody castle behind us… leaving nothing but ruins and scorched earth.”





	“You want to conquer it?! Are you mad? The two of us and this lady would never… unless…”





	“Old Bob told me some spicy info, he thought that I would never use them… apparently we are nothing more but addition in this castle, the whole fortification was raised for somebody else. And I intend to find her. But first things first. Let’s get twins and Pyrox on our side..”





	“You know that Pyrox is a madman and twins are… weird.”





	“That’s great. I don’t want reasonable people right now. I need lunatics, madmen, filled with hatred, pain, agony, grief and madness to unleash on their enemies. Now, come on! Let’s do something crazy.”




I came to the cell of twins



	“Hello sunshine. Come to me…”





	“Sister, sister, that’s funny man from before.”





	“Brother, brother, he is not wearing a collar…”





	“Clever you! Come to me and I will take it off you too!”





	“Mister, mister, why would you to that?”





	“Because I am a good guy! And nothing makes me as angry as seeing such a young and talented kids in chains. You are wonderful birds, yet foolish humans that can’t fly have tied your wings. And I, I want to see you soar high in the sky…”





	“Sir, sir, but we can’t fly… we can only make dolls.”





	“Dolls?”





	“Pretty dolls! I make them for my sister, but she keeps breaking them!”





	“Brother, brother, because they are dirty in their heads! I don’t want dolls with dirty heads!”




Psionics. With ability to control minds. Referring to controlled humans as dolls? Amusing!



	“You know what? What if we would kept looking for finest doll for Daria?”




They nodded eagerly. Their collars fell.


And then I felt them messing in my mind right away. They had to be connected, working as one. Usually when same spell is being casted by two mages it means that two mages simply chant the spell – two sources of mana and control in one manifestation. Here, they worked different. Boy did first half of the spell, and girl other half.


Boy would dominate the mind, force it to submission, kept it occupied, why girl would enter into empty head and take control over body. Then boy would leave the mind of the host, as it would have nowhere to return. They could only watch as their body is moving against their will.


But, you took wrong target, my loves. Indeed, presence of boy kept me occupied, I allowed him to try his best…


And then girl walked right into sin’s lair. She screamed.



	“Brother! Brother! There is a monster living in his head!”





	“That’s how you repay for my kindness? I am… sad, my loves. So very sad. Maybe I should put those collars back on you?”





	“No! Please! Big brother! No! We will be nice! We will be polite! Please!”





	“So you will behave?” They nodded eagerly “What do you think, Jason, what should I do?”




And once again, twins didn’t want to let somebody else decide for themselves. I once again felt them starting a spell, but this time directed at Jason. I wanted to intervene, but it wasn’t necessary. My roommate handled the situation.



	“Brother, brother something is wrong.”





	“The way you use your magic is lacking. You need to see your target. It means, that such photomancer like myself can easily fool you. I can bend the light, right now between you and me there is a semi-transparent mirror blocking your radiations. Your magic is powerful, but it is useless when you can’t land it on your target.”





	“Isn’t that ,magic from light domain? What were you doing among witches?” I raised my brow





	“One. I refused joining hunters, two – I felt in love with witch. They found out and killed her. And I admit, I could react in not most peaceful way...”





	“Ok, stop right here. I am sure that’s a great story, but keep it for night around fireplace, we would have sausages and stuff and talk creepy stories. For now… Pyyyy-rox!”





	“I AM ALL FIRED UP! BURN! BUURN!”





	“Pyrox, you wanna burn!?”





	“SCORCH IT TO THE GROUND!”





	“You wanna cook some witch hunters?”





	“BUUUUURN!”





	“Not yet!”





	“No ka-boom? NO KA-BOOM?! WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY NO KA-BOOM!”





	“Listen to me, I am addressing thinking part of your overheated brain. What would you rather to burn? One inquisitor? Or two inquisitors?”





	“TWO! TWOOO!”





	“Two, or whole squad?”





	“SQUAAAD!”





	“Squad or whole castle?”




His eyes widened and he started gasping.



	“Listen to me, my little rampaging fire brother. We can make this whole place sparkling! But that requires you to be calm! At least for a moment or two. Can you promise me that? I will give you a sign, and then you can turn this place into hell!”





	“That’s… that will be…. SMOKIN’! So very HOT! You tell when, and Pyrox brings party! YOU DA BIG BOSS!”





	“Good boooy! Nooow, in that moment I introduce to you my sweet assistant, without whom this stunt could not be possible, Ay, honey, mind showing us the castle map?”





	“Stop talking to me like that! You will make me blush! It was nothing, I just had to steal the plans from other castle, fake myself identity and stole nun cloths, so they wouldn’t suspect a thing… speaking about nun’s robes, they are so bloody uncomfortable! And their underwear? A nightmare! It was stinging me in my butt… sooo, as outcome I am not wearing any pants! But that’s a secret so don’t tell it anyone!...”




<sounds of cricket as rest of us were looking at her trying to comprehend how quickly she can change subjects>



	“Ay… plans.”





	“SILLY ME! Right here!” she put a piece of paper on the floor between us “As you can see, the castle have five blocks, sections or call it however you want. A – for pussy magician, caught merely on tricks with coins, B – magicians. Shitty, but magicians, C – here fun starts, can do a mess D –dangerous guyz, and S – crazy lunatics, monsters without sanity, kind of guyz you want to never meet…”





	“Ay, we are block S.”





	“I know! What, I said something untrue?”





	“Just… just continue.”





	“These section are making outside walls of the castle, creating such funny shape! Then, there is inside part of the castle, there are quarters of guards, kitchen… ya know, all those shits needed to life and prosper, and in the middle a chapel! As in every goddamned city of holies! They are so fucking bor…”





	“We are looking for the place where you would capture probably the most dangerous witch. If not in S block, then where?” Jason asked





	“Wait. Where would you locate prison?” I noticed something weird





	“In the middle. So prisoners, in case of escape would have hard time running away, could be seen by guards from all directions and…”





	“So, what were we doing on the outsides? If we would have a way, we could just jump off the walls and be free. Isn’t that…”





	“Weird.”





	“At least… wait what if… Ay, do you have something to write with? Coal, ink?”




Assassin moved her head few times as if trying to remember, then with [A-ha] she shoved her hand into her bosom and took small piece of ink vial with a feather



	“…really?”





	“The feather tickles funny when I move and…”





	“I don’t want to hear about it! Anyway… look..” the outside walls – the blocks were forming something shaped like… pentagon <fcking murricans, I knew they were behind it all this time!>, and torturer’s rooms were placed in the vertexes of the construction. If we would connect them in right order…





	“You see what I see?”





	“Pentagram… a force symbol. Those fuckers were using dark magic all this time! HAHA! Oh irony! It would mean that tortures rooms were being used as…”





	“Altars. They were feeding something with our pain… that’s blood magic, isn’t it?”





	“I am pretty sure… so, the question is, what our agony was fueling?”





	“Magic from vertexes of the pentagrams are usually transmitted to the middle… and in the middle is…”





	“Chapel. Of course. They hide a real prison in the middle, as they were supposed to. We really were but addition. Food. Fuel. To power a seal.” Jason was angry. Actually he was furious. But let’s just roll with word [Angry]





	“So, the holy-fucking priest used purest blood magic to keep a witch in check? Now tell me, who wants to meet her?”




I raised my her with excited grin… yet I was alone in my eagerness.



	“How would we open it?”





	“We would pull the door’s handle!”





	“I am asking seriously.”





	“I answer seriously! Seriously? None of you read book about basic of magic?”





	“We were raised in this kingdom. Good luck finding a book about actual magic…”





	“Ah, I see your point. You see, imagine door shut by log, or a chair. You can’t open them from one side, because each time you push the door, they meet resistance of the obstacle, but if you would approach same door from other side, you simply remove the chair and pull it. This is same mechanism. It was made to not let the witch out, it has no restriction against letting people in.”





	“So… it would be that easy?”





	“You will have to deal with eight squads of witch hunters equipped with gear covered in white onyx…” Ay purred near my ear





	“Why did you say YOU, aren’t you in party with us?”





	“FORGET ABOUT IT! I am an assassin! I won’t mind killing thousands!... but one at time please! Also, I could kill one, two of them, MAYBE three… but then they would discover bodies and sound the alarm. I don’t like working in the heat of the moment! Also… may I ask you on the side?” she leaned to me and whispered to my ear “I wouldn’t rely on them, these guyz are clearly insane…”




<cricket noises number two>



	“Look who’s talking. But Ay is right. We can’t storm the main plaza. Not with just five of us… yes, I am counting you, Ay… Ok, this is what we will do. Ay, Jason you go in direction of blocks A and B, I twins and Pyrox will take C and D, we will meet in the middle. Free as many as it is only possible and tell them to wait for a sign. We would have the walls, wit help of those dozens mages we will turn it into one sided massacre. We will just shoot them down.”





	“You are leaving lady with man she just met? That’s so nasty of you! What would you do if he would deprive me my chastity?”





	“It will be hard, but I will live with that. Also, can one of you take care or twins of Pyrox and ensure that they won’t rampage?”





	“… on the other hand, this plan sounds good.”





	“Ok, squad… see you in an hour.”










	“Sooo you are photo…shmoto… something bender?”





	“Yes, it liteally means that I can create pretty decent illusions… not only, but that’s all you have to know…”





	“So, couldn’t you just hide us in illusion box and let us get undetected to the chapel?”





	“No. Restrictions, there are too many of us, they may have measures against such childish tactics… But I could hide you… Wanna take walk among guardians slicing some throats?”





	“Oooh, you know how to spoil a woman! I am aaaaall in!”









	“Sunshines… can you control some guards?”





	“Mister, mister, it will be hard.”





	“Mister, mister, they have those helmets…”





	“Mister, mister, it is hard to look in their heads…”





	“Mister, mister, we won’t be able to catch all..”





	“Mister, mister, maybe two of them…”




I asked that question as we were getting closer to the group of six guardians patrolling corridors.



	“On my sign. Control the two at the back, and force them to stab those in the middle…”





	“Mister, mister, what with those on the front?”





	“I won’t let you have all fun for yourself silly!”





	“I am all fired up!”





	“No, Pyrox, not yet.”




Now… come on, rusty me, show me that those days of sitting on the ass didn’t make me useless!





	Shifting in process







That’s what I wanted to see! My muscles got bulked up, my body got covered in fur, my bone structure changed, bit from wolfs, bits from insect… bit from fiend… bit from lizards… and voila! A perfect nightmare fuel!



	“Brother, brother, mister have turned into a monster.”





	“Sister, sister, I find him cute.”





	“Brother, brother, may we cuddle with him in bed?”





	“SPICY!” Pyrox growled




I jumped on the wall and started walking on vertical surface, creeping toward the guards, I moved on ceiling. Dull [taka-taka-tiki-taka] sound followed, barely hearable



	“Hey didn’t you hear that?” one of the guards asked





	“Hear what? Mark, the hell did you drank this time?”





	“Nothing, I swear that I heard something…” a liquid dropped from ceiling on his arm. It was dense and sticky “Ugh! For all devils! What this time…”





	“Don’t call the devil’s name.”





	“Or what? They would answer? You still believe in what your mother told you when you were five years old?”





	“In very tale is a grain of truth…” I growled from above





	“Who said that?”





	“The devil.”





	“Funny, which one of you playing this prank?” another dose of liquid dropped on his arm “For fuck sake!”




He brought his torch higher to light up the ceiling, just to see me, with long, thin body wolfish head partly covered in scales with open mouth revealing razor teeth. The liquid that dropped on his arm was my saliva.



	“Next time listen your mother.” I dropped from the ceiling opening my mouth even more biting a guard in half. Rest of my body pinned second guard to the ground.




Inquisitors in the middle tried raising an alarm, but they comrades behind them pierced their chest, then they pulled their swords off bodies and killed themselves.



	“Mister, mister, did we do good?”





	“Mister, mister, are you happy with us?”





	“Yeah, you did good.”





	“Mister, mister, will you snuggle with us in bed?”





	“Later, my little evil seeds, we still have job to be done.”



            

    
        Chapter 182

    
    
    
    
                Not many guards were stationing In Block A, mostly because there was almost nothing (serious) to protect. Few people that barely found magic within them and where foolish enough to practice it, get seen and reported. Collars on theirs neck were only a waste of this precious white onyx. Guards were literally fighting each other to get assignation to this block! Guards here we mostly playing cards, as higher ups never came to inspect them.


One of them has just lost half of his weekly salary, so angered he left the gaming table to take a walk so he could calm his nerves. And then he started hearing things.



	“WhooooOOOooOoo!” it sounded like child trying to scare their parents pretending to be a ghost





	“Who is there?!”





	“I am your guardian angel! And I have to say I am tired of your shit!” a feminine voice could be heard right in front of him, yet no one was there “Filthy sinner, gambler, onanist! You think I can’t see you touching yourself every night! I will tell you more – I can’t avert my eyes!”





	“Show yourself! You…”





	“Show myself? My ethereal, beautiful form, to you mortal? For what? So you could touch yourself while thinking about me? ‘Tis a dishonor I would not stand!... yet you still not believe me… very well, your friend that is coming this way is even worse than you, he uses his position to rape witches you captured! You were supposed to get rid of evil, not lie with it! As punishment, I will take away his manhood!”




Indeed, steeps could be heard from direction of other section of the block where guards from before where playing.



	“Stephan! Are you coming? Come on, maybe you will get your moneys baa…”




In an instant he started choking



	“Yesss, can’t utter a word? Now you know how women you raped felt! Suffer for you crimes!”




And then a blood started coming from area of guard’s family jewels, as if he was stabbed over and over again with knife, yet none could be seen. Then, his throat was horizontally slashed open and his whole body raised and tossed to the side.



	“Now you believe? Filthy sinner?”





	“I…I beg you! Please, have mercy?”





	“Did you have mercy for my pure eyes each time you touched yourself?”





	“I beg you…”





	“Yet, I am merciful….”





	“Thank you! Thank you!”





	“If you would swear that you would never touch yourself ever again…”





	“I swear, so please, have mercy!”





	“Very well…” a dagger dropped from nowhere on the floor in front of the guard “… make a sacrifice.”





	“W..What?”





	“You think I would just believe you? To trust words of human? After all the efforts I made to came in front of you? No, I demand proof. Cut it off.”





	“W..wha…”





	“Your manhood. You have to pay for you crimes and pledge to never do it again, we can do both in one go. Cut. It. Off.”





	“…I beg you… mercy…”





	“AM I NOT MERCIFUL YET?!” the air around guards started sparkling “You have three seconds. That or you will burn. One…”




Man started taking his pants off



	“Two…”




He grabbed a sharp knife



	“And thr…”




Suppressed squeal of pain filled the corridor and blooded gushed from the wound



	“I can’t believe… he did that…” this time it was male voice, from same spot as angel’s “That idiot really believed you…”




An illusion shattered revealing female in nun’s robes and man around his forties, man well-known to every guard in the castle – Jason, prisoner from block S



	“See, Jason, this is what this whole faith is. Some tricks with sparkles and idiots are ready to sacrifice their jewels. But I had my fun, sunshine…” she looked at the man weak because of the pain and blood loss “.. my dear, I would love to let you leave, just so this wound would remind you what idiot you are, unfortunately for both you and me, I can’t risk that… so… Sleep tight.”




Another slash, another dead body.



	“Now I will have nightmares about that. Thanks, Ay.”





	“Don’t complain! That stuff on the floor ain’t yours, is it? So no need to worry! Ok, there are three more guards playing by the table in next room, better not make them waiting, or they may start wondering where their friends went… Comin with me?”





	“Ladies first.”





	“Oh! A gentleman!”





	“No, after seeing what you did with those two I am never letting you behind me.”




Assassin snorted and entered the room. She moved around the guard, and looked into one’s cards, then she looked at table, moved to the side and whispered to another’s ear



	“Don’t move. Don’t let them know you can hear me. I am your guardian angel. Men on your left has straight flush…”




Jason only rolled his eyes. This woman is having far too much fun.






Group of guards were moving in the line through narrow corridor. They came to the crossing of two paths, yet they kept walking onward. 1st man passed, second followed, same was with number three, four and five, but when last man of the group was passing by crossing, a clawed paw came the darkened ceiling, grabbed him and lifted up. There was a cracking sound and a sword felt on the ground making grinding noise. The whole group turned around.



	“Where is Adam?”





	“He was just behind me…”




Shadow moved once again with speed making flames of the torches move. Another man went missing!



	“ALA…” someone tried yelling, but as soon as he opened his mouth he started choking. Himself. With his own hands.




Another guard brought his sword, but someone jumped on his pinning him to the ground. Man was about his thirties, his whole body was covered in dirt and certainly could use a bath. His hairs were formed into few punk-spikes and his whole half-naked body was covered in scares



	“PYROX WILL MAKE YOU KA-BOOM!”




A monstrosity dropped from the ceiling dragging two bodies with twisted necks along



	“No, Pyrox want make him Ka-Boom.”





	“Just… Boom?”





	“No.”





	“Little Boomy-boom?”





	“I will regret it, but show me what is a little Boomy-boom for you.”




Man called Pyrox grinned overjoyed and placed his head on guards forehead. Almost right away witch hunter got a seizure attack – rolled his eyes back to his skull and clenched his teeth.



	“Boomy-boom – no soundy, BUT ITS SPICY!”




… did that man just… cooked guard’s brain?



	“You could kill without a sound all along? Pyrox…” a beast turned into human and put his both hands of Punk’s shoulder “Go boomy-boom as much as you want…”





	“Mister, mister, We can’t feel more dolls in this block, except for those in cells…”





	“So we can start releasing them? Perfect… let’s hope Ay and Jason are done too…”








	“You took your sweet time, Zaaa-ri!” Ay yelled from afar sitting on the table behind quite the crowd gathered.




I looked over them appraising them quickly. Nothing special. Bah, you could say that quite disappointing. Indeed, mostly useless novice mages were put into blocks A I B.


They didn’t do much better, even if quality of C and D prisoners was quite pleasant, they quantity wasn’t.



	“Let’s count our little ride. Five S, eleven D, nineteen C… How about you?”




I asked titling my head



	“Twenty something C… and I am not even taking into consideration A’s.”





	“So about fifty magicians… Our enemies are…”





	“Eight squads, each fifty plus commander. You are outnumbered 8:1!”





	“More than enough.” I nodded few times calculating our chances “Listen up, you maggots!” I raised my voice “Do you want to live? If not, feel free returning to your cages. Everyone else, right now I am in charge. We are about to storm the chapel, kill everyone on our path, burn this castle to the ground and then we would part our ways and everyone would go wherever he desires…”





	“Wait…” someone raised his voice “Couldn’t we run right away? We are almost by the gates, all we would have to do…”





	“EVERYONE! Attention! Don’t be this guy! This is why I am in command. From now, we only have about an hour till the change of guard, then they would notice us missing, sound an alarm and hunt us down. As we would move our own ways, we would lose the advantage of being a group, they would hunt as down one by one, for they have horses and hounds… On the other hand, if we would kill them right now, we would have at least few days till someone would visit this castle. Decide, attack – as we have element of surprise, or run away, and embrace the death!”





	“But… but some of us…”





	“If you say [some of us may die], I will kill you right on your spot. What have you been doing here all this time if no dying? If we would attack, indeed, there would be casualties. Who knows, maybe even half of us! Maybe more! But if we would run we all would die, maybe one lucky bastard or two would manage to flee…”





	“Don’t you want us just to keep them busy while you would run? Counting bodies would surly take some time and it would be harder to find five missing prisoners in the pile of corpses!”





	“… Fuck, I didn’t think about it… well, missed opportunity I guessed. I will tell you why it won’t happened. Because I will be in the first line… and you will be just by my side to witness it, I am glad you volunteered. Everything know what to do? No? Perfect! I always say, your enemy won’t predict what you are about to do, if not even yourself don’t know about it! Pyrox? Remember when I said I would give you a sign? A sign.”






	You started [Raid] - Conquering of castle Wergorn
	Raid commander	Zariel Whiteraven
	Champions	Pyrox

Darik & Daria Shadecoat

Jason Jasny

	Commander's morale effect	- Commander is considered to be insane and unpredictable - [Fear] status effects used against your raid member will be 50% less potent

- Commander is considered to be clever - Possibility of raid member not executing commander's order is 20% less probable to occur

- Raid members are fighting for their life - it is highly unlikely that they would surrender, even if commander would die






… even if commander would die… I am not going to die, damn it!




S ranked grinned from ear to ear, moved to the edge of the wall and looked down. Couple of inquisitors were standing under him, over ten meter below. He casually jumped down. In midair his whole body was embraced by flames as if creating a shied shape under his legs.


He hit the ground causing explosion and sending his targets all around… well, at least parts of his enemies. Guards on the inner plaza needed few seconds to comprehend what happened. Pyrox raised from small crater that formed after his attack and while spreading his arm and flexing his muscles yelled with every bit of strength he could muster in his lungs.



	“I AM JUST WARMING UP!”





	“On Your position! One of prisoners escaped! Pyrox from block S! Stay cautious!”




Idiots didn’t even bothered looking on the walls, well, they wouldn’t see anyone but myself, rest was hidden deeper, far away from their gaze.



	“To every mage who can use fire, explosions or simplest battle magic of neutral affinity – I command the bombardment of the plaza. Aim wherever you wish for….




Fire within me, rise once again…” I started the chant



	“To rage in my heart, and manifest the bane, May the spirits of anger, answer thy call,
 So death itself from its pit would crawl…”




About dozen of mages behind me followed the chant. I looked on Jason



	“Spread misinformation. Try hiding Pyrox, if you can, try making some illusions on the walls, let them think that there is more of us.”




Photomancer sat on the ground crossing his legs and shutting his eyes, we didn’t have to wait long for first effects. Indeed, human-looking shadows started dancing on the edges of walls.



	“ON THE WALLS! Regroup! Get the crossbows!”




Gates to the barracks of the inquisitors were slammed open and groups of armored to the teeth solider marching side by side in steady formation flooded the plaza. In same time first spell rained down on inquisitors.



	“Darik, Daria, focus on rangers.” Twins nodded eagerly




About twenty men carrying crossbows formed two rows. First one kneeled seconds kept standing right behind them.



	“Steady! Aim!...” enemy commander started ordering around, yet in same time two witch hunters in the seconds rod begun acting weird.




One of them aimed at him commander and send an arrow in his stomach piercing his armor, second one pointed his crossbow directly at the head of kneeling ranger below him. Shot from such distance forced arrow to break helmet, pierce through head and hit the ground below him. Then they dropped their weapons and took of combat daggers from behind their belts and started stabbing their companions on the sides.



	“ARE YOU INSANE? WHAT ARE YOU DOING SOLIDER? FUCK! Twins! Look for the twins and eliminate them as fast as possible!”





	“Mister, mister, our head hurts…”





	“Mister, mister, it is hard to look into heads of people wearing those helmets…”





	“It’s fine, my loves. You did great. But you have to keep harder just a little but more! Not everyone are wearing those helmets, try prioritizing these one, ok?”




Pyrox was having his long awaited party. Pillars of flames erupted in random places forcing enemy lines back.



	“YOU CAN HIDE FROM MAGIC! BUT YOU CAN’T HIDE FROM HEAT! BUUURN!”




He was laughing maniacally as fire storm erupted from his hands and flew coating small group in flames. They hide behind shields covered in onyx, but just as Pyrox  said, it wasn’t as effective as against other kind of magic.


White onyx violated the structure giving shape to the spell. Energy – mana – gain certain shape after being covered in the spell. Mana was becoming a fire, it meant that after touching onyx fire was once again shattered into mana – which itself was harmless.


But fire, before disappearing was generating heat, and here Pyrox appeared to be much for skilled in manipulating fire that we could though.


Fire mages could create fire wherever they wished, simply, the closer it was to them, the easier it was, but there are various other factor that determinate how easy or hard task it would be. If I would tell you to create a huge fire that could devour the forest, and asked you where it would be easier for you to start – here or kilometer away, you would tell that here. But then I could add that kilometer away there is pool of naphtha – in such case all you needed was sparkle.


To create fire you needed vibrations of molecules, you were accelerating vibration gathering eve more heat till moment of ignition. And this is what he was using heat air for. Using wind he gathered hot air attracting even further oxygen and hydrogen from surroundings to the center of enemy formation.



	“And now you make ka-boom!” he turned around snapping his fingers “COOL GUYS DON’T LOOK AT EXPLOSION! YEEEEAH” he yelled raisings his hands making sign of horns as on metal concert





	“SOMKIN’!”





	“Stop attacking with just magic! Instead try using them to push objects! They may be immune to magic, but they are not immune on stones from crumbled towers! And tower above them aren’t immune to magic!” I yelled while sending explosive bolt at tower of chapel.




Part of building broke away and fell on people bellow. With corner of my vision I noticed two guys from block A working together to bring a brick from the ground and position it in the middle of air in front of girl from B. She started rotating it and using wind pressure send it flying in the middle of enemy squad, probably only thanks to luck it hit one of the guards in the head. There was no way he could survive that. Not with half of his forehead missing.


A single knight equipped feet to tip of his head in onyx appeared and raising his sword over his head yelled over the crowd



	“Protect the chapel!”




I knew I shouldn’t be doing that, but it was stronger than me. The urge that simply appeared and refused to leave me.


I did the same – turned D’iabel into sword, pointed it on the chapel and yelled in same voice



	“Focus the chapel!”





	“Don’t let them walk past you!” he yelled





	“Don’t even bother charging at them!” I responded. And then added quietly, just to my people “… I mean… why should we charge? We are mages and have better position… the fuck would we even want to walk past them? We will walk OVER them, as soon as they would be dead… Right?”





	“WALL OF SHIELD! Make a line bastards! Now! Up! Onward!”




As he was commanding, few dozen of warriors carrying tower shields ran through part of plaza standing in the middle and formed a line, then, they were followed by few man with crossbow that hide behind the line of shield. They started marching in our direction. Every time in a while one of shield would be moved by frontliners to the side letting the crossbowman fire.


One of arrow was flying in my direction. Hopefully I reacted in the moment when shield’s man started moving to the side. Arrow missed me by an inch or two… and hit the guy that stood directly behind me



	“Are you nuts? The hell are you standing in pack? You want to be easier target? Disperse! Jason! Wake up, damn it! Take few guyz that can shoot and get on the other side of wall. Shoot them from the sides and back. We won’t do much against those fucking shields! Pyrox! Back! For fuck sake! Back! The hell are you doing there alone!? My loves? Mind telling me what are you doing?”




But twins were holding their hands and staring blankly in the void. Their minds were away. I started looking for weirdly behaving witch hunters on the battlefield I found them pretty quickly. They weren’t wearing helmets and were walking in completely differ direction that rest of the group, one was carrying a torch. They opened the door to some storage room and dropped the torch inside.


I have never seen such explosion in my life. I have no idea what they were storing there, but flames that burst from the little hut forced few others building to catch fire. An Pyrox, Pyrox was letting out most primal scream that human’s lungs could ever draw as he worshiped the fire.


Their formation was in mess, still raising from the ground.



	“Take them with all you got! FINISH IT!” I yelled while jumping down “PYROX! Show me your greatest fire!”





	“I can do Sparkly? Really? Time for Sparkly? SPAAARKLY? NYA-HAHAHAHA! GO ON! LIGHT UP FOR MEEEE!”




He raised his hands high in the sky, every single fire in the castle seem to respond to that gesture as it started concentrating in the air, getting hotter and denser.. .and forming a weird shape… something like serpent?


Well, I didn’t have time to admire the view above me as I kept running through the plaza morphing on my way. I targeted those witch hunters which were first on their feet. I jumped in the sky landing perfectly among four of them. My claws made deep marks in shield as enemy solider barely managed to cover his body from my assault, still momentum of blow and my increased body mass send him once again on the ground. I moved my whole weight on frontal limbs and kicked man that tried stabbing me from behind.


Then I heard someone yelling – enemy commander – the one in onyx was charging at me. I was occupied with other swordsmans so I needed to take the blow on my scales. I tried to balance my body to make the blade slip over my body, partly I succeed, still few drops of my blood fell on the ground


I freed myself and jumped few times back gathering distance. Commander followed me right away, now it was one on one fight.


No, it wasn’t foolishness of his. He knew that I was the one behind this whole mess, if he would defeat me, they could have chances of turning their situation.



	“DIE! Vile creature! Your death will bring world one step closer to peace!”





	“World at peace?” I hissed blocking his swing “I would rather see world in pieces!” I pushed back.




We collided once again, he kept swinging from sides unleashing tempest of blows. I parried each of attack with claws and tail blocked with scales and parts of exoskeleton. I kept moving my whole posture on sides to make him focus his attention completely on my limbs.


And then I spat venom in his eyes.


He crumbled and fall, I couldn’t not using this opportunity. I pinned him to the ground. I sat on his waist so he couldn’t raise, I held his arms with my hands to further reduce his possibility to damage me, then I grow pair of bone sickles from my backs and started stabbing furiously his whole body frame. I couldn’t not notice how hard onyx was, it forced me to focus on gapes in armor and weak points- mostly where joints were located.


He cough with blood tainting his armor.



	“You look better in red.” I grinned showing him row of my needle-teeth “Let me help you changing your image.”




I continued my job, his body parts were falling off from massacred body, when I finished, there was no single white spot on his entire body



	“You are my finest masterpiece.” I said as farewell leaving his corpse in the middle of the field. I raised my head and looked in the air. Oh. Guyz, meet Sparkly.




Pyrox not only focused the fire, he also breath an existence into it – a spirit. In the sky a real fire elemental was dancing. Controlled summoning? Pyrox, you are astounding me!


The monster looked like wyrm and it was soaring through the sky.



	“Be damn, you who awoken me!” creature roared





	“SPARKLY! DO A TRICK! DO A TRIIICK!” pyromancer yelled to the creature





	“Foolish mortal! I am not mere pet that you can summon as you please!”




Technically… he just summoned you



	“DO! THE! TRICK!”




A single human in the middle of sea of blood and corpses commanding huge serpent made of fire flying above him. That surely made an impression.



	“I will give you the trick you desire so much, you arrogant mortal!”




The monster inhaled. For a second the whole castle became absolutely quiet. Everyone – mages and hunters alike were looking in awe and anticipation.


And then beast exhaled.


The sun was settling down as night was approaching, yet for a half of a minute everything was as bright as in the middle of day. Buildings collapsed from mere impact of the wind… and fire… fire followed next.


Mages quickly raised protection spells, hunter tired hiding behind the shields, but they were blown away and scorched in process.


The beast used most of its powers to perform this attack, and now it started vanishing



	“May it be a lesson – this is how fools that shows me no respect en…”





	“SMOOOKIN HOOOOT! SPARKLY! YOU DA BEEEEEST!”




As smoke vanished it revealed the posture of punk-guy. He was standing in same spot he stood a moment ago, the only difference was that tips of his hair-spike were burning a little.



	“AGAIN! DO IT AGAAAAIN!”





	“Im…impossible!” fiery eyes of monstrosity widened in disbelief “What are you?!”




The creature managed to squeal in disbelief for a moment before vanishing.


The flames died within a moment – the whole castle was ruined. Only one building remained more or less in one piece – chapel. Only small tower that I tore away few moment ago was missing.


Hunter were dead. Not only dead but mostly eradicated, vaporized. It was one sided victory. Yet no one cheered. Few were exhausted, few still couldn’t believe what happened and member of block S looked like they didn’t care.



	“Ooookay! Show is over. Off you go!” I yelled to the crowd “It was all nice and dandy, but it’s over. Nothing interesting! Nothing to see! Please disperse!.. No, I am being serious right now. You just earned couple of days. Go wherever you wish, we have no further use of you!” I turned back to my A-team “…So! Who wants to open the gift?”




I asked pointing in direction of the champel.
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                The witches started slowly gathering and leaving the ruins in small groups. Their fate is no longer my concern. I told them that I have no further use of them. It was a lie. As they would scatter in all direction they would be a perfect decoy. Just imagine – hundred witches that escaped the prison! It will take lots of efforts and resources to catch them – a perfect opportunity for me to run away. But for now I wasn’t bothering myself thinking about that. I was looking at notification with [loading] mark. Something good was about to pop up.



	You have successfully conquered Castle Wergorn
	Calculation [Exp] rewards
	Raid Commander	Zariel Whiteraven
	Most Damage Dealt:	Pyrox
	Most Enemies Killed	Pyrox
	Most Enemy Commanders Killed	Zariel Whiteraven
	Most Assists [Best support]	Jason Jasny
	Best Action	Darik & Daria
	MVP	Pyrox






	You have achieved [5 550 exp] 
	You have leveled up






	General Information
	Name	Zariel
	Level	[21/NA]   [2535/25 000 exp]
	Age	17/NA
	Race	Chimera [Divine]
	Class	Dark Hierophant [Plague Spreader]
	Job	Alchemist
	Title	The one who forge his own fate

Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion

The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage

Mad Scientist

	Health	287/430
	Stamina	189/350
	Mana	181/640
	Attributes
	Strength	45 (added 5)	Vitality	43 (added 1)
	Endurance	35 (added 1) 	Constitution	35 
	Dexterity	56 + 4 (added 1)	Reflex	41 + 3 (added 1)
	Intelligence	64 (added 2)	Wisdom	52 (added 2)
	Spiritualism	44 (added 1)
	Hidden Attributes
	Luck	15 + 10 
	Charisma	6 + 20
	Charm	13 (added 1)
	Unallocated points	0





That raid was a competition?! Why no one told me?! I would have played this differently and got every possible achievement!



	Achievement unlocked
	For leading a party/raid against forces that outnumbered you 5:1, or average level was 2x times higher than yours and winning you unlocked an achievement
	[Some of you may die, but this is a sacrifice I am willing to make]





... I will not comment that.  Pyrox, where are you! You stole my MVP! I am going to…


Already mentioned punk-looking magician get back to me running.



	“BIG BOSS! YOU DA BEST! That party was…. SO HOOOT! Big boss is the best boss ever! Pyrox will burn everything big boss wants to see burned!”




He was like a happy puppy, if he got a tail he would be weaving it to the sides making a small tornado in process. What was I just talking ab… ah yes, I am going to… stop looking at me like that! I am about to… No! Bad Pyrox! Away!


Ugh… I can’t.



	“Sure thing. Good Pyrox.” I patted him on his head.




I am a weak man. And weakness disgusts me… But have you ever seen a punk doing a puppy eyes? Exactly. DAMN! I need something to distract myself…



	“To the chapel, folks, let’s see who was the reason to build a hole castle here.”





	“Really? We are not sure what it is, if she even lives, what was the reason for her to be bind, what would she do… Yet you are that excited?” Jason





	“And I just can’t hide it! I’m about to lose control and I think I like it!” I sang along





	“…”





	“What?!”





	“Nothing. Nice voice…”




We walked to the door of chapel and pushed it as we headed inside. Soon we find out why it didn’t collapse even after attack of Sparkly. Three nuns were sitting inside in small circle praying silently. Their chant was filling chamber made of stone. Quite powerful shield you raised here, still, I doubt that just three girl could kept it for much longer. Especially if someone would start scratching its surface.



	“Hello, my dear ladies. Mind stopping this little barrier of yours? It’s pointless anyway.”





	“Keep on, sisters! Evil shall not prevail!”





	“I will agree with you. Still, I am not evil, just chaotic neutral. Now, stand aside.”





	“Hold on! We have to keep the barrier till reinforcement would come!”





	“I doubt that you would last couple of days, I doubt you will last ten minutes… But I see you want it the hard way. Darik? Daria? Mind helping?”




Ah, I can get addicted to that. Ordering around. It’s so… refreshing. Boosts your self-confidence, makes you think like someone important. Also you don’t have to waste your precious mana! Twins looked into eyes of one of the nuns. For a moment she just stood there, but then her hands fell down. The circle was broken and barrier crumbled.


I casually moved past them and went to the altar. Place where no one except priest could enter. Just as I though, there was a flap on the floor leading deeper under ground. I opened it.



	“Ah, Pyrox! If you want you can show some tricks to the ladies… Darik, Daria, my loves, you may play with them too, but try looking around from time to time if someone is not approaching, ok? Jasno? Mind coming with me?”




I started climbing down the ladder. In next moment I heard screams of the nuns.



	“No mercy? You are scary, kid.”





	“I prefer cautious. They could raise quite the barrier, who knows what else they could do. That, plus I really want to relieve my stress and anger.”





	“You just partaken in killing… how much? Four hundred witch hunters, and your are not satisfied? Mere eye for an eye does not satisfy you?”





	“Eye for an eye? No. Both eyes for an eye. Tooth for tooth? No all of them for tooth. Only when evil is no longer able to do their deeds you can say that justice has been served. Otherwise they would continue their actions.”





	“Evil? I thought we were the bad guys.”





	“No. It’s questionable. Very often villains see themselves as a heroes. Hero of war in one country is worshiped – called Great, Brave, Fearless… Why others view him like a monster, call him butcher, devil… Such things like good an evil has to be considered from one position. If you would ask church if killing is good, I am sure that they would say that this is a sin, but then after adding that you meant a witch, they would encourage you and praise you. Are they evil? In their eyes – no, in our? Why not? There are no white and black things in the world. Only shades of grey.”





	“Aha, how many shades?”





	“fifty.”





	“Why exactly fifty?”





	“… that was supposed to be a joke, but I forgot you wouldn’t get it. Just keep climbing down, ok?”




The air kept getting bit colder, I have also noticed the change in the rock, slowly it lost it’s natural grey color and started turning more and more.. white. Is this onyx? Are we in bloody cave of white onyx? Then… why didn’t they mine it? They could equip few squads with onyx just from this cave… additional protection source? Whatever is kept here, it left them terrified!


We reached bottom of the cave. It was shaped in perfect circle. In the middle, on bed-shaped pedestal a woman slept with her palms joined on her chest. I have never seen someone of her kind? She looked as if she had some skin disease, for parts of her body was almost completely white – like porcelain, while she also had deeply dark (as if tanned) spots. Like snake that was shedding its skin her eyes were bit pointy, not as much as elves but you could easily notice that, small horns were sticking out from her forehead curving little to the sides. Her black hair were reaching her hips. She wasn’t very tall about 1,6 meter. It was a nice thing, I was already tired of females taller than myself – Gisele, WOMANH… even Ay despite having only one centimeter of advantage I still noticed that. Just who is she?


~ Wake her up and see for yourself!


You are unusually cheerful… That’s fishy.


~ Must be your imagination.


No, I am more than sure you know her


~ How can you tell?


You wouldn’t say a word in other case, and definitely wouldn’t encourage me to wake her up if it wasn’t the case. Who is she. Or I walk away


~ She is half demon and half high elf. I will tell nothing more. Just to not spoil your fun!


How do I wake her up?


~A kiss of true love shall awake a sleeping beauty!


You are shitting me! If Gisele would find out me, her and Jason that didn’t stop me would die in agony! And she would find out


~ Kiss is a form of a spell, you know? It is also form of agreement – pact. This is why you shouldn’t kiss a succubus after making any kind of a deal with her. That would be equal with signing an agreement – or if you would prefer, would make you a slave of her


Another reason to keep Zanes away. But you said it is made to form a deals, not to break them.


~ Thou, who felt no love in your life and brought despair upon the world, shall remain still till the day when someone would bestow a love upon you… that’s the spell. Now. Break the curse!


Hm? In that case it can be taken down by than just one way. It also wasn’t precised what kind of love was needed, right?  Let’s try this… What’s her name?


~Duuunno!


I know you do.


~Maybe, but if you don’t want to this my way, I am not going to cooperate either! Just one small kiss! Come on!


With every word you say I don’t want doing it more and more. Ok, let’s try this way…


I sat on the verge of pedestal, grabbed gently her head and placed in on my laps. Caressing her hair a little I whispered.



	“You, who into slumber were put against your will, you who were never understood, answer my call, here my voice, awaken from your never ending nightmare. I offer you love of brother, that shall support you in achieving your goal, arise one again, and fulfill your desires…”




She woke up, but if you think that by that I mean gently opening her eyes, blinking few times and yawning…. You are wrong. I almost didn’t register the movement of her eyelids, she woke up like a beast that heard prey near her lair.



	“I hope you didn’t kiss me, did you?”





	“What if I did?” I asked smiling.





	“I don’t feel your taste on my lips. You are lucky. I would have bite off your tongue. Who are you, what are you doing here, why did you woke me up, and how you did that.”





	“Tsh. Not very lady-like, are you?”





	“Neither you are my prince charming.”





	“Not even signs of gratitude?”





	“Are you still breathing? Did I squash you like a fly? You not only touched me… excuse me, not only you are not only TOUCHING me RIGHT NOW, but I am mercifully allowing you to keep breathing. Sounds quite generous for me. Your name”





	“Your first.”





	“W…wait. You freed me, but you have no idea who I… But you knew the way to break the spell and… But still…. Are you an idiot? Or are you insane?”





	“I beg your pardon, but I am not insane!” I smiled wide





	“You definitely are.”





	“Maybe I just couldn’t last the view of beauty caught in such awful spell!?”





	“The spell wasn’t awful, it was powerful and elegant. And mine. Those fuckers used it against me. Still, I insist. If you really are a gentleman than it is most basic courtesy for male to name to introduce himself first.”




Stubborn little shit.



	“Name is Zariel.”





	“WHO THE FUCK NAME A CHILD AFTER DESTROYER OF SUNS?!”





	“Someone that have only right to do so. Your turn.”





	“No, I am not done yet. Where is Balthazar?”





	“I will answer this question. Right after you would tell me who is Balthazar. I should know him?”





	“There is no way that even such a savage wouldn’t heard about him! THAT Balthazar!”





	“AH! THAT Balthazar! Should have said right away!... No, sorry. Doesn’t ring a bell.”





	“How long was I asleep?”





	“When were you put down to sleep?”





	“Are you playing some kind of games?”




Just calm down. I took breath in, out, in, out, in…



	“You dense little cunt…” ok, plan with staying calm didn’t work. She looked at me as if I have just offended the gods “How many times I have to tell you that I have no-fucking idea who you are? This is also why I don’t know your mate Balthazar, how long you were in this hole, and why you were put here in first place. All I know is that you were prisoner of castle Wergorn which was used as prison not only for yourself, but also for about hundred witches, including myself. We broke free, took the castle by force, and noticed that we were used just as fuel to keep the seal working. So, I though myself – enemy of my enemy may not be my friend, but as least freeing her would make my enemies even more mad. And stop threatening me – you don’t have even drop of mana in your body, and we are currently in cave on white onyx I doubt you would gather required powers for nearest hour. Or two. Or five or fucking day. Happy? Yes? Now. Who are you? Pretty please.”





	“… what do you mean hundred witches… I am… the only witch in the whole world…”




~Show me to her. That should make things bit easier


I raised my hand and materialized the codex on my palm. The black book coated in leather with symbol of skull with horns appeared in front of me levitating in the air. She looked at least shocked. Then smiled, and even tear of joy escaped her eye.



	“I didn’t fail… my job… it is truly finished… hundred witches… hundred witches… I didn’t fail… you are… are you my child?”





	“Certainly not! I don’t have physical parent! I was molded from earth and raised by the forest so..”




~No, no no no no! That’s not what she meant. DO you remember what I told you about my origin? I was given to the first dark mage so he could study the dark arts. As he mastered every spell, every art he decided to find students, yet they were not capable of learning as much as him. This is why he separated me into seven books – seven chapters for seven student. Zari, meet Morgana La Fay – first student of first dark mage, first witch and first owner of Codex Diabolicus. The one you called a dense little cunt.
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                I looked at her trying to comprehend what codex just told me. Woman called Morgana seem overjoyed, then her expression turned to be bit more grim, then annoyed.



	“So… I am a little dense cunt?” Ok. Ok, ok ok! Let’s play it cool for now





	“Till you won’t introduce yourself properly I will keep giving you nicknames. You are little – that’s the fact, you seem to don’t understand when I kept telling you that I don’t know you nor Balthazar – which means you are dense, and you act like arrogant ungrateful bitch despite the fact I woke you up from everlasting curse, which means you are a cunt. Combining all three we got little dense…”





	“Name is Morgana. All you need to know is that I was pretty much one of a kind and I dedicated my life to bestow magic upon other individuals. Unfortunately I failed, my husband – Balthazar sealed me when I was performing a rite. He used my own spell against me – it was supposed to free the magic and breath it into living, yet he reversed so instead of releasing it sealed the magic. It sealed me.”





	“The words of cruse said that you never felt in love, having a husband would somehow proof it wr..”





	“Political marriage. I would believe that magic somehow can be used by people, but if you would tell me that rich parents are no longer using their kids to get political advantage… I would call you a liar.”





	“Nope. That thing pretty much is still the same. Ok, Jason, we are done here. Let’s leave this place.” I gently put her head off my lap and wake up.




She has been sleeping for gods only know how long, she could barely move her lips and she certainly won’t be able to stand anytime soon, not to speak about climbing ladder.



	“Wait, are you going to leave me here?!”




I only smiled and leaned to her



	“Something wrong? Your arrogant attitude is gone? Do you need something from me?”





	“…”





	“Well, in this case… see you later!”





	“W..Wait!... help me.”





	“That’s not how you should ask for help, there is a very powerful spell-word, that can make people do as you wish if they would feel like it. It is called [please], give it a try!”





	“I will kill you and burn everything you treasure…”




I turned around and started walking toward the ladder



	“You are bluffing! You wouldn’t leave me!”





	“If I may…” photomancer started “… he definitely would. I don’t know him for long, but he is kind of a man unaffected by the logic.”





	“HEY! That’s not true at all! It quite the opposite! Her is a witch that claims to be the firstborn! Which means that he should be quite strong, now – instead of being thankful, or at least pretending to be so she act like arrogant spoiled brat – that would means she is someone I can’t rely on. She also just threatened me! If she really would do as she said then this is yet another reason for me to go as far as it is only possible from here before she would regain her strength. I have enough enemies. I have enough of hiding… I am not even safe in my own home… I don’t want to stay in kingdom that hunts witches longer than it is required. I just hoped that I would help another one of my kind before leaving, yet it seem I have open Pandora’s box. Whatever she wish to do from now on, it is not concern of my.”




I brought the topic of witches being hunted for a reason. Indeed, magic can be used by many, but this is not witches Eden you have been praying for.



	“If she not only can’t us help, but also threatens us… Do you agree with my reasoning, Jason? We have enough troubles. Come with me. I have no idea when would some military group approach, yet I have no desire returning to the torturer’s room… Actually, after stunt we pulled off I thing they would sent us straight on the pyre.”





	“… what do you mean by torturers and pyre?” She asked





	“Right now we are on territory of so called [Holy Kingdom], my love, ruled by Church which recognize every form of magic except one related to Light as heresy. If they would ever catch you lighting up a candle without using your hands or even making a trick with vanishing coins… You are captured, send to facilities like this one, tortured and eventually killed as crowd is watching. But this place was but different, you know? It was because they needed to fuel your seal to keep you here. They were torturing us to extract our pain and blood to keep spell running.” I rolled my shirt revealing fresh scars “Jason has same, and three guys that are waiting for us above are not much different. Two of them are still kids! Now pardon me, but I am not letting any madman with sharps tools near me. We will take our leave…”





	“This is not kind of world I was hoping for…”





	“I am sure it’s not. You could have partake in bringing magic to the masses, but you would never change nature of intelligent races. They are desperately looking for their own identity. We are similar – so we form a group, they are different so they formed another group. BUT OUR GROUP IS BETTER! Those different one can’t live a better life than we!... and so on.”





	“… Don’t leave me here… Please…”




Together with Jason we looked upon each other



	“You won’t try anything funny?”





	“No. Balthazar kept telling me that people are not ready for magic, that they would abuse it…”





	“Magic is power, Power is source of depravation. Humanity would never be ready for any source of powers without regulation. Abusing it is a core of their existence.”





	“… but is seem wrong to let them suffer.”





	“We shouldn’t be the one to decide what is wrong and what is right, what is just and what is wicked. What is good or evil. Everything depends on perspective… or this is what I wish to believe in.”





	“… Are there many countries that hunts magicians?”




I looked at Jason



	“Kingdoms? No. This is the only Kingdom on whole continent with politic to burn and kill witches. But there are other fractions, guilds, individuals. Some may carry a personal grudge and pay mercenaries. On the other hand I heard that Neira is pretty much ruled by magicians… Zari, you are coming from Neira, is that true?”





	“That’s half true. It is ruled by legal King, but council of mages acts as counselor… also they have quite the impact on market, science and industry progression, so council indeed can… induce… king to do as they please.”





	“Neira… sounds nice” Jason smiled “Would like to visit it.”





	“Be my guest. I am going there right away… or wait, actually I still have something to do here. Miss, I hope you would behave?”




She just nodded. I came back to the pedestal and helped her getting on my backs



	“You aren’t going to fell off?”





	“Just shut up and carry me away from this place…” I looked back on her “ I mean… could thou be kind enough to cease asking redundant question and focus thy attention on the ladder in front of thee… Please?”





	“My my, such a complex words, kids surely learn new things quickly.”




I started climbing up. Jason waited on the bottom, just in case miss Morgana would somehow fell off my back. In moment after he followed us. I decided to introduce her to the rest of the team



	“Ladies and gentlemen let me present you the reason why we were tortured here, why our muscles were tore with hot pliers, why out nails were pulled why we were burned and bruised and…” Jason cough “… Team, this is Morgana, Morgana, this is the team. Get along nicely, please…. And as we would still have some time to get along better… guyz, you are free. Any ideas what are you going to do?”





	“I WANNA BURN MORE! Flames are great! SO HOT!” Pyrox started





	“Mister, mister… we just want to find a doll for my sister” Darik said still holding Daria’s hand





	“And I told you. I just want to visit brothel and bar to forget about what happened here.”





	“… So, why won’t you become an adventurer?” I asked. I looked at Pyrox “You would be able to get on quests. On quests you would be able to burn things. And you would be paid for it, sounds nice, don’t it?”





	“SMOKIN’ HOT IDEA! I AM ALL FIRED UP!”





	“You are looking for dolls, aren’t you?” I said in direction of twins “As far as I know humans failed to meet your requirements… so many you would try your luck with monsters? There are more of them than you can count! Why not try all of them?”





	“Sister, sister, what do you think about it?”





	“Brother, brother… as long as it would be ok with you…”





	“Sister, sister, making you happy is what I want to achieve!”




They looked at me and nodded in perfect synchronization. I laid my eyes on my last target



	“I wanna hookers and whiskey. You won’t force me into working.”





	“Both hookers and whiskey requires a coin.”





	“… fuck.”





	“Fuck indeed. But lucky for you I know both guild master and brothel-mama. You can be sure I would make you rank up quickly to do better paid quests and to have discount in Pink Ether.”





	“You had my curiosity but now, you have my attention. Let’s roll with that.”





	“On the other hand you have nothing in sayin’ in that matter” I smilled to Morgana “… But Neira would be best place for you to learn about politics, culture and history. I think you have quite studies to be made.”





	“Indeed. I know nothing about world around me. I will first look into places that you would advise.”





	“Just one tip. Avoid council. Right now you are defenseless yet posses great knowledge, they would trade their own mothers to lay their hands on your spells.”





	“Humans will always keep looking for advantage, will they? So be it. I shall stay cautious.”





	“Very well. Ay, you may now tell us how we are going to leave this shithole.”





	“Fear not, everything is planned! In five days we will have to get to the port-city on the North-East. There a smuggler would take us to the no one’s land on the north. Some traveling and Ka-BOOM we are back home!”





	“KA-BOOM?!” Pyrox raised his head





	“No, Pyrox! No Ka-BOOM for you!”





	“She said Ka-BOOM! Where Ka-BOOM?!”




I looked on Ay irritated



	“Watch your tongue on the future. Pyrox, she meant that you can give one last manifestation of your affection on the castle walls…”




Excited pyromancer run toward part of the castle that somehow still was standing and begun coating it on fire.



	“We are moving out as soon as he is done.”






We moved bit to the south and east, mostly to eventually fool forces that could be sent after us. We traveled for few hours till the night approached, we set up a camp few hundred meters from the trade route, so no one would find us.


Jason started preparing pieces of cloth that we took from castle and intended to use as beds – no one likes to sleep on hard, cold, wet ground! Twins were collecting wood for fireplace I went to hunt something and Pyrox was desperately trying to not set nearest trees on fire.


It was done in a jiffy. Fire (that Pyrox lighted up) was cracking happily, the meat was of deer I brought up with myself was being roasted slowly as everyone were easing their nerves after not happiest past.



	“You know what, we should start telling something about ourselves… we are about to spent some time so we could get known each other bit better.” Jason finally decided to do something about an awkward silence





	“So you can start.” I said while checking when the deer would be ready





	“… Well, there is nothing much to say. I was born here, and lived quite happy life. When I was kid I was told to have [unusually high predisposition to use light magic] I could play with it. I was pranking my colleagues with illusions and such… I got better education provided by church and they tried recruiting me to the Church. Witch hunter, priests, inquisitor… if I would agree on lessons of swordsmanship then they would allowed me to paladin’s order… when I kept refusing over and over again they tried making me a scholar. But all I wanted was to lead an easy, peaceful life far away from politics, scheming and backstabbing. I became a merchant. Lessons provided by church and illusions were very helpful! You know – lessons taught me to count, and illusion make merchandise look better! I could have earn 50% as much by sealing lower quality goods!” He took a break to laugh “… then I met a woman, I married her, we were expecting baby. Later on I found out she was a witch. I tried everything to hide this fact from everyone… but pregnancy can have many effects on woman’s body. There were times when she couldn’t control her forces. Nothing much nor dangerous, but was enough to make dishes flying. Aaaand someone must have seen this. The inquisition came to our house and took her. We both tried to fight back but… She was burned in the very next day. Both she and our never born baby. I couldn’t even say my farewells… all this time I was locked in the cell. When they released me I went to get drunk. I next day I did the same. And in next. And in next too. Yet whisky didn’t help at all… so I went to the building of local inquisition… and played with light. I focused it on one point, things started burning pretty quickly. That fire was beautiful. It wasn’t fire, nor orange. But blue and white. Later they told me how many I killed. I didn’t even bother to listen… so they transported me to castle where we all met. That would be… six years ago? Seven? All I know that Pyrox was already there.”





	“Speaking about Pyrox, mind sharing your story?”




Punk looked away from the fire in the middle of the camp.



	“I like burning things! The guys came and told me that burning is bad! So I burned them too! So next guys came and told me that burning things and burning people are bad things to do! So I burned them too! But then people in weird suits came! They wouldn’t burn as nicely as the others! This is why Pyrox burned only half of them! Then bang in the head and Pyrox woke up in cell! Couldn’t burn! No fire! No warmth! But big boss came and let Pyrox burn! Big boss is best!”





	“And… something about your past? When you used you magic for the first time? Where you grown up?”





	“… Pyrox don’t remember… Pyrox only remember the clearing, Pyrox was already burning! Pyrox knew that he is Pyrox and needs to burn! Burn the villages! Burn cities! Burn people with necklances!”





	“Necklaces of sun?”





	“YES! BURN THEM ALL!”





	“It’s just my lucky guess, but apparently he had some kind of trauma that made him lost part of his memory, yet his grudge toward those… as you called them – inquisitors remained.”




Morgana said from other side of the camp



	“Kids?”





	“Mama and papa were bad people…” Darik started





	“… and would tell us do things we didn’t wanted to…”





	“…they would bit us…”





	“…they wouldn’t gave us food…”





	“… but I couldn’t let them hit the sister!...”





	“… I couldn’t watch them hurt brother…”





	“… so we prayed to the angles…”





	“… and we prayed to the devils…”





	“… but none answered…”





	“… so we started praying to each other…”





	“… because only we heard each other out…”





	“… then we started talking to each other without moving mouths…”





	“…then we could make people be nicer to sister…”





	“…they would treat brother better…”





	“…they were being nicer…”





	“… everyone but not mama and papa…”





	“… so we asked mama and papa if they could die…”





	“… they did, mama stabbed papa…”





	“… and papa smashed slashed mama throat…”





	“… then people kept coming, they wanted to harm brother…”





	“…They would do bad things to sister…”





	“… so we asked them if they could die too…”





	“… we kept asking everyone that would come same thing…”





	“.. but then people came with those weird hats…”





	“.. it was harder to ask them to do thing…”





	“… they refused…”





	“… they put same hats on ours head…”





	“… I couldn’t hear brother!...”





	“… I couldn’t sense sister despite the fact she was standing next to me…”





	“…then big brother came…” Daria pointed at me





	“… then big brother took hats off…” Darik followed





	“… we wanted to thank big brother!...”




Wait! This is not how I remember things!



	“As I recall you wanted to mess in my head.” I smiled





	“We wanted to make big brother feel good!”





	“We can make people happy!”





	“If they would deserve it!”





	“But no one before big brother deserved that before!”




They stopped holding each  other’s hands and rushed in my direction. Each of them sat on my side and hugged me.



	“You have quite a hand to the children, hm?” Morgana teased me





	“Actually, no. I don’t really like kids, especially those spoiled one… But I think that I can tolerate those two.”




I patted their heads a little



	“Morgana, your turn.” I ordered





	“Why is that so?”





	“Because I told you to.” I shove her my evil grin “Till you regain your powers I am boss here, or as Pyrox said, I am da Big Boss.”





	“… I have no idea why, but I replenished barely any mana, just few drops…”





	“You have spent god only knows how long in cave of white onyx. My guess is that it affected your body. It will take some time, or rituals to bring you back in shape…. Answer, Morgi”





	“Call me that one more time and I will kill you! I may not have mana but I swear – I will find a log and break your head open!... I told you most. I lived in the times when mana was…. Untouchable… Only few could use it – those personally touched by goddesses. Like the teacher. I am half blood, no demons nor elves wanted to have anything in common. He found me starving, dying on the road. He asked me if I wanted to live. He brought me to some small hut. There were ingredients on the table and a rabbit in the cage. He told me to kill it with bare hands, take off its heart and eat it raw… then he thought me about alchemy, about magic… even later he gave me codex… same you have…” she pointed at me “… I memorized every spell, every rite, every part of knowledge… then he took six more students.. a warlock, a sorceress, a necromancer… we were like a family, but we were still bit lonely. We were treated like freaks and were feared… for a reason. Then one things lead to another… I married local hero and king – Balthazar to gain support for our desire, start experimenting with transferring magic into living being… and when I was just a step from achieving it… my husband messed the structure of spell. And in next moment I woke up with my head on your lap. The end.”





	“Ok, now as we all know each other…”





	“Not so fast! Your turn.”





	“I am smart, clever, sly and so very handsome. With me on your side you don’t have to worry about everything. The end.”





	“Not the end. Keep talking.”





	“I am also not satisfied with your answer.” Jason stretched his arms while saying that.





	“We want to know something about bring brother too!”





	“TELL IT, BIG BOSS!”




I sighed



	“Once upon the time – exactly one year and few month ago, in the forest far, far away… about two days of travel from here… an extremely handsome was born. He already looked as you can see him now… maybe his hair were different and he had few scares less. He only knew that he had to survive…. And then…. BANG!” Next part I said almost on one breath making barely any spaces between word “He became a witch by great pain, walked west, found a village, in village there were two witches that took him in, there was a Codex, old witch said [Hey kid, don’t touch that Codex], a monster appeared and started killing left and right, kid touched a Codex, Codex turn him into a monster, he saved a village, village casted him away for he was a monster, boy went back to the forest, but people felt the magic of codex and started looking for a boy, he was asked to the capital of Neira, became as adventurer, have wonderful life, found a woman he loved, then he went on another quest but BANG! It was an ambush! He got captured and transported to the castle where we all met…” I inhaled loudly “Satisfied?”





	“… you are one year old?”





	“Yup.”





	“Sister, sister, does it means that big brother is actually a little brother?”





	“Brother, brother, Big brother still appear to be bigger…”





For a moment longer we kept having discussion about our lives. Ay refused telling anything. She just said that if we would know too much she would have to kill us, this time no joke nor laugh followed her speech. This one time, Ay was serious. But nothing last forever and we got back to scheming.



	“So we still have couple of days till smuggler would take us away, what would we do? Kept our head low and be quiet?” Jason suggested





	“Pardon me, but I still have few things to do… this is why we are about to do the opposite. We gonna poke the wasp nest… We have to visit some local inquisition office. There are data that I need to collect… also, I have to leave a message. I forgave them once and killed only those who were send after me. This time I am going to punch where it hurts. Tell me, does any of you have some moral restriction from killing civilians? Innocent bystanders?”




I asked titling my head and smilling.
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                We kept talking about what we were about to do in next few days for few more hours, in the end such actions couldn’t be done without preparation… unless your name is Gisele.



	“I think we should name our party!” Jason said with wide grin “It helps us to keep our identity, remember us about our goals and also may be bane of our enemies, what do you think?”




Childish. Stupid. Pathetic. We are not five years old!



	“Name! Name!” Twins yelled together as their eyes started sparkling.




Ok, I can understand them. They are still kids, but I doubt that…



	“SOMKIN’!” Pryox yelled while turning his head above and breathing fire like a dragon




Ok, another man that I can understand. Poor thing must have been tortured by most of his life, he doesn’t even know his own name and use nickname instead. He is mentally unstable so using a name he can pick really can help him in understanding who he is, but then again…



	“Sounds like fun.” Morgana joined discussion “Unfortunately me, my brothers and sisters couldn’t pick one by ourselves. First, we didn’t even consider naming our group as we started studying and later on we were already known as Keepers of Night… that could be refreshing….”




Ok, once and for all I have just lost my faith in humanity!



	“Don’t look at me! I am not a mage, I love you guys, but I doubt we would have many opportunities to work together. I am a freelancer!” Ay said casually eating her piece of deer “Zari, you could have use some spice…”




I pointed on the ground next to her chanting quietly. A small plant started growing there.



	“Give it couple of minutes and you will have pepper growing right next to you…”





	“… You are thlesse sweetest client I ever have!”





	“Anyway. Looks like it is already decided. If you want, just pick a name and I will roll with that.” I gave up. I was simply outnumbered.





	“So… we are about to do something crazy, pretty much impossible and for sure – illogical. At least I have never heard about five magicians, one rouge and one… crippled magician” he said last part looking at half demoness “… to attack inquisition outpost.”





	“Hey! It won’t be that bad! We took a whole castle with over four hundred hunters inside. And outpost should be less fortified and far fewer guards should protect it. In the end this is just a building near trade route that serves only as supply and information distribution point…”





	“Ok, still this is bit crazy… so, as we are going to do something that most of the witches consider suicide…” no. Don’t say it. No. I shall not agree! “… what would you say about suicide squ…”





	“DON’T YOU EVEN DARE TO SAY ANOTHER WORD! I dare you! I double fucking dare you!”





	“Z..Zari, something wrong? Some bad memories attached to this name?”




But I only jumped from the ground, grabbed him by the shoulders and begun shaking him violently



	“ALSO JARED DID A GREAT JOB! HE JUST HAVE BAREALY ANY SCREEN TIME! IT WASN’T HIS FAULT AND DID NOT DESERVE SUCH HARSH REVIEWS!”





	“Zari, please. Calm down! One I have no idea what are you talking about, but if this name doesn’t suit you we can pick another! Just calm down!”




Pyrox moved to Morgana and tried whispering to her eat quietly, yet we all manage to hear that:



	“I think big boss is crazy…”




Finally I calmed down. Seriously, was I the only one who enjoyed that movie? Maybe the only thing that annoyed me bit more than it should was black deadshot but…  screw this. And that. And everything. This movie should have much better reviews!



	“…If it is such a delicate subject for you, how about choosing one yourself?





	“I am fine with whatever you pick!” I just waved my hand





	“No… we insist!”



 


	“I really am fine with everything! Really!”





	“Ok… some… how about..”




Yet the next name they pick didn’t suit me. Nor another. Nor another one. Honestly!? Why are they picking names that are ref to books, movies, shows etc? Can’t they be bit more… original and less direct? In the end I needed to join the discussion as their taste was getting worse. In the end we decided on Legion that came from hell and is back for more – Hellion.



	“Ok. Name is shit, but let’s stay with this one…”





	“I still don’t know what was, in your opinion, wrong with Devil May….”





	“One more word and your head shall roll. Anyway. Let’s get back to bed. We all need some rest after those attractions served to us by old Bob… Ay, would you be so nice and take a first watch?”





	“No problem, Whitey!”




I wanted to take a spot somewhere alone under the tree, but twins kept standing behind me all this time



	“Something I can help you with, sunshines?”





	“Big brother, big brother, you told us we can sleep together…”





	“Big brother, big brother, this is exactly what you said!”





	“I did? I think I did. Really? Are you sure? Like, you sure I didn’t lie? No? Ok. Come here.”





	“…”





	“Something wrong?”





	“Big brother, bog brother… could you turn into fluffy doggy like before?”




Well, what I turned into last time could be named in many ways, but I doubted that fluffy dog was one of those. But they did great, so I think I can spoil them a little… I morphed my body doing my best to grow as much soft fur as it was only possible and rolled on the ground. Kids jumped right away and laid on my side. Now as I think about it, these kids slept god only knows how long without pillows nor quilt having themselves as the only source of warmth. Before falling into sleep I looked over the camp one more time. Morgana looked at me with an ironical smile, she must be remembering the moment in which I said that I hate children.



	“Don’t you dare to say a word.” I hissed in her direction





	“I wasn’t going to say anything.” She smiled sweetly





	“Are you sure? You totally look like someone who wants to speak her mind.”





	“Must be your imagination.”





	“Good.”




And I just closed my eyes, yet I felt her mocking gaze on me for some more time.


I woke up in the morning. Jason was holding the watch



	“Why no one woke me to hold a watch?”





	“Because then we would also wake kids, and they surely needed sleep. So did you. Let me just remind, that old Bob for those past few days focused mostly on you.”




He was right. I slept through the whole night, seven hours? Eight? That twice as much as usual. I waited couple more minutes before waking twins. I poked each of them with my nose couple of times.



	“Get up or I am going to lick you. And once I start there would be no turning back.”




They giggle quietly and pretend to keep sleeping.



	“In that case justice shall be served!”




They run away while screaming in terror. I morphed back to my human form. I was smiling looking at them. Their powers awoke due to desperate need of protecting one another, they may be murderers, but if any sin could be committed because of innocence, that would be exactly what they did. Morgana once again was smiling at me with one of her brows up. In a moment neutral expression returned on my face and with [Hmph] I started helping in packing the camp.



	“Ok, so we are about to find inquisition outpost. Why? We could target few less dangerous facilities.”





	“No, no and no. You see, I told you I have some debt to be paid. There was a paladin that kept escorting me back to this castle. She was followed by few companions also paladins. One of them was nice enough to tell me that his sister bakes world best apple pies and I wish to check if it is true… We are going to start a chaos. And when everyone’s eyes would be focused on us, Ay would locate and still information about Gorge Blaig. To be exact where he and his sister are living.”





	“Why do you think they would have such information?”





	“We are talking about inquisition sunshine. They want to have information about everyone just to blackmail them if situation would turn dire. And as they live somewhere around here local office should have the data. I doubt that they would sent information about every local villager to capital.”





	“Yet… those are all only presumptions, you are risking the life of every team member because you think it will work?”





	“Wow, it sounds really bad when you name it like that. But technically yes, this is exactly what and why we are about to do.”





	“… let’s do this.”






In same time a group of bishop reached at the Castle Wergern. It was a wonderful occasion, mage wanted by prophetess has been caught! Oh, the possibilities were infinite! They would take him and move to the capital and locate in dungeons of headquarters of inquisition. Alice, that little stupid girl wanted him dead so much! Yet the whole council of bishop would decline it! [No now, my lady, we can obtain so much knowledge that could help us hunt down even more witches, we shall not allow such an opportunity to go waste…] as if they would care about witches in the first place. But that silly girl would do everything to see that witch burn… and that would be used to improve possibilities of bishops even further. Their final goal was to take away every possible power from prophetess. To turn her into a nice puppet, the doll that would say a speech prepared by bishops beforehand… for past years they were slowly marching onward to reach this goal, but this.. this was a milestone.


Yet in castle they were not welcome by anyone nor anything… except smoke and broken buildings.



	“No…” bishop whispered in disbelief “No, no NO! This can’t be happening!”




The whole group rushed inside. The walls were the only structures that somehow wasn’t completely destroyed. And it was at least weird sight. In every kind of assault the walls would be damaged first, how would enemy forces get inside if not by making a hollow in defense line?... Unless.. the attack started inside.



	“Search the area! Look for survivors! Paladins! With me! To the chapel!” This castle was special. It served one purpose – to keep an ancient evil at bay. But the seal was left untouched. It has to be! Whoever did it, there was no way that they could have known about it! About her!




Burned bodies of three nuns were the first thing that they noticed. Open flap leading to the lower chamber was second.



	“No! For all creation! No!” Bishop rushed down




They broke the seal, they found a way inside, but it was impossible for them to break the curse! It was impossible! Imposs…


The pedestal was empty. As the old text says, a vessel of calamity that wanted to violate the natural order of the world was placed here. Yet it was gone. Whoever or whatever was supposed to be here… it was gone.


No, wait. On the further inspection pedestal wasn’t completely empty. There was a small piece of paper. A letter? No. It was only a small drawing, very basic one as if done by a kid or in hurry. It was showing a smiling face of something that looked like a wild man, almost beast, with incredibly sharp teeth. Someone was mocking him, mocking the church.



	“Sir!” one of solider returned from inspection “There is no one alive in the castle, all witch cells were opened. There are no signs of breaking in, so it looks as if they were open by keys… also… The torture master is in his cell in the block S… but…”





	“You just say that no one is alive…”





	“Yes, sir… exactly… but apparently… someone…”





	“Just spit it already!”





	“Yes, he looks as if somebody was torturing him instead. His eyes were cut off missing and into his eye sockets some acid had to be poured..”





	“Why do you think acid was poured after cutting eyes off?”





	“Sir, because they were put in the jar on the table next to him…”





	“… something more to report?”





	“Yes. His throat is filled with some… black rock? Maybe tar? Can’t be sure we prefer not touching anything.”





	“You did well. Send messenger to the nearest inquisition office and tell them to sent investigators. Made a camp near the castle. As soon as investigation here would be done and we would get new information we would decide what to do next. Send another messenger to the capital… to the council of bishops to be precise. None of this things can be heard by her heightens prophetess… her heart could not stand such tragedy.”





	“Sir, yes, sir.”







Five hooded travelers were getting closer to the office of inquisition. It was located on the crossing of few trading routes to let traveling inquisitors locate in quickly no matter where they came from or traveled to. It looked like pretty bug mansions, with stable, well, chapel, barracks and – the main reason why those five travelers came here – the library. Well, word library wouldn’t really fit the description. There were not books about science, culture or politic here. Only records of cases and people from around.



	“Only two meter tall wall? I can’t see too many guards either. Why aren’t they protecting this facility more?” man around his forties asked





	“No one with bit of sanity left wouldn’t attack church in the first place. I am pretty sure that within a day forces from nearest towns would come here and hunt down idiots responsible for that.” Young man leading the group answered





	“We are those idiots.”





	“A-ha.”





	“So, why won’t we be hunted down in a day?”





	“Because of our brothers and sisters we freed yesterday. There are many traces. Also, we would leave them some fake information. Just in case.”




They got closer to the gate. There was exactly one guard on the wall.



	“State your business!”





	“Sir! The castle Wargern has fallen! Witches run in all directions! We saw it happening and have information about them! Please! Hear us out!”





	“Incredible. Not a single lie…”





	“This cannot be! Do you think what we will do to you for such jokes!”





	“Look on us, dear sir! We have came directly under your gate to deliver those information! Personally! If that would be a joke we would send letter instead of risking our lifes!”





	“…Fair enough. I will open the gate. Head inquisitor will hear you out.”




The gate slowly start moving to the sides letting travelers inside



	“Follow me. You better not be joking or I will personally skin you alive.”





	“Old Bob would start with pulling nails off.” Man on the front said





	“… civilian, how do you know nickname of Master Torturer?”





	“Civilian? We are not civilians.”





	“But you said…”





	“WE told you that we have information about witches that destroy castle. This is not a lie. You have just let them in.”




Guard turned around and wanted to say something, but wave of fire turned him into walking, screaming torch.



	“Ok, lady and gentlemen, let’s do the show.”








	“It irritates me more than it should that you are leaving me behind.” First witch said irritated





	“Honey, guessing by what Whitey said you are useless. They don’t want to risk your life not to lose focus. Tis only logical way….” Explosion could be heard from direction of the castle “.. Okie-dokie, that was sign for me to step in! Stay here, don’t talk with stranger and eat your veggies. We will be back in a blink!”




Assassin patted witch head, put nun robes on and moved running in direction of explosions.





Travelers entered the mansion. It wasn’t richly decorated, but it was far from being poor. One of the man tried to start burning the building, but was stopped but white-haired leader



	“Not yet, Pyrox, we will still have time for that. We don’t want fire to burn records for which we came, don’t we? As soon as Ay would let us know that she has what we came here for you are free to burn every single plank in this place.”




The punk only [Hmph]ed annoyed in response, but did as he was told.


A sound of running foot could be heard from behind a corridor and about ten man dressed quickly in light armor tired surrounding them.



	“Surrender! You are outnumbered! You shall pay of invading this…”





	“I think you got slightly wrong idea of what is happening here. We are not trapped here with you, you are the one who are trapped here with us.”




Twins  that stood behind a man grabbed each other hands. Man who yelled a moment ago grabbed his head as surge of pain went through his body.


Silly him. Why did he ordered them to surrender? They were the one who should fell on their faces and beg for mercy! To say such rude words to angel! How foolish he was! Such sin can be only paid by blood! Their blood! He took his blade off and with polite, apologetic smile said



	“I am sorry, may this sacrifice undo my sins…”




And pierced man standing next to him





A single nun was running through the corridors of building next to the mansion, she tried locating records regarding specific person. She shouldn’t waste too much time, in the end she was looking someone with family name starting on [B]



	“Halt! What are you doing here sister!?”





	“Have you lost your mind? Don’t you know what is happening?! Office is under attack! They entered the head inquisitor mansion! He ordered me to grab as many records and flee! What are you still doing here? Go aid your brothers!”




And she pushed man to the side entering records.


B…B…B…B…B… HERE! Now, family name… there it is! Now only look for two specific people, it can’t be much of job, can it… in the end she wasn’t looking for some…


Huge family with incredibly long record. Of course this fucker belong to one.






Another inquisitor was send flying over the corridor with twisted neck as monstrosity that looked like two meter tall breed of wolf and lizard moving on two rears legs ended his life.



	“Jason. Look at the mast on the library. What flag is there?”




Dark haired man rushed to the window



	“Red sun on white background. Flag of the church. Nothing changed.”




Guard opened side door with the kick holding the crossbow in his head. Aimed at beast and shot. Arrow pierced creature’s side making it roar, more in surprise that pain. It looked at the guard, at wound, again on guard and again on wound. Grabbed the arrow and pulled it off. Guard, much in his terror could notice how wound was vanishing. Like it never was dealt. No, wait. A small scar was left on the creatures arm.


Poor man dropped his weapon and start running back in direction where he came from. Yet the beast dropped on its all four and with speed of galloping horse run into darkness of hidden passage. Within few seconds a scream of man in agony could be heard followed by sound of flesh being tore apart.


Same creature came from the corridor, yet half of his body was painted in red.



	“Jason. Mast.”





	“How many times I have to tell you that… Wait… are those… Zari, I am pretty sure that flag was replaced by… underwear… pants, to be precise.”





	“That’s our sign. Pyrox, remember what I told you? You can have your fun now.”




A man with spiked hairs smiled from ear to ear and in next moment room in which they were standing turned into raging inferno.



	“Ok guyz, let us show them what we are made off. Blood and gore! We have been in hell and we are back for more! We are legion that came from the abyss!”





	“WE ARE HELLION!”



            

    
        Chapter 186

    
    
    
    
                We left the mansion that right now was completely covered by fire. After taking few more steps the whole construction collapsed. I looked to the side just to see that Pyrox already started burning stable and library. Horses? Fear not. After few first explosions, they started acting violently. Servants must have released them, for right now not a single animal was inside.


-          “Ah! I almost forget about that!” I put my hand in the pocket of my traveling coat and took a small piece of paper. I quickly attached it to the gate “Now, we are good to go. PYROX! Come on! This is not the only building in the country that you can burn! There will always be more!”


Pyromancer stopped casting more flames, looked at me listening to what I have to say, turn one last time toward the building and threw yet another fireball. After that he joined the team.



	Your party has conquered [Information Office of Inquisition]
	Calculating rewards
	Exp	750







We joined Morgana and Ay few in half an hour. Just to be sure that no one was following us.


-          “I am pretty sure you have something for me?”


-          “Of course honey, just tell me what you prefer first? A dinner? A bath? Location of certain paladin? Or m…”


-          “Will take location, please.”


-          “Hmph. It’s actually Bit north from here. On our way to smuggler’s point so…”


-          “… so we will move south.”


Rest of the group looked at me like on a madman


-          “Then mind telling us why did you move in, tell everyone far and wide that we are nearby if…” Morgana started trying to comprehend what I wanted to achieve


-          “They will likely follow us as they would only find some traces. And we would lead them south. I asked you if you have anything against playing with civilians, remember?”


-          “You ask about killing innocent civilians, am I right?”


-          “That sounds really bad as you name it this way… but technically you are right, we are going to un-alive them… then we would get to some trading route and move north while following us forces would be looking us in the south.”


-          “Why do you think they would follow us South?”


-          “Morgi, I will forgive you this time for you have no idea about geography.” Morgana resisted her urge to jump at me with her nails. She hated that nickname I gave her “But we have already moved south once – to get here, now we are about to get even further south to local village where we will make yet another show… and can some of you tell me what is even further to the south?”


-          “… The vault. One of the greatest treasury of the church. It is said that every cursed item, every grimoire taken my witch hunters is stored there… but there is no way we would conquer it. It is not some small fort guarded by small army, with fortifications and…” Jason become pale on his face


-          “And who is talking about taking it over? But Church doesn’t know it! All it knows is that there are witches that castle was conquered, a hundred witches freed and trails are leading south – to the vault. They have no idea how many of us are here, so most likely they will try to double the guards and would wait for an attack… but…”


-          “…We would already be heading north.”


-          “Of course. I am not sure at all that this is what they would do…”


-          “So you are gambling again?”


-          “Hey! Your enemies won’t predict what you are about to do if you yourself have no clue what you are doing!”


Morgana slowly hid her face behind her palms.


-          “Please, tell me that not every witch is that crazy. Please, tell me that not every witch is that crazy. Please,…”


She started her quiet mantra.


-          “To the south, team. To the south!”


We moved looking for a small village.





Messenger of a bishop was getting closer to the Inquisition office. The situation was bad. Very, very bad. They needed to send a message to the capital and local military outposts! This is why he kept rushing his horse to move faster and faster. He was pretty sure that poor creature would collapse from exhaustion at the moment they would reach it… still. He had no choice in that matter.


He moved past the last bushes stepping on the path of road leading straight to the office… Yet what he saw was raging inferno devouring buildings. His horse, on mere sight of it stood on his rear legs pushing him off his backs.


…. This can’t be happening! THIS CAN’T BE HAPPENING! The office had communication crystals that could be used to call for help but right now… right now it was impossible. Their information center has been destroyed. Maybe, maybe they managed to send a signal before the attack so… No. Bishop always says that it is best to always suspect worst case scenario to occur. He has to go back and tell him what he has just seen… But his horse won’t be able to run even a mile more! Stable… of course. Burned. He will have to move by his foot. It will make him waste a whole day, but it can’t be helped. He turned around and started matching back. There is a long road waiting.




From bushes, a small village could be seen. It was already close to dusk. I looked back upon my comrades.


-          “Ay, Jason. You are going to visit this village. We need supplies…”


-          “Can’t we just move as a group there? We could use some…”


-          “Jason. Look at yourself and Ay. What do you see?”


-          “Some crazy woman and decent, splendid civilian…” Ay just yelled half annoyed half amused hearing him talking “…Why?”


-          “I see two normal people. And now look at Morgana – the bloody half demon, look at me – I am pretty sure that I am already a monster from fairy tales to scare kids..” I pointed on my hair and eyes “… Look at twins are Pyrox. Jason – only you two won’t drag too much attention. We need some food and basic equipment. You will buy it, stay for a hour or so in local inn, get a beer or two, talk with people about completely normal stuff – if roads are free from bandits, how much hiring cart cost… and then you would leave it from the other side, cuz that would be weird if you would leave the village from same direction you entered it, and get back to us. In that time we would set some basic camp and… I will start doing… something. And this is yet another reason why you don’t want to stay too long there. Get it?”


-          “Ha! I presume that Jason doesn’t have any coin to spare…” Ay said casually “.. Ya think that I sleep on gold? Wait, actually… but I can’t carry all my fortune on the missions! And I still have smuggler to pay and…”


I casually drop a small bag with 50 silver coin in her direction. She caught it midair


-          “Should be more than enough. But, Jason – look at me. Don’t get yourself drunk just yet…”


-          “Easy kid. I waited six years, I can wait couple days more.”


-          “… As you were captured… didn’t they take everything you got?” Ay raised her brow


-          “There are places they didn’t search.” I smiled. It was supposed to be joke for them. The truth is that they couldn’t take my ring nor pendant. Each time they would take it off my finger it would appear on another. Soul bind, bitches. Well, they called it cursed


-          “Suuure. Well, if we have a coin, then we can as well keep moving, come on Jas, we have a date!” Ay said grabbing man’s arm and leading him toward the village


-          “Ok. I can I ask you to set the camp?”


-          “And what will you do?” Morgi, Morgi, Morgi…. Are you that afraid that I am about to order you around while doing nothing?


-          “I am going to do some magic, but I need ingredients. Mostly bones. So I am about to catch some animals, tear them apart, cook their meat for dinner and use what is left to make totems. Something more you want to know? Wanna change our tasks?”


-          “I don’t mind getting dirty, if this is what you want to ask…”


-          “But can you hunt something? With your magic gone, that is.”


She showed me her angry glare


-          “I assure you, as soon as I would have my powers back you will be the first one I would love to inform.”


I walked by her and I patted gently her head


-          “I would really love hearing about that! It would mean that you are no longer a burden! Now be a good girl, and do your part of job, you lil’ leech.”


She punched me in the thigh, but her blow was lacking any strength.




Door to inn was opened and two travelers stepped inside. Man around his forties with few days old beard. Looking bit eccentric, yet elegant. Maybe some lesser noble? He was leading quite beautiful woman… with quite a bosom… and that woman was not afraid letting everyone know that she was quite proud of her… assets, for her décolletage was at least… daring.


They were carrying small bags filled with basic equipment and food, and guessing by how many of those they were carrying they either have mercenaries waiting for them outside of village or are going on quite a journey.


-          “Good sir and madam, how can I serve you?” inn keeper noticed an opportunity to earn something extra


-          “Good day to you too, good man, some warm meal that you have in pot would nice, also glass of whiskey for me, and whatever my lady would desire.” Photomancer answered with polite, yet noble-like manner


-          “Ah, that so sweet of you!” Ay purred hugging him bit tighter “… Glass of red wine is all I need today!”


-          “Will be served in a blink, dear sir, madam. Please, take a sit!” He showed the way to the table deeper in the inn, location that was bit better separated from rest of the room


-          “If that’s the only table left? Pardon us our greed, but we would love to hear some of the bard’s songs together with rest of people.” Jason said while tossing a coin to the musician in bright cloths


-          “As you wish, dear sir, as you wish…”


Innkeeper helped both of his guests sit by the table by pulling the chairs with courtesy as they were taking their sits. As they were left for a moment alone Ay whispered to her partner in crime


-          “Don’t forget what Zari told you. Careful with that whiskey.”


-          “I am not going to fall after one glass, Ay.”


-          “I am just wondering if you are ready to stop after just one glass, that’s it. You know what? I even decided to flash my tits around to keep you distracted from alcohol, yet you are still gazing over the bar every ten seconds.”


-          “Trust me, your lovely bosom is the only reason why I am not looking there all the time. You can consider yourself quite successful.”


Assassin chuckled lightly


-          “Your sweet words will bring you nowhere. One glass. I am watching you.”


Usually the guests would be served by one of two waitress, but as today somebody that gave silver coin to bard came… there is no way owner of this place would let those two incompetent wenches to deal with them.


-          “Actually, we are moving south… is there something we have to know? Bandits? Toll collectors? Roads are good?”


-          “Yes, milord, roads are great, and we consider toll collectors and bandits as one…”


As Jason was talking with innkeeper, Ay causally took a glance around. With amusement she noticed that she caused quite a commotion in the inn. Villagers were gazing on her, averting their eyes each time she would look in their direction, woman gathered together gossiping, while pointing at her.


They were all so dirty. Savage. Annoying. In her job she had to use her assets quite a lot. To seduce her target, to buy information. To distract her target. From all kinds of men and women, those who were drooling on mere sight of her she hated the most. To become what she is now she didn’t only have to master all kind of weapon usage, seduction techniques. She studied more subjects then many scientist. She was required to know everything about everything. You wanted to talk with her about physic? Philosophy? Art? She even know what improvements were recently added to the ships by pirates on the north, making them almost twice faster while traveling with the wind… But no. 90% of her missions required her to be half-naked. It was such a …waste!


Her thoughts were stopped by sight of innkeeper pouring another dose of whiskey to Jason glass. At first, she allowed herself to kick her partner under the table, then she said sweetly to the owner of the inn


-          “Good sir, please, slow down with those drinks! There is long journey ahead of us and my sunshine needs to be in best conditions possible!”


-          “Milady! Just look at your companion! I am sure that such a man can handle a whole barrel without noticing he drank anything at all!”


-          “But it won’t make him smell any better, and I will be the one that will have to bear the odor! Honey, few more minutes and we will have to leave.”


-          “Oh, but please! Be my guests! We have rooms upstairs!” innkeeper did all he could to keep those coin-spending-machines as long as possible


-          “Pardon us, it was very pleasant, but indeed. We are in hurry… yet that whiskey is truly amazing. Good man, would you be so kind and gave us two… no, three bottles? It would improve our moods on journey ahead…” Jason paid twice as much as he was supposed to.


Innkeeper, for such wonderful evening, not only gave them one more bottle but walked them all the way to the edge of the village, humbly asking them to visit him as they wound be heading back.



-          “Nice man. I almost feel bad that he has to die.” Jason sighed truly depressed


-          “The war of mighty requires blood of innocent. It always works this way. Wait till Neira and Holies would start attacking each other. Dozens of such villages would be burned.”


-          “… Still, I could ask him where he got that whiskey from…”


-          “He would never tell you. He earns by buying cheaper and selling with profit. In the moment he would let his suppliers be known he could lose lots of coins.”


-          “… in that case I am not sorry at all about his death.”


They approached small camp were their allies were resting. Well, most of them. In the middle of the camp a totem made of bones tied with tendons was raised. In front of it Zariel was sitting in lotus position. He was wearing only his pants revealing most of his skin with weird curved marks painted with blood. Between him and totem a small fireplace was raised on which he was burning some herbs. The smoke was covering both him and totem. Druid’s eyes were rolled back in his skull.


-          “Did he … drug himself?”


-          “It is common practice. It helps to empower connection with the spirits. They call it dining with gods…” Morgana said


White haired man suddenly raised his hands in worshipping manner toward the totem as he started singing


-          “May the spirits, may the spirits answer our humble call,Oh sleeping one, I beg thee now, don’t make us hunger!,
May the spirits, may the spirits answer our humble call,Oh may thee don’t make us wait longer for the answer!,
May the spirits, may the spirits answer our humble call,We beg thee now, poison this land with our anger!,
May the spirits, may the spirits answer our humble call,
As thee shall come, the sky would bleed with mightiest thunder!”


He was slowly raising from his sitting position. One of his legs was kicking the ground in the rhythm of song only he could hear.


-          “Totem, song of summoning followed by ritual dance? My, my. That kid isn’t as useless as I thought. Taking in consideration his age… that’s quite impressing.” Morgana for the first time ever acknowledged Zari as something more than just a source of irritation.


Smoke was no longer coming from the fire in the middle of the totem. Instead, it was coming from Zari’s body each time he made a move. He was dancing around the totem with his eyes rolled back to his socket. Slowly, smoke was changing color, from grey into jet black. It was flying over the totem where it started getting denser and more focused slowly forming a shape of wolf’s head.


-          “Who is the one that dared to disturb my slumber in this country that no longer worship mother earth! If you came to bargain for blessing for those people, then you shall face my anger!”


-          “Oh, mighty thy, oh mighty thy,It’s not the reason we have call you,
We are here, oh we are here,
To beg you for…”


-          “Stop those gibberish! It makes my head split!” the creature exhaled part of smoke back on magician. It made him snap back to reality. Effect of drug was instantly gone.


-          “Oh spirits of the forest, you forgotten by the people of this land, we came to offer you revenge you yearn for. I offer thee my magic, my power and spell…”


-          “Don’t you dare lying to me, silly mortal. You have your own grudge against those people, otherwise you wouldn’t bother waking me up. But I hunger for blood of those who forsaken me and my brothers… If their agony is what you desire… I shall aid you, mortal. Only blood can repay this indignity! The forest shall comply to your desires…”


The phantom of wolf’s head made of darkest smoke and miasma show tarrying grin, that would made bravest shiver.

            

    
        Chapter 187

    
    
    
    
                Gisele was sitting next to bar with glass of vodka in front of her rumbling her fingers on the desk. Her eyes were looking in direction of guild door.


-          “I bet 5 silvers that she will try again in next five minutes…” one of the adventurers said.


-          “Nooo, she tried just now, I doubt that she would do it anytime soon.”


-          “Then bet 5 silvers…”


-          “Ok, so be it.” As soon as he put those coins on the table the door to guild opened. Somebody entered the guild. The door stared shutting behind him…


And then Gisele raised from her chair and bolted in that direction. She moved past chairs and tables, pushing few adventurers out of her way, she moved past counter with Mike sitting behind it, who only sighed sadly.


And in the moment when dragoness almost run outside of the guild… chain attached to her leg straightened up saying far and wide that there were no links left. Dragoness fall on the floor shaking the whole building.


-          “DAMN YOU JERICHO! YOU CAN’T JUST TAKE AWAY MY WEAPONS, GOLD AND CHAIN ME TO THE GUILD!”


But that was exactly what he did. Right now, Gisele was tied with few dozen meter long chain to the center of the guild, she could with ease get access to every part of the building… But she couldn’t even take a step outside.


-          “YOU CAN’T DO THIS TO ME! You can’t… you can’t…” she started sobbing. “… Please, I beg you… we have to do something...”


-          “We did Gisele…” Somebody said “… we trusted Zari. I mean, that’s Zari! He always finds a way. Maybe amoral, almost evil, but for sure the one that would work. As far as I know Guild Master contacted some smuggler in that matter, also Neira recently started regrouping near the border… that should keep Holies occupied. Tell me Gis – do you trust Zari?”


-          “NO! I TOLD HIM TO BE CAREFUL! That bastard got captured day after he swore me to be god-damn-it careful! How could I trust somebody so… so… incompetent.. and… and…lying… and…”


-          “Somebody you love?”


-          “… I swear, if that asshole didn’t die yet, and would come here as if nothing happened… I WILL KILL HIM MYSELF!”


Adventurers in guild smiled. That was their old, good Gisele





Holy Kingdom




I was sitting under the totem with an orb of miasma floating near between my palms. Creating a life wasn’t difficult, as a druid I could make a huge tree within a day. The problem was creating more complex life forms… Oh, no, pardon me, wrong word, no complex, but serving another purpose. Creating a seed required no skill, only some mana. Every druid had ready pattern of few plant’s seeds in their heads. But when you had to create something new, despite that what you were working on was supposed to be very simple… it required quite a focus.


But I shall not complain about the difficulty of the task. I am Wrath of Aira, fangs of the forest. Spreader of plagues. And this is what I was doing right now – creating my very first plague.


-          “…Zari… have you finished it yet?” Jason asked but inpatient “… I don’t mean to hurry you… but please, hurry, that wolf is creeping me out…”


Indeed. The phantom of the forest was floating around photomancer all the time. For last couple of hours he didn’t avert his gaze even for a second.


-          “That’s probably because of your light affinity. He could mistaken you for members of church that came upon those lands and forced people into abandoning worshiping the nature…”


-          “Mind telling him it wasn’t me?”


-          “Useless. For spirits mortals are mortals, they can barely recognize two of us as different individuals. As if you were looking at bunch of ants. Could you tell which one of ants is named Jerry and which one is Jack?|


-          “Why would we even name ants?”


I stopped by job for a moment just to look in his direction


-          “Exactly.”


He gulped loudly


-          “Also…” I continued “… would you mind letting me focus? Do you know what bacteria is?”


-          “No clue.”


-          “A life form. Very small. It is impossible to see it with current tools. It is enough to say that there are millions of them living on the head of the nail. There are everywhere. In the air, water, soil… even in you. Like for example in your stomach. There are many kinds of food that you can’t digest by yourself, they are doing it for you, but as you would die and your immunity system would be no longer fueled… they would start digesting you. They are responsible for rotting. There are one that protects you, helps you with your ever day life… and those that are killing you. Lots of diseases are their fault. This is what I am doing right now. I am creating a new bacteria that would spread diseases and kill whole village and everyone that would approach it. Do you get it? Weapon of mass destruction, pretty much uncontrollable. Tell me, do you fancy dying while bleeding from every hole as your whole body would get covered in blisters?”


-          “…Can you do something like this?”


-          “No. bacteria I would make would die before reproducing thus wouldn’t do any casualties. That could be possible if I was nearby to the target and kept feeding it with my mana… still, chances of failure would be huge… But with our new friend – the one you are keeping busy – that should be more than possible. He is a source of life and mana just big enough to fuel one or two calamities.”


I focused back on the screen of plague design. Yes, I got that. As soon as I started playing with plagues a few screen covered my visions.  I got a list of every symptom I could add to the disease. It was a bit like more advanced puzzles.


Again and again I kept failing. Sometimes when I added symptoms in wrong order – the whole DNA of bacteria would collapse, when I was balancing lethality and infectiousness and I would cross a certain line, the whole structure would collapse and I had to start from a scratch.


Ah. Fuck this. I was trying to make it a silent killer. The one that would make people die in their sleep, looking as if they die from being too weak… I wanted to give painless death… Should I hit randomize button? Nay, that would be too lazy, even for me.


I spend next hour or two before I opened my eyes and with an orb of miasma floating n front of me I approached the spirit.


-          “It is ready, slumbering one. May my gift to you become a blade of revenge.”


-          “Tis shall do. Not as perfect as my fangs, no as deadly as my claws.. but may this seed of death become a breath of agony that we shall inflict upon this land…”


I took a step back, then another, and yet another. Once again I attached the drawing of smiling face to the totem and turned back to the group


-          “I think that is the best time for us to leave.”


-          “We are not ungrateful…” wolf roared again “… we shall let you leave the forest. Our anger shall strike them down at night.”


I looked at the horizon. The dusk was approaching.


-          “Guyz… why the fuck DIDN’T YOU START PACKING THE CAMP YET?!”


Everyone started rushing all over the camp, picking pieces of equipment, putting down the fire and preparing to leave. We should leave it in couple of minutes.





The group led by Bishop arrived at the inquisition information office, well, or at least to what remained from once proud facility. Even from here he could see few bodies laying around. He decided to get even closer, and as soon as he approached the gates he saw a piece of paper attached to it. Again – drawing of smiling face. DAMN IT! Always one step before them! As if they knew what they are about to do…


Lack of the office would slow down their examinations of the castle… no, wait… let’s look at this fro different perspective. What did they achieve by conquering the castle? They freed an ancient evil. What did they get by destroying office? They slowed down hunting… no, not only that! They paralyzed information distribution – they couldn’t call for help! Even if they would send a messenger, they would need two days to get to the closest military outpost, then at least three more to get back here… they got five days to do whatever they wish to…


Five days of silence… What big actions could they do in this district that would…


May the heaven protect them!


-          “THE VAULT!” Bishop roared “Send messengers to the vault and nearest outposts! Prepare them for attack!”


It is all clear now! They already have freed witches on their side, they have forgotten evil on their side as a symbol of their actions! They are basically an army! What does army need? A weapon.


And vault is filled with grimoires and cursed items from basements to the roof! They could take over the whole province! Oh, of course that they would be pacified in next two weeks or even a month… but what if that is part of something YET BIGGER?! What if they are working for Neira?! Taking over the province would let them relocate the whole army on the territory of the Church without anyone noticing?! Was that their plan all along?! He sent a messenger into every corner of the kingdom, he himself – together with a small squad of bodyguards moved in direction of the vault. They have to be sure… maybe he was just exaggerating? Maybe they weren’t moving south?






Next day – afternoon





We left the forest in a hurry to get as far as possible from the area of plague. I was more or less resistant to diseases, but I couldn’t say the same thing about my newest friends. That night it was a time when both moons were shining strongest – double full moon, thus traveling was almost as easy as in the day. Later, we have woke up with first light and headed north – to Greg’s sister.


HA-HA-HA! Today we shall see whose apple pies are best! And as after fair duel I shall be pledged VICTORIOUS, I will ask a question or two about Amelia Scarlet. My little nemesis.


As much as I hate church, I have to praise them for one thing – their roads are quite splendid. Better than Neira, Bah! Even better than in my previous-life-mother land. Well, to be honest, it is hard to not have better roads than my previous homeland. Yet, traveling was quite pleasant. Another thing that hit me hard was that civilians were really decent people. As we were moving by the road, some old man with cargo stopped by


-          “Oy! Lads! Where are you heading? North? Yea? Great, we are traveling same way! Get on the cart!”


How could we possibly refuse?


-          “So, lads. What yar businesses on the north?”


-          “Visiting friends.” I said cheerfully “Can you imagine, old man, he dared to claim that his sister makes best apple pies in a world! Of course, that’s nonsense, for the one that makes them best is me! And as far as I know I am not his sister, thus we are traveling there to clarify this misunderstanding!”


-          “HAHAH… wait, are you, perhaps, traveling to visit Marla?”


-          “That would be correct! You know them?”


-          “DO I KNOW MARLA!? Yes, my dear boy. You see, every fall every village has a picnic to celebrate the harvest season. And Marla indeed makes cakes. Oh kid, if you wish to challenge her, you better to be one hell of a cook!”


We traveled for few more hours. I used this opportunity to ask for as many details as possible. I described Greg few times to ensure him that he is my friend, I even joked about his crush on Commander Amelia. I received lots of gossip about Miss Marla, also that Greg desperately tries to find her a husband. No, not to force into anything. He just keeps saying [Marla, you are not getting any younger, that’s about the time you would get yourself a husband]


Quite protective brother you are Gorge, great. This will make our negotiations only easier.


-          “That’s the village, Lads, say hello to Marla from me!”


We said our farewells to a merchant and moved looking for Marla’s house. As we were approaching I ordered everyone to put on amulets of inquisitors


I knocked on heavy doors


-          “Just a second darling! I am coming!” a lovely voice could be heard from other side


-          “You are Marla?” I asked in a harsh voice. She gazed over our amulets


-          “Yes, master inquisitor, how can I help the Office?”


-          “Marla Blaig, you have been accused of heresy.”


-          “T…That’s a nonsense, your majesty! Who dares to claim that I…”


-          “Your brother, Marla…” her eyes widened “… he claims that you are world's finest apple pie maker, which I come to disagree with. I demand a trial by combat – you and me, the one that makes better pie is a winner.”


It took her a moment to comprehend what I said before she burst into the most cheerful laugh.


She was a simple girl, the villager, not dumb, just simple – the one that enjoys small stuff.


-          “Your majesty, if I have any devil dwelling within me, then you would have just scared them all away! Please, come in, you know my brother?”


-          “Greg? Yes. Decent man. I had a pleasure to be escorted by him and his team recently. Is he here?”


-          “No, your maje…”


-          “Please, call me Zari, that’s how friends call me…. On the other hand, you, my lady, may call me however you desire. Now I can see why your brother so desperately looks for a husband for you. Such a wonderful, beautiful woman all alone? Tis yells to heaven for punishment!”


-          “Did he, perhaps, tried convincing you to marry me?”


-          “Perhaps.”


-          “And you came all this way, to poor, lonely Marla because of that?”


-          “Non nobis domina! I already said the reason why I and my companions came. It is because I wish to prove you, that your apple pie may be, at very best – good, while mine is truly divine!”


-          “You talk a lot, my lord, can those words be proven by actions?”


-          “May the Goddess forgive me, for despite my vows to do no harm to innocent, I am about to completely destroy you and confidence of yours!” I smiled bowing slightly






An hour later





-          “Marla! I am home!” Paladin yelled from the doorstep


Paladin’s sister rushed to greet him


-          “Come on! Your friends are already inside waiting for you!” she chuckled grabbing him by an arm and pulling him inside


-          “Friends? Which one? Harold stopped by?”


-          “No! Your newest one!”


Marla led him to the kitchen, where a white-haired man in an apron was kneading the cake.


-          “Ah! Already here, Greg? Good to see you!” as soon as I said that paladin turned pale “My, my! You look as if you have seen a ghost! Or worst! A witch! Fret not! Inquisition is here!” I smiled pointing on amulet on my neck


While holding his sister by an arm he turned around as he wanted to run through the same door he came in, but Jason biting on apple was already there.


-          “Ah! My apologies! You don’t know each other! Jason, that Greg that I told you so much about, Greg – Jason, we met in place you escort me to… Also, GUYZ! Come in! Introduce yourself… there we have a Pyrox, Darik and Daria – quite special kids if you ask me, Morgana, please forgive her covering her face and Ay. Friends of mine…”


-          “… Why are you here?”


-          “Oh! I told you that I would love to see if your sister is as good as you said… for as far as I can tell, I am about to pulverize her into a dirt!”


-          “HO?! My good sir, how can you tell so?” Marla decided to join the discussion


-          “You didn’t add enough butter. Your cake won’t be moist enough.”


-          “Exactly. It will be nice and crispy outside. Then as you would already take a bite you would feel the sweet apple slowly invading your taste buds…”


-          “… Impossible… I have underestimated my enemy… Chapeau bas, my lady, quite the idea…”


-          “And you, my good sir, why do you need those cherries? Last time I checked we were supposed to make an apple pie!”


-          “That’s correct. A cake will have apples, and nothing more. But I am going to add more sugar than usual, yes it will make it extra sweet, almost unbearably sweet… but if we would coat it in sour cherry syrup...?”


-          “… My brother, for the first time ever I have meet worthy opponent!”






Same time, previous village




Bishop, moving to the south, found a small village in which he wanted to get new supplies before moving further in direction of vault.


Yet village was… quiet. To quiet. As they moved closer they noticed a single man sitting near the well.


-          “Hey! You, over there! Where are rest of the villagers! Call the elder, we have to…”


A man raised his head.


His eyes were completely red, his skin was almost as pale as paper with red veins visible, his lips were covered in cracks and he was bleeding from his nose.


-          “Wa…ter…”


Everyone from Bishop group covered their mouth with a piece of cloth. Bishop himself raised his hands to the sky and chanted a spell. He and his team were surrounded by light. Slowly, they started approaching. As they got close to the man, bishop laid his hand on his forehead casting lesser healing magic


The sick must have felt better right away


-          “Thank you…. Your majesty… thank you….”


-          “Fear not, my child. Everything is all right now…” it wasn’t. he was going to die anyway. He barely made him feel better to get as many information as he could “tell me, where rest of the vill…”


-          “Everyone! My Lord! Dead or dying! It was…. Weird. When we were falling asleep we all were fine! But at the morning few of us were so very weak, that they couldn’t rise from their beds… then some started bleeding. Rash and blister covered their body… 10th of the village was dead till noon, in next four hours half… now… now I can’t even get up to count those who survived… Tell me, your majesty… are we being punished by heavens? Weren’t we good enough?”


-          “No, my child. How can you even think that such calamity was done by heavens? This is clearly job of evil… tell me, did something weird happen lately? Unusually?”


-          “…Yesterday… two travelers – woman and male… came from North. Bought lots of supplies…”


-          “Did they tell where they were heading?”


-          “S…South. They told… south… in business… but as man said business, woman chuckled…”


… The vault… they were really going for the vault…

            

    
        Chapter 188

    
    
    
    
                I was kneading cake with ferocity, oh my darling, you are going to be rolled so go, I will squeeze every possible imperfection off you, everything that shall remain will be just one, fluffy, delicious…



	Your plague [Black Breath] has slain [Villager]
	You have obtain [26 exp]





DAMN IT! Don’t disturb be right now! Can’t you die like unimportant, unnamed side character you are? NO! HUR DUR LOOK AT ME! I am a villager and I am dying! Make the whole world known!


Ok, easy me… easy me… let’s start rubbing apples



	“Here, have this one…” Marla passed me a bowl with already prepared apples. They were done perfectly, all you had to do was just to add sugar or whatever you wished to in proportions you liked





	“My thanks, madam.” I bowed my head with a smile. She wasn’t a woman. She was an angel.




Now. Let’s use some cinnamon for extra…



	Your plague [Black Breath] has slain [Villager]
	You have obtain [26 exp]





CURSES UPON YOU! YOUR LIFE MEANS NOTHING! STOP DISTURBING MEEEE! I need to focus damn it! System! For fuck sake! Disable notification for an hour!


No? Damn it! If I will have to I will do it manually! Control panel – Settings – Customize…



	Notifications about obtaining [exp] have been temporarily disabled 





THANK YOU!


Now, I should start preparing syrup so…



	Do you wish advices regarding [Apple pie creation] to be visualized?





WHAT? Damn it! System! Stop it, you little dense cunt! Artisan is at work! I have to focus!



	I just wanted to be nice and help! Asshole!





I don’t need help! I need silence, you little whore! Let me work!



	Jerk





Bitch!



	“Mister Zariel? Is everything all right? For a moment you looked a bit….”





	“Oh, that’s your fault, milady! You are such a fine rival, that I had to think about another strategy!”





	“Ah, your words are too kind, if I may give you and advice…”





	“I would be more than grateful…”





	Sure. Get advices from that whore instead of me...





God damn it, System!



	Tsh.






	“You are trying too hard, just make it plain and simple. Sometimes adding less means more!”




… my-my, maybe I should break up with Gisele for her? I mean, come on! She makes cakes!...Wait, on the other hand, I make them too… maybe I will dump her too for myself? That’s a plan…


For next half of an hour we did our best to prepare the best cakes possible. As we were done we put it into huge stone hearth where the last phase of pie-making would take a place



	“Now the hardest part.” We said in unison, looked at each other and laughed cheerfully





	“Ok, we did our best. Now rest is in hands of angels.” She said





	“Ho? You think that angels have anything in common with your pies? I assure you, only your great knowledge, skills, dedication and love are affecting your creations.”





	“Love?”





	“Of course! How couldn’t you know that?! This is what makes the pie to rise!”





	“I thought that heat…”





	“Nope. It’s love. And it returns to you with every single bite!”





	“I will not argue with an expert.” She admitted “Anyway. As we have to wait for next two hours… maybe we shall talk a little? Brother, lead them to the dining room, I will go to the basement and bring some compote, will be back in a jiffy!”




Poor Greg, he didn’t have anything to be said in that matter. But as soon as his sister vanished behind the door he looked at me as whispered quietly



	“How did you get here and what do you want?”





	“We escaped the cells, freed all the witches, burned it to the ground with all guards inside it then we moved bit to the south-east, bit more to the south, then east and north, where we found a nice old man – traveling merchant that gave us a ride… this is how we get here… and I told you why am I here dozens of times already! When somebody claims that there is world best baker… I will go through gates of hell to try it…. And as soon as pies would be done, and we would try them and then everyone would say that my pie is so much more perfect than your sister’s… I will ask you few questions. And you will answer them honestly. Then we would leave… if you would cooperate, nothing will happen to you two.”





	“… How can I be sure of it?”





	“Because I am the best baker that you have ever seen… oh, wait, you didn’t ask about pies now, did you? One, because I like you, two – because I like her. I usually don’t kill people I like. Unless they try something stupid. Veeery stupid….” In that moment Marla came back holding lots of mugs and carafe filled with dense red liquid





	“Strawberry compote. I always make them great, but this time I surprised even myself.”




We laughed for couple more minutes. We talked about our jobs. I am pretty sure she asked about that from pure courtesy, as I doubt that she was curious how the process of torturing witches looks like.



	“…I have to admit, that being an inquisitor is a job with benefits, especially for such passionate patisserier like myself. Last time I allowed myself to accuse another baker of heresy, and then I took my sweet time to get every receipt he knew…”





	“That’s not best subject to joke about!” Marla called, yet despite what she said she was laughing cheerfully.





	“If that’s the case, let’s change the topic of our conversation! Greg! You confessed to miss Amelia yet?”




His sister’s eyes shined. He was teasing her all the time about finding a husband, yet he himself didn’t get any closer to his own crush.



	“Do we really have to talk about it?”





	“Of course we do!” village baker was more than eager to continue this conversation “… you have no problem talking about me with your friends, but just look at you when somebody talks about Miss Scarlet! You are blushing, bro!”





	“I don’t!”





	“Why are you even waiting? For what? For angels themselves to descend upon this earth and pledge her life in your arms?” I asked





	“… We, the whole order, as teasing her about this matter too. She says that she is either not interested in marriage yet, or that she didn’t find the one…”





	“You dense IDIOT!” I roared, even Marla looked at me surprised “And what do you expect her to say? She in next head of great familia, leader of paladin’s order and has sick family member! Have you ever wonder how much she is carrying on her shoulder? You thought that she would just lay and told you exactly what to do or what kind of men she finds alluring?! Be a god damned support for her! Don’t ask! DO! She struggles? Give her a hand? And stop whining like a little bitch, or I tell you, she will find somebody else! Greg, I like you, this is why I hope you will forgive me what I am about to say… But right now you are behaving like little, oversensitive p…”





	“CAKE IS READY!” Marla jumped from her chair and rushed to the kitchen




I looked at him



	“You are lucky, this time. The cake saved you. But if you think, that this delicious, crunchy, sweet and sour miracle will be saving your ass forever and ever…”




I threatened him with a finger. Then I followed Marla to finish the cakes. We waited for them to cool down, then my host begun to cover the pie with powdered sugar, while I poured cherry syrup richly on mine. Then we started cutting them into pieces any lying them on the plates. I cut one additional.



	“For who is that one?” She asked





	“My guardian angel.”





	“So… you just want to eat one more piece yet still sound cool?”





	“My lady, you should work in inquisition’s office.” She just snorted, shake her head and moved to the guest room




I looked once again on the pie


System-chan



	Hmph. 





This one is for you



	....





Go on, don’t be shy.


On my eyes, parts of cake started vanishing. After each “bite” a teeth marks appeared on the edge. Five full bites and cake disappeared.


How was it?



	(*_*)        (^.^)       (x_x) 
	... more?





I rolled my eyes


Maybe later, sunshine.



	YeeeeY





I followed Marla carrying plates with my creation, and as soon as I got into the room I saw everyone already devouring cakes of Marla



	“Do you have no shame? You can’t just swallow a cake! You have to savor it! Tease your buds! Enjoy every moment up to the point of suffering!”





	“Can’t savor those! These are too good!” Jason said in break between bites





	“Exaggerations..” I said while I brought a small dessert spoon with Marla’s cake to my mouth… and then I ate it.






… Somewhere a new life has been born. On the peaceful plains, a gentle breeze blown. Waves of the calm ocean were caressing the stones on the shore. The finest flower bloomed in the wild, unseen by any human. Someone drank from the spring with the purest, crystal-clear water. A unicorn was stepping of the rainbow to run through the world. It was a promise of Eden!


And then there was me, eating a cake. It was something… new, refreshing. The taste was gentle, after first, crunchy bite you were overflowed by the purest taste. So sweet, but so crazy sweet that made you thirsty. It was like… like first cake of your mother!



	“M…Mister Zariel, a…are you crying?”





	“Something fell in my eye, pardon me.”




I did my best to savor the taste, but the desire! As soon as you finished one bite a raging inferno called from your throat demanding more!



	“That was… one hell of a pie…” I admitted.




Will my be nearly as good as this? Will it reach same divines ranks? How can I ever dared to challenge this pie-angel, NO! – PIE-GODDESS! Mine used to be good, but when was the last time I baked anything? Over a year ago! Baking a cake isn’t equal with roasting some bloody meat over the fire! It’s a way of living! It’s an art! A path to full satisfaction!



	“Ok… we tasted Marla’s, now we demand yours!” Jason smiled “…Kid, you better be as good as you claim to be! Otherwise, you would only destroy this wonderful aftertaste!”




We started tasting mine.


The first bite. The first taste – cheery. Sour, savage cheery!



There was no peaceful ocean – there was a raging storm that threw your ship on the sides as a toy, there was no flower in a jungle, there was a savage fight of you and wild beast! Its claws were tearing your skin! A tornado over the plain destroying everything in its path! You were a traveler deep in the mountains, hungry, thirsty and cold. In your exhaustion you noticed a puddle of dirty water, you jumped at it drinking as much as you could.


And then… a cake…an apple inside! So much sugar and cinnamon and… and… a leaf on mint? Barely noticeable, yet it was clearly there!


Old sailor struggled against the storm [COME ON MAN! WE CAN DO IT!] he yelled to his crew and they forced their ship toward more peaceful waters. It was there! On the horizon! With some effort, they can do it! [SURVIVE!] old sailor yelled!


In the last moment, you took a knife from behind your belt and begun to repeatedly stab the creature’s neck. It died in your arm. How many hours did you fight with that creature? How many days you were tracking it?! It doesn’t matter! You are the one victorious! Old Hunter cut the monster’s heart off, raised it in the air above him yelling [I SURVIVED!]


Was water bad? Will give you fever!? DOESN'T MATTER! March onward! This water gave you strength to make another step! A step closer to your goal! To your Eldorado! Onward, you dogs! You can do everything! [I WILL SURVIVE!] The traveler yelled as if challenging gods themselves!


A VOLCANO ERUPTED! ERUPTED! ERUPTEEEEEED!


Bitterness and sweetness need to be combined! One without the other is meaningless! Why take Eden from someone, if you can climb the mountain and covered in blood kick in the heaven’s gate yelling [I DID THAT MYSELF! I DESERVE IT! I CONQUERED IT!]


… Her cake was a promise of love, while mine was a desire to fight in what you believed in! Her was a tempting dream, mine was crude motivation. I look upon my rival, we both were certain about other’s magnificence! Like a dragon I roared, in her direction, she like a tiger bared her fangs!


What would win!? A tiger or a dragon? Peace or struggle? Unicorn or volcano?



	“Oh… my…” Morgana was in awe “… if what you two did here wasn’t a magic… then I don’t what, but surely, both of you can make goddesses jealous … Both were simply perfect, but I am a fan of sweet after bitterness – it feels like a reward!”




One : zero to me!



	“Nah. It was a bit too strong. I prefer those crunchy, gentle oasis of pure taste…”Jason said still munching




One[image: Surprised]ne, damn it!



	“DA BOSS! Mhhh! PeRfEcTioN! I am all fired up!” thanks, Pyrox! I knew I could count on you!





	“Brother, brother, sour is better!” Daria said looking at her brother





	“Sister, Sister, sweet is better!” Darik responded.




They looked at each other, nodded and handed each another piece of remaining cakes. That was so sweet of them!


Both me and Marla looked at Greg. He was sweating and looking pale.



	“S..Sorry Zari but sister's is the one that reminds me childhood.”





	“So. A draw. It was quite a splendid battle, madam.” I bowed my head. Yet she shake her head





	“You liked you cake, did you?”





	“Don’t get me wrong. Your was amazing, those fools in my favorite cafeteria in capital aren’t worthy to kiss the ground on which you walk, but I prepared mine the way I love it…”





	“Yes, and I also think yours was better. It was something new! You have to give me your receipt…” I hissed “… I am not letting you go until you do so!”





	“Before I would eventually, perhaps, maybe by any chance probably give you it… please, have it…” I handed her an apple “… from my own court. You won’t find sweeter.”




I smiled. She took it from my hand, admired its perfect red color and took a bite. Her eyes widened and started taking a bite after bite.



	“I can’t believe that such perfects fruits exists on this world! If I would use them in my pies them surly…”




She fell on the ground.



	“MARLA! What did you do to her?” he yelled





	“Check by yourself.” I said sitting behind the table





	“She… she is breathing…”





	“I told you that I don’t like hurting those I like. Yet we need some head start, you see, she will wake up tomorrow. I have one for you too.” I put it on the table in front of me “You will get one as soon as you would answer all my questions.”





	“How can I know that you won’t kill us as soon as…”





	“Her cake was amazing, and I hope to taste it in the future. You on the other hand… well, yeah. You are useless. I have no business to keep you alive. But I also don’t have any reason to kill you. I told ya, you were the only one nice to me… So. I want to talk about your commander. Where does she lives, who is the current head of the house, who exactly is sick and where miss Amelia is right now?”








Few hours later, mansion of House Scarlet





Godrick Scarlet was walking past corridors. He heard that his daughter returned from last mission. She should return home this night or next morning. As commander she needed to return to the barracks in the Order’s quarters to write down records of last mission. Everything needs to be prepared! No, no ball, no party nor such things. Just small dinner with closest family. Still…


Where are the guards? Where are members of staff? It was too quiet.


He pushed the door to the dinning, official hall.  Somebody was sitting in his chair. A white haired man… kid? Teen?



	“Good to see you.” Intruder smiled “Please, take a sit.”




… he was invited by a stranger to his own table? How arrogant can one be? Yet this old man wasn’t born tomorrow. He was a hero of quite few battles. He learned to never underestimate his enemies, especially those who silently managed to take over his home.



	“You got a guts to feel like a master in my own home…”





	“Do you know who I am?” he even dared to disturb him in the middle of the sentence





	“No.”





	“I am a man that you daughter were told to kidnap and bring to castle Wergern where I was tortured for few days… you may wonder how am I here then? Great question. Let me just mention that right now castle Wergern is nothing more but ashes and stone… Jason… would you be so kind and pour as whiskey?”





	“You want revenge?”





	“Oh! Please! Think! I heard you are an intelligent man, if I would like to have that vendetta of mine, we wouldn’t be talking!”




Jason approached the table with two glasses and bottle. He poured fair dose into Zari’s glass, moved in direction of Sir Godrick and did the same… then he looked at the bottle with quite some liquid inside, shrug his shoulders and started drinking right from the bottle



	“For the heaven’s sake! Jason! Behave yourself!” yet he kept gulping liquid “You are embarrassing me!” half of bottle was gone “I just want to remind you, that you bought four bottles in last village. If you don’t want me to pour them into river…”




Photmancer put the bottle back on the table in a blink



	“Thank you. What was I just talking abo… Ah! Yes. So. You sister dragged me one hell of a way here, let’s say I didn’t like the cage I was put it. BUT! I kept thinking what I know – about you and church. For sure, church will come one again to ask you to help capturing me. I also heard your younger daughter is sick, am I right?”





	“I have no idea who told you such nonsense…”





	“One of your daughter’s paladins. I am pretty sure that as we were talking near his sister he was rather honest. I also know how church works. Condition of your daughter got any better lately? No? Shame. I told that you daughter too. They would never cure her. They rather having your… gratitude wherever they desire. This is why she would never got cured. And here I am with most powerful paladin, most powerful human – chasing me. So I started thinking. She is too strong for me… what to do to make her stop?”





	“You want to kidnap my Elana?!”





	“FOR FUCK SAKE! THINK! If I wanted to kidnap her, then once again, we wouldn’t have this conversation! I am an alchemist. I am a nature healer. If light magic and prayers didn’t help, why not trying something different?”





	“What if I wouldn’t agree.” Old man asked cautiously





	“I would leave. And never return. And eventually in few more years, maybe few dozens of years, Elana would die. Living horribly boring, pointless life. All time in bed. I won’t promise healing her, all I can promise is doing all I can… and showing her world, even if only for a moment before her death.”





	“You will gamble her life?”





	“I? No. You will. You are doing it right now. Also, you said gamble. Once again, how yours not-gambling-with-church went? She is fine yet? Then why are we having this conversation? I am giving you possibility to shatter your bond with church, I am giving you hope. What hope your daughter have by staying here? What future?”





	“You promise doing everything you can?”





	“Do you want to make a pact with the devil?” I smiled. In same time Sebastian appeared in the air behind, morphed into garuda, pushed his arm into his beak, then throat and belly reaching for something.




Finally he pulled a scroll from his insides.



	“… take this cure item away from me… Very well. Yet I would ever find out that you neglected anything in that matter…”





	“Then what? You would send your older daughter after me? Fine old man. Also… pardon me, but I think you would rather not be accused for plotting with enemy of your country, this is why we will make it look like an assault.”




I grabbed a bottle.



	“If you could please, turn around…”




In next moment I knocked him unconscious by shattering bottle on his head







On the floor, in room of Elana Scarlet four priests were playing cards. It was all right. They told to not be disturbed and young girl was sleeping. Yet still, someone knocked in the door.



	“We told you! A very delicate spell is being waved here! Off you go or you will ruin everything!”




Yet door exploded and hooded man went inside



	“A-ha. Much healing. Very magic. Such dedication. Wow.”





	“Who are you and what are you doing h…”




He wasn’t even allowed to finish his sentence and sharp claws slashed his throat.



	“My name is death and end is here.”




Blood spattered all over the room as a massacre had it place inside of the room.




Young Elana woke up from her slumber, she looked at a man sitting by her bed. He has hair white like a milk, weird eyes – each of different color and he was playing with her hair



	“Hello sunshine. I am here to take you with me?”





	“Are you an angel? Daddy told me that when god people dies an angel comes to take them to heaven.”





	“Angel? Why do you think I am an angel? Why not the devil?”





	“Devils are ugly, and you are too cute to be a devil. “





	“Aww, you will make my heart melt, little morsel. But no. I talked with your daddy. He wants me to cure you.”





	“Will you?”





	“I have no idea sunshine. I will have to take a look at you later on. But, I am considered to be a bad man, and many people are looking for me. This is why I have to leave this place – this country. Tell me sunshine, have you ever seen a sea?”



            

    
        Chapter 189

    
    
    
    
                May the hell devour it! It was all Just a trick used to fool possible pursuit units! Bishop was more than just furious. How did he know it? They caught first witches that escaped the castle. They told, that they were freed by white-haired man and his companions then told to attack the castle. As soon as guards fell dead he told them to scatter around. No, he didn’t use those words – [You are free, you may go wherever you wish to], that’s what he said. Of course, he used them. But even with ancient evil on their side they wouldn’t dare to storm at the vault with just seven people. They left traces leading to south, but after last village they must have changed direction. West back to Neira? North to the port? Deeper into the country?


That’s not that important. Right now, they have a plague that kills within a day in the country. It has to be stopped. Priests from vault and few surrounding it outposts moved in direction of the village to purify it from disease.  The question remained – what was used to cause plague to appear? Cursed item? If yes – it will be extremely hard task. First, item had to be removed from the altar (altar here means the place from which it would start corrupting the earth, not necessary specific structured) then it would have to be transported to the vault and in the very end they could start removing the plague from soil, water and air.


Priests were moving in groups of three – first was casting protection spell, second was looking scanning area looking for source and last one has already started partly purifying the ground – just in case it wasn’t caused my item. Every priest was sure of the one thing – the source wasn’t located in village. It was almost at the verge of area of effect. It was located somewhere in the forest.


But forest itself changed too. It used to be safe, peaceful copse, now it was dark, gloomy wilderness covered in thick, thorny vines, as if the forest itself was yelling [Stay away!]. Yet they had to move in. The deeper they would move in, the more forest was trying to stop them. First, a mist. It was fooling them around making them walk in circle, then wisps started shining around leading everyone foolish enough to follow them to swamps. Finally – beasts. Previously the forest was habituated only by small animals. From predators only foxes that from time to time would eat a chicken. Yet now, as priests moved deep enough, to deep for forest would allow it, wolfs started attacking groups. They were completely mad. Wolfs usually avoid contacts with human especially one moving in groups, yet those were attacking with ferocity unknown to their kind.


Yet even the forest itself underestimated the persistence of fanatics of the Church. No matter how many of them would drown in swamps, no matter how many would be torn apart by claws, they kept pushing further. Till they reach the heart of everything.



	“Mark! Set that barrier for fuck sake! Bernard! Send localization flare!”




In the heart of the forest someone placed a totem. All coated in miasma and guarded by phantom of the wolf. The creature killed the first group that approached it, yet still – the light they casted into air was shining directly above him guiding rest of the forces. It didn’t take long when small clearing was invaded from all directions. Priests start powering up barrier set up by first team trapping the creature and totem in huge cage made of light.



	“Evil spirit! You have caused enough violence! And now it is time for you to pay! I exorcise you! Begone! Return to the void you came from!”





	“Me? Evil? How foolish, how arrogant of you! I have been guarding this forest long before you, and your whore of the goddess came on this land! When I was near this land was always full of prey and the ground was fertile. Yet you dared to stop worshiping me and mother! You caged me! You put me to sleep while still using my blessings! Like leeches, parasites! You have been feasting on my divinity giving nothing! No gifts! No prayers! No respect nor fear of the nature! You took enough, now I came to claim what was supposed to be mine! You didn’t pay with respect, thus you shall pay with blood!”





	“You told you were put down to sleep?! What awoken you!? What isn’t letting you to fall into peaceful slumber?”





	“PEACEFUL!? SLUMBER?! Your arrogance truly know no limits! For those past centuries humanity became even more insolent! The one that awoken me is not concern of yours! He is a true believer, the one that still worship old order! The one that does as vows says! He shall be rewarded, same as you shall be punished!”




The beast made of smoke started assaulting the cage.



	“Sir?! What do we do?! Put it to sleep or banish the creature?”





	“To force it to lay in the ground too many requirements need to be met. We have no choice. Cast it behind the gate. Send it to oblivion.”




The priests raised a chant.


The creature never stopped its attacks on the cage, never attacking twice in same place as it kept looking for weak spot. Finally, a small crack on the barrier appeared. Spirit started banging its head on the cracks weakening the spell more and more.


Behind it a small rift started forming. Yet the cage collapsed. Monstrosity rushed on the exorcists, snapping their necks, biting in half. It caught one of men by leg and forced it few dozen meters above. I open its mouth and tried devouring head exorcist, yet that one raised his amulet in front of him using as catalyst. A cone of light stopped the monster inches from exorcist’s face. Slowly. Inch by inch, the monster was forced back. The rift also became much bigger, behind it a void formed sucking the beast inside.



	“Begone! Evil spirit! False guardian on this land. This country doesn’t want your protection.”





	“Fools! Eternity is like a blink of an eye to me! I shall return, we always return, and then I shall feast upon the bones of your offspring!”




The monster yet roared before it was pushed behind the gate.


Church once again successfully casted into oblivion one of old guardians. It was victory, yet no one was cheering. So many died, villagers, priests…



	“Who could… who could awaken this creature and force it into killing so many? And how did the managed to…” one of priests started





	“Totem.” Head exorcist answered “It is used to pin forces to specific points. It was like a thorn in this land – a sharp pain that awoken the creature. And all that angered beast needs is a new target on which it can take revenge…” then he noticed it. As soon as miasma left the totem.




He moved in that direction and he grabbed a note attached to the pole. It was a drawing. A smiling beast.



	“Send message to the bishop. Same person was responsible for it.”









Bishop didn’t just sit on his butt and waited for problems to solve themselves. He moved in direction of order of Crimson Lily to once again ask for help. His carriage was on the path leading in direction of order’s castle, when he saw Amelia with few of her man riding on horse in direction of her family mansion.



	“Good to meet you, lady Scarlet. I have very urgent message to deliver…”





	“Oh, that’s wonderful? You came to personally tell me that my sis is cured, that’s right?”





	“I am afraid that this is not a case, I am afraid that…”





	“Then pardon me. I have just finished two tasks you gave me in a row. I haven’t seen my father in months, and sister even longer. If you want to give me another task, then I will politely refuse.”





	“You have no idea what is happening! Kingdom needs you more than ever!”





	“Then I am not willing to hear [What is happening], bishop. If I won’t know it, then I wouldn’t regret it, right? Don’t even ask. For when I would refuse I would shame both me and you in process.”





	“The prisoners you brought to the kingdom escaped!”





	“FOR THE HEAVEN’S SAKE!” She yelled in the sky “I DON’T GIVE A DAMN! I was told to bring him, if you can’t keep one, tied, restricted witch in heavily guarded castle, then I have even less reasons to help you! It is so great to know that witch on catching which I spend MONTHS escaped you after a week! He is still on territory of the country, so just send hunting squad and bring him back to the cas…”





	“Castle is in ruin, if that’s what you wanted to suggest.” She looked at him surprised “He not only escaped. He not only freed every witch from the castle, but also slain all the guards in the castle and turn it into rocks and ashes. We wanted to send a messages, but he has also burned the communication office, of course killing staff all along.”





	“… sad. Still, this is your problem.”





	“What if innocent would get involved?”





	“Listen me now. They are getting involved all the time, 90% of time because of you. I am trying helping THEM as many times as I can. But right now, I have spend over 8 months away from home, most of this time on enemy territory. I also have my limits bishop. I have to rest. Who knows, maybe I could do bit more if I would know that my sister is in good hands. But the more times pass, the more I am wondering if you are trying at all…”





	“What was that supposed to mean?!”





	“It is supposed to mean exactly what I told to your legate. We have a deal, bishop. You are cure my sister, I am becoming your dog. The problem is that for those past years I was on your every nod, you send me left and right like a servant, like an errand boy. And my sister is even more sick than before. I am telling it one last time. The church may treble, the dead may raise, the gates of hell may open… but until my sister will be healed, I will not react.”





	“… let’s talk about it. In few minutes we should reach your mansions, there we can discuss those matter calmly. I will also personally check the state of your sister.”





	“If you think we would ask you to accompany us on dinner, then I shall disappoint you.”




Rest of the travel passed in awkward silence, till they reached the mansion. But… the gate was open, and guards and servants were nowhere to be seen.



	“What the hell…” Amelia jumped off her horse. She moved to guard office where she saw three of her men tied on the ground. “Men! Untie them! Search the mansion, help everyone you would find! I am going to look for the father!”




She did as she said. She run past corridors. She looked in her father’s office, but no one was there, she looked in library, armory and training room – places her father adored. As very last she entered dining hall. There she saw her father laying on the ground, shards of glass were laying all around him.



	“Father, father! Are you ok?”





	“Hello, my dearest daughter. I used to feel better. Your friend stopped by. I have to admit, that he wasn’t my favorite type of guest…”





	“Which friend?”





	“First, let me ask you, did somebody from church come with you?”





	“Yes. One of bishops. He isn’t here yet so…”





	“Listen now, the white haired man took Elana…”





	“WHAT?!”





	“Amelia, listen now. I let him take her…”





	“Something must have happened to you after you were hit in the head!”





	“AMELIA! He did that on purpose, so no one would suspect that I made a deal with him.”





	“But… why would you…” In that moment Amelia noticed a piece of paper on the table





	“I asked him same thing that I asked the church. If he can heal my daughter. Priests always said something like [With divine help everything is possible] and do you know what he answered? [I have no idea, but I will do everything I can]. Amelia, someone took responsibility on himself. He didn’t hide behind the goddess… Also, Elana is dying anyway. There nothing we can do. Each day I see her, there is… less of her. Less life, less energy. She was greeting me in different manner. He said… He said that with priests she may live for couple years more. Couple more pointless years attached to bed. If she can see world one more time… then…”




Bishop entered the room.



	“Your majesty. With priests to heal my sister you send also guards, is that right?” Amelia asked weakly





	“That’s correct, so nobody would disturb healing and…”





	“So not only your priests are incompetent. Your prisoner was here and captured my sister.”





	“… May the heaven have mercy upon…”





	“Don’t involve heavens. Don’t blame evil forces for your own mistakes, bishop.”





	“But it means that you have to follow him to…”




She gave him the piece of paper.


And evil smile, but this time with message “Follow me – she dies” And “Freedom means that we are free to make a choice, but we are not free from consequences of our choices. Action breeds reaction.”



	“Freedom… what can he possibly mean by that?” Bishop asked himself while reading the message





	“This is what we talked about as I escorted him to the castle. He is twisting my own words, mocking me. You can translate it into – if you wouldn’t capture me, I wouldn’t capture her.”




Bishop needed a moment for himself



	“He planned it all along… he knew we would send someone after him… tell me, didn’t you fell as if he let himself be captured?”





	“Why would he do that?”





	“Castle Wergern was special. Something more was shut there. There was no way to release the evil that lied there other way then from inside… He let you capture him and then as soon as we let him into our kingdom, into our fortress, he strike! Yes, that must be the case. He had everything planned all along. Attack the castle, attack the office, fool hunting units, kidnap your sister… he have secured every possibility… I have never dealt with enemy this cunning…”




Bishop said with grim expression.










	“Actually, everything goes pretty smoothly…” Morgana said while looking at me “… especially taking into consideration that most of the time you have no idea what you are doing!”




Rest of the team nodded



	“I mean, come on! We are moving like blind kids in the dark! That office? That village? Old Scarlet cooperating? We only knew that in two days we have to reach port city” Jason snorted





	“Hey! I told you! Your enemies won’t predict what you will do…” I begun





	“… If you yourself have no clue about that. We know. You repeat that like a prayer.”





	“It doesn’t make it any less accurate!” I puffed my cheeks annoyed. “Also, sunshine, how are you feeling?”




I asked the girl riding on small cart that we stole… I mean, borrowed from some travelers that we knocked unco… I mean, paid him good price.



	“I am… fine, mister. Don’t worry about me. It doesn’t hurt as much as…” she started coughing.





	“TEAAAM! Break! Gotta heal young lady.”





	“Again? We stopped an hour ago.” Morgana rolled her eyes





	“Shut up! She has crippled body, unlike you with crippled soul. She may die any minute, and I don’t want her sister to hunt me because of that! Lay like that little flower. Aha. Perfect. Now, try not to move…”




Green glow covered my hands that I laid on her chest. Her condition was… bad. Terrible even. Most of her stamina bar was grey which meant it was unusable. Her lungs were barely working, heart in terrible condition and her muscles were weak. Just weak. She couldn’t hold a cup in her own hand. She was sweating often, falling into sleep in the middle of conversation. Fever was never leaving. Right now I was fighting with symptoms, it was sure that I couldn’t help her here. I need my laboratory… and few books. Or few dozen books. Ok, whole library could be helpful. Also I couldn’t take care of her all the time, some nurses would be fine. DAMN IT! My plan, the one I made on spot, was great, but I am not sure if I would have enough time.



	“How do you feel?”





	“F…fine…”





	“Aha. Sure. Sunshine, I am trying to help you. But you have to tell me the truth.”





	“… my chest hurts. As if somebody was poking me with needle. But when you… do magic… it is better… much better.”





	“Damn. If I only have stamina potion. It would help her body to hold bit longer… Maybe till I would put her in my laboratory. There I think I could somehow deal with…” a yellow potion was placed next to me





	“Catch.” Ay said “The one you cooked for me, before I was send on mission. But you owe me!”





	“…Ay, I will make you my personal poison tester. Each time I would come up with new venom, I would ask you to check how it is working…”





	“You promise?! That’s better be a promise!” Assassin mood improved on spot





	“Drink that, birdie, it should make you feel better… just don’t you dare complain on taste!”




I helped her raising her head and put vial to her lips. She slowly started drinking.



	“Good girl.” I said as if she was a puppy “Tomorrow we will reach the sea. Then, few days of travel and you will see Neira Kingdom. There I should be able to help you.”




She was once again falling asleep. Her gaze was turning blurry, less focused. She was blinking trying to fight back exhaustion, yet in the end exhaustion proved its superiority over frail girl.



	“I am ok sis…” she said half conscious “… an angel protects me.”




Everyone looked at the girl, then at me and wide, wicked grins appeared on their faces.



	“Don’t you fucking dare to say a word!” I hissed angrily



            

    
        Chapter 190

    
    
    
    
                Getting to the port city took us bit longer than we expected, mostly because every hour or so we needed to stop so I could treat Elana aliments. This time I won’t get any rest anytime soon. Great. Whatever, I just took her with me to first: stop Amelia from chasing me. She was out of my league so fighting would be meaningless. Two: as I eventually would heal that lil’ pup of house Scarlet I would have their gratitude. And by gratitude I mean that most powerful human in the world would owe me. Quite nice perspective for future, if you would ask me.


But, the port city – here we are. It is bit, it is near sea (cuz’ it is port city) it smell like fish’s shit (cuz it’s port) and people here acts like douchebag (probably because of smell). Well, not like I care – I won’t stay her for long. Me, Morgana and Pyrox were covering our faces – mostly because as it was a big city, it had its quarter of inquisition and the three of us were… let’s just say easy to be noticed. Very easy. The eight of us entered inn.



	“Dinner and rooms for eight!” Ay called from the doorsteps of inn “Also, are there any info from Deaf Jack?”




Innkeeper raised his head



	“Yar friend of Jack? When was the last time you met him?”





	“Yesterday. We played cards. I owe him quite a lot!”




Great. Talking in code.


The mad pushed keys over the counter in our direction.



	“On the floor. Four two-persons rooms. Food would be served in a moment. That will be… 60 coppers.”




Ay looked at me. Ok. I get it. Her founds were supposed to be used to get everything only for her and me. Still. This fucker wants to reap me off. In every inn room with food for eight would cost around 40. Bastard knows that we are here illegally and wish to force us to pay more



	“Isn’t it bit too much?” I asked from behind bandana





	“I am sure it is. But people pays me to not ask questions. Questions likes why three of you are covering their faces when there is almost no wind outside.”




~ Yuu little fucking piece of shit.... you are trying to rip ME OFF?! YOU ARE TRYIN.... HOLD ME FOR FUCK SAKE OR I WILL JUST FUCKING KILL HIM! I WILL FUCKING MURDER HIM AND EVERYTHING HE TREASURES 


~ Calm down Wolfie, that's just 20 coppers, you wouldn't even bend down to pick them from the street... 


~ SAY WHAT AGAIN, YOU DENSE BREEDING CUNT?! 


~ Ok. Maybe you would...


Fucker. I pushed the coins in his directions.


~ NOOOOO! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!?



	“You are quiet a businessman, yet do you know what in owning your own business is most important?”





	“Connections, connections and once again bribes.” He smiled showing me row of rotten teeth





	“No. It’s luck. Thus I hope that you would never run out of luck. Also, one of us is sick and can’t eat well. If you would prepare her some porridge…”





	“Tsh. I already got goulash in pot, cooking just for one girl is barely profitable, maybe if you would pay something extra…”





	“Do you remember what I told you about luck? Your is slowly running low…” I put my hand near his and morphed my nails into bird’s talons. Then I pulled in back to myself leaving deep scratching marks on the table




He shivered.



	“Will be done. Just sit wherever you want.”





	“Oy, aren’t you but cheap, Zari?” Ay asked as soon as we sat around the table “I heard you kinda sleep on gold, so you could allow yourself to pay those few additional coppers…”





	“I don’t care about gold. It was his behaviors that pissed me off. You see, my dear Ay, I can earn few gold coins within a day, but for respect you work your whole life…”





	“Ya would be shitty assassin, darling. We need to throw our dignity away aaaaall the time. Ya know, working undercover and stuff”




As soon as innkeeper served us our meal, I woke up Elana.



	“Get up sweetie, you need to eat to remain strong.” I smiled to her trying to encourage her.




Did I mention that she couldn’t hold s cup in her hand? Neither she could hold a spoon. In the end I took my time feeding her small doses as everyone else was eating their goulash. Bastards. You could wait, you know? Tsh.


And Morgana once again gave me that [So… you said you hate children] look, on which I answered with my [Go fuck yourself behind a corner with a dog] gaze, followed by [Don’t you even dare to say another word] stare.



	“Mister, Mister, can’t we sleep tonight with you again?” Darik asked





	“Big brother, big brother, you can be so fluffy…” Daria followed





	“Sorry sweethearts, but I will have to keep looking on Elana, I doubt I would sleep much by myself…”




Twins looked at girl with hate, I have even felt them starting some kind of spell on her, which I stopped by saying



	“Really? Darik, Daria, just really? You are bullying sick girl? You want to treat her same way your parents treated you?”




They just lowered their heads with guilty expression.



	“Jason, Ay, would you mind doing some shopping for me?”





	“Depends, who pays and what?”





	“Ay, stop asking about moneys all the time, I am the one paying, fear not. I need some herbs, I will give you a list. Buy them in different store together with other products, hopefully every shopkeeper would think that you are about to prepare some dish. I will need them for our little friend.” I nodded in direction of young Scarlet, that was struggling to keep awake again.







We didn’t stay on ground floor for too long, mostly because we didn’t want to test our luck. Who knows when somebody could stop by and see group of suspicious individuals. And seeing suspicious individuals here means telling about them to inquisition while hoping for some gratification. I would better keep my eye on surroundings, or even better – four of them. I chanted slowly, cautiously to not tell every witch hunter in a mile that somebody is playing with magic in the docks, and summoned my ravens companions, opened the window of my room, looked right and left, and after knowing that there in no one around I let them fly away. My familiars were flying over the docks, scouting for everything that could be important – squads of city guards patrolling, some guy that would walk near the inn couple of times… Just in case.


Evening was approaching, we were supposed to meet with smuggler tomorrow, which gives me plenty of time to take care of Elana. Poor little thing was sleeping in the bed on the other side of very small room. I begin to think that I had more space in cell as I was hosted by inquisition. And for that shit I paid 60 coppers? I will fucking kill that bastard!


Just like her sister, she was blonde, yet Amelia has hair in color of gold, while Elana was turning bit toward platinum. Sunken cheeks, face in color of paper yet her very cheeks right now were red because of fever. Petite body maybe even smaller than for someone her age? Once again, how old was she? 12? 13? Something around that. Poor creature can’t grow well because she has barely any exercises. Eyes are blue and gentle, unlike her sister which were focused and cold…. But maybe I think about her gaze as cold one only cuz I have seen her only on battlefield?


Doesn’t matter right now. All of her inner organs are barely working. It is impossible to fix that only with medium level nature healing magic. Even more. Her disease is marked as…





	[XXX]



	The [XXX] level is too high to be appraised.



	The [XXX] status effect. Origin - Unknown, Effect - Unknown







… exactly. Not quite helpful, is it? Whatever is in that girl it is one nasty shit. What could I do? I casted some regeneration boosts, viper’s blood, accelerated her metabolism and kept channeling my mana to her body via healing spell, and after half an hour of work I saw first improvement! Her stamina bar, despite having possibility of being filled till 120 points, was frozen – most of it was marked grey showing only 24 points usable. After my treatment it changed to 25… all those efforts and her condition didn’t get any better? Heart still barely pumping blood? Lungs barely drawing another breath? All I got after almost completely depleting my mana was to unlock one stamina point?! You must be fucking shitting me!



	“How are you feeling?” I asked her. I have noticed a moment ago that she must have woken up minute or so ago. She was looking at me as I was healing her





	“Better. Thank you sir…”




Lying again just to not be a burden



	“Tell me, do you know why are you falling asleep so often?” she denied with head “It’s because you don’t have enough stamina. Energy is required to keep every process in your body running, generate heat and such. Yet other activities use that energy too – like talking, walking, moving. Even hearing and watching – because those are stimuli that provides information that needs to be processed by brain. And brain in quite energy consuming too. Even now, as I am talking to you, you are exhausting your body. So each time when your stamina is running dangerously low, your body is simply… shutting down. You fall asleep to literally stop wasting energy – to keep fueling processes that let you stay alive. This may be a clue. Tell me, do you remember when you become sleepy for the first time? How long and how often were you sleeping back then? How quickly your disease progressed?”





	“I… think… A year ago… more or less. I fainted in the middle of conversation and slept for an hour. It repeated for next couple of months… After half a year I had to sleep about twice- thrice a day for an hour. Three months – four times for two hour… and since month ago I can barely stay awake for few dozen minutes…”





	“Fuck…” I whispered angrily. Little lady widened her eyes in shock, as I have just offended her great ancestors. “… You aren’t used to such language, are you? Sorry, sunshine, will try to behave in the future.”





	“My daddy says that such words means that either man in uncivilized savage, or the situation is very, very bad. But mister isn’t savage!... so, it means I am dying?” she looked at me with those huge, round, sad eyes




… also, as I was born and raised in forest, I technically am a savage…



	“It’s ok sweetheart. I will handle it. I always do. You know, I have such saying, that things that are deemed to be impossible I can do right away, miracles needs some time though.” I patted her head “Fear not kid. I will do my best.”





	“I am not a kid! One more year and I can get married!” she puffed her cheek. Yeah, she is 12 then. To force kids into marriage, one of reasons why I don’t like middle ages.





	“Till then, you will stay a kid to me. But I will give you a tip – don’t grow up. It’s a trap. Stay as long kid as it is only possible, especially that you had almost no childhood.”





	“How about you, mister, when did you decided to grown up?”





	“Hm? Grown up? Who? Me? Young lady, that’s exactly what I am talking about. I may look bit older than you, but in spirit I am still a spoiled brat! And I will tell you more, I enjoy it! It’s good to still feel young, I tell you!”




We joked for a couple more minutes. After about half an hour since she woke up, she needed to sleep again. [Fear not kid. I will do my best]… The problem is, kid, that I have no idea if it would be enough.





The evening came, followed by the night, and when the darkness died killed by sun – the morning came. I spent whole night near Elana. Now I see why there were four priests around her. One was treating her, three were resting… apparently I must have caught them on their lunch break, for back then none of them was working at all…. Anyway, after whole night of pain and suffering and anger and tears and despair and…. Ok, ok! I managed unlocking three more Stamina points… well, actually I managed unlocking four, but I took about three hour long break to regenerate my mana… and in that break one point got frozen again. Normally as I would fight with symptoms the disease would be weakened in process too, yet that was not the case, it almost looked as if the sickness was something  different, and her weakness was just a manifestation. The problem was lying deeper… curse? Why not? But then why I couldn’t appraise it? Bah! Does curse itself have a level? A spell – yes, but curse? I casted quite few curses myself, yet I never seen a level near their description – effect? Yes. Remaining duration? Yes. But never a level?


On the other hand, those were skills casted by me, maybe if I was a target of somebody’s else curse I would view it’s status differently? If that’s a curse, then I need to ask Daralon for help, another reason to get to Neira as fast as possible…


… speaking about getting to Neira. About hour after dawn to the inn the smuggler came. He looked at Ay and smiled, then he looked on rest of us and his smile died. He approached us and sat by same table



	“I thought that you told me that there would be only two passengers… either there is more of you, or I am still drunk.”




The man could be described only as sly-looking. His whole face, body and cloths almost screamed [I do illegal stuff for living!]. bandana tied over his forehead, tanned skin, earring in one of his ear. Young, between 20-30.



	“The situation got complicated, but that should be a good news to you - It also means that you would earn more for traveling same distance.”




I said from over my cup



	“I like you reasoning..” he pointed at me “… but it also means greater risk. It is easier to hide two people under the deck, then almost ten. Eventually I could always lie that I hired two additional crew members… but ten? My ship hires twenty member in total! How the fuck am I supposed to…”





	“What are you transporting?”





	“Hm? Different stuff. Cloths, skins, iron, sometimes beverage…”





	“Aren’t you carrying one this time with you? Beverages, that is.”





	“I do… why?”





	“We will hide in barrels for the time of inspection.”





	“In both ports I need to report my cargo! How would I explain eight barrels without a…”





	“Think! You will blame storm. Is it that weird for some cargo to get damaged or lost on the sea?”





	“I would have to pay for the…”





	“No. You won’t. we will pay for it. Trust me, you won’t lose even a penny on this business, you can only gain both – coins and out… sympathy.”





	“Sympathy? Sympathy won’t pay my bills…”





	“You know for who you are working for, do you…” Wait, actually… I looked at Ay “He knows for who he is working for, right?” Ay nodded “…You know for who you are working for!” I started once again “…This sympathy pays off!”




He nodded








	“Fuck! You could at least wash those barrels from previous load! We will never get rid of smell of whiskey!” I hissed seeing what I just go myself into





	“Well, I don’t mind!” Jason said “I am only sad that I wasn’t here while you were getting rid of the load… such a waste…”





	“Shut up, Jason! Inside everyone!”




We got into barrels in the warehouse, they will soon be transported on the ship. And do you know how barrels are transported on the ship? That’s right. They are being rolled all the way from the warehouse to the ship. Someone pushed my barrel  on the ground. OK. Here. We. Go.


JesusFuckingChristWhyIsThisShitSpinningSoMuch!? IAmPrettySureThatThoseBastardsArePickingLongerRouteOnPurpose! ForFuckSakeAsSoonAsYouWoulLetMeOutISwearIWillFuckingKillYouAll!


Five minutes! May we praise Aira that those fuckers build warehouse so close to ships. Well, no one likes to carry cargo through hall of the city, right?


And then, it happened



	“Morning, Jack. Cargo inspection! What illegal stuff are you carrying this time?”





	“Ha-ha. So fucking funny. Just do whatever you have to, but do it fast. If I won’t move quickly, I would miss best weather. I don’t want to get into eye of the storm.”





	“That’s not my concern!” I could almost hear the guard smiling. In same time sound of something falling could be heard “GOD DAMN IT, ROGER! THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!”





	“That wasn’t me! WHY YOU ALWAYS BLAME ME?!”





	“it would if I would report that cargo got damaged because of your actions. As far as I know, Church tires having good relations with… sailors…”





	“You want to say ex-pirates, you scum...”





	“… yet I wonder what kind of fee you would have to pay for damaging my cargo? Hm? And by you I mean your boss. Anyway, what illegal stuff could I take from Holies? Your daughter chastity? I admit, she is bit underage, but damn! So ferocious in…”





	“Shut up you scum! We are leaving, no one would even hire that thrash anyway…”




Some rumbling, some more movements, Jack gave the signal to leave the port. Soon I felt as the ship was raising and falling down on the waves. Someone hit thrice the lid of my barrel



	“You are free to leave, it should be safe… unless you enjoy your new quarter… “




We left them right away….







Innkeeper of bar near the docks, where Zari with his party spend last night, was counting gold under the counter. Tsh, it’s good to earn 50% more than usual on group of desperate people. Still, he could bargain more, well, he earned his part anyway.


He told his worker to keep an eye on the inn as he moved to the city to buy some stuff needed to run his business. He looked around… those nasty ravens are sitting here again.



	“SHO! SHO! Away you filthy…” he didn’t manage to finish his sentence. Ravens dropped from the building flying right at him, their beaks started wounding his face – mostly eyes.




There is a saying, that when man is greedy his eyes shines like coins, and he should be wary, because crows and ravens may mistake one with the others. Still, such things were saying only because they never happened… you have to be really unfortunate for something like that to happen to you…


… you could say, he ran out of luck…


Pretty quickly ravens left bleeding, blinded man on the street and flew in direction of sea, they flew for couple of minutes till they reached the ship that just recently left the port, where they sit on the shoulders of white haired man.



	“Good boys” you could hear him speak as he scratched his familiars under neck



~ .... Good

Greed followed in his mind

            

    
        Chapter 191

    
    
    
    
                I woke up in a room I have never seen before. Am I not home? Oh, of course, I am not. Mister Angel took me away. Why is… Why is room moving? Up and down, up and down? Am I… on a ship? I am surely am! I am traveling! For the first time in ages I am near the sea, no, I am on the sea! I looked around.


Mister Angel was near me again, but he didn’t yet notice that I am awake. No matter when I would wake up, he is always somewhere close. His gaze is so concerned, is my condition that bad? Of course, it is. I am dying. He said that to me himself, no directly – he said that my body is looking for ways to keep us much energy to keep me alive by forcing me to fall asleep. It would literally mean, that the longer I am asleep, to closer to death I am. Maybe one day I wouldn’t wake up at all? It may not be actually bad. I have been a burden since… always. I was never as smart as sister, as strong as sister… every teacher in the house would tell me to try being as good as sis. And I was admiring her. No matter how busy she was, she would always look after me, help me in studies, fencing, courtesy studies… until I got ill.


It is almost as if my life was a curse for everyone around me! They had to take breaks from self-studying just to look after me… Or maybe because I couldn’t get any closer t level of my sisters, Havens decided to erase me? So I wouldn’t stop my sister’s progress? That what I though. Until Mister Angel came. If he himself came, it would mean that they didn’t forsake me, right? Right?! Yet Mister Angel… he looks… weaker? There were black shadows on his eyelids, eyes themselves were bit red. For a moment or two, he would look in nothingness, before shaking his head, clapping his cheeks and healing me again. A small pot was attached to the ceiling on two elastic stripes. They would keep it in the same position even as the ship was moving…


The door opened and somebody come inside. I shut my eyes pretending to be sleeping.



	“Zari, how are you?” a woman – the one called Morgana asked





	“This is some kind of fucking joke!” he hissed angrily “No matter how much I am looking, I can’t find a source! All I can is to reduce the effects of her sickness. It’s like with weed. I can keep tearing out leafs, yet as the root remains and it would eventually make the upper part re-grow…”





	“I was asking how are YOU feeling…” he said nothing “… Zaaaarii. When was the last time you slept?”





	“I slept plenty…”





	“Today?” silence “Yesterday?” silence “Day bef…”





	“Morgana, may I ask you what is your business here?”





	“You are burning your herbs. The smell can be sense on the whole ship. That’s what happens when you use fire run within pot and forget about it…”





	“FUCK! Couldn’t you start with that?! I need them to improve her condition…!”





	“First you would improve yours.”





	“Her state is much worse than…”





	“Listen. I hate you. You are arrogant, insolent, show barely respect to anyone!” that’s not true! He is polite, and gentle, and… “But… I need you. You seen to have knowledge, connections, resources and skills needed to help me restore my powers… this is why I will help you. Move away from the pot…”





	“You know alchemy?”





	“I assure you, much, much better than you. And you will get your dose of stamina potion too… I am just sad that we don’t have secretion of…”





	“Giga-Araneae?”





	“You know it?”





	“Yeah, I cooked it and used it… once”





	“…Or twice? I bet you used it more. How long you stayed awake?”





	“Day or…”





	“Zariel Whiteraven!”





	“A week.”





	“Are you always pushing your luck like this? You, dear sir, are an idiot. Utter fool. After saying how evil you are to everyone you encounter, why are you doing so much selflessly for everyone around?”





	“Selflessly? I am getting my share…”





	“Who are you trying to convince? Me? Yourself? Or that kid that pretends to be sleeping?”




Ouchie. Crap. I opened my eyes



	“I…I…I am sorry! I didn’t mean to… I didn’t know how to behave so…”





	“How are you feeling?” he stopped me right away. With his palm he put his palm on my forehead “Fever seem to be partly gone…” he then put one of his finger on my neck “Blood pulse is also faster… Noticed anything? Are you thirsty? Hungry?”





	“N..No.”





	“No good. You need to drink, especially as I boosted your metabolism! Crap. We need to keep you hydrated… Wait a moment I will go for some w…”




As Mister Angel was busy, woman called Morgana grabbed piece of wood from behind her backs and hit him in the back of his head. He fell unconscious on the ground.



	“it is so refreshing!” woman said “I can both have my revenge as I am going a good deed by putting this idiot to sleep…” she looked at me “… my little pest. For next few hours I will look after you. Right now I can’t use magic, but my alchemy should be on completely different level than that kid.” She looked in the pot “… yet he is doing quite good. Anyway, you better be grateful, lamb.”





	“W..Why are you helping me?”





	“Oh, each of us has different reason. But that kid over here…” she kicked lightly mister Angel “…must have a reason of his own. To us he said that he would use you as hostage, to keep your sister away, to your sister and father he said pretty same thing with pointing out that this would help them get rid of bonds with church… But I think that he is just naive and actually wants to help you, despite the fact that he would never confirm it.”





	“M..my sister? Hostage? What do you mean?”





	“Do you know who your sister is?”





	“A greatest paladin! An example to follow! Kind and strong and beautiful… she protects the weak…”





	“And hunt witches…”





	“That’s because they are evil…” she smirked





	“Your [Mister Angel] is witch too, you know?”




… Lies… she is lying!



	“No… he is not…”





	“He is healing you, is he? Have you seen what colors his spells are?”





	“G..Green…”





	“And what was color of spells of priests?”




It was white.



	“Your sister captured him, put him in a cage, carried to castle of inquisitors where he was tortured for couple of days. See those red mark around his fingers? His nails were pulled off. Also, if he would take his cloths of you could see quite few scares and burning marks. Anyway, as soon as that idiot would wake up, ask him about his reasons to help you, but before that, ask him what does he think about what is good and what is evil. And now, turn around, I will rub this ointment in your backs, should prevent bedsores…”







As miss Morgana was taking care of me I managed to fall asleep, wake up and fall asleep again, all this time Mister An… Mister Zariel was still sleeping. Yet after few more hours I was awaken by angry voice of Mister Zariel.



	“… But really? Log in the back of head?”





	“Would you go rest if I would ask you nicely?”





	“If you would say that you would replace me, then yes!”





	“…Oh.”





	“Oh, indeed! Damn! My head still hurts!”





	“Don’t be such a whiny bitch! Man up! Ok, you slept round eight hours, should be more than enough. Drink this potion, should keep you working for next day or two. My job here is done, so I will take my leave. Ah, food for both on you on the table.”




The door shut behind a woman



	“I fucking hate this woman…” Mister Zariel said quietly “…Thanks, Morgi.”




He approached me, put his hands on my chest one more time and warmth once again entered my body. I opened my eyes and looked at him. He was still but tired, but in his eyes a happy sparkles burned and corners of his lips were bit curved in shy smile. In the end he is a human too… and humans love when they are taken care off…



	“Mister Angel…” I asked shyly





	“Sunshine, I will tell you once again, I was called by many names, but angel isn’t one of them.”





	“…Why are you helping me?”





	“Hm? Oh, that’s a long story and…”





	“Do you hate my sister?”




He looked confused for a moment



	“Morgana and those big mouth of her… To be honest? Yes. I bloody hate her and that fake purity.”




… how can someone hate sister?



	“So… you will take revenge on her?”





	“No. It is impossible for me. All I can do was to take away the only reason she was attacking me – you.”





	“I…I am the reason you got hurt?”




He patted my head



	“Partly. It’s complicated.” He smiled “You aren’t guilty, my love. You are just pawn in game of those bigger than us. We all are. If you have to blame someone – blame the church. Church that didn’t manage to cure you despite pledging otherwise, the church that is using your sister and family as they please, the church that ordered capturing me… I just noticed that I am trying to blame everything on Church, just as your average witch…”





	“You really are one…” no, it can’t be true. Please, everyone just not him! “M…Mister… Miss Morgana told me to ask you about your definition of what is good and wrong…”




He looked at me considering something before answering



	“I am afraid that you may not… comprehend it, sunshine. All your life you were raised in different believe.”





	“Please…”





	“I believe that there is nothing completely good nor bad. If someone tells that something is good, he means that this is good for him. It is good from his perspective. Tell me. Are demons evil?”





	“Yes!” How could anyone claim otherwise?! “They have been attacking human’s continent since the dawn of time, bringing darkness, blood and death!” I wanted to keep talking everything I know about demons, but Mister stopped me





	“Why are they attacking you?” Pardon me? “What is their purpose?”





	“…They just do it… because…”





	“They are evil?” I nodded “That’s what they told you to believe? Sunshine. Human’s continent is rich – it has forest and rivers and lakes and lot’s of food. More than enough to feed the whole continent. Of course, there are people who are starving, but humanity, as race isn’t threatened. Demons, on the other hand, are living in harsh country. They have almost nothing to eat. NOTHING! The whole cities are starving. Their only possibility is to attack. If they would win, they would take part of continent – build farms that would probably improved their condition. If they lose – they would have less mouth to feed. For them this is the only way. Human’s could easily trade with them, as demons have lots of metal resources and great technology – they can make armors on pair with dwarves. Yet humans refused to do so to keep them weakened. Who would be evil from this perspective? But then again, demons are strong – if they wouldn’t be weakened they could easily conquer other races – so human are simply preventing such possibility to occur… Sunshine, world is much more complex. Stories about something being purely good or purely evil are made by people with power to keep crowd under control. To redirect their anger. To keep then united. Tell me, am I evil?”




… you aren’t. You can’t be. I don’t want you to be!



	“I… I don’t know!”




He smiled widely



	“Exactly, pet, exactly. It is confusing. I am sure I did many bad things, bah, I think about myself as evil quite a lot! But, for me and for those I treasure my actions were good! I helped them, and I would do so again, and again.”





	“Why church told sister to hunt you down, sir?”





	“I have no idea. I was enjoying my life in the forest, trying to not end as gryphon’s dinner, when inquisitors attacked me. I have never meet them before. To be honest, I have even hired spies to find out why they personally want me dead, yet right no useful information was send.”





	“Why are you helping me?





	“I told you, to…”





	“Why?”





	“I am trying to answe…”





	“Why? No church. No sister. You are… trying too hard. Doesn’t matter when I would wake up, you are always here! I already feel much better! You are exhausting yourself to the point when Miss Morgana needed to hit you to make you rest! So…”





	“Because you are weak and pathetic…” he said that with such a gentle, soft voice. It wasn’t insult “… because as I am looking at you I see myself. I know how it is to be weak, so weak that you can’t get up from the bed, that easiest tasks are almost impossible…”




It can’t be. He is so strong! So confident! It is impossible!


He hugged me. Tightly, yet no painfully.



	“It’s ok…” he whispered “… it’s ok. You. Are not a burden. You. Are not guilty of your state. You. Are not unwanted. Raise up and shine my little star. Prove everyone that though you were good for nothing wrong. Fight with that, whatever are the odds. I can help ease your pain, but I won’t erase it completely. Don’t surrender. There is still so much of world to see! So many dishes to eat. So many friends to find.”





	“But it’s… it’s so hard…” why am I crying? “… I don’t want to! It hurts! It hurts so much! I just… I just want to sleep!”




His hug became even tighter. It was so warm, I felt so same, so needed. I never wanted to leave his arms again!



	“You may be whoever you wish to be, as long as you won’t run out of motivation. I will keep doing my part, but you have to promise me that you would keep struggling. Will you promise it?”





	“Please… make it stop. MAKE IT STOP!”





	“I will, but I won’t do it on my own, I need your help. Will you help me, helping you?”





	“… If we can stay like this little longer…” I cried in his arm





	“I am going nowhere. Pet.”




For the first time ever, I actually get the idea that maybe I somehow my condition could get better… if he would be the one helping me, then truly – nothing is impossible. Thank you, my angel.



The next day we were supposed to reach shores of Neira


            

    
        Consider Helping

    
    
    
    
                So... Um... I kinda feel weird by doing what I did and writing what I am about to write...

I decided to start a Patreon. Why? I know that I said plenty of time that I am going to do my work for free... So, what changed? My personal situation did.

You are probably aware of the fact, that MC of this story died because of Carbon monoxide poisoning and... that it was based on what happened to me (poisoning, not dying, god damn it!).

As the outcome, despite the fact that I was saved my body... won't be ever as good as it used to be, it also means that I have to swallow quite a few pills every time in a while, and those pills, unfortunately, cost a coin or two (or three or four...). Also, my (and my family) finances got a bit... shitty. Also, because of my condition, I am pretty much unable to do any kind of physical job - and now tell me, even as you worked in a shop, how many times were you asked to move heavy stuff? Exactly. Quite a lot. And now - who would hire a student with only half of a degree that after 30 minutes of physical labors is dying of exhaustion? (Fucking lungs...)

What can I offer to you if you would pledge? Nothing. This story will remain free, this story won't have anything like releasing chapters for patrons earlier, and if you have any ideas about the story that you would love to see, just say them. I would be happy adding them (as long as they wouldn't fuck up my world) no matter if you pledged a dollar, two, 99999, or didn't pledget even a penny.

Yet still, I humbly ask you - if you are enjoying my story, consider pledging equivalent of cheeseburger monthly. If all my followers (after this part I anticipate to lost 1/2 of followers) would give me 1 dollar, I could deal with all my expenses, help my family, got myself English lessons (to improve) and even take care of my mental health (Of my mental what?!).

Anyway. Once again. Thank you for all the support you gave me up until now, hopefully, my situation would get a bit better soon, and I would love if that situation would get better because of you - people that found some kind of value in my art. That would really mean a lot to me.

Ok, as I already begged my part, I will just start writing another chap. See you in a couple of hours, folks.
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	[Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up
	[Nature Healing Magic is now level 12
	New manifestation available: [Troll's Skin]






	[Troll's Skin]
	By studying arts of Nature, druids managed to mimic abilities of certain creatures.

By casting [Troll's Skin], druid can make its target skin far more resistant against physical damaged. It also makes damaged caused by wounds cure faster.

Grants [Lesser illness immunity]

	Mp cost: 50/use	Time: 06h00m00s
	END +5

CON +5

VIT +5

	Hp regen + 5/hour






	[Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up
	[Nature Healing Magic is now level 13






	[Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up
	[Nature Healing Magic is now level 14





Efforts of three days and night of healing, casting minor buffs, appraising possible injuries and diseases to get rid of them and working my ass off! Three levels of healing magic and useless buff… I mean, buff in quite nice especially for purpose of battle, but for curing Elana? Useless. I tried casting it to see how much it would help. 5 additional points of Constitution were supposed to give her additional 50 stamina points. It did. It added additional 50 points to “grey” part of the bar. Healing? Nope. It said – wounds. It would heal scratches, cuts, abrasions, but no mysterious diseases that were killing your from inside. At least they slowed down the process of her stamina bar turning grey a little. Technically – I wasted 50 mana that could be used to maintain life processes. Well, I wouldn’t know that if I wouldn’t try it. At least my healing from now on would have slightly better effects!


Also! As I want to look as badass, I can’t brag about my achievements to my team, so I will brag about it to you! More than 40 points of her Stamina bar are unlocked! After barely three days of hard work I managed to improved her condition by almost doubling her stam… What the fuck? Why did it drop to 39 again? COME ON!



	“M..Mister An… Mister Zariel, is everything all right?”





	“Hm? Ah, yes. It is. It actually is quite fine. I…” ah screw this. Let’s brag a little “… I actually managed to temporary improve your condition, you should be ok till we reach capital, and in capital I would have better equipment, access to the books about healing and few friends to ask for help and advices. You will see, we will get you back in shape in no time!” I brushed gently her hair with my fingers





	“Y..Yes! I feel much better already! See?” she flexed her muscles puffing cheeks. Still, she pretty much had no muscles at all, so no matter how much she flexed not a tiniest bump appeared on her arm. But hey! She could force her palms into fists! That’s quite a feat!





	“Ok. Ok, easy there girl! Stop it or you would make me and all the sailors jealous of your frightening might…” her stamina dropped to 38, 37, 36 “… No! Nononono! I really mean it! Don’t you dare doing too many activities! I know that it may annoy you, especially that you have just felt better, but please, just couple more…”




She started chuckling



	“Very well. I am good ad doing nothing, you can say I have quite the experience on that field. If my doctor says that I have to be patient, then who am I to do otherwise?” she said it with very serious-noble like tone.




The door were slammed open as one of sailors put his head inside the cabin



	“G’day, milady, sir, captn’ Jack sayin’ that we’re about to get to yar destination in about a hour. Yar nicely asked to take your stuff, for ya all will be literally kicked in the water as we can’t stay ‘ere for long.” And he left.





	“Antsy to see different Kingdom for first time?” I asked as I saw her moving impatiently in her bed “Tell me, do you want to leave this cabin for a moment and take a look at the sea?” her eyes turned as big as golden coins





	“R..Really? Can I? Won’t it worsen my condition?”





	“I maybe will, but then I will just have to stay awake for two more days healing you. I told you, I will make you see the world… If you would allow me, my lady…”




I took her in my arms and carried her on the upper floor. As soon as we get on fresh air a bigger wave hit the side of the ship splashing us lightly.



	“God damn it!” I hissed “That’s another reason why I preferred staying below the deck! Wait a little, I will dry us in no t…”





	“Drying? WARMING UP?!” pyromancer must have heard what I was just talking about “… PYROX WILL MAKE YOU HOT IN A JIFFY!”





	“No! We are fine! Do you hear me?! Pyrox! Don’t…”




But he did. I must say that I was nicely surprised. By his “warming up” I thought that he would put us inside pillar of fire, yet all he did was sending a warm wind in our direction


I looked in direction of Jason



	“He learned to control his flames?” I asked raising my brow





	“He needed few tries tho…” he said pointing with his chin in direction of few sailors





	“Don’t you even mention it!” one of sailors with party burned beard said





	“Just…. Keep him away…” the other with still smoking hair said




I see…



	“Lil Lady! Lil lady! Wanna see a trick?!” punk kept asking girl I was carrying.




She only smiled and nodded.


Pyrox raised his open palm making a small flame appear on it. Then, on our eyes, the flame turned into small horse and jumped off his palm. He was running through the air around us making circle or two, before landing again on his palm, then when our attention was fully focused on the flame it burst into small inferno taking shape of Elana face.



	“Good job, Pyro, good job…” I said nodding with appreciation. “How many tries he needed for that one?” I asked again Jason, yet this time he pointed in direction of huge, black marks on the frontal part of the ship





	“That’s the reason why we are landing before noon. Jack increased the speed because, as he said: [I want to get rid of this madman before he would burn my ship!], or something like that.”




Another reason to thank Pyrox.



	“You little ungrateful bastards!” Jack said aloud from behind a steering wheel “Welcome in pirate’s bay. Leave only your foot print in the sand, take only memories… no, honestly. If you would try taking something from those guys, they will slice your throats. Anyway, I was supposed to leave you somewhere else, but I would prefer not risking getting by ship burned. No refunds. Prepare to get lost in 10 minutes!”




o-ho. Jack didn’t like our team? Not that I would miss him, but he did his job and thus earned his coin. I throw additional coin in his direction, which he caught in skillful manner



	“Consider it a tip.”





	“Tip is supposed to be 10% of what you spent! And if you think that I risked my life for 10 silver, then I must dissapoin…”




A golden coin flew after it’s silver sister.



	“Stop whining, Jack, you did your part so I will be far more generous than by giving you just a coin.”





	“And what do you mean by that?”





	“I will let you live!” I said with smile on my face.




He burst into laugh, but after seeing my gaze he stopped.



	“Well… T..Thanks, I think…”






Soon we jumped from the ship on wooden footbridge below.



	“Farewell!” Jack said taking his Capitan’s hat off his head “I hope that we shall never meet again, for you were a shitty clients! If you would need a smuggler, don’t ask for me! Consider me dead! Yet, you may always cherish the day, when you were honored to sail with Capitan Jack Sp…”




Huge wave hit his ship splashing water on him and making him stop in half of his sentence.


Wooden bridge was leading in direction of cave partly burrowed in the sea, I couldn’t ignore the fact that it was locked by iron door… wait, iron would corrode, so maybe stainless steel? How would they managed making stainless steel with their current techno…



	“Stop right there! Entering fee is gold coin per person! Pay it, or leave it!” a rude voice could be heard from behind.




Gold per person? Now, I am slowly running out of gold, so…



	“Open it.” Another voice could be heard from behind.





	“The hell are y… Oh, I mean.. I am sorry, I just…” rude voice owner wasn’t so rude any longer





	“Just open it, you pig.”




The gate rattled as someone was turning the key inside and taking off blocking beams. Pretty soon gate was opened to the side. On the other side a fat, bald, old man was sitting on the chair – I recognized in him the one demanding gold, and five hooded individuals leaded by man with his face uncovered.



	“Aw! Marcus! How do you do, all rat?!” Ay cherished seeing the man who demanded opening the gate




He only nodded in her direction as his greeting before turning in my direction. He raised his hand and his right hand turned into fist hit open palm of his left hand. The hoodies behind him mimicked his behavior.



	“We greet you. We are happy to see you alive and in good health, we hope that journey wasn’t tiresome and you do well. We also hope that company of Ay wasn’t too… annoying.”




Oh my. Someone is happy to see me?



	“Rogue sent you?” I actually stated my mind more than asked. He answered by nodding.





	“We shall accompany you in your journey to the capital. Ay, you are also expected. Is there anything you wish to do? Here, in pirate’s bay is placed quite infamous black market. If you have any desires to buy something, master Rogue told us to get everything you need.”





	“No, let’s head back as fast as… or wait. Books. Can I get here some rare books?”





	“Indeed. Holy Kingdom ordered to burn many tomes, but smugglers every time in a while manage to take a copy or two. Also, there are few books banned by Council. If there is place where you could find them, it would be here.”





	“Ok… Wouldn’t that be rude of me if I would give you a list of books that would be needed and then…”





	“I may leave two of my men here, we would ride to the capital and if anything that would met your preferences would be found, we would sent it to the factory. Does it satisfy you?”





	“It does. It is more than just enough.”





	“Please, pay no attention to courtesy. Because of you my unit is fully operational. If you would order a sandwich with tuna from east coast and bread baked in the fire of volcano, you will get one.”





	“I… You almost made me ask for it. But no. Rogue is waiting and even I have quite urgent patient needing treatment.”




He looked at girl in my arms



	“I hope she won’t interfere with your responsibilities.”





	“Ah, I didn’t introduced her. Elana, that’s big bad assassin. Big bad assassin, this is Elana Scarlet.”




He looked back at me and then on her, on me, on her, on me and on her. Finally her nodded



	“Madam Scarlet. Welcome in Neira. As long as you stay mister Zariel’s guest, we shall take good care of you.”




Poor girl didn’t know what to say.


We followed inside after a man called by Ay “Marcus”. Inside of the cave was a fully functional hidden city lightened up with red crystals hammered into walls and ceiling. With inns, bars, brothels, mercenaries guild, and – a market. It was a round building in the center of the city surrounded by stalls.



	“Pay attention sir, the closer you are to the grand theatre the better quality goods you will find… by higher price. If you would buy something from those nearest the edges you would be most likely ripped off and got a junk. Just yesterday I saw a man trying to sell me a grimoire. He said that it contains a powerful spells written in elvish. Indeed. The book was filled with elvish text, but fortunately I know a word or two… those were all rhymes describing how two dwarves have their way with mother of reader and such…”





	“He at least knew what he was selling?”





	“I doubt it. That man wasn’t looking like the one who would spent his time studying languages.”




I see. Funny place. Still, someone like me – with appraisal, could probably earn a small fortune here just by buying enchanted equipment from fools that have no idea what they were having on stock, and then re-selling it with profit. Maybe someday I would take Rogue here to do some shopping?



	“Carriages are this way, sir.”





	“Carriages? Plural? You knew that I was coming with company, or just..”





	“Syndicate is owning its own fair share on most black markets… since you helped it. If we say we want a carriage. We get a carriage.”





	“Aren’t you overvaluing my merits?”





	“You gave us potions. Potions gave us gold. Gold gave us information. Gold gave us equipment. With information and tools we were able to resume our activity.”




In half of an hour we reached the other side of the city were carriages were waiting for us. Me, twins and Elana got into the first one, Morgana, Pyrox, Jason and Ay into second. Marcus and his men put on some mercenary’s plates and headed away.




The journey like a journey. Nothing weird nor unusual happened for next couple of hours. Elana begged her place near the window, she spent her time watching scenery outside. Oh, she was so excited. Every time in a while she would look grabbed me by sleeve just to show me some weird tree, mountain that looked like someone’s face, cloud in shape of lion’s face and such. She was so excited about such silly things. Of course she would be excited. For more than a year all she saw was a white ceiling of her room. Also, I noticed twins didn’t like Elana. I had my own assumptions why is that so – because of her I was busy for past few night, thus they couldn’t sleep on my extra-fluffy fur. Spoiled brats.


Our little “princess” felt asleep four more times for more than half of an hour. That’s quite the improvement! Still, for now she is literally tied to me. I need to contact Daralon as soon as possible.


With small breaks, we were traveling by whole day and few hours – reaching capital in next day’s evening.



	“Halt! State your business!” a guard called from the gates.





	“What!?” Marcus yelled angrily from his coachmen sit “Can’t you see the plates, you fool? We are expected! Asked you Capitan!”





	“Sure, cuz capitan of city guards has nothing better to do than…”





	“Oh? Sylvio, since when are you responsible for my day schedule to know better what am I supposed to do in which time of a day?” the man I already met asked “Let them in.”





	“S. Sir, yes, sir!”




Efficient. I like it. We moved past adventurer’s guild as we headed deeper in the slums. For a moment I shut the windows of the cart, so none of my friends would see me. Not just yet, my loves, not just yet.


We stopped in front of the factory. I stepped outside carrying Elana and walked inside. Most of workers already left, doesn’t matter. I moved on the floor to my private laboratory, where my students were supposed to do their job.



	“Honey, cover your ears please.” I smiled to young Scarlet





	“B..But why?”





	“Cuz many, bad words are going to be said.” She did as I asked bringing her hands to her head.




I kicked the door and yelled



	“THE FUCK IS GOING ON HERE?!”




Only Clarice and another girl whose name I already forgot were inside



	“W..What’s supposed to be wrong?” Clarice asked with her eyes widened





	“Hm? Oh, nothing. I was bluffing. But I am happy to see you. Clarice, you will make me two concentrated stamina potions…” I said laying Elana on the table “… and you…” I said looking at the other one





	“… Marianna?”





	“Exactly. You, Marianna, will deliver a message for me…”





	“I…I studied to be an alchemist, not errand…”





	“Alchemist? You are nothing more but useless fart! But, I will let you prove me wrong. Do you want to cook 20 potions till the morning, or take a fucking note to the place 30 minutes away from here?”




She opened her mouth, then shut it.



	“Perfectly. See? You are not as stupid as you look! Another reason not to judge a book by its cover! CLARICE? How are my potions?!”





	“I…I have barely lit the fire under the pot!”





	“To slow! Minus 10 points!” Oh, home, sweet home. Barely spending my time here activates my mad scientist





	“W..What does it ever means? Minus ten from what?”





	“From my relationship points! The less points you have the worse I am going to treat you! And don’t talk back, damn it!” I said writing down a note. “Maria – to adventurer’s guild leader! And don’t you dare saying anyone from where it came! You have never seen me! And I am not in the city! Also, as you would finish delivering this message fell free finding Daralon… you know him, right? Great. And you will nicely, politely, almost lovingly – ask him to come here.”





	“B..but you said all I had to do was to deliver…”





	“MINUS ONE MILIONS POINTS”





	“I..I am going right away…”





	“Plus five points. Which means that you still have minus nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand nine hundred and ninety five points… go girl… go, go, go, go…”




I said while sending her away. Rest of the team followed me inside.



	“That’s how you treat your workers?” Morgana asked raising her brow “Also, all of them are witches?” she asked with smile





	“Useless shits, no witches. To closest to be a witch has that girl behind my back…” I said mentioning Clarice





	“You… girl..” Morgana asked “Who are you girl?”





	“Yes, Madame! I am stupid dense and useless piece of shit trained by merciful master Zariel to become somewhat decent mage and alchemist. Please! Forgive me that I am breathing!”




Oh. I forgot about teaching them that. I mean, come on! That’s hilarious, plus I never actually thought that somebody would actually ask her anything inside factory.



	“Heh. Classic.” Jason appreciated my taste of humor.









A young alchemist run into the guild. She yelled from the doorstep.



	“Master Jericho! Please, where is master Jericho!? Urgent message from master Jericho!”





	“On the floor! In office! Door in front of the stairs…” she rushed there pushing out of her way few adventurers “… ok! Ok! No need of saying [thank you]. Honestly.. people these days are so…”




The door to master’s office was slammed open.



	“Master Jericho! Urgent news!”





	“Ah, my young lady – there are no such things like urgent news and not-urgent news! There are only… news…” he opened a letter “… these are really urgent news. Tell me, my young where did you…”




But woman already vanished. Old man turned his gaze back on the letter. It said:



 

Jericho!

 

Damn you! Ok, I have slept with your daughter, but to try getting my killed?! Ok. I am quite busy – so I will just let you know. I am back in the Neira – I just have lots of stuff to do. Calm down Gisele, tell her that I am all right and we will see each other soon… JUST DON’T TELL HER THAT I AM ALREADY HERE – or she would break the town apart looking for me…. 

 

Ps.

I will thank you for sending me to the Holies. Really – I brought few guyz with myself – the one that you will take into the guild. Few B and A ranks are about to empower our little guild. Nice people – we were in same block. “For dangerous specimen”.

 

Xoxo.

Z.




	“What do you have there?” Gisele asked looking over Jeremy’s shoulder




Old man quickly rolled the paper into ball and swallowed it



	“Nothing! It was nothing!” He said still chewing. “Good news. I will take your chains off now…”




That picked dragoness curiosity.



	“What’s the trick…”





	“I just got message from Zariel. He is safe now… he should reach the city in… couple of days…”





	“Really?! REALLY!? You aren’t lying are you?! Can I see this message?”




Jericho swallowed



	“Sorry, sunshine. I think I have lost it somewhere.. If I would find it I would let you know…”




Good job, Jericho. You barely made it.

            

    
        Super-fast-note

    
    
    
    
                Just to let you know - because of "responsabilities" today's chapter may be released bit later. In case i wouldn't manage to write one today you will get 2 tomorrow. (Still, i am pretty sure that if i would be late with chapter i would released it around midnight of central europe time). I simply have no idea how much time i would need to finish my curent tasks - maybe in an hour, maybe in five.


Ok, and because RRl decided that you can't make "chapters" shorter than 500 characters i have to write somthing more just to meet those requirements, so i think i will just rumble about how evil it is that I can't write anything shorter than those 500 chars. For i can't write less than 500 chars and number that i have to reach is 500 - no less. As soon as i would meet 500 chars you can be sure that that note would end. Did I made it to 500 yet? Looks like i did.

Oh! To those who decided to waste their moneys to help me - thank you. Also, as I already have a mic - i Love you mom!
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                The gathering of bishops – Holy Kingdom



	“So. The messenger reached me…” the prophetess sitting on platform over the table of bishops started “…that you have some joyful information to share. I am really happy to hear it out, especially that lately things were going as we planned… I am all ears.”




The bishops remained silent for couple more seconds. They already knew what happened.



	“My lady…” one of them started “… I am afraid that joyful news pretty quickly turned into horrible one. With hands of paladin Amelia Scarlet we managed to catch abomination you wanted dead…”





	“Catch? I don’t want it captured! I want it dead! Taking it into custody only gives it possibilities to free itself, and that’s a risk I won’t stand. I hope you already ordered it to be killed.”





	“My lady… as we heard it hate it’s evil existence so much, we wanted to make its execution a public event…”





	“No! It must be killed now…”





	“And I am afraid I already managed to… ran away.”




Prophetess turned pale



	“If that’s a joke… that would be best moment to tell me about it and hand me over its head!”





	“No my lady, we underestimated its cleverness… we think…”





	“Send Scarlet again! She defeated it once, she can do it again!”





	“My lady, Amelia Scarlet described another attempt as futile. She said that she managed to capture it because she found it off guard. She also said that he is kind of a man that never makes same mistake twice… And even more… the abomination found a measure to stop house Scarlet from interfering – he captured her sister and use her as hostage…”





	“Bloody fools! This is why I tol… Wait, by her sister do you mean Elana Scarlet?”





	“Y..Yes, my lady…”





	“Elana Scarlet – the only one that survived planting of The Seed? The one from [Living Saint] project? THAT ELANA?! What kind of other calamity happened when I wasn’t paying attention!? I am sure you have ten more!”





	“The tomb of King Balthazar has been opened by abomination. Nothing was found inside. Whatever was [greatest love] and [greatest evil] of Kind Balthazar, it is gone…”




Prophetess hide her face in palms



	“My lady…”





	“Save your excuses, I am not the one that will listen to them…”




A person that until now was staying behind the prophetess in grey coat moved forward. She took her hood and the room was taken over by light forcing bishops to avert their gaze.



	“Why do I even bother?...” the creature made of light asked sadly with purest voice “…I came to warn you of what is approaching. I gave you knowledge, tools and measures. Do you know why? Because he will bring end to old order. He learns fast. He is barely more than one year old, yet he managed to fool you, released something that was kept shut since times so old, that even those who perished could barely remember it, and even take away from you blessing that I bestowed upon thee. In next year her will be equal to Amelia you cherish so much, in next year he will surpass her, and year after that no human in any number will manage to take him down. You had this one chance to kill him. Now, you must work fast.”





	“But… My lady! How? The seed was taken?”





	“The difference between me – the daughter of fire, and you – sons of clay, is that I predicted every outcome – even your incompetence. Listen to your prophetess. She was given my instructions.”




The light perished, and from person standing near the head of the church not even trace remained.





Capital of Neira - factory





Once again I was dealing with Elana most urgent symptoms – those that needed to be taken care of immediately


~ He slowly moved his palms over her chest. Her bared, pink skin responded under each of his touches sending shivers down her spine. Each of his caresses were like electrocution drawing moans from her parted lips…


… Luuuust. Stop it. I am trying to focus on..


~ Come on! I am bored! And that lil’ lady is quite eager to have some fun with you!


Even if I wanted to - her condition is bad. She may literally DIE during the act


~ That’s sweetest kind of death! Come on! She is completely into you!


She is not


~ Host, where the hell do you have your eye? Wanna bet? Stop doing what you are doing right now, and look her in the eyes. Do nothing, just don’t stare away.


Why?


~ Do it!


I needed to do what she  wanted, or she wouldn’t stop yapping. I stopped my hands and look at her. She was staring at me all this time and as soon as our eyes met, she blushed and looked away.


~ Seeeeee?


She is like a puppy that after being fed is following human. That’s no affection – just admiration


~ And? Why should we care? Sex is sex, also – you are right. She is just like a dog. A female dog. So – technically a bitch. I will tell you more! She is a good bitch! A very good bitch! And do you know what good bitches deserves?


Don’t finish, please…


~ They deserve a bone! Nya-hahahaha!


You are sickening me. She is still a kid! Look at her!


~ Oooh trust me, I do. She told that herself! In a year she can get married! Also – LOLI IS JUSTICE! Big chests! Small chests! They all are equally wonderful!


Greed. Can I ask you a favor?


~ I WILL NOT BE SILENCED! WHY MY NEEDS ARE NEGLECTED! This is not just! I demand equality of sins! If you won’t I shall start a strike!...


Ho? And what would you exactly do?


~ I will stop talking to you! It will be silent strike!


THANK YOU! THAAANK YOU! Do it!


~Are you suuuure? I won’t say a word!


Splendid


~ Nothing shall be heard from my side! Not a yell not even a moan!


…


~ You will see, that silence – it will be unbearable. No one can withstand being ignored as much as you will be ignored! You will call me! You will beg me! You will crawl in dust under my feet! [Please, beautiful and wise Lust, talk to me! I mean nothing without you!] – those will be your own words! It will be so bloody quiet that…


FOR FUCK SAKE! I CAN’T HEAR MY OWN THOUGHTS!


~…


THANK YOU!


Once again I started treating Elana.



	“Just wait bit longer, sweetie, just bit longer and I would stop bothering you”





	“Y..You are not bothering me! I am the one being a burden… I am just using your kindness…”




After words [kindness] Clarice choked.



	“… You are so good to me…”




Marianna dropped a vial which shattered



	“I… I just can’t thank you enough… I just can’t believe that this is happening, you are like an angel that came down to help me…”




Two other girl that were walking while looking in our direction bumped into each another



	“… girls, I think someone kidnapped our teacher and sent a usurper in his place. It is impossible for teacher Zariel to be nice…” one of my students started





	“Yes, in the moment he would said a nice word his black heart would split into two…” another followed





	“Don’t even tell me! I became sexually frustrated because of him! As foreplay I am making my man to tell me how much he loves me, how important I am, that my life matters… When he told me that for the first time after week of studying under teach Zariel I burst into tears! I just couldn’t comprehend that my life could hold any value!”





	“My ladies!” I addressed them. They jumped into air.




They were whispering to each another as they were sure that I couldn’t hear them. I appraised the woman that said the last sentence. Mostly because I already forgot her name



	“Anna!? You need me to boost your morals? You want me to tell you how much I treasure you, do you?” my voice was sweet, so Elana was easily fooled. Yet my girls, oh they knew what that meant





	“Girls… I think he heard us…” Clarice whispered even quieter





	“That would be correct!” I called from the other side of the room. “… Hm? Are you girls… perhaps… resting?”




They rushed all over the room beginning to start working over potions again. Yet that didn’t stop me. I started my usual lecture



	“Do you know, my loves, which animal is most wonderful in this world?” in the meantime Daralon knocked. With gesture I let him in, yet told him to wait a moment “… It is a bee! And do you know why? Have you ever seen a bee going on sick leave? A bee asking for the salary raise? Have you ever seen a bee slacking?! NO! Exactly! That’s what I want you to be! Be a bee!”




I moved in direction of dark mage to say my greetings.



	“I missed you!” he said “There was no one who would understand me around! Even more – those fools from council didn’t give any quest worth of mentioning! Now, I hope you have something challenging for me!”





	“Yeah. If you would like taking a look at her…” I pointed on Elana




Yet in same time Ay entered the room.



	“Zari! Jason got drunk, Pyrox is showing his tricks to everyone in the factory… burning two of your plants in the process and twins are yelling that they want to snuggle with you are refuse going to bed… Oh. Hello Daralon.” She said with cold tone.




Daralon also lost some of his humor



	“Greetings, Aielle.” He responded





	“I thought that friends call you just Ay…” I said with smile





	“That’s correct” They said in unison





	“Ok. What is going on between you two? I mean – you two are the craziest people I know. I thought that you two would get along.”





	“At first we do, but he…”





	“… but she…”





	“IS COMPLETELY INSANE!” once again – perfect unison




What?



	“Imagine – we are doing a mission…” I just looked behind me to see if Elana was listening up, but apparently she fall asleep again “… things are going smoothly… Everything. We got inside facility, every magic trap is being opened, every lock picked… and then – our target. We were supposed to get information from him! I wanted to ask him in old-fashioned way – by slowly cutting pieces of him away…”





	“EXACTLY!” Curse speaker yelled “Like a savage! Like a barbarian! With knife and needle?! These things are good when you want your target dead! Instead, I suggested a small curse that would play with his mind…”





	“RIGHT! As if I was letting him destroy him mind! When he would turn insane he wouldn’t be able to tell us everything at all!”





	“A-ha! Cuz he would tell us something if you would bleed him out?!”





	“So, let me guess…” I stopped their quarrel “… both of you were interrogating him in same time, torturing his body and soul making him die because of shock?”





	But that was his/her fault!”





	“Zari! Tell me! You love me more than her, right?” Dar-dar asked





	“Ho-ho! Jokes on you! He already told me that I can be the one to use his poisons! Check if they work…”





	“Are you sure he didn’t ask you to swallow them?!”





	“GUYZ! Stop it! I love both of you! You are my bread buns and I am a sausage! Together we make a hotdog! Don’t ask me to chose only one of you, cuz then I simply wouldn’t be full! My life would lack something! There would be a hollow in my heart that only two of you can fill!”





	“That’s…. the most fucked up thing I heard for a long, long time…”





	“Aww, but it was sooo sweet of you! Creepy as hell, but sweet!”





	“Ok. Zari, what were you talking before that savage rushed in without knocking disturbing you in the middle of the speech?”





	“AH, yes. Look at her. I think she is cursed, yet I can’t locate the source… it is simply beyond my appraising skills. I thought that if I would ask the greatest expert on fields of curses than…”





	“Did you hear?” he asked looking at Ay “Me – an expert. He – needs an expert. Me – usable. You – not even mentioned…”





	“Stop it! Focus, dar-dar, focus!”





	“Ok, ok, let me take a look.” He put her hand of her chest focusing “… where did she hid her boobs? They were supposed to be somewhere around here… Yet they are gone…”





	“DARALON!”





	“I am just toying with you. Already looking… are you sure it is a curse? Because I feel nothing. Really. Not a tiniest source of darkness..”





	“Maybe if you would look for nature or light?”





	“Light curse? Kid, that’s not how it is supposed to wo… Holy… moly…”




He turned pale



	“What’s going on?!”





	“Kid. You were wrong, yet so very right in same time… that’s not the curse. That’s… a parasite but… I am pretty sure that… no, it is impossible, she would be tore into pieces… but what if… no… but maybe… Nah… still the opportunities that… Duh…”





	“Stop toying with me!”





	“Zar-zar, where did you get that wench from?”





	“Noble family of holy kingdom. You can say she is my souvenir…”





	“Ok. Now focus and try answering me – what is an angel doing inside of girl from noble house? The one that eat her from inside?”




… Que?







Ravens flew into the library causing quite a commotion.



	“SHUSH! AWAY PESTS!” the librarian tried scaring them off with broom





	“Stop it Abraham. Can’t you see those are familiars? Carrying a letter? And a ring?”





	“Tsh. That ring is probably supposed to mean that the one that send them has permission to use our resources… still, I don’t like it… what is in the letter?”





	“Wait, let me see… a list of books… Cult of light, hierarchy of angel… rites of exorcism, uh – few positions from restricted section…”





	“Absolutely not! Restricted section is called restricted, because it was restricted. Period!”




Another letter dropped on the table



	“The hell is that one about?”





	“If you are reading this letter, it means that you, you stupid old fart, decided to refuse me few books. Listen her you dense fool. I asked for them not because I want to summon a pet angel – so you have two choices. You will give those bloody books, or I will go ask my friend to come here with me. And that friend’s name in Hieronymus Kleir…”





	“Ok. Stop it here…”





	“Are you sure? I am not even in half of the letter. In second part he accuse you to be a son of two men and a goat which I find pretty amuss…”





	“No. I don’t. One – I don’t care what some brat thinks of me; Two – just hearing the name [Kleir] makes me shiver. I don’t want to have anything in common! Last time that mad man told me to change the way I put his books on the shelf, because they weren’t in chorological order – I tried telling him, that we use an alphabetical order – But NOOO, he even send a letter to the rector of academy… just for him we changed the way we stored our books on shelf in whole section! No, thank you but no.”





	“So, what are we doing?”





	“Just… just give him whatever he wants.”





	“Even [The gate of abyss]?”





	“Yes”





	“And what with [Lesser key of Solomon]?”





	“YES!”





	“And how about…”





	“YES! YES and YEEES! If he asks about [Omnis Diabolicus] – Yes! If about [Chronica Astrata] yes, if about [Heart of the darkness]… wait, heart of the darkness…”





	“He asks about that too…”





	“The hell he want to do? Summon Fiery Avenger?”





	“Actually… he asks also about [Rites of banishes] and few instructions of opening the second doors of the seconds doors… which would mean…”





	“Not summoning but banishing? Damn. But those books would mean… I just hope he would do so far, far away from the city…”





	“I am pretty much sure he will – another one – using energy of mana veins in the ground… In capital there aren’t any veins. The closest one would be…”





	“The forest of dread?”








I studied the books all night long. It’s not good. Not good at all. Even more I made a mistake. That was something that should draw my attention from very start – her basic condition could be easily made better. Why priests were keeping her almost dead all this time? To not wake the creature.


If there is barely any food – the creature sleeps and eats only as much as it needs to survive, if somebody would treat her condition – there would be more to eat, the more it would eat, the more it would grow and the more it would grow, the more it would eat. This is why she was losing her stamina so quickly! For those past four-five days I made the beast stronger. Much stronger. There was not time to waste. Equipped in knowledge and few potions I moved in direction of guild. My [Hellion] with Elana was waiting in carts near the city gate.


I kicked the gate of the guild open drawing everyone’s attention and yelled as much strength I had in my lungs



	“I want to set a quest to the guild! And you better respond quickly, because we are moving out in 10 minutes!’
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                As soon as my voice could be Heard in the guild everything and everyone went silent. Then something cracked, something crumbled and something slammed. I heard something, as if storm or the end of the days, was charging through the stairs from the floor.


Capitan! The contact with an enemy has been established! Prepare for impact in three, two, on… MAYDAY, MAYDAY! I REPEAT WE NEED A BACKUP! The enemy attacked faster than we suspected! We underestimate their battle capabilities!


Or speaking in English – Gisele tacked me down



	“YOU IDIOT! YOU BLOODY IDIOT! I was worried! I was worried so much! You… idiot! Idiot! Ido…t”




Anger in her voice was slowly replaced be relief



	“You idiot… I told you to be careful.”





	“I know, love.”





	“And what, what did you do?”





	“I wasn’t careful, love.”





	“You are so… so…”





	“Stupid? Narcissistic? Overconfident? Thoughtless?”





	“All of them!”




Her hug became tighter and tighter, but it was far from being painful. I was slowly melting in her arms… No! I had to snap out of it!



	“Gis, please, let me go…”





	“No! I let you go once. ONCE! And you vanished for… god only knows how long!”





	“Two weeks, to be precise, but right now it is not important, you see…”





	“I don’t care! You will tell me later! Right now… just stay like that…” She burrowed her nose in my hair. God! How much I wanted to stay in this position. I was so tired. First, I was captured, then I was tortured, then I was running and finally, in past four days, I had barely any sleep… I just wanted to lay in bed cuddling with her for couple of days… the smell of her skin, I missed it! I missed it so mu… God damn it, Zari! The girl that is your safety warranty is dying right now!





	“Gisele. Lemme go.”





	“No!”





	“God damn it! Woman! Do you think that I don’t want to just lay and squeeze the hell out of you?! But I can’t! Not just yet! I have something to finish, and I have to do it quickly!”





	“Just moment…”





	“Gisele, look at me. A little innocent girl is going to die if I won’t move!”





	“Now you are just teasing me! You know that I love helping those who are helpless and you want to use it against m…”





	“Gisele! If you want, you can come with me – then you would meet her! Even more – she is still a child! She has barely more than 12 springs! Get up, you little, stupid lizard! Come on! Get your equipment!... something that can resist high temperatures would be nice.”




She looked at me and nodded



	“If that’s some kind of prank. I will kill you, hire a necromancer, resurrect you just to kill you aga…”




I planted a deep kiss on her lips. I was savoring her taste for couple of seconds before parting out lips



	“Get moving, love.” I smiled gently while looking her in the eyes





	“R..Right.”





	“Marika! Gustav! Nyx! Are there any good magicians here?!”





	“Gustav in away meeting his family…” Marika yelled “… Nyx on a mission. You are stuck just with petite, gorgeous me!”





	“I just hope it will be enough…”





	“HA!? We managed taking down a dragon!... even if undead… and taking into consideration that you did most of the job .. still, what can be worse than a dragon?”





	“… I will give you detail as we would departure… we need to hurry now…” or if you are smart enough you would know that situation is very, very serious and I don’t want you to chicken out.







We were riding in direction of forest. Me, squad of Hellion, Daralon, Gisele, Marika and Elana, of course. Her condition got much, much worse. She fainted a few hours ago her stamina dropped to 10 and my healing no longer increased those numbers – simply stopped them from falling even more. I also used that time to tell Marika and Gis what this commotion is all about



	“Angel? Did you say angel, did you? And by an angel you mean angel-angel, not some creation of an angel? I am just trying to comprehend… Ok. Pardon me. I am leaving here…” Marika didn’t like the idea





	“Too late. We won’t stop before we would reach our destination.”





	“And where are we going?”





	“Forest of dread…”





	“STOP THE CART! Sure! Not only we are riding with bloody angel – we are riding with that angel to one of the most dangerous places on the continent!”





	“It’s not that bad as long as you know where are you going to. I mean, that place is pretty much safe if you won’t wander over territory of Behemoths…”





	“Territory of Behemoths? Greaaat.”





	“Stop whining, Marika, this girl is all alone!” Gisele took my side





	“… Exactly… Zari, what did you get from helping her?” Fairy squinted her eyes





	“What do you mean?”





	“You won’t help somebody you don’t know without getting anything in return! What did you get, or what are your relations with her?”




Eh, they would have known sooner or later



	“That girl’s name is Elana Scarlet…”





	“Hm? Name rings a bell.”





	“Sister of Amelia Scarlet.”





	“… Funny, her name sounds similar to the girl that picked after Jericho title of the strongest… That Amelia?”





	“A-ha. Also – that Amelia that was responsible for beating the crap out of me and dragging my ass to the Holies.”




All this time Gisele had one of her hands on my shoulder as if she was afraid of letting me go. Right now, the grip of that hand almost crushed my collarbone.



	“Then.. shouldn’t you like… I don’t know? Kill her? Have revenge?”





	“So her sister would lead the charge at Neira just for the sole purpose of finding me and killing me? No. I preferred using her as a hostage to escape the land and then heal her to get myself her gratitude. Also, if I would eliminate house of Scarlet from war, the King could start liking me…”





	“…It’s good to know that Zari is still same old Zari…” Marika smiled “… always looking for possible gains and thinking on many fields at the same time.”





	“Also, you would see the place of my birth… I wonder if my hut is still standing? I just can’t wait to see what creatures dwell in it now…”




Once again a journey in direction of border with Holies. I can’t say that I like that idea, yet I couldn’t complain. Possible gain would reward me all my struggles… No. I am trying to convince myself that I am doing it all for material gains. That’s not a full truth. That girl is so much alike to old me… I… I don’t want to let her down. When I got sick I get everything I needed. Medical care that actually helped me, support of family and friends… because of that poisoning, I couldn’t attend classes for three months, so my friends were visiting me home on their own not only to give me notes but also to actually help me with studying preparing me for tests…


I wasn’t left alone, and I can’t leave her alone. Just look into what wonderful, sexy beast I turned into at the end? Maybe- just maybe, by giving her same possibilities she can alter her fate too? Fate of sacrifice. Of incubator.



	“Ok. Zari. How does it work?” Marika finally asked as she apparently gave up idea of running away





	“Those are only my suppositions… but you know what angel is?”





	“A form of higher spirits – so called celestial rank spirit. The creature that is an avatar of pure power and will, yet as every spirit – without a physical body. They were banished from this world my Aira, so they can appear her only by special permission of goddesses or by summoning, yet as powers of angels are surpassing those of the humans, it is impossible for us to summon an angel in its full glory and power…”





	“What if angel WOULD be given a vessel. A permanent, living vessel?”





	“Impossible. They would be torn apart from inside…”





	“You are missing the point of my question. What if an angel wasn’t summoned into a body, but BORN in a body?”




She looked with fear at Elana



	“No. No, please, don’t tell me that…”





	“Um…” Gisele joined our conversation “Mind telling in language that non-magicians would understand?”





	“It’s… terrifying! Listen!” Fairy took the job of describing the situation “Imagine that you have a vessel – let it be… a balloon! Or vial! Or bottle! Or whatever you want! That vessel is a body. Now, the angel in… something that you want to put into the bottle… BUT ANGEL IS FUCKING HUGE! It’s like whole tank of water that you want to put all at once into that one small bottle! Impossible! The pressure would break the bottle from inside… but what if an angel would be small? Very, very small? Smaller than a bottle? You can say such baby angel that has yet to grow. You plant such angel in a bottle. It grows with time building slowly pressure from inside – because it is relatively a slow process the vessel can somehow… adapt, expand a little fitting more of angel with time… as it grows and become bigger and bigger… the problem is that… how to put it…”





	“Bottle – the body, had its own content before – a soul” I joined “… you see, even as vessel if getting bigger, the small bottle can fit two souls… so the smaller one, the weaker one would be devoured and merged into the bigger…”





	“So?”





	“So soul of Elana is right now being replaced by Angel. Soon this little sweet girl would become a living angel. The one that you can’t banish because it would be connected with the body and not with the heavens.”





	“Which means?”





	“That angels may return to this world, and this time Aira won’t be able to cast them away.”





	“... fuck.”





	“Fuck, indeed.”





	“But.. but how was that possible? Planting another soul into a human should cause a shock? Sleeping-baby-angel should be killed or the host would die, for the soul would try getting rid of an intruder!”





	“… not if it was planted when target was weakened – sick, and for first few months conditions of host would be worsened on purpose…” it finally become clear to me. That’s something I wouldn’t find out if not a conversation with fairy “Elana was sick. The disease must have been serious because her father called priests for help, but those fuckers instead of healing her planted an angel inside her… and then they were responsible for her condition all this time! No later than a week ago she was still [treated] by priests! They let it grow and now it is almost fully adapted… Jason! Daralon, you heard that?”




I yelled on the outside of the cart to the people riding around us



	“Clearly.. .still bastard must become a perfect parasite? How will we force it away?”





	“Fear not. I have my own idea.” I tried calming them down. Even as my heart was pounding in fear of what am I about to do. I will truly, truly push my luck.





We ride for almost two days, your average distance between capital and forest. It was close to dusk when we left the cart.



	“Jason, carry Elana.”





	“Why?”





	“Because it would be four days since I slept last time, I have to lead ritual and find a way home. Last time I checked I was also the only one you could call tracker, and also because I told you to do so. Need more reasons?”





	“Eh…”





	“I will tell everyone, literally everyone in capital to not sell you alcohol…”





	“Consider it done, commander!”




See? Different people need different approaches while motivating. Key is knowing their weakness.



	“Home, sweet home…” I said looking into dark, deep forest



            

    
        Chapter 195

    
    
    
    
                We moved into the forest. Quickly, wasting no time – I was leading my friends through the woods avoiding dangers, ignoring fake paths and moving as far from predators lairs as it was only possible. We had to be careful only on those few first kilometers till we would reach the part of the forest covered by mist – same mist I raised months ago that was supposed to keep enemies away from my house and repealing dangerous creatures.



	“Are you sure we are moving in right direction? I feel as if we have already walked past this tree…” Gisele said as she was looking around





	“Yes. I am sure, you know why? Because I was the one to plant those specific trees. I did that so those who would look for my home would start thinking same thing as you just did. Gis, do you trust me?”





	“No. You can’t keep even yourself safe, what makes you think that you can keep safe whole team?”




Oh boy, apparently she won’t let me forget about that easily.



	“I just want to remind you, that it was your father who sent me on that [easy job], you want to blame someone? Blame Jericho!”




Ho-ho-ho, here my vengeance starts! Tremble, old man! Tremble and shiver, for I am about to bring misery upon you!



	“Are we there yet?” Marika asked for the thousand time.





	“Almost. Do you see mist?”





	“No.”





	“Then you have your answer. Jason, how is Elana?”





	“I would love to tell that she looks like blooming flower, unfortunately, she has fever and is sweating…”





	“Good. It means that her body is still fighting. Tell me if she would get pale.”




Damn it! Why those stupid veins has to be located so deep in the forest? I know, it was the other way around. It was the forest that grow around the veins not the other way around, but as I am irritated I can allow myself for bitching around, right?


Some wolf, probably very hungry one, thought that we would make a nice dinner. It rushed from the bushes jumping in our direction. Without even looking in its direction I made a gesture with my palm creating mana shock wave that send him on the tree. The impact was so strong that you could actually hear the sound of its bones cracking followed by sad whimper. It didn’t die. Yet. I doubt that crippled wolf would live enough in this forest. Even if other carnivore wouldn’t find it, even herbivore are capable of killing. I saw it happening – group of horned rabbit moving in pack actually killed wolf. They surely took their sweet time.






	“Are there y… oh, a mist! Right. What now. Can you navigate in that dense shit or…”




I snapped my finger forcing a path in mist to open



	“That’s… impressive.” She admitted





	“You can think about it as the gate leading to my yard. Get moving. We are close.”





	“So… where are those mana veins?”





	“One was at Lamia’s nest, but it’s too far, we will have to use…”





	“LAMIAS!? They are near?!” Marika started panicking again





	“Yeah. My neighbors. They forced me to fight with Titanoboa, fun times. But! As you know, vein is a line it has start and end... indeed, nest was located around its strongest point, but that doesn’t matter… Here. It should be good enough.”




I grabbed a stick and started drawing marks on the ground. A circle with secured three smaller circles on its [edges]. We put Elana in the middle of it. In same time Marika, Jason, and Daralon took positions in the smaller circles.



	“Everybody else, leave the altar…” I started, yet couldn’t finish





	“I don’t see any altar here!” Gisele called from under a tree





	“… Just stay away from the circle…”





	“You are inside…”





	“FOR FUCK SAKE! Yes! Because I will be a catalyst!”





	“And what would Marika and…”





	“Gis! Just… just stay there and wait. I will explain to you everything when Elana wouldn’t be dying, ok? Yes? Thank you, my love.”





	“What am I supposed to do?”





	“Wait for the battle. Trust me, there will be one. And don’t you ask me [when would I fight], you will see when! Ok? Are you ready?”





	“No!”





	“Great!” I leaned over Elana and started lightly slapping her cheek “…El, sunshine wake up.”




She opened her eyes, they were completely red.



	“M..mister it hurts…”





	“I know sweetie, just a little more… drink this.” I gave her a small vial with barely few drops of liquid. She willingly drunk it.





	“It tasted… weird.”





	“Tell me, El, do you trust me?”





	“Y..yes.”





	“Foolish of you… but thank you.”




Her eyes rolled back in her skull as she fainted.



	“What’s wrong? Zari?!”





	“It’s ok. She is dying. I mean, I just gave her poison. “





	“W..WHAT?”





	“The creature isn’t fully formed. It still needs to feast. When it would find out that its host is dead it would be easier to tear it off of her… Guyz, what are you waiting for? You know the spell?”




I moved away Elana’s shirt. Revealing her skin



	“Hear us out, oh creature that dwells in the skin and mind,Leave this vessel, that belongs not to you,
Hear us out – exorcising you, perish, oh unwanted being,
Begone from this world, Begone from this body, Begone from this mind,”




The number is important in magic. 3 is simplest power number. Three elements, three goddesses, three basic elements of life.


Even more, now, we have representatives of all elements. Marika as nature, Daralon as chaos and Jason as order. That was a great advantage. It could literally mean that none of the sides wish for the creature that lies in Elana’s body to remain in this realm.


Something started moving inside of girl’s belly. It looked like a huge snake or bug was crawling inside of her… that wasn’t supposed to look like that. Something is wrong! Angels are astral beings! They shouldn’t affect body like that! They shouldn’t…


Her skin started moving as if having will of her own, folds of skin started gathering on her body forming some weird shape. Then, it simply fell off. We were looking literally and ball made of flesh laying near blonde girl. And then it burst to splash blood all around. It was some kind of twisted “egg”. What came from inside could be named only as abomination



	Ai'Garhaiel - Lesser angel
	Level	74
	Hp	[4498/4500]
	Sp	[942/2200]
	Mp	[5000/5000]
	Titles	Of flesh and bones

Parasite

Devourer of Innocence

Rebellious Angel

	Skills	???

???

???

???

???

???

???






The creature that rolled out of the egg and jumped into the air. It spread its wings and hovered few centimeter over the ground. You call that an angel?! Damn! Sebastian in his twisted garuda form wasn’t as ugly as this!


It’s body was thin and long, insectoid in appearance. Long tail finished with stinger was connected to small, flat, round part of main body – resembling face hugger, yet from its back a wide and thin wing were sprouting. It didn’t move them to fly. They were more like decoration. It had 10 “arms” and it’s very small head was finished with halo. It’s mouth were toothless, instead it was equipped in some kind of sucker.



	“whooo disturrrbzzz myyy feaaast.” It voice sounded like a creature from nightmare. “Our naaame izzz Ai’Garhaiel – We are the punisssshers of wicked. Booow before uzzz, or dieee.”





	“We banish thee, who…” the trio kept chanting all this time





	“Guyz… You can stop now… It… it has its own body. We won’t banish it…”





	“Baaanish? You wanted to cazt me awayyy? Fooolz, I have seen your evillll, thuz, I am obligateeed to turn yooou into duzt!”





	“So what are we doing? WHAT ARE WE DOING?”





	“It has a body, what do you do with enemies that have a body?”




Gisele smiled widely



	“Smash and slash. Now, this looks like a job for me!”




She brought her weapon to her side.



	“Foolizh mortal! You stand no chanze againzt might of the angelz, lie down and accept yoourz fate – then the end shaaall be quick.”




Marika dropped on her knees joining her palms in prayer



	“On my mother of the earth,Hear me softly whisper prayer,
Bond thy foes, pin them down,
Send your children – all of crowns…”





	“Tremble you, who stand on my way,Shiver in despair as you cross my path,
My name in anger, in grief I trust,
Stand aside, or turn to dust…”




Daralon started the spell of his own.


Twins yelled holding their heads



	“Mister! It hurts! Looking in his head hurts so much! There is so much noise there!”




Foolish kids, trying to manipulate an angel? I am happy that it didn’t boil their brains.



	“Am I… about to fry an angel?! AN ANGEL! HAHAHAHA! IT’S SO HOT!”




Pyrox smashed his fists onto each another covering his whole body in flames.



	Shifting in process
	Avatar chosen:[Fiend of the Forest]
	Bonuses will be added 
	STR	+ 10
	DEX	+ 15
	RFX	+ 20
	All nature based spells dramatically improved
	Access to the [Acid spitter] venom: granted





I slowly morphed my body into smaller one. I fell on all my legs. Our enemy has a relatively small body which would mean that he is either type focusing on speed or intelligence. Personally, I think the second one – mostly because of its enormous mana pool.


Me and Gisele started circling the creature from different sides.



	“May bazking in hoooly light puuurify you.”




The creature moved all its arm in front of its head forming a circle, opened its mouth and spat a ray of light. Angel begun moving its body to the sides cutting trees in half. Everything touched by mass of pure holy energy turned into ashes. It was hot enough to melt stones.


Its power was frightening, yet it was born few minutes ago. It didn’t remember the times of ancient war, or speaking in English – it was inexperienced. Either this, or it was so arrogant that instead of aiming at us it wanted to boast around. Or both. I was fine with that.


I jumped at its back burrowing my claws in its soft body. The blood splashed around



	“Hooow dareee yooou damagiiing my celestial body!”




Its thin incestoid-like arms started stabbing the ground on which I was staying. I needed to move quickly, that asshole wasn’t very fast, but the number of those sharp looking limbs.



	“The hell are you looking at? I am here!” dragoness slashed his backs.




And then monster did exactly what a novice would do. It forgot about me and turned around to face Gisele. How could I waste such opportunity.


Such a waste. That monster was powerful! The magic it can use, its life and mana pool was terrifying! Yet it all was wasted by his incompetence and arrogance! Me and Gis jumped back for a moment before a huge infernal bolt hit an angel coating it in fire. Using its wings the parasite casted the fire away. But the spell of Pyrox didn’t only deal a massive damage to the angel, but also reduced its vision letting spell of Daralon hit its mark clearly. The chains of darkness started merging with angel’s body slowly diving deeper.



	“The curse: Mark, was successfully planted. Now, killing that flying bug is only matter of time.” Dark mage smiled





	“WHAT DID YOOU DO TOO MEE?” the beast roared.





	“Nothing! Pay no attention to me!”




I have read about it in library. Sometimes your opponents may be too strong to curse them directly. This is why there is a spell called [Mark]. It requires lots of time for preparation, is slow and can be blocked by simplest defense magic or just by moving off the trajectory. Yet if it would land… it’s basic role was [Track] right now Daralon could find it in every cave, every forest on every edge of the world, but that’s nothing more than nice addition. From now, every curse that Daralon would cast wouldn’t attack an angel – but Mark. The creature hgas completely lost its resistance. Now all that Daralon needs to do is to keep casting a curse after curse that would slowly drain it off its energy.


Which means that our job now is to keep it distracted.



	“Gis!” I yelled to dragoness. As adventurer we had couple of gesture which allowed us to communicate quickly in heat of battle. I raised two of my fingers in the air and made small gesture of circle. She nodded.




We started running around, here and there jumping in, if the monster wouldn’t react fast enough, we would slash it and pierce it before jumping away.



	Your party member [Daralon] casted [Exhaustion] on target [Ai'Garhaiel]
	Effects	- every action performed by [Ai'Garhaiel] will use additional Sp

- Sp regeneration has been temporarily blocked

- [Ai'Garhaiel] will lose 1 Sp every 5 second






How does it feel to have your life forces being drained? Fucker!


The creature terrified by the fact that those [buzzing flies] not only refused to die, not only damaged him, but even managed to turn the tables, started casting spells in amok. Thousands of needles made of purest light were send in direction of Daralon. I have to admit – even I felt as my heart jumped to my throat for a moment, before the silhouette of Daralon blurred with the forest after being pierced.


I forgot about Jason. So this is also why the creature keeps aiming in weird directions… thanks Jas! As we would only get back to the capital, I would get you a bottle of finest whiskey!


Cascade of fire bombs felt down from the sky bombarding position of angel


Squeaking like a wounded eagle an angel decided to run in the sky



	“I won’t get it from here!” Gisele yelled in panic





	“Just give me a moment!” Marika screamed as she was slowly finishing her spell





	“This iz the lazt hour of yooour life, mortalz!” The monstrosity yelled spreading its arms and wings




We started fighting at dusk – because angel draws their powers from the light. Yet we weren’t quick enough – the moons started shining and theirs light fell directly on the angel



	“The gatez of inflity haz beeeen opened!Abandon yooour hope! Abandon Yooour dreams!
The hour of libeeeration is now! May your corrupted soooulz find a peace…
… in the abyzz!”




The light started gathering around the angel. Its power started shaking the trees. It was bad! With help of Pyrox I tried doing everything to disturb the spell – by sending a bolt after bolt. Yes the beast must had some basic magic resistance skills, for our attacks were doing him barely any damage. Even if it hurt him, even if it annoyed him, it wasn’t enough to stop his chant…



	“PERISH!”




The monster yelled, but then…



	Your party member [Daralon] sealed skill [Hour of Liberation] of target [Ai'Garhaiel]
	Effects	The spell [Hour of Liberation] was temporarily disabled
	Remaining time	00h29m59s






	“Ha! Sorry, you wanted to cast something?” Curse speaker asked casually “The fuck are you doing? I am working my ass off and you kept keep one big bug busy! Tsk-tsk. Shame. And I almost casted another nice cu…”




Marika didn’t let him brag around. She raised from her kneeling state



	“May you know the anger of the forest! Garden of Madness!”




Every plant in vicinity used its vines and branches. Wooden tentacles grabbed angel that tried fleading away by its tail and throw it on the ground, where roots started binding it – pinning to the ground.


Using its light, parasite kept burning plants away, yet they never stopped coming after him. They never would stop, before they would turn an angel into cocoon of green. In meantime a pack of wolfs ran our direction, ignored us completely and jumped like mad on the angel. That was job of twins. Instead of trying invading mind of powerful being, they possessed the whole pack of weaker one. Good job, my loves!



	Your party member [Daralon] casted [Mana fever] of target [Ai'Garhaiel]
	Effects	- Magic-related skill’s effects are reduced by 25%

- Magic-related skills cost 20% more MP

- MP regeneration was temporarily disabled

- Target will lose 1Mp every 5 seconds






The beast was losing. It casted spells blindly trying to free itself and repel the beasts. Each time the spell was thrown, each time it struggled in vines parts of its stamina and mana pool were vanishing. Oh, and we never stopped attacking. Gis’s sword was stabbing its disgusting body, my claws were slashing its unhealthy looking skin, each time a pack of monster was killed a new would come. Even Daralon stopped casting serious curses and started playing around. For example his curse [Left to right, Right to Left] – it was more like prank curse which twisted target’s movements, you know – instead of lowering your right hand you would raise your left leg… Funny thing. I need to ask him to teach me it…



	“Im..possible! I waz supposed to be… firzt ooof many! I wooon’t be defeeeated by.. moortalz!”




Yet that what was happening.



	“Gisele” I yelled with my hand outstretched in direction of dragoness as I was running in direction of angel shifting on the process.




She charged at beast burrowing the blade to the hilt in the beast, and running away with the blade still in the monster. My body became huge and massive as I shifted into [Lord of the bog]. Casting mana shock wave and mustering all strength I had, I hit the sword.


Th shock wave of strike caused a wind blow that moved every leaf in the forest dance slightly.



	You have slain - [Ai'Garhaiel - the lesser angel]
	You have obtained [12 500 exp]
	Title obtained:	Angel Slayer





I feel on the ground near the body



	“It is… dead, right? It diededed? Right? RIGHT?” Marika asked excited





	“I am pretty much sure of it.”




I feel as if I forgot about some… FUCK! Elana! Where is my antidote!



	“WHERE IS MY ANTIDOTE!”




I quickly jumped to my bag I put behind of one trees bit away from the circle. I took a vial and get running back to Elana, put her head on my laps and forced the liquid in her throat.



	“Come, sunshine! Come on! Wake up! Wakeup! WakeUp WakeUp WakeUp WakeUp WakeUp WakeUp WakeUp WakeUp WakeUp WakeUp!”




She started coughing



	“Thanks god…” Gisele smiled





	“Trust me, love, gods had nothing to do with that… Or did they?”





	“So, what now? We will get back? Just like that?” Jason asked





	“No! I refuse! I wanna see Zari’s house! Friends so rarely invite me home!” Curse speaker chuckled





	“Actually, I don’t mind.” I agreed “I need a sleep. And I need it now… Daralon, carry Elana, Jason, carry the corpse…”





	“Corpse? Of that?” He kicked the angel “No. It’s disgusting! Why me?”





	“Who else would you want to carry it? A kid? Or ladies?”





	“We still have Pyro…”





	“No. I need it as it is right now. No cooked. No grilled. No fried. Bloody and raw.”





	“For what?” That’s right. He saw me in action, but he doesn’t know how my power works,





	“I would eat it, silly.”





	“… Tell me you are joking, please?”





	“You didn’t know? Angels meat is so very delicate! Together with my babushka we would have one on dinner every Thursday. But seriously. Take it.”





	“I refuse.”





	“I have bottle of whiskey in my bag, if you don’t want me to drink it alo…”




Photomancer throw the carcass on his backs



	“Which way, commander?”




See? Motivation is a key!

            

    
        Chapter 196

    
    
    
    
                We were about to move out as I saw something lying on the ground under the tree. A small box. No! Not this again! I touched it, as soon as I did the upper lid jumped in the air revealing a hat. A fancy one, white, with two pointy horns ended with a round bell. It looked a bit like deprived of colors jester hat. As soon as I touched it a song start playing. Something like choir plea from churches.



	Tiara of the Pope
	This Hat orginally belonged to BasicBörje - so called pope of Anuel's Church.

Why Pope? No one knows. Just imagine the scenery - Anuel is sitting on his throne discussing an important matter with his apostles...

... and then some dude just roll in waving his hands and yapping "Praise Anuel! I am the pope! Praise Anuel!"

First they try ignoring him, then laughing, then they tried stopping him...

And in the end, they took him in. Why? Cuz he was clearly fucked up - thus he was the same as they.

	Effects	- This hat can be worn only by BasicBörje

- Ability to praise Anuel [Just right] +25%

- Change user's Class to [Priest] and job to... [Priest], srsl, what did ya expect?

- Spontaneous gibberish mumbling may occur

- Chance of choking while [Praising Just Right] with own saliva reduced by 10% [Why so low? Cuz is the end Anuel was amused by that]

	The question remains: who the fuck is Anuel?





Pope’s hat from angel? What did I even expected? No, but seriously? The hell is happening here?



	“Are we there yet?” Marika started asking again.





	“Five.”





	“Five what? Minutes? Kilometers?”





	“Four, three, two, one… and, voila!”




Mist disappeared revealing the clearing with one lone tree with a hut. Daralon whistled



	“Nice hut. It doesn’t look like a natural formation, you build that yourself?”





	“It’s a gift.”





	“Gift? From who? A lamias from the neighborhood?”





	“Pray to whoever you wish to not meet her.”





	“Her?” Gisele raised her brow “You were living here with some woman?” there clearly was an irritation in her voice.




… that was bit sweet of her.




I woke up with every part of by body screaming in pain. I looked around. I was being carried by man that visited Mister Angel at factory.



	“Maybe I would tell you later, but you won’t believe me. Anyway – be my guest.”I heard Mister Zariel speak “Jason, drop the body on the table, on left you have kitchen, on right guest room… not that I was expecting guest back then…”





	“So, that’s the place where you lived before? Quite cozy… But, that’s not something I wanted to talk about – you have already finished all your urgent businesses?” tall woman partly covered in scales asked.




She must be partly a lizard-kin, or something similar



	“Yeah, and I have to say – I am exhausted. I just want to lay down.”





	“I won’t let you! Not just yet! You still have to… greet me properly.”




Woman smiled gently, squinted her eyes and started purring quietly. Mister Zariel answered her grin with his own, stepped closer and put his hands over her waist



	“I think you are right… I am back, love.” He looked her deep in the eyes and gently kissed her




The woman was purring all this time as she slowly started answering his kiss. She embraced him trapping her in her strong arms. They looked so happy, exactly as someone who have found their place in the world.


Whatever happened to me, I was cured. I knew that. I felt that. I should be ok… so why my chest hurts so much? Why am I not happy knowing that I all right? Why can’t I find joy in seeing the one who saved me happy? That wasn’t supposed to be like that… it was supposed to be different!


HE WAS SUPPOSED TO BE MY ANGEL! So why… so why… so why was SHE the one blessed with his love?! I know that we have just meet, I know that he may find me too young… but if he would give me some time I am sure that… that he could… that we…


… on ship he told me that as long as we try, as we struggle we can achieve everything, right? Could that possibly mean, that it is still possible for me to… Very well. So be it. I shall accept my fate. For now. If what he finds attractive is strength, I will become strong. If what he needs is a companion, then I shall always be by his side, till he would look at me as he looks at her!... I will become better than that woman, even better than sister if that would be needed. I will have many opportunities as long as I would stay with him. And I would stay in the end I have a debt to pay.


He cured me, he took me in, he gave me confidence… he gave me my life back. And I won’t leave him until I would pay with the same… and a little more.






Our lips parted. Gis was looking at me with those beautiful jade green eyes of her.



	“Is that enough as greetings?” I asked





	“Hmph. Will do. For now.”





	“Everyone, I think I can say it already. Great job! Before we would move back and celebrate everything with booze…” Jason started clapping “… let’s take some rest. Or at least I need one. Just find yourself some place on the floor. There should be plenty of leather scraps lying around, you can use them however you please…”




Twins started pulling me by sleeves



	“Big brother, big brother…”





	“Mister, mister…”





	“What’s going on, loves?”





	“… we want fluffy.”




Oh my… no, sorry loves, not this time. Today I will be using certain dragon as body pillow.



	“I am afraid that…”





	“We want fluffy!” they puffed their cheeks.





	“What are they talking about?” Gis titled her head to the side





	“They had troubles sleeping after escaping the castle of inquisitors, we also didn’t have any pillows so I used to morph a little and let them sleep on me…” Gisele gave me weird look “What?”





	“That was surprisingly sweet of you!” she smiled “You really can be cute if you want to!”





	“I am not cute! I am a man! Manly man! I ate my meat covered in blood!” she literally picked me from the ground “… what are you doing?”





	“Less talking. You need to rest now. I will need you in best form for… later. Where is your bedroom?”





	“I can walk there…”





	“I already picked you. Too late.”





	“Hey, Gisele is a dragon…” Daralon started “… and Zari actually is royal blood… Does it mean that right now we see infamous event of dragon kidnapping a princess?”




… Daralon, shut up!



	“I like the idea!” Gis laughed “… ok, I think it’s this way, right?”




She started moving in direction of bedroom while she dropped me over her shoulder



	“PUT ME DOWN, DAMN IT! I AM A MAN! I HAVE MY PRIDE! I AM A MAAAAN!”




Yet my screams where to no avail. I was dragged to the room at the end of the hall, Gisele opened the door and moved inside.



	“… Zari… who is this?”





	“I would love to answer, unfortunately, I can’t see pretty well things on which you are looking, cuz you are carrying me with my legs to the front, you know what I can see? Your butt… Actually, I don’t want to change tha..”




But she changed the way she was holding me.



	“Really? Princess carrying-grip? I will have to punch a puppy to feel manly again after…” I froze in the middle of my speech, for my eyes laid on same [thing] on which Gisele was looking a moment before.




Someone was sleeping on my bed. She was small, had small pointy, bit elvish looking ear and short green hair. Her cheeks were bit blushed and she was holding a pillow… that pillow was made of my old clothes filled with feathers.



	“Gisele... Don’t you dare to make a sound.”





	“But who she…”





	“Shhh… moving as quiet as you can… you will slowly leave this room and tell everyone that we are leaving. Now.”





	“But…”





	“Gis. Now.”




Tone of my voice must have worked for dragoness indeed took a step back, and another, and ano…


Wood creaked loudly under her feet. Aira opened her eyes like a predator woken up by pray. She didn’t see us just yet. She raised her head bit higher in the air and started sniffing



	“Smells like Zari…” She looked at pillow, at us [we didn’t made any move], at window, at shelf…




Her eyes widened and in next moment her gaze returned back at me… being carried by Gisele. She pinched her cheek.



	“Zari… is that you?”





	“Um… how to tell you that… You are sleeping! Yes, that’s a very realistic dream. Pay no attention to us and…”





	“It’s you!” She grinned widely “You came to visit me!”





	“Y..yeah, but you were sleeping, so maybe we would return lat…”





	“Don’t be silly!... and why is she holding you? Something happened to your legs?”





	“Leg cramps! Hahaha! Yeah, nasty one.”





	“… You could just heal that…”





	“That’s EXACTLY what I said! But she said [Zari, don’t be silly! I will just carry you to bed. You will get better after a little of sleep], that’s what you said, right? RIGHT?”





	“E…Excuse me…” Gisele said bit confused “.. but who are you?”




DAMN IT, WOMAN! ARE YOU CRAZY!



	“Hey, you are bit loud! You were supposed to rest! I know that you were part for some time but…” Daralon put his head through the door. Rest was with them “… oh, someone was here? The friend you mentioned?”




RUN, YOU FOOLS!



	“Aww, that’s so sweet of you Zari! You brought your friends to meet me! I am more than glad to personally meet you! Zari, mind introducing us?”





	“Um.. I mean… that’s… Ai…” yeah, call her like that “…Those are… Daralon, Jason, Darik, Darian, Elana, Pyrox, Marika…”





	“She smells so nice…” Marika was already marching her way “… even better than Zari… I have never meet anyone with aura better that Zari’s…” fairy got on the bed and laid her head on Aira’s lap “… everyone, I have found my place in the world. I am never going to leave it.”





	“And that is…” I tried introducing Gisele, but in that moment Aira’s gaze became sharp





	“Gisele Redwing…” she said like a machine “… 182 centimeter tall, daughter of Dragtho Redwing. Three sizes 88-56-78, class – berserk, average pulse in state of rest 88, favorite dish – medium rare steak, hobby –trainings, shopping in local equipment store, trying new swords and collecting trophies from strong beasts. Hates swimming – she really is terrible. Favorite color – red. Skips eating vegetables…” she snapped back “… am I right?”





	“Y…yeah…” dragoness answered in awe “… Zari, who is she? She creeps me out?” she whispered to me





	“Nice to meet you!” Goddess jumped from the bed drawing moan of protest from fairy that lost her leg-pillow “My name is Aira, I am happy to meet Zari’s…” she made a small pause while looking at Gisele “… friends.” She performed a polite curtsey raising bit ends of her white, gauzy dress





	“Aira? Someone called such a lovely kid after a goddess?” Gis raised her brow





	“T…technically… she wasn’t named after anyone…” I said “…She is Aira. THAT Aira. In flesh…”





	“Actually, not in flesh. That’s just a projection that… Yes. In flesh.” She gave up on describing her state





	“Like… Aira-Aira.”





	“Aha!” goddess nodded smiling





	“G…goddess-goddess?”




Another nod…



	“Aw! That’s so sweet! You surly are cute on truly divine level but…”




The whole forest trembled as if the giant sleeping under the ground decided to break free. A powerful wind started slamming window’s shutter, a thunder could be heard pretty close to the house. I jumped off Gis’s arms and run toward loli-goddess



	“It’s ok, no angry! No angry, I tell you! Calm down and I would cook something tasty for you, ok? OK?”





	“Ya promise?!” in a moment a wind calmed down.




I just looked back at rest of the team and threatened them with finger. [Stay quiet you fools!] I said with my body



	“But, Zari, why did you come here? I know that you are the kind that would try killing few birds with one stone…” she jumped back on the bed raising and lowering her legs like a hyper-active kid





	“We were helping… curing… exorcising…” I was looking for right word “… that’s complicated. An angel nested in Elana and…”





	“You mean possessed?”





	“Not exactly, more like… nest. Literally. We pulled it off and killed it.”





	“… You meant, that it had body?”





	“Yes. It’s laying on the table in the dining room, so…”





	“I will call Luxia. She will have to explain few things to me… But till then… Zari! There are so many interesting things to be shown around to your friends, maybe you would walk them around?”





	“Great idea! Everyone! Let’s go and…”





	“May Gisele stay?” goddess asked in sweet voice. Shiver run down my spine




She knows! SHE KNOWS!



	“Um.. I really wanted to show her around so…”





	“Oh, I will do it later personally later on!… go on, Zari. Let the girls talk…”





	“But…”





	“Zari… would you mind brining me the flower that grows near the entrance of lamia’s den? I would love putting it into vase… the problem is that it has very short lives very shortly…. It would die if you won’t move out now…”





	“But…”





	“And I would be very, very sad if I wouldn’t get one… and as soon as I would stop being sad, I would start being angry…”




It’s no good.



	“Gis… I will be back in five minutes… if there would be something that would terrify you -scream, ok? Scream as loud as you can!”




She gave me terrified look. Forgive me my love! I just get quickly to the bed, picked Marika and left the room.



	“So… what are we doing?” Jason asked “… it really was a goddess… a real goddess…”





	“Yeah. Also the one that gave me life and this house. OF COURSE THAT SHE WOULD BE HERE! Why didn’t I think about it!? DAMN IT!”









Aira was looking at Gisele that right now was shivering. Goddess just sit there, supporting her chin on her palms. Her cold gaze was piercing dragoness till very soul.



	“Sooo…” she started “… How your life with Zari is going on?”





	“Life what? What life? Whose life? Mine? Nooo! I mean…”





	“You two are a couple.” It wasn’t a question





	“It m..m..m..may be bit complicated, technically… but on the other hand… I mean, we barely know each other s..s…so…”





	“Yet it didn’t stop you from copulating, right?”





	“W..w..w..what do you mean by that? I am pretty sure t..t..that…”





	“Actually I was watching you. In your room. On the seconds floor of guild, third doors from stairs on left.”





	“AH! That what you meant by… Hahaha! I..i…if you put this like that… then indeed I think, that maybe, probably, perhaps… there could be some odds that someone, somewhere could address us as couple... hahaha!” she put one of her palms behind her head as she laughed awkwardly





	“I made him.” She said





	“D..d..didn’t you make all of us? I mean, you are the life giver…”





	“I couldn’t care less about you. I only set up a process that gave birth to you. But Zari, Zari is different. I molded him, shaped him. I was the one who personally forced air to his lungs… I was the one that lit the sparkle of life in his chest! I watched him grow!... and right now some vixen just to seduced my… pure… little Zari a..a..and…”





	“A..actually he was the one that confessed to me, not the other way aro…” dragoness meet goddess cold gaze




God damn it! Think Gisele! THINK! I know it’s hard, but right now your life depends on it! Use those only three grey cells that are working in your head! THINK! THINK!



	“I…I..It is all your fault!” Gisele finally yelled. Aira’s eyes widened in surprise “.. You said it yourself! You were the one that made him! He is perfect! T..then how was it possible for me to not fall for him! No one with undamaged sanity could resist him!”





	“W..wait!” now the goddess was in defense





	“You just made me walking divinity, yet you wish that someone like me could not love him?! His kind glare! His wonderful jokes! His stubbornness and..and…”





	“… his perseverance! I know! I KNOW!” Aira hid her face behind her palms “… the way he ate his first woooolf!” goddess cried aloud





	“I saw him eating a whole hydra!”





	“He started making people worship me again!”





	“He treated me as a woman when everybody else saw in me only a warrior!”





	“My altar in the capital was damaged and forgotten! He planted flowers all around it making it beautiful again!”





	“He took me on my first ball! It was first time I was actually dancing!”




Aira jumped from the bed and rushed at Gisele trapping her in loving embrace



	“Oh my little, sweet child!” she was brushing dragoness’s hair with her palm “…exactly! Exactly! Oh, foolish me! I was so angry at you, but how can I punish someone that simply stopped in awe to admire that wonderful gem, that Zari is! Oh, too great was temptation that I put on your path!”




… Go on Gisele! You are almost there! Just a little more, and who knows? Maybe you would live long enough to see Zari returning.

            

    
        Chapter 197

    
    
    
    
                I hope that I won’t be late! Please! I don’t want to be too late! That was the only thing that was occupying my mind at the moment, as I was running back to the hut. Aira really made a flower grow in front of the lamia’s nest. It was pretty indeed, with each petal having a different colo… WHY THE HELL AM I ADMIRING A BLOODY FLOWER! But wait, Aira won’t do anything to Gis. Right? Let’s be logical – She knows that I “like” her, so she wouldn’t risk hurting my feelings. On the other hand she is a goddess, so you can never be sure what she would do!

I jumped onto the ladder and started to climb up with a plant in my mouth. I got inside, rushed in direction of bedroom at the end of the hut, kicked the door open and rolled inside.

-          “HERE IS DA FLOWER, LEAVE HER B…” But, what I saw left me speechless – Aira was petting the dragoness’s head while sniffling.

-          “She is such a good girl!” Aira yelled at me sniffling.“You better treasure her, you hear me?”

I look at Gisele, she just gave me a frightened and desperate look. She either had no idea what she said or did, or was to surprised that it worked.

-          “S…sure thing.”

-          “Ah, Gisele, I would love you to ask you something, Zari easily gets into trouble” N0o, No! God, please no! NOOO! “If you could keep him safe… Also, he tends to pick fights with people stronger them himself, on one hand it is admirable, on the other so very thoughtless! And…”

She continued criticizing my eating habits, that I am not sleeping enough, (here she was right thought) and many, many more. All this time the pale Gisele just kept nodding eagerly. After she promised taking care of around nine thousands tasks Aira finally was satisfied.

-          “You are tired, are you? Get some rest sweethearts, mama-Aira will take a look at that dead angel in the salon and have a talk with my sisters.” She kissed the tip of  the dragoness’s head and left the room humming cheerful song.

We were left alone.

-          “What the hell did you tell her?!” I asked as soon as door was closed behind a goddess.

-          “I don’t even know that myself. I was sure I would die… Also – WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME THAT YOU WERE RAISED BY A BLOODY GODDESS!?”

-          “Would you believe me? Hey, my name is Zari and the goddess of nature considers me as her child!”

-          “No, I wouldn’t! But you still should have said that!”

-          “For what purpose!?”

-          “I don’t know!”

The situation in the room turned bit awkward.

-          “How about getting some sleep, and after waking up pretending that that situation from the moment ago never took place?” I suggested after few seconds of silence.

-          “Will work for me… a goddess… a real goddess. So what, Heira would be your aunt and Luxia your older sister?”

-          “No…”

-          “Because I already started wondering if I would have to deal with the oth…”

-          “My relations with them are bit complicated. Heira is playing around with me sending me to some twisted realities or inviting me to hell for a cup of tea, while I saw Luxia only once before and…” Gisele gave that half angry, half begging look.

-          “Please, tell me that you are mocking me! For the first time ever I want you to mock me!”

-          “I wish, sunshine. They are crazy! Literally crazy!”

-          “I was wondering how was that possible that you were so… weird, but after knowing who was responsible for raising you I think that I will have to be bit more forgiving.”

-          “Wait, what do you mean by [weird]?!”

-          “Hey! In sweet way!”

-          “You still could use a better word!”

-          “What word could possibly replaced weird?”

-          “Original, one of a kind, uncanny, eccentric…”

-          “For me you will stay weird. Come here. You were away for quiet long and up until now we weren’t given any time just for two of us.” She spread her arms inviting me into her embrace.

I gladly followed. It was so nice to once again feel her skin on mine. As soon as her hands “trapped” me inside, I felt as if some burden was taken off my chest. Those past two weeks were crazy. Kidnapping, getting tortured inside the castle, the feeling of being chased all this time, then struggling to keep Elana alive and now it’s all done. All the urgent things that needed to be taken care off were gone. Now I could just get myself lost in those strong, yet gentle, loving arms. My prize.

We dropped on the bed.

-          “I missed you…” I just whispered.

She kissed my forehead in an answer. I felt as one of her hands was caressing my back why another was brushing my hair. I could get addicted to that treatment.

All that mess, that anger, that fear, that grief that pursuit after god’s only knows what, acting as boss of the group to keep Hellion organized. None of those things mattered now. I slowly fallen asleep, in warm, peaceful dream. The last thing I noticed before following into land of Morpheus was tail of certain dragoness getting hold of me on waist-level. She really hugged me with everything she got. Tell me, isn’t she just adorable?

-          “Sunshine... I don’t want to bother you, but someone is waiting for you, Zari, in the living room. You may not want to make them wait.”

Jason said from the doorstep waking me up. Gisele was already awake for quite some time guessing by the fact that she was laying in her side playing with my hair and watching me sleeping.

-          “How long was I asleep?” I asked half-conscious.

-          “It’s already morning, maybe even almost noon? I couldn’t care less.” She said.

-          “I don’t want to move anywhere.” I groaned rolling back in her arms.

She purred delighted, yet in next moment I felt her finger stabbing me in the sides.

-          “What are you doing?” I hissed in anger.

-          “Your friend said that someone expects you. It’s impolite to make people wait. You will come back as soon as you are done. I spoiled you too much. You need bit of discipline!” Her smile never was as wide as right now.

That’s how you want to play?

-          “Very well, maybe some attractive, gorgeous woman needs my help? I just can’t wait till I would ask her to show me her gratitude.”

-          “Ha! What could you possibly ask her for? And what other women lives in this forests?”

-          “For example? Half of lamia clan – I told you that we have pretty nice relations. Even more – I think that reptile women are just my type, and their queen is quite a babe. I would just ask her to snuggle, as my current woman is refusing me that joy.”

-          “Ha-ha, very funny!” Annoyance could already be heard in her voice.

-          “I am not joking.” I said getting off the bed “That’s exactly what I am going for right now. If not lamia queen, then I still have twins and Elana. I am pretty sure that all of them would be delighted to…”

A dagger was thrown my direction, missing me by an inch and hitting the wall

-          “Don’t you even dare thinking about even hugging another woman!”

I only showed her derisive smile and left the room. Suffer, suffer my love. I then entered the living room.

-          “You took your sweet time, darling. Something stopped you on your way here?” Heira asked from the chair.

I moved to the table getting a cup of coffee that was already placed there for me to drink. I took a sip. Ah, the first taste is always the best! The warmness that moves from your mouth to stomach, spreading on your insides and touching your very soul.

Wait. Heira? I looked surprise in her direction.

-          “Greet to meet you, what brings you here?”

-          “Same thing that brings Luxia.” She nodded in direction of woman sitting in front of her, that I have just noticed. “There are some angels running amok in this world, and that is not what we agreed on.” She said while poking the body.

-          “This is not my creation!” Luxia hissed with madness in her eyes.“I did not bless it! I don’t know if I am now more sad or furious!? Just look at this poor, deformed being! They were supposed to be messengers of hope... made of light and innocence! Yet that one sucked a blessing off of my believer! It’s something I won’t stand! I am taking that body with me and would ask everyone in heavens about.”

-          “VETO!” I yelled.

Goddesses looked at me surprised.

-          “Veto! Objection! I refuse! Body stays! I was the one who, with just a bit help of friends, exorcised it and killed it! I have full right to keep it with…”

-          “Is it DNA all you want?”

-          “…well, yes... Hey! I doubt that I would laid my hands on bodies of angels in nearest future, especially as they don’t usually have bodies.”

-          “If you would receive it in monster core, you wouldn’t have any objections in that matter?”

-          “… well, no?”

-          “Very well. You don’t seem to have core big enough…”

-          “Yes, that’s why I didn’t eat it just yet. I planned on meditating for couple of days and…”

-          “This won’t hurt. Much.”

The light goddess said raising from her chair, she moved in my direction and pushed her hand in my belly. I felt as my skin is being pierced, how her fingers are passing my organs. There was no blood no wound, nothing was damaged in the process, yet feeling of my organs being moved to the side was real. She grabbed my spine.

-          “FUCK! SHIT! THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!”


	Unnatural mana flow detected





	[Lesser Monster Core] has been planted in your body
	[Lesser Monster Core] is now [Low Monster Core]
	[Low Monster core] is now [Low-medium Monster Core]
	[Low-medium Monster Core] is now [Medium Monster Core]
	[Medium Monster Core] is now [Medium-high Monster Core]
	[Medium-High Monster Core] is now [High Monster Core]
	[High Monster Core] is now [Prince's Monster Core]
	[Prince's Monster Core] is now [King's Monster Core]
	[King's Monster Core] is now [Overlord's Monster Core]
	[Overlord's Monster Core] is now [Tyrant's Monster Core]
	[Tyrant's Monster Core] is now [Celestial Monster Core]




-          “DAMN IT!” I yelled once again as light goddess pulled her hand back.

-          “Now you should be ready for absorbing it… it may tickle…”

What do you mean by…

-          “TICKLE!? FUCK YOU! YOU SICK SADISTIC FUCK! I WILL FUCKING TAKE BY TIME RIPPING EVERY FEATHER OFF YOUR FUCKING CHICKEN WINGS BEFORE THROWING IT ON PAN AND FRYING WITH ADDITION OF…”

Her hand once again left my insides.


	You have successfully absorbed DNA of [Angel-kin]
	[Order magic level 10] has been obtained




-          “That was music to my ears! May you repeat what you will do to her?” Heira asked amused.

Crap. I put myself in a awkward situation.

-          “I don’t mind. Different creatures reacts differently on pain. Actually, him reacting with aggression is most natural behavior.” Lady of the Sun answered

Phew. That was close.

-          “Now, would you mind if I would borrow that body?” she repeated the question.

-          “No. I got what I wanted.” I raised my hands as if saying. [I surrender].

-          “So, you have no idea where this creature comes from?” Heira asked me.

-          “Actually I do. It came from friend of mine. I think that it was put in her by church when she was sick. You should ask your bishops who gave them…”

-          “It is not that simple…” Luxia cut me in half of the sentence. “… I can’t ask them directly. I simply pledged to never interact with humanity. I have angels for that, and even they have to pass many strict requirements to become a messenger…”

-          “Then maybe start questioning those messengers of yours? Just look for someone that interacted with humans…”

-          “No angel became messenger in past 800 years, and even those meetings were observed by me. I know only one thing. Whoever is playing with my creation cannot be an angel.”

That was the last thing said on the meetings of the goddesses.

We head back to the capital after couple more hours. Everyone was awkwardly silent as we were riding on the carriage.

-          “Soooo…” Jason decided to do something about the mood “… You are casually talking with goddesses.”

What else could he ask about?

-          “A little bit.”

-          “A little!? Dinner with three of them is something you name as [Little thing]?!”

-          “It’s not as good as you think it is.”

-          “I imagine. So, what was the most crazy thing they did to you!?”

Really?!

-          “You know what is the day of the dead?”

-          “Yeah, the day a few days before the darkest, longest night in the year. It is said that during those days powers of Heira are greatest.”

-          “They are. Back then I was on mission with few other adventurers. She created a rift leading to another world where time didn’t pass. I was trapped between tick and tock of the clock. I was supposed to do… things.”

-          “Like?”

-          “Like racing with headless phantom in place called Chasm of Death…” <thunder> “… or collecting artifact for two meter tall dragon-curator, or gambling with mind-readers… that one didn’t work for me, should have avoid that place – tip for you, never gamble against mind-reading psionics!”

-          “… you are kidding, right?”

-          “DO I FUCKING LOOK AS IF I AM KIDDING?!”

-          “Ok, ok! Sorry for asking… you had it rough…”

-          “You have no fucking idea… especially that after that I was given a succubus…”

-          “PARDON ME?!” Gisele raised her head.

-          “Fear not. I am keeping her away. She was the one who helped me get dressed on the party at Blackwood mansion…”

-          “Ok. That is the place we put a line! There are things that we could believed, but not that you are…” Daralon started.

-          “You want to meet her?”

-          “Sure! Cuz I know that you are bluffing!”

-          “Zanez, say hello to my friend.” The mark on my arm started evaporating with black smoke. If flew toward sitting in front of me dark mage taking a shape of humanoid.

-          “Well, Hell-o, handsome!” the smoke was pushed to the sides revealing a devil sitting on his thighs. She put her arms around his neck bringing her face very close to Daralon “I loooove playing with such skeptic disbeliever!”

-          “Oh, you better try hard, cuz’ you have no idea how much I don’t believe in you!” He smiled from ear to ear.

-          “Wait, you did that on purpose, didn’t you?” I just noticed it.

-          “I won’t confirm, I won’t deny!” He said in my direction before returning his gaze on woman in front of him. “Now, I may be bit old-fashioned, but would you fancy having a glass of wine with me tonight?”

-          “Oh, I am sure that glass of wine is everything you would prepare!” she chuckled.

-          “Of course that I would! How can you suspect me for any ill intentions!” He played offended.

-          “I don’t know…. You know, I can’t just do whatever I please… you would have to ask my owner…” She purred.

-          “Zari, what do you say, can I borrow her?”

-          “As for me, you can take her away!”

-          “You meanie!” Succubi jumped of his laps. “Ok! Right now I have tried everything! Playing mysterious, playing hard to get, right now I even tried making you jealous! COME ON! Just lay with me, or I won’t be able to show my face in hell!”

-          “You would have to talk about that with my owner…” I copied what she just said while pointing with head on Gisele

-          “Miss, would you fancy some experiments in bed? The three of us could…” She started looking at dragoness.

-          “No.”

-          “You have no idea what those fingers of mine can…”

-          “No.”

-          “But!”

-          “Listen here, I didn’t hand Zari to the goddess, so what make you think that I would hand him over to some mere… 3rd category devil?”

Zanez was deeply offended.

-          “I don’t want him for myself! Just a quicky or two! Hey! And you will love it too!”

-          “Zari. Unsummon her.” Gisele said in a cold voice.

-          “Wait! Zari – don’t! I am still negotiating here!”

-          “You heard the boss. Back to the mark.”

I raised my hand changing still yelling Zanez in smoke that flew to my arm, turned into a tattoo which vanished in an instant.

-          “Get rid of her.” She said with jealousy.

-          “I already tired.”

-          “You are telling truth, are you?”

-          “I usually do. I am afraid that only way of getting rid of her would be losing my arm… Gis… what are you doing? Gis? Leave that sword. OK, Gis, sunshine, look at me, just stay calm! It won’t work, it will regenerate, remember? Hydra’s blood and stuff!”

-          “If it would re-grow, then you have nothing to worry about, and we can always try…”

-          “Gis! Don’t!”

Yet she looked pretty motivated to me.

            

    
        Chapter 198

    
    
    
    
                For next two hours Gisele was teasing me about succubus, making allusions every five minutes. When in the end she gave up the subject of devil woman attached to me, her gaze laid on still weak Elana.

-          “So, how you two meet?”

Really Gisele? REALLY? You are looking for a fight or what? My big, beloved, jealous lizard, it’s my turn to annoy you!

-          “We meet for a moment before dusk, raiding on the unicorn she stepped out of dying rainbow. When she stood in front of me for the first she was coated by first light of full moon, my heart started pounding as soon as my gaze rested on her cheek…”

The Dragoness angrily puffed her cheeks. Elana only smiled and said her version of same story.

-          “P..Please, don’t mind mister Zariel, I spent most of my life in a bed. Priests of the church were responsible for healing me, but now we know that all they did was allow that… creature that was living in me grow. Mister Zariel made a deal with my father, he took me with him and promised to heal me, as payment my sister was supposed to leave him alone. I…I am very grateful, mister, I mean… in past week you did more that Church through my whole life… I promise! One day I would pay my debt and…”

I just stroked her head a few times.

-          “Think nothing about it. We will have to send some letter to your family, it would be the best if you would write it yourself and use some sort of code that only you could know.”


-          “M…maybe if you would have some friends among the rich nobles, you could ask them to use communication crystal, I would gave you coordination and passwords so you could link them to the one in my home.”

Communication what?

-          “What are those crystals?”

-          “Y…You don’t know? Those are… um… crystals that allows you to.. talk…”

-          “They have combination of passwords…” Daralon decided to help the young Scarlet in describing the crystal. “... if you would have one, and know those keywords, you could establish connection that would open specific kind of rift bending time and space. You would see and hear someone sitting next to the other crystal. Basically, you could have a conversation with anyone on continent. The only problem is that the conversation rarely last longer than a minute, and you need to charge it for about a month to make another [call]”

Those bastards have a magic version of video-conference. I want it. I need it. I will have one.

-          “It’s decided. I will get myself one.”

-          “Sure, cuz I am sure I have around 50 gold coins to spend.” Gisele chuckled under her nose.

-          “50 gold? Damn, it is really quite a lot! I would have to work for… a week? To earn that much?” The rest of the team looked at me with widened eyes. The awkward silence took over the mood in the carriage. “… what?”

-          “Adventurers don’t earn that much…” Jason said under his nose.

-          “Hey, you saw the place I took you in before entering guild. You think that I got in there just to say hello to friends?”

I felt grip of dragoness on my neck.

-          “So you want to tell me that you didn’t go straight to me? That you had some better things to do? Hm? Tell me, what was so important?”

.. I forgot about her, damn.

-          “Sweetie, Elana was dying! The only reason why I didn’t go running to you was because I was saving E…”

-          “So it was because of a woman!”

-          “OH! COME ON! How would you feel if I would over and over again talk that I don’t like you spending time with males?! With Jericho, Miroslav, Aloizy…”

-          “That’s not the same!”

-          “Indeed! You are training and drinking with them while I am working and healing, damn it!”

-          “Indeed Gis, you are bit oversensitive…” The dark mage took my side. “… you shouldn’t worry about lil’ Elana. The true danger was hiding far closer that you could ever imagined!”

He said putting one of his arms on my neck and his legs on mine as he sat on my lap. Gisele burst into a laugh.

-          “I have no idea why are you laughing…” I said embracing him. “…just wait bit longer, my love, soon we will never be parted again!”

-          “Ok. That’s enough. Daralon, get off of him.” The smile was slowly vanishing from Gisele’s lips.

-          “Killjoy!” He yelled in her direction, but as he was leaving my laps he [whispered] in my ear loud enough for everyone to hear. “… tonight under the old oak.”

-          “Like always, my love.” Dragoness hissed angrily in our direction.

All this time Pyrox was sitting in the corner of the carriage lost in thoughts. It was almost painful to look at him, that’s how focused he was. Just what was going on in his head?

Hot is good… Yeah, that’s the ultimate and basic truth. The hotter you are, the more smoky you are, the better! All his life Pyrox was thinking that he is pretty hot! There was simply no one that could use as hot magic as his! Til’ the day he meet Big Boss. He was hot from a completely different perspective, he was kind to Pyrox. Being kind to Pyrox was hot too, but he always had a plan, yet that plan was always involving burning things. Yet not, just yesterday, he meet a dragon-woman. DRAGON!

From every living creature that ever walked upon this world the Dragon’s are incarnation of hotness! So majestic, so violent, so burning! And now, he started wondering. Which one of them would be hotter? For Pyrox, it was something important, fundamental even!

So – which was hotter? Hot thinking, or hot acting? Being born hot, or achieving hotness by great effort? Wait… there is something he forgot mentioning

THEY ARE A COUPLE!

Big Boss managed to make a dragon, I repeat – A DRAGON, to become his woman! HIS WOMAN! Pyrox was crying, huge drops of tear were falling from his eyes. He raised his head at looked in direction of confused Zariel.

-          “Pyrox, everything ok?”

-          “Boss…” he said sniffing “You really are DA MAN! A manly man!”

In his eyes Zariel Whiteraven was no longer just hot. He was infernal!

The next day we reached the capital and headed directly to the guild. In the end I had my companions register as adventurers. I also promised a couple bottles of whiskey to Jason. I will also have to smuggle Elana in, maybe I could convince Jericho to give her some work in administration? I am mostly concerned that Neira may treat her… badly. In the end she was a part of the nobility from a hostile kingdom. We wouldn’t have to worry about that if she would work for the guild – permanent neutrality. Ok, right now Jericho won’t refuse me anything, especially as before coming here I managed to push Gisele’s anger from me onto the guild master. Ho-ho-ho! Eat that Jericho!

I pushed open the door to the guild.

-          “TODAY, DRINKS ARE ON JERICHO!” I yelled from the doorstep.

From the inn section shouts of joy could be heard.

-          “Wait! What do you mean that drinks are on me?! Who said that? Who dared…” Jericho came running from the floor. “… Oh, Zari, I heard you came back two days ago, yet vanished with Gisele after few minutes… Um… Nice to have you b…”

Gisele with angry gaze start marching in his direction.

-          “Ok, ok, drinks are on me, go to the inn and enjoy, I have lots of job to be done… I would be glad if no one would disturb me now…”

-          “DAAAAAD!” She yelled.

-          “ALESIA, DO YOU HEAR ME? LET NO ONE INSIDE MY OFFICE! NO ONE!” He turned around and run as quickly as he came down. Dragoness rushed after him vanishing from the floor.

After half a minute you could hear her banging on the door to the office screaming [OPEN THE DOOR DAMN IT!].

-          “S…should we do something about that?” Elana asked shyly.

-          “No. They will figure it out. All we can do about it is to jump into comfy chairs, drink a beer and enjoy the view… oh pardon me, you, Darik and Daria will get something sweet to drink.

-          “I AM ALMOST AN ADULT!”

-          “Exactly. Almost.”

-          “I… I already drank a wine!... half/half with water, but…”

-          “I wanted to start with something sweet myself, but if you don’t want to drink with me, then ok…”

-          “..On the other hand I like sweets…”

Lust was right. That girl pretty much feel for me. Silly kid. I just hope that this childish crush of hers would fade away. I look at photomancer.

-          “Jason, are you ready?”

-          “Oh, boy. I have been waiting for this for past two weeks!”

-          “You ready then?!”

-          “Sir, yes, sir!”

-          “Then: wait for it, waaait for it, waaaaait for it… GO! GO! GO! GET IT!”

He rushed like a hunting dog in direction of the bar, skillfully moving between adventurers, avoiding the queue he jumped to the counter and start placing his order. Guessing by eyes of waitress, it surely was big. She look in our direction confused if she was supposed to give him what he asked for, as she didn’t recognize him as adventurer, yet after she looked in my direction and seeing me nod she grabbed few bottles from under the counter.

The mood in guild became cheerful and happy.. I mean, what other mood could take over the inn after someone yelled that they can drink for free? We sat at the backs enjoying our time, we didn’t have to wait long till some adventurers joined us as they were curious who the new guyz that joined them in the guild were. I introduced both parties.

Adventurers took a liking to Hellion pretty quickly. Jason was already drinking on time with the siblings, Pyrox was playing some drinking game with Loki (the one involving a sharp knife), and the twins were getting spoiled by Marika and few other girls from the guild. Even Nyx sat near us, she/he wasn’t drinking, wasn’t eating, but guessing by the music that his finger rumbled on the table, he/she enjoyed the mood and company.

In another hour Gisele finally got down to us, guessing by her bloodshot eyes she didn’t manage to talk with a certain former adventurer. She sat next to me.

-          “How did your conversation go?” I asked in an innocent manner whilst laying my head on her shoulder.

-          “That bloody coward refused to let me in!” If she could breath fire, she would do it right now. “I have no idea what he wants to achieve.”

-          “He just wants you to calm down. He will surely talk with you tomorrow, as you would be less eager to tear him apart.”

-          “How can you know?”

-          “Cuz I do exactly same thing each time you are angry at me.” I kissed her cheek.

-          “You do? Bastard.” She punched me in the side.

-          “Mea culpa, mea culpa. I will reward you my evilness.”

-          “How?”

I didn’t say anything. I just kept looking at her. She finally looked back at me, her gaze met mine.

-          “I wonder. How?”

-          “Give that reward to your succubi…”

-          “Really? Again?... I thought you were against that. To be honest, I don’t like her in that way, but if that would make you happy..” With a sad expression I raised from my chair.

-          “Where are you going?”

-          “Hm? To do what you just asked me to d…”

-          “DON’T YOU FUCKING DARE!” She grabbed me and placed me on her laps. “… I am sorry, ok? Just… shut up and stay with me.”

But I wasn’t going to shut up, not just yet. I teased her a lot, so maybe I should reward you a little?

-          “You know…” I started. “…All this time when I was in Holy Kingdom, when I was being tortured, and later when I left the castle and start looking for opportunity to escape… I was thinking about you. I think I only made it because I wanted to once again be in your arms…” Not a single lie was said. Not even a half-truth. I really meant it. “… so if you ever considered if I was looking for some other woman, I want you to know. There is no other place I would wish to be right now and with no one else.”

She hugged me tighter.

-          “Was it that bad?” She knew it was.

-          “No. Because I know that I had someone that waits for me back here. It wasn’t that bad. Not bad at all.”

We were sitting there for bit longer. Everyone was cheering and dancing and singing all this time and Jericho was paying. It was a good evening. Before we once again moved on to the next floor and we slept hugging each other.

I woke up earlier than yesterday and tried to get out off bed without waking up the dragoness. I left a note on her locker and moved to the factory. There was one person I forgot about.

I went to the factory where girls and workers were already doing her job. In laboratory on the floor, Morgana was showing new methods of alchemy.

-          “Teacher! Teacher! Check this out!” Clarice gave me her potion. Everyone left in the room was looking at me inpatient.

I could appraise it, sure I could, but why? Where is the joy of checking every part of it by yourself?

-          “The color looks fine…” I said looking at light-red potion. “… it could be bit deeper, but I assume that this is effect of using a water instead of alcohol…” She nodded. “.. no problem then. You can evaporate some water and add alcohol to change it… now, the smell. Ug. You could work on that. You haven’t used, by any chance, Blackbell?”

-          “I… I did…”

-          “I would prefer you not using it…”

-          “B..But miss Morgana said that it would make the effect stronger!”

-          “Yes, if you would only use this health potion. But what [Miss Morgana] doesn’t know, is that we are selling those potions to the adventurers, which are using them combined with stamina potions, antidotes, and few other…”

-          “I see…” The half demoness said. “… indeed. Blackbell could reduce the other potions effect.” She nodded to herself. It was not a mistake, simply – lack of informations.

-          “Taste and effect…” I gulped it down in one go. I waited for notification to appear.

I nodded with admiration.

-          “It is shit.” I said smiling.

-          “WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY SHIT!? IT IS AT LEAST DECE…”

But the girls were overjoyed.

-          “He didn’t said that we should kill ourselves.” Clarice yelled overjoyed.

-          “He didn’t said it was useless waste of ingredients!” Marianna followed.

-          “Nor that there is no hope! Girls, I think we were just promoted by three levels!”

-          “Indeed.” I said smiling. “Above there are: disgusting, horrible, a mistake of real alchemist and bad. I want you to reach horrible level in two more months.”

-          “YES TEACHER!”

Morgana was left speechless.

-          “How you did that?” I asked her. “I thought I reached a bottleneck with them.”

-          “No, they needed some guidance. Each of them were making a mistake or two in different phases, and needed someone to point them out. Still, you showed them really good foundations. They are not making mistakes that most of the novices would have made.”

-          “Yeah… girls, I have good news, I will spend a few more days with you, both working and studying with you, as I need to earn few coins.”

Their smiles instantaneously died.

-          “And you.” I said looking at Morgana. “… is there something you would want from me? I owe you a little.”

-          “First, some basic information about the local politics, a place to sleep for I had to sleep here on the bench as I didn’t want to get help from…  those friends of yours.”

-          “Wise. They could have asked you a favor or two…”

-          “Also, knowledge. Can you show me the place with some books about magic or two? I think that your civilization made at least a few…”

-          “About place to sleep – using my connections I already got you a room in the local adventure guild… just avoid a certain half-dragoness and we should be cool, I can also bring you to the library and ask a friend of mine to take you on some theoretical studies of magic at the local academy… what?”

-          “Library… you mean that huge building in the middle of the town? How many books about magic would I find there?”

-          “Every single one of them? Oh, no wait, there could be section or two about politics, geography, history, monsters… but most of it is about magic.”

-          “… You mean whole building filled with books about magic?”

-          “Pretty much. There are more than a few thousand books about every discipline, yet there are also few restricted sections… because you haven’t finished university you need someone to let you in, fortunately one of professors of University is a friend of mine, so there shouldn’t be much problems…”

Her eyes were shining like gold coins.

-          “I must have died and stepped into the heavens.”

-          “But that’s for tomorrow. Right now, would you mind assisting me? Consider it as your payment for all the favors you just asked me.”

-          “Tsh. I already know how much potions are worth here, and how much your are favors. You won’t lose too much, would ya?”

-          “You took into consideration that you have no friends here, have nothing, know nothing and you are half demoness? Tip: demons are not one of the most loved race here.”

-          “Hmph. But you will help me restoring my powers?”

-          “First you would need to find out how to do that, but then – I won’t mind it.”

Ah, can you smell it? This is how becoming awfully rich smells like!

            

    
        Chapter 199

    
    
    
    
                That little asshole! He really [used] my help to the fullest! He was treating me like an underling for 8 hours with only one 15 minutes break for all the basic needs! [Morgana, bring me the basket of herbs from the other room], [Morgana, check on how the girls are doing], [Let’s see how good you are with brewing mana regeneration potions]! As soon as I finished one task two more were waiting! On the other hand he wasn’t playing around. At the same time he was cooking two pots, whilst giving instructions to his students and writing down new recipes to be checked in the future. He also had a passion for alchemy. He was yelling like mad at everyone for making the smallest mistakes, for adding a herb 10 seconds too early or for using to big of a flame under the pot. He even yelled at me for not cleaning the tools right after using them.

It was… fun. I was sweating, running from one corner to the other, but each time some milestone would be reached there was a feeling of great satisfaction! As dusk was approaching we cleaned the whole room. The girls went home and Zariel and I stayed to see what the workers did. The potions made by commoners without even a glimpse of what their supposed to be doing! They were just told to perform one action over and over again before giving it to another man… AND IT WORKED! Barely, despite being a disgrace for every alchemist, they surely could do some good.

-          “These potions are like America’s beer…” My companion whispered. 

-          “Pardon me?”

-          “Too fucking close to water.”

He was talking to himself again. It happens quite a lot when he is making potions. I decided to just ignore him. He was using such strange names all the time, names that didn’t make any sense to me. I thought that those are places that formed as I was sleeping, yet after  a short conversation with his students I quickly was told that they have never heard them before.

-          “You did good job today!” He said as we were walking to the adventurer's guild. The place that I was supposedly going to live in.



	“Who knows, maybe I would consider hiring you?”



-          “To be honest, after what I saw today, working for you is the last thing I want to do right now”


-          “Come on! You are hurting my feelings!”

-          “Today, you hurt me!”

-          “Oh, pardon me, my princess, I didn’t know you were so frail! Is poor, little Morgi  afraid of getting her hands dirty?”

-          “I have got my hands dirty far more times that you can count to. So if you wanted to mock me, you have to try harder… Just don’t. Call me. Morgi. Again!”

-          “If you are so attached to your name, then you won’t like the guild. They will give you nicknames from the start. But, the food is decent, people are nice. Just once again. If you would see a half dragoness around, don’t talk to me. Pretend we don’t know each other!”

-          “Why? A jealous girlfriend?”

-          “… A little.”

There is no way I would let this opportunity slip thorough my fingers!

He opened the door to huge building placed on the crossing of different town sections. He went inside first, looked left and right before turning back to me saying.

-          “It’s ok. Follow me.”

We came to the counter, behind which some cat-girl was doing her duty.

-          “Hey. I hope you gave note from Jericho. That’s Morgana, girl I was talking about. Just give her the keys…”

-          “The fee needs to be paid first!” She didn’t like him. Even more, I am pretty sure she hated him on completely different level.

-          “Just catch it.” He angrily passed her the coins.

In that moment someone moved from the back of the building.

-          “Key, Ki, have you seen Zari? He said that he would be back around this tim… Oh! Zari! Where have you been all day!?” O-ho. A dragon girl. The one he asked me to avoid.

In that moment cat girl, doing as much commotion as it was only possible, gave me keys while saying aloud

-          “My, my! You must be such a lucky girl! Zari even paid for your room! I have no idea what is going on, but I gave you the one in front of his! Have fun!”

The dragoness stopped in the spot, looked at me, at Zari and back at me. She gazed over me from my head to boots and from boots to head.

-          “Really? Another woman?”

-          “Thanks, bitch, I will remember to hide some catnip behind the counter next time before your shift. And yes, Gis, another woman, unfortunately I can’t affect the gender that people are getting born with. Yes, unfortunately Morgana was born with that defect that caused her to be a woman.”

-          “Why did you pay for her room?”

-    “I told you that I have second job, didn’t I? Morgana is currently working for me, and since I’m a generous employer and I don’t want her to be robbed, I am simply paying for things she needs…”




-   “Read – he doesn’t want me to become independent.” I chuckled.

-    “No! Read – you have no idea what the prices of anything is here, you know no one, and you have nowhere to go. Tell me, how much would you pay for a room and dinner here?”

That was a sneaky question.

-          “T…twenty copper?”

-          “Congratulation. You have just paid four times as much as was needed. But first of all, you wouldn’t get the room here if you didn’t know an adventurer beforehand. Is that matter done? Yes? Great! Now, come on, Mori, I will show you around.”

-          “DON’T CALL ME MORI!”

-          “Sure, Mor-mor, just don’t wander too far.”

-          “I will fucking kill you!”

… Wait. He angered me on purpose so I would yell at him. By yelling on him I showed that I feel nothing for him… and ruined my opportunity to tease him! LITTLE FUCKER! Yet the dragoness didn’t leave us alone.

-          “Here is inn section, we are being fed here! Also, this is the place where you can find adventurers when they are not killing things or sleeping! Tip for you, see those three big guys by the counter?” As he said that three mountains of muscles waved our direction “… Absolutely don’t drink with them. Just don’t.”

-          “That wasn’t nice of you, Zari! That sounded as we were the bad guys!”

-          “Shut up, Aloizy! You used my lack of experience against me! I was just a little, frail boy! I wasn’t ready for that!”

… This place was weird. There was so many witches around. There was so much magic around me! Strolling over the streets I sensed at least twenty magicians. Not many comparing to how many people we passed. But, I have never seen as many magicians in my whole past life! There were only eight of us, and now? A whole academy for magicians, a library for magicians, shops for magicians. Everything I wanted to achieve was happening right in front of my eyes!

XXXXX years ago

-          “All hail prince Balthazar!” The crowd yelled as members of the royal family was moving past the street. She couldn’t see that, only hear, in the end she wasn’t near the main street. She was hiding in the slums where she was looking for some food among the trash.

Prince Balthazar. Oh, he was famous. Magic, it was listening to him. Magician? No, he wasn’t a magician. There were none. Magic is a tool of the goddesses, humans can only beg for the goddesses to perform a miracle in their names. Most were ignored, and goddesses picked a few champions that they listened to from time to time, and Balthazar, he was a champion of the goddess Luxia. Almost all of his prayers were listened to.

But, prince Balthazar was not a concern of hers. She would never meet him, for she was no one. A beggar, a fucking half-ling. Not a demoness, not an elf. She was too weak to join the demons which were constantly at a state of war, the elves wouldn’t let her in their beautiful white city.

So all she could do was starve on the street of humans cities and face humiliation, unable to find any type job. What about becoming a hooker? Oh, she would love to! She hoped that with her exotic face she could become quite popular. Unfortunately, brothels belonged to underground organizations so even becoming a hooker was quite a hard task. You needed someone who would say that you are trustworthy, and she had no one like that.

So, where were we? Ah, yes, the trashes! She was lucky, she managed to catch a rat! With quick movement she snapped the creature's neck. Today she would eat meat! It was a good day!

-          “Interesting…” She heard behind her.

She quickly moved around pushing her whole body to the wall and hiding rat in her arms like a treasure. It was a man. His whole body was hidden behind a thick, travelers coat.

-          “W..W..what do you want from me?” I asked shaking. Here, in the slums, there were many kind of people, usually terrible people. Dozens of people would vanish from the street each day, and no one ever bothered asking where they went. The fewer beggars there was the better.

-          “Certainly not the rat of yours. Calm down, if I wanted to do anything bad to you, I would do that an hour ago, when you were begging on the street, or two hours ago when you tried to steal some bread from the bakery. Or early in the morning when you were sleeping near the entrance to the sewers.”

She gulped her saliva loudly. Whoever this was man, she could be sure he was watching her.

-          “You have a hopeless life, you wake up and fall asleep hungry and dirty. Yet, you refuse to die. I found your stubbornness admirable, and came to give you an offer. I can give you a opportunity to change your life, I can let you crawl out of this hellhole, you would stop looking for your food from between thrashes, All you have to do, is to follow me. This offer will never be given to you again.”

He turned around and started walking away.

Like hell that she would follow him! He is some kind of lunatic! Last thing she would know would be her getting sacrificed to Heira, so the goddess would perform a miracle for him! She would die! That’s what her mind was screaming. Don’t listen to him! And surely, never ever follow him! This life wasn’t that bad! She still have her rat! She would eat meat!...

… meat. Barely enough for one bite. Is that what her life should be supposed to look like? Hunting for rats, waiting just for the moment she would eat the one carrying a plague? To die on the street bleeding from every hole? Is that her life?

She started crying.

Why? She didn’t ask to be born as half-blood! She didn’t ask to run from one time to another! She did nothing wrong! She tried finding a job! So why… so why… so why…

Why was she forsaken? By everyone? By every race, kingdom and god? Why wasn’t she considered good enough to become a bloody hooker?! She just wanted a warm meal and  a place to sleep, was that too much!? WAS THAT TOO MUCH IN THE EYES OF THE GODDESSES GRANTING MIRACLES TO SPOILED ROYALS?!

From every living being that ever walked on this world, was there a creature that deserved miracle more than her?

What if that dirty man covered in black robes was her miracle? No, that was a trap! It had to be! Nothing good happened to her for her whole life so why… so why would she be given… why someone would care… now?

A man was just walking behind a corner when small half-demoness joined him. She was trembling and crying. She was walking 10 steps behind, not more, afraid she would lose him, not less, afraid of what man would do to her.

On the verge of the slums there was an inn – cheapest one. That where he lead her. Good. He wouldn’t perform a bloody sacrifice in place filled of people.

-          “Come on, child. Get inside.” The man said.

That inn… she begged for the place to sleep, she begged for a job – as cook, as waitress as cleaner. But she was very young and very pretty, and innkeeper’s wife kicked her outside. Now she would enter this place as costumer.

Innkeeper and his wife looked at her surprised. This time she decided to stick close to the man. He lead her to the room on floor. Two beds were already prepared.

Two beds. Two. He didn’t want to…. Her?

-          “I need you to know, that I am a student of Heira…” No. No. NO! Please, no! “Fear not. I was offered something greater than you and me. I don’t wish you any harm. Even more. I would need you alive and healthy. Do you know, what magic is?” He asked me.

-          “I…it’s the power of goddesses, performed by goddesses after humans…”

He snapped his fingers and every candle in the room lit itself.

-          “Not anymore. Heira was bored. She was bored by the stagnation. This is why she decided to put some chaos into this world. Imagine, young one, the power of the goddesses given to us. We would no longer need to ask, to kneel for hours in their temples. We would just need to study, snap our fingers… and do.”

As he was talking a flame appeared on his palm. It was turning shapes, looking like head of snake, dancing woman and finally a flower.

-          “A decade ago I was given a book and a mission. It was to remember every spell, every rite and then find students to pass that knowledge on, students that would find their own students, that would find students having students. In ten generations, I want to half of the world to know magic. And you, you are the first one on whom I shall pass my knowledge. It will be hard. It will be painful. It won’t be easy. But it will change your fate. The fate of worm that was supposed to die in the dirt. Do you wish to follow?”

The power of goddesses. It was a dream. It couldn’t be that easy!

It wasn’t that easy!

That what I kept thinking when I was meditating naked underneath a waterfall. The water falling onto my shoulders was almost crushing my bones, it was so cold, that I was sure that I would get a fever.

-          “Magic, is everywhere. In the water and wind. In fire and earth “All this time the man was walking in both directions giving advice. That only he could understand. “It is in your blood and soul. Every living being was born with it, yet they are not aware of it. I needed three years. Three years to understand the concept of mana. Yet, I had no one to guide me through the process, this is also why I expect you to unlock it in a year. Or less.”

Sure. Magic is everywhere!

-          “In the wind and water…” I followed after him. “In fire and dirt and in SHIT! IN THAT FUCKING THRASH TALK OF YOURS! THE MAGIC! SURE THING! I WAS SO FUCKING STUPID THAT I EVER FOLLOWED YOU! THAT I…”

-          “Good! GOOD! Morgana, magic is also in emotion. Morgana… I want you to look around…”

What did he mean by...

Drops of water were flying around me, as if frozen in the time. I admired then for few seconds before it all fell down to the pool beneath me.

-          “Good. Good. Yet the magic of emotion is powerful, but unpredictable. It’s effect also last as long as the emotion that triggered it…”

-          “You mean… it was me?”

-          “For sure, it wasn’t me and I don’t see nor sense anyone around us. Find it, the part of you that wanted to scream. The part of you that yelled, that shouted in the sky wanting to offend the gods. Let it carry you. Again.”

-          “B..But I have no idea what I just d…”

-          “DO you think I know? For three years I was doing what book told me to. Three years without any effects. Three years of thinking that the goddess was just making a fool out of me. Three years before I was able to lit my first candle without touching it and here you are after a month. Repeat. Again. Find it, mold it, shape it, use it. Find a power, give it a purpose and unleash it. Water and wind. Fire and earth. Blood and tears. Anger and grief. Love and hate. Creation and destruction. Cycle and end. It all starts with their reflection in the lake.:


-          “… I have no bloody idea what you are talking about.”

-          “But you will. Now you know that it is in you. Find in everywhere, and you would tame the powers of the Celestials.”

So I did. I was meditating under the waterfall, I was running through the plain under flying eagles. I was staring at flames for hours, thinking that I am slowly going blind, and I was lying covered in the mud.


No matter if it was raining or wind was blowing, no matter if it was day or night. I kept doing what I was told… and slowly, I started seeing things. It looked like shadows in the corner of my eyes, disappearing when I tried looking at it.

Then I started to ignore it. I just accepted that it was around, I acknowledged it, and the next time when I closed my eyes meditating…

I saw. I saw it everywhere. In the wind and water, in fire and earth. The whole world was dancing, pulsating. THE WORLD WAS BREATHING!

The man used to vanish sometimes for couple of days, sometimes weeks, sometimes even a month. Then he told me, that he is teaching more than just me, that soon I would meet them. My brothers and sisters.

After eleven months I was able to command the nature around me, it was simple things, nothing spectacular. I was able to raise a pebble, to force water from a chalice go to another one. Force the wind to knock fruits off the tree, to lit the fireplace.

After eleven months, he placed a book in front of me, and in front of my eyes he tore few pages off it. I wanted to scream! [What are you doing?] Destroying the source of his knowledge! Yet the pages started forming another book, covered in black leather and a white mark of smiling devils skull formed on it. He gave it to me. Then I heard it, for the first time ever.

~ Greetings master, I am Codex Diabolicus, you can call me just Codes! I look forward to work with you! Let’s do some crazy things together!
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                ~ Hey! Hey, master! Let’s do something crazy!

~ Not now, Codex, I’m busy.

~ A-ha, I can see that. You’re sitting on your ass doing nothing.

! I am meditating.

~ You have been meditated yesterday. The day before that, and day before-before, and before-before-before too! Come on! You won’t learn anything by just doing nothing! Magic is violent! Magic is the power of change! SO GO AND CHANGE STUFF! How long has it been since we first met? Three years? Three boring, lacking any explosions years!

~ My power comes from understanding.

~ YOUR POWERS ARE FUCKING USELESS! Literally. You barely do anything.

~ Abusing the power will lead only to becoming addicted to it. I am training to master magic, otherwise magic will master me.

~ … what do you think would happened if you would combine the seed creation with miasma? You know, creating a being corrupted from the beginning?

I have no idea..

~ EXACTLY! Let’s find out! Come on! I know you’re curious!

Maybe if we would start with small dose of miasma.

~GOOD GIRL! Go on! Go on!

I was about to start chanting a spell, but master appeared out of nowhere.

-          “Morgana, what are you doing?”

-          “J..just experimenting.”

-          “You will do that later. Super is ready and we are waiting just for you.”

-          “I am sorry! I think I spaced out a little and lost sense of time!”

-          “Easy, child. Nothing yet happened. Cedum complained a little but.”

-          “Cedum is complaining all the time.” I smiled.

-          “Exactly.”

~ AAAA! No! Why now!? Exactly when something was going to happen!

I followed the teacher to a small hut. We made it some time ago when we moved here – to the mountains, so we could study in peace. All eight of us. The witch, the warlock, the necromancer, the sorceress, the enchantress, the blood whisperer, the curse weaver, and master.

-          “Finally! Some of us are starving!” Cedum – the necromancer started yapping. “What’s wrong? Ya fell asleep among the flowers again?”

-          “Yes, but that’s only because I don’t want to smell like a corpse… speaking of which…  when was the last time you took a bath?”

-          “Silence, you two.”

-          “Yes, master.” We said in unison.

-          “You are brother and sister to each other. This whole world may find what we are doing unnatural, against the goddesses will. You have only this small family. The eight of us needs to be stronger than the whole world. I wish to never see you arguing again.”

-          “We are sorry, master…”

-          “No, you are not. But there is nothing that can be done about that…” The old man put one of his hand on his head covered under the hood. We have never seen his face. “Now. Eat.”

We did as he asked. At first, the mood was awkward, put pretty quickly Lena, the sorceress, started talking about her newest spells asking us for feedback. She was always experimenting with everything, she never did the spell as it was said by the book. She always needed her own version - or three of them. Each time some explosion could be heard from her training ground Codex was screaming in my mind [Oh! Look! Someone is having fun back there! Maybe you would smash something too?! WHY CAN’T YOU BE MORE LIKE LENA!?].

It was a cheerful evening, despite Cedum’s efforts, that is.

-          “My students, I beg for the silence…” The teacher said in the middle of the meal. Every conversation died right away. “… when I took you in I told you what is my task. My job. And my dream. To take away our fates from the goddesses hands. To let the people use magic. Why? They are hungering for prayers, yet they are not listening to them. The faith of everyone who is worshipping a goddess is dull and shallow. Their prayers are full of greed. They are not praying because they love them, not because they want to, but because they hope that the miracle would be bestowed upon them. I wish to change that… this is also why this is our last meeting.”

Something died in my heart.

-          “You heard well. In those four years… I have shown you everything. Your excellence left me amazed. Now, you have to go, to find your own students. To pass the gift. To enlighten them! You know how to use magic, the spells are in the parts of Codex, that you are carrying. Farewell, my kids, farewell and remember, only a fool calls himself a master, a true master recognizes himself as an eternal student, because, my beloveds, study never ends. Go with my blessing.”

He raised his staff and hit with it the ground below. His whole body turned into smoke that vanished in the air.

-          “He… did he… leave us?” Lena asked.

-          “We knew it would eventually happen.”

-          “But… why now? We will just… finish eating and go into different ways? Where? Why? How?”

-          “Where?” I tried answering the questions of my brothers and sisters. “Didn’t he say that? To look for students. Let’s do it just like he did. Move from town to town looking for people that wish to change their life. Why? So our family could become bigger, to share that gift… How? As always. With our legs and hands… and knowledge of master.” I finished my cup.

I was crying. I couldn’t stop my tears. Finally, after my whole pathetic life I found a place I could call home. Someone who was like father to me. We even had a hut! Now… once again, I was about to have nothing.

-          “I hope, that is some time from now we would meet again, after our job would be over. That we would talk about the students we have had. About the places we visited, and how the world moved one step closer in the direction of our paradise. Until then, I want to tell you… that I really… like you guys, even you, Cedum, despite the fact that you’re an asshole.” I smiled one last time, took my coat and left, before anyone could call me back, just because one of their words would be enough to make me turn back. Because I didn’t want them to see me crying. Because that was a joyful day. A day when we shall do what we were told from beginning.

~ … Morgana… I know that I was… a little… or more than just a little, ok, I was quite a bitch, but I just want to tell you, that I will be always here, till the day you would decided giving me to someone’s else… so if you would want to talk.

Thank you.

-          “The darkness in my mother,

I yearn for nothing,

The night is my guide,

I shall hunger for nothing,

I was allowed to lay on the bed of green

I was allowed to drink from the purest lakes,

I was allowed to look into the heart of creation,

With knowledge as my weapon,

With pride as my armor,

I shall not turn back,

Thought I was send to walk through Valley of Chaos,

I shall fear no evil, as I have seen its true form,

There has to be evil, So there can be good,

There has to be night, So day could shine even stronger,

Two is one and one is two, May we – walkers of the night,

Fulfill the duty we were told. May beasts shiver on my sight,

For I shall reach the start,

The earth shall tremble,

And the sky will fall!

For we are the first of many, that are yet to come!

Hear me out! Divines! Celestials!

The order of master Prometheus is coming,

To bestow upon the world the powers you are so greedily holding by yourself!”

The words I yelled to the darkening sky didn’t help to ease my pain. I had to finish my task, if I want to see them again! It started to rain.

I was marching for almost the whole day, night, and the next day. I didn’t even stop once, eventually I had to find some village.

Just as I was thinking about that. Someone whistled behind me.

-          “Hey! Lady! Walking along in such a weather!? Don’t you now these parts are dangerous?”

It was a thug. With friends.

-          “If these parts are as dangerous as you say, you should leave this place.”

-          “Unfortunately for you, lady, it is dangerous because of us!”

-          “Tell me, you see a lone woman in the forest, dangerous forest, and you are not concerned by anything? Why she was able to walk such a distance undisturbed? But, I have a good humor today, give me your money and food, and I will let you go.”

The man’s eyes at first widened, then he started laughing.

-          “Nicely done, lady, I almost believed you, unfortunately, it will be other way around and…”

~ Just kill him. He is a bug. A bandit. You would only make a favor to the local villagers.

-          “Spirits within me, You who feast on wrath,

Answer my call, burn those fools, that cross my path.”

-          “A witch? A big, bad scary witch?”

Oh, witches existed, in fairy tales, that is. Unfortunately for you, this witch isn’t living in the hut standing on chicken feet. This one, came from your nightmares.

A fireball flew a small distance hitting its target. Fire magic was something I was especially proud of – I could make a leaf burn for ten minutes without turning into ashes.

The other two men started running. The first one was cut in two by wind blade that crossed the forest, the second by fluke, managed to run away. But I wasn’t going to let him run.

In same time, in same forest, Prince Balthazar was hunting with his entourage, right now, the prince was following a deer that was running away. He left his companions behind him, as they were only slowing him down.

The deer ran on the clearing, happily, the young prince took his small cross bow and started aiming. It was impossible for him to miss on the open space. Yet he stopped as he heard screams from the other part of the forest. On same clearing, but from other side, a man jumped running as if chased by devil.

-          “HELP! SOMEONE, PLEASE! A WITCH! A REAL WITCH!”

What a waste. His hunt was disturbed by a drunkard... Yet the forest moved. Vines and branches started dancing as if having will of its own, then they shot in direction of man, grabbing him by leg and raising in the air.

-          “No! NO! Please! Lady! I beg you! Mercy! MECRY!”

-          “Pathetic…” A soft, girlish voice followed from direction man came. “All are bandits such cowards? Attacking a lone woman with a group, then begging for mercy as they were the one hunted down? Or is that a trait of humans? Or males? Or human males?”

A woman stepped on the clearing. The last light of dying sun fell upon her. A demoness? No, not completely. She had some elven traits.

He moved from the bushes.

-          “STOP!” He yelled. “Whatever you are doing! Hand over this man!”

The woman looked on him with a cold, irritated gaze.

-          “This man is a bandit that attacked me. I have every right to kill him… in self-defense…”

The last word was added in a tone suggesting she just said the best joke in the world.

-          “I am prince Balthazar, if he truly is a bandit, then we would punish him according to his crimes…”

-          “The problem is, I don’t want to.”

-          “As a prince, I command you…”

-          “You are not my prince. I hear commands only from the one that would defeat me.”

-          “In that case… pardon me, father, but I am about to break the protocol or two. I am challenging you to a duel!”

The woman only smirked.

She clasped her hands. In next moment a huge stone was lift from the ground and thrown in his direction. She really was a witch!

He jumped to the side, draw his sword and charge at her. A few magic bolts were shot in his direction, which he deflected with his sword – a gift from the angels. He slashed and pierced, yet woman skillfully moved to the side and back avoiding his strikes. She stretched her hand to the side and from the forest a branch flew to her hand, she used it as staff. Their weapons collided. The prince with terror noticed, that that piece of wood withstood clashing with angelic blade. The blade that could turn any metal into dust stopped by piece of dead tree!

They exchanged blows for a minute or so. It wasn’t obvious who was the winner, and it wasn’t let them know to see the outcome of that battle, for from direction of the forest prince’s men could be heard calling his name.

-          “Prince Balthazar!? Where are you!? Please, answer!”

Woman hissed angrily and with movement of her palm she created a shock wave that pushed him away.

-          “He is yours… for now. Yet it didn’t mean that I acknowledge you in anything! Farewell, young prince, it would be better for you to never meet me again!”

She hit the ground and turn into smoke that flew back to the forest.

The knights came riding on the clearing, seeing man being held by tree and their prince, dirty and exhausted with sword by his side.

-          “Sir!? What happened here?”

-          “I think, that I have just meet the most incredible woman on this world…”

He said before jumping back on his horse and riding away, with bandit, that later this day was hanged by his crimes.

Then prince continued asking here and there is someone has seen a woman looking like a demoness of impure heritage, and indeed, she has been spotted. She had a pattern. She moved from village to town, from town to city, she was walking throughout the kingdom staying in the same place for only a few days. She was asking about people with strong will, people that wish to change their fate, gifted children.

There was also a rumor, that she was able to bring a miracles as she pleased, and used them to heal those in needs, those that had nothing. Orphans, beggars, outcasts, vanishing before anyone could ask her what she wanted for her deeds.

Young Balthazar spend a small fortune to track her down, as soon as his spies told him in what city she was supposed to stay next, he departed right away. Why? Simple! They still had duel to finish! It was not about his pride. For the first time he could fight with someone with everything he got! With enchanted holy weapons and miracles on his side and still being pushed back! That was the thrill he felt for the first time!

He indeed found her. Using a disguise he managed to get pretty close to her, looking at her actions for whole day. She was walking all over the slums. Eventually she would come to some man or woman sleeping on the street. She would lean to them, put her hands over his or her body and she would start healing them. Then she would move away and wait for that person to wake up, just to see how they behaved after noticing that their wound is no longer suppurating, that they are no longer coughing with blood and even small piece of bread was left next to them.

That woman was helping everyone by herself… she put him, a royal, in shame. Oh, he did intended to change his kingdom, but comparing how much she and he had, and how much of that they were sharing with the others. The young man was left in awe. He stepped from the shadows and joined the woman. He grabbed her bag basket with food to help her carrying it.

First, she hissed angrily as she thought he wanted to steal it, but he just stood there and gave her his palm, so she could raise from the ground.

-          “What do you want!?” she asked angrily.

-          “Now? Help you a little. After that, we still have a duel to finish? Remember?”

-          “… That’s you. I told you to not follow me!”

-          “Yes, you did. I allowed myself to ignore your warning.”

-          “Just… what do you want to achieve?”

-          “Same thing that every politician does. Peace and prosperity for all… well, or so they want till they are not corrupted. The question is, what do YOU want?”

-          “That’s not your concern!”

-          “Actually, it is involving my people, so it is.”

-          “If your people needs to be healed and feed by strangers, it means you are horrible at doing your job!”

-          “Touché! After all of this, I would love you to join me at dinner, what would you…”

-          “Stop following me!!!” She ran away.

-          “… say about that.”

Prince just exhaled air heavily. But he didn’t stop. Even more. He doubled his efforts.

For next three months, Morgana was running away from him changing her pattern of traveling, yet Balthazar’s spies proved that the gold he spent on them wasn’t wasted. They kept tracking her down over and over again.

So he followed – to the villages, where he already left for her few baskets of food she could use to feed the hungering one.

To the cities – where he build field hospital to which he send sick people, so witch didn’t have to look for them all around the town.

Finally by finding group of people fitting the description that she kept asking for.

In the end she agreed meeting with him.

-          “JUST WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME!?”

-          “You told that by yourself. You are helping my people. In a month you did more that I in a year, that actually hurts my pride, yet I decided to at least help you, helping my people…”

-          “That’s not what I am asking about! You are tracking me down like a mad hunting dog!”

-          “It’s not everyday you meet a woman that almost kills you in the forest, especially as you being prince.”

-          “Oh, I was supposed to start praising how handsome you are? Or so every brave? That your hunting skills are divine…”

-          “Only if you meant it!” He smiled widely.

-          “Don’t make me joke. I know you, prince. A few years ago I was living in capital…” That picked his curiosity. “Back then I was no one, nothing, [All hail Prince Balthazar!] people were rejoicing when I was looking for the food among thrashes. That day was wonderful. I found a rat! Do you know how hard it is to catch one? Still, fresh meat is fresh meat. Since then nothing has changed. People are dying on the street while you…. You are hunting?! Training fencing? Having time and money to waste just to chase after a woman… and why? Just because you are curious?! You are sickening me.”

The woman was about to leave, but he grabbed her hand.

-          “We still haven’t finished our duel.” He said, yet this time there was no joy in his voice.

They fought. They clashed. Spells were flying left and right, his angelic blade was sending sparkles each time it collided against the wooden staff. The fight was taking place on the courtyard of the mansion, and many nobles came to witness that. First, they were almost offended by the very idea, that royal blood challenged a woman from the crowd, yet slowly their offence was being turned into awe. For that woman not only was pushing one of the greatest fencers back, but she was using [miracles] as fluently as the best priests.

But the gap of experiences was proven too big. Witch made an opening, that Balthazar used to perform perfect counterattack. He was the winner.

-          “Do you remember, you told, that you would listen to the one who would win with you.” He said panting

-          “I have never said such thing! I said that I would never listen to anyone weaker, I have never implied what I would do if someone would defeat me!”

-          “I demand you to do what I want you to do!”

-          “I refuse!”

-          “I will not let you go, till you agree!”

-          “… You can ask only for one thing.”

-          “One is more than enough.”

-          “Then yes.”

-          “You were right all this time. I am a horrible prince, I am lacking someone who would show me what needs to be done. Will you show me this way? Morgana. Marry me.”

-          “… WHAT?” Morgana screamed in the air.

-          “WHAT!?” Followed every noble that heard the prince.

-          “WHAT?!” Every noble woman that dreamed about marrying prince yelled after hearing the news.

-          “WHAT!?” Screamed the current King as Balthazar asked him for his blessing.

-          “WHAT?!” Was finally the first thing that priest said as he was leading the wedding ceremony. “I mean, do you, Prince Balthazar Earthwrym, first of his name, next ruler of this country, take this woman as you wife?”

-          “I do.”

-          “Do you…. Morgana… Take this man as a husband?”

-          “I would prefer not, but I lose the bet, so carry this humiliation to the end, please.”

-          “I..I am afraid you have to say Yes or no.”

-          “Yes, but I hope that he will die soon falling off from his horse while hunting a bloody rabbit!”

-          “Ah, You will love me soon” The prince said.

-          “Love you? I hope that I would never catch this disease.

Oh yes. Their life was hard. Especially for the prince. As he implied that they should spent the wedding night together… and implying what wedding night stands for… he was forced to sleep in front to the door to the room.

But Morgana was a good queen. A wise one. She was always carrying for the weakest. She also started teaching few people magic, finally passing the codex onto her best student.

-          “What are you doing, my love?” Balthazar would ask few years after they marriage.

-          “You're not dead yet? No? Shame.” Morgana would always say before answering  “Teaching magic. I told you multiple time that it was my ultimate goal!”

-          “I am telling you, that you should have started with theory and ethics. Magic is power, I am not against giving it to the people, but magic is power, and power is corrupting. It can be a weapon, just imagine what would happen if every bandit could turn you into ashes!”

Soon his words were to be proven right.

A few of Morgana’s students revolted. Against the kingdom, against the order, against her teacher. They wanted to make their magic stronger, faster and they did everything to achieve that. They started making a blood sacrifices.

After that the first witch hunter’s order was formed.

Yet Morgana, despite warnings of her husband never stopped teaching.

-          “They are only humans, I am sad, that they proved to be too weak, but I am not going to stop. You said that. Magic is a weapon. How hard it is to get a weapon? You just need to go to the blacksmith, pay him a silver and get your sword. But weapons requires muscles. And muscles are in the domain of males. Why do you want women to be defenseless in front of bandits?”

Of course that her reasoning was twisted. She couldn’t care less about that specific case. She just wanted to meet her family again.

Till the day she made a new spell. Formed a rite that could breath the magic into EVERY living being. She marched out with her students right away. They were already casting it, when Balthazar leading witch hunters came. He killed her students and twisted her spell. The spell that was supposed to free magic, was used to bind it. To bind her.

-          “BALTHAZAR!” She would yell as her spell was depriving her off magic.

-          “I am sorry, my love. I know how good you are, how wonderful you are. I know you meant good, but just look around! Half of your students are killing the innocent! Not everyone can use those power to make such a wonderful things as you did!”

-          “BALTHAZAR, I SWEAR, THE FIRST THING I WOULD DO AFTER FREEING MYSELF IS…”

-          “Lay down there, of flower of mine,

Rest there well, bind by chain,

For you will stay there till the day when,

someone would pledge their love again!”

The man was truly crying. He did what he needed to be done.

-          “Organa? Miss Morgana? Are you there?” She snapped out from her trance.

-          “Ah, yes, I am fine. Sorry. What were you asking for?” She looked back at the dragoness.

-          “How long have you known Zari? Since always… and never… Actually, what am I saying? Maybe his arrogance and confidence combined with doing as he pleases is reminding me someone… speaking about the devil, where that bastard go?”

-          “To the kitchen… he did that two hours ago. He said that he would have a supr…”

In that moment door to the kitchen was kicked open.

-          “REJOICE, MORTALS! FOR I AM HERE BESTOWING UPON YOU MY GIFT!” The white-haired man yelled carrying a cake. After him a few members of the staff also came carrying cakes.

-          “Each of them was made with my recipie! Easy there! I made enough for everyone!” He was laughing. “But I want the first bite to be taken by… where is she? Gis!? I told you that I would make you love sweets!”

A small crowd formed around us as dragoness was taking a first bite. She munched it for moment, savored the taste before saying.

-          “… It’s good. Cake like cake. Sorry, sweetie, I told you – I prefer meat…”

For everyone of us who already tasted his creation her words were a blasphemy. But for Zari... - he was truly depressed. He just took the dragoness face in his palms, looked deep into her eyes and said

-          “You are dead to me!”

Before running away.

-          “Zari! Wait!”

Oh, it’s good to be young.
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                The sound of a slammed door was the last thing we heard as he left the inn section. Jason was holding his head with both palms, Pyrox had his mouth wide open, twins were just taking another pieces of the cake why I… I simply couldn’t do anything

-          “Did I say something wrong?” Dragoness asked clueless.

-          “You even dare to ask!” Loki, the hooded man that was introduced to me some time ago yelled “It was exactly the same situation, as when a woman after wearing new clothes asks their man if she looks nice. The man may barely see the difference, yet never, ever is he supposed to say that he didn’t like it!”

-          “Actually, it’s worse…” Jason added “… You see, when we were running from the Holies, he mentioned you twice or thrice, that he loves you and wish to see you again… But about cakes! My beloved, he couldn’t stop talking about them!”

-          “Actually, I wonder – if Zari would have to chose between sister Gis and sweets, what he would chose?” Fairy girl asked herself between munches

-          “Don’t you even joke like that!” Dragoness yelled

-          “I am not joking. Do you remember how proud he was serving us cakes? You have just crushed his confidence!”

-          “I am wondering what he is doing right now… either crying to the pillow or scheming how to wipe out the whole nation…”

-          “M..M…Mister Zariel would never do such thing!” The new girl – Elana, raised her voice.

Every adventurer, old and new, looked at her, then at each other, then back on the young Scarlet

-          “My sweet, innocent child.” Man named Aloizy put his massive palm on her head “If that’s what you wish to believe…”

Oh, yeah. I have already saw him in action. Being shapeshifter is one thing, but having no problems with biting someone’s head off, is another.

-          “You better check on him!” I advised

Gisele nodded her head once, twice, thrice before raising and marching on the floor

-          “She won’t do anything.” Jason said picking a bottle and two glasses “… she is the last person he want to see right now. He needs some friend to talk too. I am humbly volunteering

The dragoness knocked on the door

-          “Zari? You left your door open, I am coming in…” she opened the door just a little, yet she was forced to shut it right away. Reason? – through a small gap that she made a small dagger passed and ended up hitting the wall behind her.

-          “Miss, let me try!” Jason said as he walked up the stairs to Zaris room “Hey! Asshole! I brought some whiskey!” and he kicked the door and walked in. Gisele was left on the other side

-          “What are you doing?” Jason asked me as he sat on the bed. Right now I was scribing down new recipes

-          “Trying to make a new cake.”

-          “All those notes… are recipes of cakes? Man! You are almost frightening me!”

-          “I believe that everyone has one kind of cake that he/she loves! So I will just try all possibilities! There has to be one that Gisele loves!”

-          “Why are you trying so hard..?”

-          “BECAUSE I FUCKING LOVE CAKE!... and I love Gisele too…”

-          “She is partly dragon…” he smiled to me “… you know, different creatures have different tastes. I am afraid that it may be in her blood to NOT like sweets..”

-          “… You are a genius!” he was so proud after I said that “… The problem isn’t I cake, it is in Gisele!”

-          “Wait, what?!”

-          “She is less attracted to sweet taste, so I may create a bacteria that will feast on sugar in her body, the level of calories would drop and her taste would change to keep the balance! All I had to do…”

-          “NO! NONONONONONO! That wasn’t what I meant!.. here, have a drink with me!”

-          “Not now, need to make a bacteria AND a receipt.”

-          “Exactly! You need some new idea, and the best ideas come when you are half-dead and half-drunk!”

He has a point, in the end, there is a saying: without vodka your path for knowledge will come to a halt, right? What’s wrong in trying? More importantly, as I know that I get drunk quite easily I will keep counting glasses. I will keep it under control and….

Three hours later

-          “WHY!? What waz wrongh wit ma cake?!” I cried aloud as Jason was pouring me another glass

-          “It was great!”

-          “EXAHTLY! <hic> I did ma best! So why… so why…”

-          “There, there!” he patted my arm “… still, the rest of the guild said it was delicious! Even guild master Jericho said that he never ate a better…”

-          “Jas, Jas my love, listen now, I love you, all of you… But I would rather see Gis liking my cake instead you…”

-          “Aw, that was so sweet. You almost looked like… never mind. Ok. Another glass!”

-          “Nay! I have enough…”

-          “Come on! The-farewell-glass!”

-          “I really shouldn’t…”

And then he said THOSE words

-          “Hm? You don’t want to drink WITH ME!?”

-          “Ok, but that’s the last one!”

It wasn’t the last one

Jason left the room and headed back to the inn

-          “Little beast is sleeping tight!” he said to the rest of the guild

-          “He wasn’t doing anything bad, was he?” Gisele asked concerned

-          “A..actually… he started preparing some kind of curse that was supposed to turn you into a sweet-addict…”

-          “Bullshit!”

-          “I am afraid not. I told him that EVERYONE, except you loves his creation, you know what he responded? That he would prefer everyone to hate it, except you.”

-          “That was so sweet!” Marika purred “Gis, I start thinking you don’t deserve him! He really treats you like a princess!”

-          “I can’t do anything about that!” she roared angered “… I just hate sweets, ok?! I hate it! I preferred telling him that than lying! Master Jericho always says that the worst truth is better than the best lie!”

Everyone looked at old man with angry gazes

-          “What?! I am proud of my lessons! … It’s a completely different matter that Gisele is insensitive, dense and can’t take a hint…”

-          “D..Dad?!”

-          “Okay sweetie, now you are going to apologies to him, and you will do it as woman should!”

I woke up with terrible headache. Jason. You fucking asshole! How many more glasses you forced in me after [the last one]?

-          “Drink this. Herbal drink, great for hangover, trust me, it is tested formula!” a mug held by someone’s hand appeared in my vision

I took it and gulped in one go. Then I wanted to say my thanks to the hand owner, yet I was awe struck. It was Gisele, yet it wasn’t the very fact that left me speechless.

-          “Gis, am I still drunk or are you wearing…”

-          “Don’t you dare to say another word! I know! It’s humiliating!”

A..actually, ok. It is. But you don’t see everyday dragoness wearing maid suit, do you? Let my eyes feast!

-          “A..anyway! I am sorry for.. not being worthy of your sweets. I am simply not into it, but you are into meat too, so I thought that maybe I would make something this time?”

-          “You can cook?”

-          “I am an adventurer! Of course I can! That's the most basic thing that needs to be learn if you want to survive! I may not be very good, actually I can make it barely edible, so I asked for few hints from Marika and rest… I hope you would like it.”

My, my! Breakfast in the bed while being served by maid? What did I do to deserve such treatment… oh wait. Now I see it. The whole guild liked the cake so much, that they forced Gisele to apologize as they were afraid that I would never bake another cake, did they? I am 99% sure that it was the case.

-          “Sorry for forcing my eating habits on you. I just have really nice memory regarding sweets and maybe I just wanted you to love them as much as I do.”

-          “Silly, there are plenty things we have in common!”

-          “Do we? I make a plan when you are charging in, I prefer sweets, you meat, you focus on strength when I try using environment…” I took a minute to think “…as hobby I love reading, while you are training or drinking with friends. Something I missed?”

-          “…We… are both… adventurers?” Gisele tried really hard thinking of something

I just smiled

-          “Come here…” I said hugging her “Actually, I am happy that we are so different. Because of that I am never bored with you.”

She purred in my ear as she returned my embrace.

-          “Ok. Eat up before it cools down. I heard you are having some secret job. Do your best. In meantime I will take those friends of yours on few quick, higher rank quests – both to rank them up and get along with them. I assume they are good?” she neither asked nor stated her mind

-          “Yeah. I think that all of them are better than Marika, maybe even Nyx… Oh, if twins would ask you if they can play with you while having evil grins on their faces… refuse. And say that I would be mad if they would do something to you… actually, I will tell them that myself.”

-          “Hey! I can take care of myself! Unlike you!” she kissed the tip of my nose

-          “… You now that all of them are hunted witches that killed few dozen people?”

-          “These two little kids too?”

-          “Psionics. They asked entire village to kill themselves. They cooperated.”

-          “… on the other hand, they are your friends. Feel free to talk with them about whatever you want.” Gis tried looking cool

-          “I will. Love. I will.”

She left the room leaving me all alone with steak. I took a bite.

… it was half raw. Where is seasoning?! No pepper? No salt? Not fried in oil with butter!? You could at least put a damn vegetable, at least as decoration! Yes, it was edible, you wouldn’t get sick after eating that… but…HEY! YOU SERVED ME ALMOST A CARCASS, WOMAN!... Just because I can eat raw, bloody meat, doesn’t mean I like eating raw, bloody meat! That’s why I love sweets so much! Eh. Gis, I will show you how you should treat a good meat.

Later, after eating “breakfast” washing myself and dressing up I went down to the inn section. Older professor was already sitting there waiting for me

-          “Ah! Mr. Zariel, good to see you! I got your message, what is that favor you wish to ask me for?”

-          “Just a moment, please! Morgana!” I called the witch that right now was talking with group of adventurers at the opposite side of the room

-          “What?” she wasn’t very happy that I disturbed her conversation

-          “Professor, she is the one who has a favor to ask. Could you please let her into the library? She knows no one here, and I am afraid that my position isn’t strong enough to give permissions to enter the building..”

-          “Is she… Half blood demoness and elf, fascinating. Especially taking into consideration that both of her parent did not belong to fertile breeds… yes, high elf from… Nigihoria? No, you would have bit longer ears, color of your eyes also make it impossible for you to be a part of Embra society…  Your parent didn’t belong to any tribe known to me , that’s fascinating… and about your demon part, Asmodian, is it? How was it possible for Asmodian to have kids with anyone outside of their race is a mystery to me, these guys are as fertile as stones!... I would love to check what are you possibilities on the field of fe…”

I coughed a few times

-          “… oh, pardon me, my lady! That was so very rude of me! Of course, as long as you are a friend of Mr. Zariel, I don’t mind taking you with me…” now he started looking nervous “… but I would like to ask if…”

-          “If you want some more samples of my blood, I don’t mind. If you want to make some more tests, I don’t mind, as long as they are not… extreme. I can’t say if Morgana would allow you to make some tests on her thought, you would have to make a deal with her by your own… Still, Morgi, if you would agree on that, I would advise you using same disclaimers as myself.”

-          “That would be splendid!” old man smiled. “I hope that you have improved your DNA base since our last session!”

-          “You have no idea.” I allowed myself to tease him a little “I got something that would make your jaw drop.”

Poor man, he looked as if he could have heart attack anytime soon.

But that’s it. Right now I can deal with the rest of my businesses. To the factory!!!


	Your skill [Medium Potion Creation] has leveled up
	[Medium Potion Creation] is now level 8




-          “See? That’s how you are doing it! Easy? Easy! All you had to do is to keep your eye on the flame, it is important for the pot to stay at the exact right temperature. If it would be too low, the process wouldn’t even start, too high, and you would ruin the effects added by White lily… silly little lily. Such a frail little flower. It is very hard to grow it, as many factors has to be meet, humidity, not too much light, while it needs to be hot, every flower that you girls are carrying right now cost around from 80copper to even 10 silver. Depending on the season of the year and so on. This is why I would be grateful if you wouldn’t fail!... Otherwise I would have to punish you. And by punish I mean that little device I bought and put in the corner! I got it after the visit at torturers room!”

I didn’t lie, still, the device covered by cloth was alchemy equipment, but shhh, they don’t have to know about it, right?

-          “Two days in a row you work for 8 hours…” Rogue said coming from behind a corner “…Are you sick? If I would know that some tortures would make you so motivated, I would hire some inquisitor myself!”

-          “Ha-ha. Very fucking funny, I have to disappoint you. I need money, this is why I am working my ass off.”

-          “Why? Last time I checked you had a few gold coins of pocket money? Don’t get me wrong. I am happy that you are working and you shall be paid properly… You just picked my curiosity.”

-          “Communication crystal!”

-          “What?”

-          “COMMUNICATION CRYSTAL! I want one!”

-          “But… they are so very inefficient! If you want to I can borrow you some of our agents, they can deliver your messages in every place on continent if three-max four days…”

-          “I. Want. Crystal!”

-          “You are acting like a spoiled child.” He was smiling under his bandana

-          “But that’s a technology I haven’t yet examined! I don’t only want to use it… cuz I want to talk with someone in Holy Kingdom… I just want to see it! Check the spells! See how it’s working!”

-          “Will Syndicate be able to use that knowledge? Or sell it?”

-          “You are so shortsighted and dull! Where is your desire to uncover unknown!?”

-          “Oh, uncovering secrets is what I do for living.”

-          “Stop twisting my words! Ok, let’s say that hypothetically I would manage to elongate the transition time from minute to minute and ten seconds, or minute and half? Would you benefit on that? Surely you would. And now let’s say I wouldn’t learn a damn. I would be sitting quietly near the crystal for at least a month, a month without my nagging, can you imagine that? It’s a win-win situation for you!

-          “…Just work some more. I will have it delivered to you in three days.”

-          “Two.”

-          “Fine.”

He agreed too quickly. It means that I could have bargain more. Damn it!

Same time, Holy Kingdom

The highest priestess were praying in the circle leaded by the prophetess.  They were performing a rite that normally could only be performed during a specific time – A demon invasion, to be precise.

The rite that required a blessing of the goddess herself. They were summoning a hero.

The beam of light started forming again and again, yet at the end it would fall.

-          “What are we doing wrong? All precious summonings that had it place in history ended successfully!”

-          “Keep the rite on.” Angel said “The demons are not attacking, so the spell is resisting. Also, summoning requires a soul to die somewhere is alternative universe. You just have to keep trying until the soul would answer…”

Suddenly, the beam of light shined like never before .

Luxia raised her head from her throne. Something was wrong. Somewhere, someone is playing with forces that shouldn’t be touched right now. A beam of light appeared in her chamber. A confuse man stepped off it.

-          “You! Who are you, and what are you doing here?” her voice sounded like a thunder

-          “Y…You are asking me? I was having a nice dinner, then next thing I remember was that I couldn’t catch a breath and… Um, Did I die?”

… For the soul to appear in front of her… No! It can’t be! There is no war going on, yet that man in front of her combined with disturbances in magic she felt a moment ago? Could that be, that someone summoned a hero? That shouldn’t be possible without her allowance! Yet here he is… Someone is playing with HER domain! Someone will pay for it, that more than sure!... But she is a goddess of order. She was almost PROGRAMED to follow the protocol.  And Protocol said clearly what needed to be done when hero steps in this chambers.

-          “…My name is Luxia, the goddess of order and light. I bestowed upon my people the power to summon a protector when the darkest hour would approach…”

-          “…Wait, you mean that I am a summoned Hero? For real?! HAHA! Cool!... but you are not a loli. I demand my loli goddess…”

-          “… Even goddess of light has it patience, mortal.”

-          “Pardon me.”

-          “You have to know… that your summoning is a mistake.”

-          “WHAT?”

-          “It’s far too early, someone is playing with my forces. Before I would give you my blessings and let you among my people, I just have one thing that you have to know. My people are… Not exactly following my teachings. The words and knowledge I gave them is too complicated for them, thus they are acting… wrong. Yet they are still my people. They are my lambs. In their foolishness they aimed to kill one of the most amazing creature in this world. One of the kind. I am sure, that they would ask you to kill it, what am I asking you is the opposite. Don’t even approach it.”

-          “What is this creature?”

-          “…Zariel, called WhiteRaven. Now go.”


The man once again was embraced by the light before vanishing.

            

    
        Chapter 202

    
    
    
    
                A man fell from the beam of light onto the altar made of white stone. He was surrounded by priestess hooded in white robes. His landing was far from being soft and enjoyable, thus right now he was massaging his backs.

-          “Greetings, oh hero!” a woman in front of him said “My name is Alicia, and I carry the duty of being prophetess of our beloved lady of the Light. We have summoned thee, oh hero, for the darkest hour shall soon approach.”

She was simply beautiful. Around her 20s, with long blonde hair falling behind her back reaching almost her waist. Her robe was plain, but far from being inelegant in any way. Even more, the one who designed those robes was a pure genius, as just looking at her clothing you could say that the wearer is pure and humble. Clothing worth being worn by a priestess.

-          “I know that you are confused, but we wish to ask you to…”

-          “Fear not and consider it done!” man raised his thumb in the air

-          “P..Pardon me?”

-          “What, you thought I would refuse? Eradicating evil, going on adventures, stopping demon’s invasion… what else does one need to enjoy his life to the fullest?”

Oh, he didn’t do this because of good heart or any such thing, I mean, yes! That was also the case, but the very reason is so he could live a different life, not that boring, monotonous life. He was a game-addict, manga-addict,… actually, he was addicted to everything that pop culture would offer. He read dozen of summoned hero stories and each of them had few common things – cheats, so he could become stronger faster, epic quest – something that he desired and would reward him with unspoken glory; new life and a …  Harem! YES! HAREM! He will lead the team, of course, and only nice young girls allowed! Shy priestess-healer!? Tsundere-glass canon magician? Honorable paladin!? Aggressive barbarian!? Quiet ninja-assassin?! THEY ALL SHALL BE HIS! MUAHAHAHA

-          “H..Hero, w..why are you smiling so… ominously?”

-          “W..Wha?! No, pardon me! I was excited by the mere thought of justice that I shall serve! Hahaha!” he laughed awkwardly

-          “I am happy to see your excitement. Yet, the day of demon invasion is yet to approach. We summoned you bit…earlier, so you could train and raise your skills. Each time demons attack many good people dies, for the hero was always summoned too late when the war was going on. Right now, you would train under guidance of our finest warriors…”

In that moment the door to the room was opened and a woman in shiny, yet fatigued armor entered it.

-          “Why do you call me. prophetess?” The woman asked… angrily? Doesn’t matter! That’s surely a paladin! The first on the list! And she is also beautiful!

-          “Ah, I am happy seeing you in good health… Hero, this is Amelia Scarlet, called the strongest human in the world. She will teach you swordsmanship…”

-          “Will I? I have never heard about it before, and I surely can’t remember agreeing on anything like that.”

-          “M..Miss Amelia! That man here is a hero! I beg you, please, aid him on his quest to..”

-          “Prophetess. Right now you are NOT in a position to beg me anything. Church has failed me and my family too many times. Even more – the fact that you decided to make me his coach without asking me first irritates me even more! If you think that just by putting me in an awkward position to refuse someone with a hero- title is enough to convince me, I shall disappoint you. Also you…” the last words were spoken to the hero “… better be careful while dealing with the church. They have a tendency to not live up to their agreements.”

-          “MISS AMELIA?!” priestess of  the light goddess was heavily offended

-          “Yes, your majesty? Do you wish to accuse me of lying?”

-          “… Your case is nothing more but sad coincidence…”

-          “Coincidence? My sister dying is nothing more for you but a sad event?”

-          “… that’s not what I meant!”

-          “I will tell you, hero, what happened exactly. My sister got sick, so my father went to the church to beg for help. For years she was [healed] with no effect at all. Yet it didn’t stop the church from using me as their private slave, ordering me left and right. And now, our beloved shepherd dared to call me here and INFORM me that I am about to become your tutor. I came because it thought you want to apologize to me. Never call for me again. Farewell.”

She turned around and walked away. Ok. So, acquiring this one to harem may be a bit tricky. But hey, we still have some time, do we? Sure we do!

-          “If I may, your majesty..” he said in direction of Alice “… life is the best teacher. Just give me a sword. The days I would spend outside of the city hunting for some weak monsters, and the evenings I could spend with city guards to learn swordsmanship! You said that yourself – we still have time till invasion. By rushing things we can only make a mistake. I look forward to working with you.” He bowed his head.

Oh, the prophetess was pleased. But man surely took a notice of the fact, that in this world things are not black and white. He talked with the church’s head for a bit longer, assuring her of his loyalty. As their conversation was about to end, Alicia gave him the quest that goddess warns him before.

-          “I would like you to think about it as some kind of test measuring if you are ready to face demons – there a monstrosity roaming this world. Despite our actions to neutralize it, it managed to destroy our castle, burn information outpost, curse the village and kidnap sister of Amelia. This is also why she doesn’t want to aid us, the creature threatened her to kill her if she would follow him…” She had such a sad expression.

Of course, Hero was MORE THAN SURE that they did NOTHING like provoking the creature. Still, quest is quest. The goddess mocked him, treated him like unwanted burden. There was no way he wouldn’t tease her a little. Even more, as he was appraising perks he just got.
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	You have been rewarded with the title
	[Summoned Hero]





	Skill [Champion of light] level MAX [passive] has been granted to you
	[Chaos] spell domain has been locked
	[Nature] spell domain has been locked
	[Order] spell domain has been unlocked
	Effect of your [Order] domain spells has been increased by 25%

Your [Order] domain skills will level up 50% faster






	Skill [Celestial prodigy] level NA [passive] has been granted to you
	Exp you obtain has been increased by 100% till you reach level 10
	Exp you obtain will be increased by 75% from level 11 to 20
	Exp you obtain will be increased by 50% from level 21 onward





	[Hero of the sword]
	Skill [Sword Usage - Apprentice] Level 10 has been granted

All damages dealt by [Sword] class of weapon are increased by 10%

[Sword Usage] skill will level up 25% faster





Yup. Here come cheats!

Neira, two days later

AHA! It has arrived! The crystal promised by Rogue! It was waiting for me at guild’s desk protected by Mike! Poor little boy, he probably had no idea that package that arrived was worth more than he could earn in 10 years, or even more! Welp! Who cares! Right now it was nicely filled with mana so I could hope to have a nice one-minute long conversation. Still, I won’t be the one talking for most of the time.

I knocked to Elana’s room.

-          “Young princess, it’s me! Got a moment?”

-          “M..Mister Zariel?” I heard from the other side “p..please! Just give me a second!”

What, she was dressing up? I didn’t have that problem with Gis. No matter if she just came from mission and was covered in blood, or just barely woke up and was half-naked she would just let me in… Ah, speaking of the devil, she is doing everything she can to get along with my new friends, and by doing everything I mean that she force them to partake in fast exhausting missions. I  can remember the time when the twins came to me running and crying after their first mission. It wasn’t that dangerous, especially for them. It was more like she took them hiking into the small mountains we had nearby, and by hiking, I mean getting rid of local Sky-terrors. Fighting with giant birds protecting their nests on narrow passages near the abyss below… Eh, I wanted to go with them.

I heard clicking sound as the key unlocks the door and Elana let me in. She was wearing a long, light-blue dress… she would look but better with a straw hat on her head… FOCUS ZARI FOCUS!

-          “Um… w..why did you come here?” she asked shyly…. I am one, evil man, and as an evil man, I felt obligated to tease her.

-          “I mean... oh, sorry. If you want me to leave, you could just tell.” I said with a sad expression as I took a step back

-          “No! That wasn’t what I meant! I am sorry! I..I..I was just surprised and…”

Ok, one evil-deed-per-day-task was finished. I can now get down to the business.

-          “I [kidnapped] you to heal you, yet as you know transporting you back to the Holy Kingdom may be not only a hard task but also dangerous. In the end, they put that parasite in you for a reason, we have no idea how they would react… Yet still, we should inform your family that your life is safe… and I am pretty sure that you had almost no time to talk or see your sister, so I thought that you may like to say a word or two to her… I would steal only ten or so seconds, so you should have around 50 more to say hello…”

I showed her a crystal that I put on her table

-          “..Y…You not only healed me, but even bought such an expensive item just so I could…” a tear appeared in her eyes

… not exactly, I would have far more uses for this crystal, but if that’s what you want to believe in, then I won’t stop you! Feel free to love me and worship me! Oh, I am such a generous person!

-          “Now, now! Don’t you dare start crying here!” I patted her head “or else your sister would think I did something nasty to you, we wouldn’t like seeing your sis charging here leading forces of her kingdom just to repay me for crimes I did not commit, would we?”

-          “A..Actually, it is your fault that I am crying!” she punched my arm, just like Gisele, yet dragoness blows usually knocks me on the ground, while hers barely tickled “Y..You should take responsibility for that!” she said completely blushing.

My-my! Elana! When did you get so brave!? Shoving such initiative?... or maybe that’s the outcome of spending too much time with Gisele?

-          “I would be more than honored to serve such a fine lady like yourself, I shall remember about that and would pay you for my deeds accordingly, but I hope you would let me start a connection but I would need your co-ordinates now.”

With help of young Scarlet I managed to prepare the connection and set up a small show.

I needed to wait around a minute for the spell to find its target, but soon over the crystal, I could see the face of older man and his daughter.

-          “Sir Scarlet! Sir Scarlet! Communication crystal is responding!” the servant yelled running to the private office of head of house Scarlet

-          “Who is calling?” he raised quickly from his chair as he was about to move to the conference room

-          “Unknown, but the signal comes from… Neira…”

He quickened his step

-          “Tell Amelia. She has to join me as soon as possible!”

-          “B..but young lady is still sleeping…”

-          “Then wake her up! Tell her same thing you said to me!”

-          “Sir, yes, sir!”

He stopped walking towards the room and instead he started running forcing his still well-trained body to cross a few corridors and chambers.

He sat in front of crystal that was resonating with magic. In forty seconds his daughter got inside the room like a small tempest taking her place by his side.

-          “It’s him, am I right?”

-          “Most likely. I have no idea who else in Neira could have our passwords to the crystal…”

The magic formed a smoke that took shape of mirror-like being in which a smiling face of white-haired magician could be seen

-          “Hell-O, Holies! What’s your weather on the east?”

-          “State your business, and do it fast.” Old man said without dose of kindness

-          “You are hurting my feeling. I am calling you just to say, that I did my part of deal, it wasn’t easy, it wasn’t nice, your daughter almost died, but I am pretty sure that something more about that case would say my young, lovely assistant, Elana, could you?”

He took step away from crystal letting them see a bed on which Elana was laying.

-          “Daddy! Sis!” she yelled with enthusiasm. Young girl raised from the bed and moved quickly in direction of crystal, yet she stumbled and was about to hit the ground.

Yet Zariel dashed in and caught her in very last moment

-          “What did I tell you? Small steps, small steps! Take it easy, your body is still exhausted.” He helped her get up, yet once again she was the one walking toward the table

-          “Ok. I am not going to make this conversation be more awkward than needed, so I will take my leave…”

Magician indeed left the room.

In those few seconds he showed them, that Elana was indeed cured, could do easy tasks by herself and she is treated well – definitely not as prisoner

-          “Sweetie how are you feeling?” Godrick asked

-          “HowIsHeTreatingYou? AreYouEatingWell? YouSleepEnoughDoYou? WhereIsHeKeepingYou?” paladin asked in less than three seconds

Girl chuckled lightly

-          “I feel fine, I am still bit weak, but mister Zariel says that it’s normal and I will need time to get back in the shape, he also said that some damages are very serious, and maybe I would never be as dexterous as I could be, but my life is surely no longer threatened…”

She kept talking. That she is fine, that she has more than enough food to eat, that two days ago Mister Zariel even baked cakes for everyone and how tasty it was, that she can’t say where she is, because that’s the only thing that Mister Zariel asked her to keep as a secret, but it’s a nice place to live in… she also said about the creature that lived in her – the parasite angel and Zariel’s presumptions regarding the fact of who, how and when placed it inside of her, yet once again pointed out that those are nothing more but presumption, and mister Zariel really don’t want his words to be treated as certain…

-          “Ah, crystal is turning red, I don’t have much time… Papa, sis, I just want you to know, I am safe, I am getting better, I made lots of new friends and I am going to start training soon to become as wonderful as you, sis! Papa, sis  – I lov…”

The mirror turned into smoke, smoke turned into magic and that disappeared in the air.

Paladin hit the table with her first making a huge imprint of her hand in the wood

-          “Fucking bastards!” she hissed “You want to tell me, that dozens of best healers of the church couldn’t heal something, that took some wannabe wizard a week!? They could be the one that placed that.. .shit in her! I will…”

-          “Right now you will do nothing, Amelia…”

-          “But, father!”

-          “No, you are a great warrior, wonderful commander, but you are still fresh in politic. Rest assured, my little child, I will not let it go. But for our strike to be as painful and as humiliating as it can be, we need patience. The house of scarlet has a black lion on a red flag for a reason. Soon, that beast shall roar again. For now, return to your paladins. Keep them in shape. Just in case. Who knows, maybe this is the first day of the end of the Holy Kingdoms theocracy?”
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                Someone knocked at the door.

-          “Gisele… open it.” I said still snuggling with her.

-          “You do it.” She said exhausted.

-          “Gis, that’s your room.”

-          “Yet I am sure that the person that is knocking wish to speak with you.” She rolled on me hugging tighter.

-          “It’s hard to get up and open the door when a fat-ass dragon is pinning you down.”

-          “If by offending me you though that you would make me get up and answer the door, I have to disappoint you.” She placed her lips on my neck kissing me.

-          “Damn. The more time we spend together the smarter you get. As a sign of gratitude you may check who is behind the door.”

Someone knocked at the door again.

-          “FUCK OFF!” We yelled in unison toward the asshole that kept invading our privacy.

-          “Oh, no!” the voice from the other side, that belonged to some adventurer could be heard “…You didn’t let us sleep for the half of the night, so now we won’t have ANY mercy for the two of you! Zari, get up! What would you do if I would tell you that king himself is waiting at the other side of the door?”

-          “I would nicely ask him to FUCK OFF!, as this is neutral ground and his authority means nothing here… that’s until he threat Jericho to pay his debts.”

-          “… Zari, that about king… it was not a metaphor.”

Fuck!

-          “Ask him to use his authority to move a dragon off of me, and I would consider getting up!”

I heard someone opening the door with the key from the outside.

-          “REALLY? Spare keys, Jericho?! That’s not fair!”

Yet the intruders kept invading our solitude.

-          “Forgive him, it was me insisting on. Oh, you could consider putting something on, both on you.” The king said.


Indeed, as I decided to spend that night with Gisele, we didn’t stop on just cuddling. We were covered to the belt with quilt, yet out upper parts of bodies were revealed. Gisele didn’t bother much, as right now she was laying on her belly, thus she was nicely covered.

-          “Something wrong, your majesty?” I asked from under dragoness.

-          “Oh, I am sure that I invited you on dinner last time we saw each other, unfortunately because of that mess with inquisitors you were unreachable last Friday. Then I was in delegacy and returned just now. So I considered stopping by the guild mostly to tease that old fart Jericho about moneys, then I heard you were back… so I am here FORCING you to come with me on already promised dinner. The end.”

-          “Isn’t that bit early for d…”

-          “Zari…” That was Jericho this time. “… it is already afternoon.”

-          “You are shitting me? Pardon me, your…”

-          “When we are alone keep the courtesy for yourself, young man. I am not that spoiled to require everyone to bow before me. But now, seriously, after all these boring meetings I could use some entertainment and you are a great source of entertainment.”

-          “Just, give me a second. Gisele doesn’t cooperate much when she's sleepy.”

-          “Of course, your lady is invited too! I am pretty sure that she would enjoy the little barbecue that was organized on my return…”

Dragoness opened her eyes fully. I just looked at the king to let him now that it’s working.

-          “There will be some rare kind of meet that were brought from oversea, also some fish, and the finest sauces.”

Her tail started waving slightly under quilt. She purred, bended her spine like a cat and stretched a little.

-          “We will be done in 15 minutes.” I said.

-          “Also, you may take with yourself miss Scarlet. And by MAY I mean – do it.”

Damn. Stuff just got bit complicated.

Intruders left the room leaving us alone once again.

-          “15 minutes?” Gisele purred right in my ear. “We can get dressed in 2? Which means that we have 13 minutes of whatever we want to.”

Oh, I love it when she is suggestive. Her hair in mess, her gaze bit blurry because of lust and her hands kneading lightly my shoulders.

-          “13 minutes? It will only make you beg for more.” I kissed her with passion, joining our tongues in wild dance, which made us gasp for air as our lips parted.

I imprisoned her in the embrace of my arms.

-          “What did I ever do to earn being with you.” I put my nose in her hair, remembering her smell.

-          “I dunno…” She replied. “Maybe nothing? That would make you unworthy. Maybe I should break with you and look for some strong dragon?” She asked innocently.

-          “… I will allow you to take your words back, just if you would like to prevent me from eradicating entire race.”

-          “Oh? You would be jealous?” she looked at me with wide smile.

-          “Jealous? No. That poor bastard would die long before he could enjoy your touch. Look at me, I am the only one you can spoil, do you hear me?”

This time she was the one to kiss me.

-          “We still have 10 minutes…” She said innocently again.

-          “Gis, you horny, perverted lizard. Can’t you wait till evening?”

-          “No, for I have been waiting for you my whole life!”

She is getting better and better in that. Still…

-          “Get off me, you child of a behemoth, the meat is cooling down.”

-          “… Hmph. You still owe me a date.”

-          “I know, sweetie.”

We got up from the bed with intention of dressing up… but when I saw her backs something melted in me making me get closer and hugging her from behind.

-          “Weren’t you the one that was rushing me?”

-          “We still have 8 minutes, don’t we?”

-          “You are impossible!”

-          “So, should I let you go?”

-          “I didn’t say that…”

Then I noticed something.

-          “Gisele, why do you have two treasure chests in a room?”

-          “Ah, that? In one I keep equipment, in second. Well, treasures… I…I just like looking at shiny things. I KNOW! I KNOW! I just can do nothing about that! It’s stronger than me!”

-          “My little lizard is growing up?”

-          “Stop it!”

-          “Hey, having an urge for valuable and beautiful things is normal for dragons. This is why you are sleeping on a pile of gold and kidnapping princesses!”

-          “Yhym. Right. Still, in I am still thinking of getting another one, Just in case I would find something better! Like rare gems or…”

-          “Ok, ok. I am fine with that, who knows maybe I would even contribute to your stash in the future? Just don’t you even dare to forget that I am the greatest treasure you ever found!” I chuckled.

But something on Gisele’s face changed. She turned around and gave me THAT look.

-          “… Zari…”

-          “Gisele, don’t even think about it.”

-          “Get in the chest!”

-          “No!”

-          “GET IN THERE, DAMN IT!”

-          “Gis, what are you doing?! GIS! STAHP! PUT ME DOWN, FOR FUCK SAKE! THAT’S NOT THE WAY I WANTED TO CONTRIBUTE!!!”

-          “I ain’t going some vixen to steal you away from me!”

-          “Don’t you know, that if you love someone you have to let it go? If it would return, it means that it never truly left you, if it wouldn’t he/she never was yours?”

-          “Nice try. I am not going to risk it. Chest. Now!”

-          “NO! GOD! NO, GOD, PLEASE NO! NO! NO! NOOO!”

The only good thing about little wrestle session we had was that we completely woke up. Hm? Oh, fear not, I did not end in the box. I asked her if she really thought that some wooden box could hold me in and that I would smash it from inside in a second. Threat of having her newest chest destroyed stopped her from continuing her actions.

We got down to the inn section where King together with Jericho was discussing something with glasses of whiskey in their hands.

-          “O-ho, Jeremy, look who decided to show up. You used your time to the fullest, did you? Don’t say a word. Guessing by kid’s scream it is not something I want to know.” He said addressing me as [kid]

-          “That’s complicated to explain, not kinky, just complicated.” I said raising my hands in defense.

-          “Suuure. Anyway, I am borrowing these three for hour or two, Jeremy.”

-          “I don’t mind. They deserve some rest.” The former adventurer said. “It’s a sad thing to see you going already. It was nice to have company to the glass of whiskey.”

-          “Someone need company for what?” Jason put his head inside the inn through the window.

-          “Forget what I was just saying. Your departure is no longer as sad as it was a moment ago! Come Jason, keep old man a company! That’s one of the guys that Zariel brought from neighbors – decent people.”

-          “I see. Kids, feel free to follow me, and by feel free I mean…”

-          “We know, we know…” I just rushed him away with gesture of hand.

-          “Killjoy.” He pouted under his nose.

We got into his carriage, all covered in too many decorations, with staff dressed in colors so bright, that it almost hurt one’s eyes.

-          “Hello, young Scarlet.” He said to Elana as we were riding in direction of the castle.

-          “Y..You know me, your majesty?”

-          “Not personally. I know your father though, is that old bastard start alive and kicking?”

-          “S..Sir!” She seem offended by king’s tone.

-          “I think Elana is used to bit more … formal… conversations.”

-          “Hm? Is that so? How did you survive then? As far as I know you hate formality!” Elana looked at me with her eyes widened in fear, as if she just realized that she was doing something wrong all this time. “Oh, your grimace on the ball when you had to be nice to all those nobles around you! Priceless! And when you could finally mess with senator! That was probably the only good thing about that party. Well, the food was nice too, and the alcohol, and the music. Wait, what was actually wrong with that party?”

-          “The people.” I spoke my mind making monarch burst in laugh.

-          “That’s why I want to keep you around. Painfully honest. Ok, kids, get off the cart. Go on, as King I am supposed to leave as last, and I have spent too much time in that damned by devils carts! My ass has probably turned square from all this sitting!”

So we left. We were behind the elegant gates guarded by few soldiers, on plaza surrounded by lovely garden.

-          “I am so happy that we didn’t take Pyrox with us…” I said quietly.

-          “Yeah, I have already seen how he reacts when there is too much green around him. Oh, gosh, I have also learned to be far more precise. Do you know, that you should always use word [campfire] when you want him to lit something up? I said [Hey, Pyrox? Can you make this place bit warmer?], you know what he did?”

-          “Burned the camp?”

-          “Burned half of the forest.”

-          “Heh. Neat.”

We followed the king  to the dining hall, each time we would pass servants, they would bow in skilled, well-trained manner. It was bit… overwhelming.

-          “Ah. Also, we will have one more guest. I trust you know Fional, it was quite tricky to invite him. He was declining as many times as I invited him. Till yesterday.”

-          “How did you persuade him?” I was really curious.

-          “I told him that you would be here!” You sly, old fox!

-          “Didn’t you say a moment ago that you steped by the guild by accident?”

-          “I lied? That’s how you do businesses here!”

I can’t even… damn it.

-          “This is why I am grateful that you did not repeat in my face same thing you said through the door – to fuck off, otherwise I would have hard time explaining to your dwarven friend why you didn’t come.”

As we were approaching to our dinning place we could have heard some little commotion.

-          “Sir, sir! I beg you, wait a moment longer, it is very impolite to start eating without rest of the guest arri…”

-          “Listen here you lil’ piece of shit!...” O-ho, here is Fional. “Don’t you dare teaching me about courtesy, for we, dwarves, know the best way to treat our guests! For example, we would never let them wait for anyone without food or beer!... Food is here, where is the beer?”

-          “We have red wine to the meat, white wine to desserts.”

-          “ARE YOU DEAF, YOU MAGGOT?! BEER! BEEEER! The finest dwarfish invention!”

-          “S..sir, I am afraid that…”

-          “You don’t have one? Fear not, I predicted that, you uncivilized savages, I brought few barrels with myself. Call my boys that are waiting in the kitchen. They will help you carry it here…”

-          “With all due respect!” Majordomo was slowly losing his patience.

-          “Give up, Hiacy, you won’t out-talk dwarfs!” The king chuckled opening the door and letting us in.

-          “Your majesty! I am glad to see you back and in good health!”

-          “Yes, it’s good to be back. And do our guest a favor – bring those barrels he speaks to highly about. In the end it is true, that his kin has the longest tradition of brewing.”

We took our seats, Fional didn’t even bothered raising from his chair.

-          “Ha! Greetings brat! I heard you have some meeting with torturers! How was it?”

-          “Indeed, also - the torturer could have learned a new trick or two, if he was paying attention, that is.”

-          “Atta boy! That’s the spirit…” Then he looked at me and Gisele sitting close to each. another “… You two? Are you?”

-          “Maybe.”

-          “Finally! The two of you were gazing upon each other like brats… well, you are brats. Still, it was so bloody annoying to look at it!”

We were talking a couple of minutes about everything and nothing, before the king start playing his games – he started asking Florian how his brother and father are doing, when he saw them for the last time, and when he wanted to travel to the Red Mountain again. Why? Politics, of course. Dwarves are a shut in society, it was easy to become their enemies, very hard to become their friends. If you had no dwarf with reputation that would [let you in] the society, every kind of making political relations would end with a fiasco.

-          “To be honest. I am thinking about traveling home soon, but only because I have a good reason. That kid...” He once again pointed at me. “… has ordered an armor, a tricky one to make, and your smithies and tailoring tools are bloody garbage! I would also need some materials from the Grey Mountains, west from Red… which aren’t safest place for a lone dwarf. Full of trolls and ogres. Fucking-tall-assholes, looking down on dwarves!”

-          “It is a very hard task to not look down on dwarves.” I said quietly, yet loud enough for everyone to hear.

-          “What da ya me… Ah, yar mocking me, ain’t you? Hmph, feel free to say these words as much as you want to me, just don’t repeat that in front of my father and brother!”

-          “Why would I even talk with them?”

-          “… Cuz yar coming with me, brat!”

-          “What?”

-          “That’s your armor! Even more, I am doing it for free! If you think that you won’t contribute to that, then you better think again!”

-          “I don’t think it’s a good idea…”

-          “I also don’t like it, even more as old fart.I mean, father, doesn’t like me much. He wanted me to become a warrior or rune sage, yet I always preferred making things than actually using it. So, it would be nice if I would at least show for who I am making my stuff! I heard a word or two about you, kid, if half of them are true, you would impress old fa… father.”

-          “Florian, I am really honored to be invited by you, it really means a lot, but right now I have enough of traveling and attractions. I just want to spend some time with Gis…”

-          “Take her with you, damn it! Problem solved!”

-          “I really don’t think that…”

Arthur the Grey, called Wise, first of his name, current King of the Neira, fucking son of a bitch, cough few times pointing with his head at dragoness that right now devouring every meat on the table she could find.

Dwarf now know what point he should attack now.

-          “Shame. Just imagine! Well-known dwarfish hospitality! You would see how we treat our guests! You would be placed near the table on which food is piled to the ceiling.” Gisele dropped her fork. “Can you hear it? The sound of fireplace cracking? Can you sound the music playing? Can you smell the meat being cooked right in front of you? Do you see all mugs raised in the air as we cheer the name of our guests?”

Dragoness was breathing heavily.

-          “I am telling you that…” I tried saving the situation.

-          “… we are more than grateful and would gladly follow you. In the end we would never let our friend, such as yourself, to travel through those dangerous lands! Also, as I heard Zari already owe you a lot for your craftsmanship.”

Damn you Fional, damn you Arthur. AND DAMN YOU GISELE!
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                Defeated by love. Gisele’s love to meat. Oh, I will tease her about it for the whole journey! Maybe I would take on the duty of picking food for the journey, and I would take ONLY sweets? That would be a perfect punishment for her.

-          “E..Excuse me…” Lil Scarlet asked. “… would that be a problem if I would go with you? I have never seen kingdom of dwarves.. not mountains…”

-          “I am completely fine with that!” The prince under the Red Mountain responded.

-          “But I am not fine at all…” I allowed myself to disturb him. “El, a couple days ago you were dying. I have only removed the root of your disease, but your poor body is literally devastated. Tell me, was it hard for you to get from the guild to king’s carriage?”

-          “I.. it wasn’t!” She almost shouted.

-          “What did I tell you about lying to me?” I wasn’t angry. Poor little thing just want to travel… or maybe was that because of my company?

-          “I… I am sorry.” She lowered her head with sad expression. “I just… I just wanted to… You promised me that with you I would see the world!” Neither she was angry.

-          “Did I ever lie to you? Sweetie, mountains and seas, jungles and deserts, in heat and cold – to travel you need strength and stamina. Right now you have problems to walk up the stairs, how do you imagine walking over rocky mountains? It is exhausting even for us… Well, I could carry you if that’s what you want…” I knew what she would answer, and partly I felt bad for using that against her.

-          “N..No! It would be pointless if I wouldn’t be the one doing it!... Y…you said that as long as I have motivation I could achieve anything… it was truth, right?”

-          “Of course, sweetie, this is why I asked Jericho to take care of you…”

-          “ARE YOU NUTS!?” Dragoness yelled with her mouth full of food. “… WALKING OVER THE MOUNTAINS IS LESS EXHAUSTING THAN LESSONS WITH PAPA!”

-          “It won’t be training! He will just help her get back to shape! Basic stretching, some cardio, definitely not power ranking up through hierarchy of guild!”

-          “Actually… why do you think he would agree on TRAINING somebody else? Someone he didn’t chose by himself?”

Even the king raised his brow. Oh, dozens and dozens were send by nobles and merchant to train under his guidance, yet the living legend Jericho always refused. No matter if he was promised to become a noble himself or getting part of his (also) legendary debt covered, adventurer never changed his mind.

-          “It was just a matter of using right arguments.” I said with mysterious smile.

The truth is that:

1) as I said – it wasn’t a real training

2) she was “recommended” by me

3) I am helping him earn money by meditating

4) he still owes me for ALMOST MURDERING ME

5) that old fart has nothing better to do as 99% of his responsibilities are being done by Alesia

-          “Kay, it was all nice and dandy here, but I gotta go.” Florian started raising from the table.

We started raising too, yet for one more time dwarf was stopped by the king.

-          “Ah, I would be grateful if you would be so kind to deliver this letter to your father…” He pushed the envelope toward him over the table. The prince looked at it with suspiciousness.

-          “What is it?”

-          “Oh, just a words of friendship and such…”

-          “So you mean that it is NOT ally treaty that you want to put in my hands so I would deliver it? It would look really nice from his perspective to have his son recommend a whole kingdom as potential ally, isn’t it?”

-          “Of course it’s no!” King made over exaggerated gesture. “That would be at least impolite of me! I want to assure you that those are only my wishes of good health!”

-          “Then the letter is not needed. I will just say that some random king from a random country is wishing him a good health. The old man will surely appreciate it!”

-          “Bastard.” Arthur whispered.

Ha! Serves you right! You tricky trickster! That is what you get for tricking me! Only I can trick people! You better remember that!

We left the castle and moved toward city.

-          “You ok, Elana?” I asked.

-          “Sure!” She said still panting.

… Sure? She said [sure]? No: [I am all right, thank you Mister]?

-          “Really?”

-          “T… told you! I will be able to carry a mountains in day or two! Hahaha…” That awkward laugh.

-          “Shame. If you needed to rest we could stop by some cafeteria to have a cake...” I looked at Gisele. “… kind of cafeteria that serves cakes AND cooked fried warthog… But if you aren’t tired we can just head back and…”

-          “A..after reconsidering it a little… I.. I could use some res…” Her expression said that she just forgot doing something she wanted to. “… I mean, it would be cool to go there, right?”

The word [cool] that left her mouth sounded so unnaturally, yet cute in same time that I almost melted.

-          “S..something  wrong?” She looked bit concerned.

-          “You are trying to be less formal bit too much.”

-          “B..But King Arthur said that…”

-          “I hate formality when it comes to talking with nobles on noble ground…”

-          “I am noble too…”

-          “In my eyes you are something more. Much more…” I shouldn’t have said that. Not in those words. The girl’s eyes sparkled like little stars. “… I mean, you were raised in noble house and had barely any interaction with kids your age…” She puffed her cheeks when I called her [kid]. “… so I have no problems with your formality. Even more, I got used to it and consider it cute!” Aaaand another word I shouldn’t have used. Thanks the goddesses, Gisele came with rescue.

-          “Yeah! Zari is right! You are so sweet that I almost want to eat you whole!” She picked her off the ground and raised in the air. Elana chuckled slightly.

-          “I thought you didn’t like sweets.” I noticed narrowing my eyes.

-          “For lil El I will make an exception!”

We kept teasing each other for rest of the way to cafeteria, then we tease ourselves in there and on our way back to the guild. I just excused myself on Plaza of Faith, were I quickly visited Aira’s shrine.

-          “M..Mister Zariel do you even need to pray? I mean… you can talk with goddesses directly so…”

-          “Oh, I am not just praying! I am just paying to the priestesses to keep Luxia and Heira away from me, and taking care of mother’s shrine. It is bit cruel to see how people casted her away. They prefer worshiping day and night, hoping for powerful blessings, while mother is blessing the world all the time. Forests are full of preys, rains are watering the fields and sun lets the plants grow. She was blessing us for so long, that we took it for granted and forgot about it. I hope that she would never run out of her patience.”

I said while I kept decorating little altar.

-          “… Mister Zarile is so mature…” Gisele burst in laugh.

-          “You don’t agree, Gis? Am I not mature?”

-          “Oh, you are! And brave, wise, clever and… I forgot about something?”

-          “Handsome?”

-          “Oh, yes! So very handsome! Tell me, isn’t your name Narcissus?”

-          “What, you got problem with me knowing my own value?”

-          “You could be shy, I would then keep spoiling you day and night, pet you, snuggle to you and feed you to boost your morals.”

-          “… Yet… lately… I don’t feel as handsome as before? Senses turned bit dull, I think?”

-          “Nice try. Not today, Narcissus, not today.”

Damn it.

We returned to the Guild. Pyrox and twins returned from some easy mission with Marika, carrying some baskets with herbs.

-          “DAMN YOU PYROX! It was supposed to be BRING the herbs, not BURN the herbs!”

-          “…Sorry.”

-          “What did you do?”

-          “Burn the herbs.”

-          “And what do we say about burning herbs?”

-          “It’s not… hot. Not hot at all. Pyrox behaved like a burnout. Like a stupid ember.”

-          “What will Pyrox do next time seeing pretty flower?”

-          “Bring, not burn.”

-          “GOOD!”

My my! Pyrox found another person to listen too.

-          “Hey, Py, got a second?” I called pyromancer. “How do you like your new home?”

-          “Great! Many smokin’ people! Many things to burn!... but there are also things that Pyrox is not supposed to burn… Pyrox confuses what to burn and what not to burn all the time…”

I patted him on shoulder.

-          “Ah, think nothing about it! Happens to best of us! You will get better in no time, just belive it buddy. Also, what do you think about Marika?”

-          “… At first she was boring, no calm, do nothing, talk nothing. Just listen to flowers and pick them… but then Pyrox accidentally burned a flower, and Marika turned mad… it was so… it was so…”

-          “Hot?”

-          “More!”

-          “Infernal?”

-          “YES!”

-          “Good for you pal. Just don’t keep turning her mad all the time, will you?”

-          “Pyrox will try!”

Everything is going much better than I previously thought. I thought that there would be many spontaneous explosions, Darik and Daria would try making dolls out of every citizen that would walk past them and Jason would be lying most of the time dead-drunk under the table. Right now only the last one was meeting my expectations, but even that without crossing the line of good taste.

-          “Have you seen Jericho?” I kicked photomancer that was having problems with staying conscious.

-          “That old fart… has a stronger head… than I could ever wish to have… underestimated him… He went… to the… office…”

-          “Thanks pal. Don’t die here.”

-          “Ha!... I won’t… too many… bottles of whiskey… are yet waiting for me!”

That’s the spirit! The three of us went up  the stairs to meet Jericho. I knocked in the door.

-          “Jeremy! I am respecting your privacy by knocking, but asserting my authority as man that pays you by coming in anyway!” I kicked the door open “… So, I hope I didn’t disturb you in anything important. No? Lovely.”

-          “… say what you want and do it faaaa…” After me Gis entered the room. “… ah, sunshine! What could the two of you possibly want?” Elana came in last.

-          “We have three things to tell. One – to remind you that you should start bringing Elana back to shape, as you promised, Two – that me and Gis will go with a visit to dwarven king in Red Mountains, fret not, we have an invitation.”

-          “And 3rd thing?”

-          “Oh, there is none. I said it to keep you focused on everything but thing number two.”

-          “I refuse, of course.” He said completely without any excitement.

-          “What da ya mean by [I refuse]? I mean, as we are freelancers, you can’t say I agree or not when it comes to things not concerning missions.”

-          “I refuse as a father! There is no way I would let my… little.. fragile… daughter… into such dangerous places!”

Your what and who? Come on, Jeremy, we all know the true reason behind your refusal.

-          “So, it’s not because two of your best adventurers would take vacation and this wouldn’t earn you any coin for few weeks?”

-          “… Don’t be ridiculous…”

I started playing with gold coin in my fingers. His eyes were following every movement that it made.

-          “Oh, snap!” I said with theatrical voice and letting the coin to fall right under Jericho. His foot quickly covered the coin “Oh, Jeremy, I am pretty sure I lose coin somewhere around here…”

-          “R…really?”

-          “Yeah. I am pretty sure it must me here… mind moving your foot?”

-          “I am an old man… I can’t move as much as I used to…”

-          “Unfortunately, you don’t want to let us go. If we would have to start preparing for tomorrow, we would needed to move to our rooms to prepare equipments and such. But, as we are NOT ALLOWED TO, then I can as well just keep looking…”

-          “On the other hand… Some fresh, mountain air would make you feel better…”

-          “So, can we go?”

-          “Sure, you are young, go see the world before you would turn as old as myself!”

-          “I see, very well. In that case I think I would never find this coin again.”

His foot moved back, then he bowed down and picked a gold piece.

-          “Look! It must be my lucky day! I found a gold coin!”

-          Good to be you, Jericho, I envy your fortune.”

Gis and me left the room, Elana stayed as she was suppose to get her training in a minute or two.

-          “Sometimes, you scare me.” The dragoness said. “I was pretty sure he would chain me to the guild again.”

-          “Gis, my love, life is a battle, a war. Every person you meet is your enemy. You need to know their strong and weak spots to know what to avoid or where to attack. Jericho has only two weak points. Money and you.”

-          “Hm? You see everyone as enemy?”

-          “A-ha. Friends are nothing more than desirable enemies.”

-          “Me too?”

-          “Yes. Love is also a war, and you, Gis, are my favorite enemy.”

-          “Then what are my weak points? Hm!?”

-          “The scale under your left shoulder blade.”

-          “…That’s dirty. You are playing dirty, Zari.”

-          “In war and love any means necessary… Gis, we can pack ourselves later, before going to bed.”

-          “And what would you do till then?”

-          “I would kept looking for more of your weak points.” I said teasingly as I approached her and pull her to myself capturing her in my embrace.

She partly closed her eyes with blissful expression as I put my hand under her shirt and dig my fingers under the already mentioned scale.

-          “Amusing. These scales were supposed to keep you safe, to defend you, yet this very one is making you completely defenseless.”

-          “It is just… because… you are… teasing it.” She gasped.

Then, out of nowhere, a dagger was send in our direction. We needed to jump away letting it to fly past us hitting the wall. We looked in direction of where it came from.

It was furious Loki, right now standing near the stairs.

-          “Stop showing your affection in public places!” He yelled with sad voice. “Go be happy somewhere else!” He moved down to the inn.

-          “The hell is wrong with him?” I asked tilting my head.

-          “His girl broke up with him.”

-          “Hm? His dagger wasn’t sharp enough?”

-          “You are simply cruel and mean! No, he was meeting with daughter of lesser merchant. He didn’t like the fact that his daughter was going out with adventurer. You know, a job filled with risk and well, our guild don’t have a good name when it comes to… stability of relationships.”

What else could you expect from people moving from town to town earning coin by jumping into greatest dirt fighting with monster people are afraid to face?

-          “Still, we love with greatest passion, right? Riiight?” I asked purring in her ear.

She inhaled and exhaled loudly.

-          “You asked for it.” She said with serious expression.

-          “My room or yours?”

-          “Yours. It is closer.”

As she said it she pushed me on the wall kissing my neck. Damn. Did I mention how much I missed her?


            

    
        Chapter 205

    
    
    
    
                It was another night that we didn’t sleep much, not that I complain, it’s my favorite kind of insomnia. Ok. Here we start our normal, morning (despite the fact it was already afternoon) routine.

-          “Gis. Sweetie, get up.”

-          The dragoness only snorted and pinned me even stronger to the bed.

-          “Seriously, we will make Florian wait, if we would make him wait, he would be irritated, and an adult dwarf can stay irritated up to three months. When an adult dwarf is irritated he keeps nagging and yapping. Which means that we will have to deal with his moods for the entire journey. Then you will have to pamper him to in order to make him happ.. pardon me, less grumpy.”

-          “Wait…” She opened one of her eyes. “.. why me?”

-          “Because you would be the reason why we would be late. Get up.” I pinched her.

-          Yet, her my actions turned against me. My little tease indeed woke her up, the problem is that it also made her “playful”.

-          “No. Nononononono! I can already see where it is heading. Bad dragon! Leave it! Stay! Staaay!” Yet she pounced at me kissing deeply.

-          Maybe I would allow it, just for a minute or two… NO! Focus, Zari, focus!

-          “Get… off… me!” I said chuckling pushing her away.

-          “You no longer find me attractive, do you?” She puffed her cheeks like a spoiled child.

-          “Oh, yes. Definitely. We have been [playing] for those few days in a row because I find you hideous. No, do you know what we were supposed to do yesterday?”

-          “Hm? Nothing really, just to collect equipment and… oh.”

-          “[Oh] indeed.”

-          She bolted from the bed collecting stuff.

-          “DAMN IT! WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME TO GET OFF IF BED EARLIER?!”

-          “Pardon me?”

-          “Lift your ass, you lazy bum! We will be late because of you!”

-          “PARDON ME?!”

-          “What should I take? Sword? Axe? Glaive? Leather armor or reinforced with chain’s-links?”

-          “Take the bastard, it’s the most universal, also two smaller one handed war-axes, just in case. The best armor is pure leather – in the mountains weather changes quickly, and having metal on your skin can make you lose your body heat faster. Also, it is easier to maintain.”




-          “Got it! What about food?”

-          “I already asked kitchen’s stuff to prepare us some rations. We will just pick it up.”

-          “Wait, why aren’t you preparing?”

-          “Hm? I always have one or two sets of equipment prepared in my room in case of emergency quest – you know, if monster would appear and started rampaging around. I think I will just use one of those.”

-          “CHEATER!” She yelled. “You did that on purpose! You were having your way with me cuz you know that in the end you would do nothing and watch me struggle! I have never felt so betrayed before! HELP MEEE!”

-          “I already am. I am telling you what you should take!” I sat on the bed smiling watching her getting dressed as she was running from one corner of the room to another picking stuff from the floor and throwing it in direction of traveling bag.

-          “It would take you less time if you would kept you room tidy.” I just pointed out.

-          “Don’t bring that again! My room - my rules! Only boring people are having everything in order, but geniuses such as myself can easily rule over the chaos!”

-          “I can perfectly see how well you are [ruling over chaos] right now. If you are looking for your pants, then I am sure that I have seen some relatively clean under the drawer.”

-          She jumped under furniture I pointed out. By total “coincidence” it was exactly in front of me.

-          “…Hey, there is nothing here!”

-          “Are you sure? Try reaching bit deeper…” I said as I enjoyed the view of her butt raised in the air and pointed exactly in my direction.

-          I will never get tired of that.

-          “Sorry, my bad, Actually, check in basket.” I said after my eyes already feasted on that round, divine…

-          “Damn you!” She said raising from the ground. She cursed me only because I wasted her time, not because she noticed the true reason behind giving her wrong location. Good. It means I can use same trick next time.

-          In the end I picked my own clothes off the ground, dressed up and helped her completing what she needed.

-          “You took some spare clothes?” I asked.

-          “Sure I did! It’s not first journey, damn it!”

-          “Yeah? How about potions?”

-          She pretended to be confused.

-          “W..what wrong with them?”

-          “Do you have any?”

-          “…”

-          “Gis?”

-           

-          “I…I mean… I…I thought that if you are an alchemist, then maybe… perhaps…”

-          “I will provide you lifetime supplies?”

-          “… One, no life time… just from time to time… and… Um… ok, maaaybe a little? Still, the way you said that sounded bad…”

-          “I have already prepared your batch.”

-          “You are the best!” She gave me a thigh hug.

-          “I know.”

-          We left the room, quickly stopped by mine so I could take my stuff, yet I had everything already prepared we didn’t spent there more than a minute. We moved down to the inn.

-          “Also, it’s not like you are giving me those potions for free!” she yelled as we were already down. I only raised my brow instead of asking a question “… You remember when I brought you breakfast to the bed? You better tell me if it was good!”

-          “So that’s what you want to do today, yes? You want to argue…”

-          “I am sure it wasn’t that bad… it was, right?”

-          “… There is a room for improvements…”

-          “So it was. Sorry, hun, will do my best next time…”

-          “You have just suggested that you made last breakfast half-assed.”

-          “…”

-          “Yes. Staying quiet is best thing you can do now…. Hello everyone!” I yelled to everyone in inn.

-          “Fucking asshole…” I heard a quiet whisper in response. “... another sleepless night. The hell is he eating to be able to last that long?”

-          “Oh, stop it. Be kind, they do great job… I heard that they are living for at least couple of days.”

-          “Are you shitting me?! A couple scream-less nights in a row?! Which goddess passed this miracle upon us, unworthy?”

-          As I was walking past their table I left a small vial on it.

-          “You asked what am I eating to keep my… stamina high…. “ I whispered to him. “…Two to four drops of it mixed with water. No more, you hear me? consider it as free sample”

-          Man looked at yellow liquid for a moment, before clasping his hands together in thanking gesture and raising them above his head.

-          “May the goddess bless you, kind man! Mean words addressed to you shall never be heard from my mouth again!”

-          Actually, I gave him some improved stamina potion that I did not yet try. Welp, he will be great experimental mice. It was a formula I made for Madam Godamn – the owner of the brothel that I have the honor and pleasure to visit. I hope it doesn’t have side effects… well, serious side effects at least.

-          We collected food supplies. I just yelled as we were leaving. “Goodbye everyone!”

-          As soon as we moved a little from the guild I heard people rejoicing inside, something like. [They are gone, hallelujah!] and [DRINKS ON ME, BASTARDS! DRINK WITH ME, FOR WE HAVE A GOOD REASON TO CELEBRATE!].

-          “Aw, these guys are like family to me, I hope they won’t miss us much. How do you think, will they be ok?” Gisele didn’t hear a word from the guild since we left it.

-          “I don’t know, do you want to check one last time on them?” I asked innocently.

-          “Nooo. They will be fine. They are big boys.”

-          Shame. It could be funny.

-          “To the city gates, then.”

-          One more time I took a look around engraving in my mind how the city looked like. I wanted to compare it to the city under mountain. Here – pretty wide streets, houses raised next to one another. It surely looked lively, yet in case of fire it would be a catastrophe…

-          “O-ho! Look who finally decided to show up!” Fional mocked us while sitting near the carriage.

-          “Sorry! … IT WAS ALL ZARI’S FAULT!” she yelled while pointing at me with her finger.

-          “Pardon me? So you are trying to convince me that I was the one that was picking his clothes from every corner of the room instead of having them already prepared? That it wasn’t me who bought food beforehand and…”

-          “I don’t want to hear your yapping!” The dwarf muttered more to himself than to us. “Just get on the cart already!”

-          “Sure thing! Also, can I drive?” 

-          “NOOO! PLEASE! NO!” I yelled remembering the time when she was leading the carriage with blind me to the tower.

-          “Sure lass, hold the reins…”

-          “You have no idea what you have just done!” I cried aloud.

-          At the same time, at the Guild

-          “Come on, girl, just a little more! I want to see you touching your toes!”

-          Jericho encouraged Elana as she was stretching on the floor.

-          “But it’s… hard!”

-          “Of course it is! Especially for someone that didn’t move at all for most of her life!... Ok, I will help you a little.”

-          He moved behind the girl and pushed her back slightly helping her hands to reach her feet.

-          “Now, hold it, and don’t let go! I am about to let you go… I want you to hold a whole minute!”

-          “Ghiiii! Ghuu! Kii!”

-          “Oh my, girl! You are just touching your feet, and not taking a du… <cough> I mean, it is not as hard as you imagine. Just focus on something else. It is easier when you count how much time you have left… come on with me, 48, 47. 46….”

-          “F..Forty-five… Forty-fo… Thirty?”

-          “No, sweetie, I am pretty sure that thirty does not follow forty-five. Come on young one, as your body is still developing it is in best condition when it comes to agility. That’s best time to train it! Aw, really? Already?”

Elana couldn’t hold much longer and loosened her grip.

-          “Ok. That’ enough for now. We will see each other again at evening. Understood?”

Girl whimpered like scolded puppy.

-          “I asked if you understood what I just said to you?”

-          “Y..Yes.”

-          “Great. Dismissed!...” She looked at the adventurer confused. “… I mean that you are free to go.”

These words rang like holy bells in her ears, almost like the most wonderful music was playing. As if Mister Zariel would whisper [I love you] right in her ear. No, wait! Focus, El! Focus! Stop blushing, damn it! You silly girl! You have to run away before Monster Jericho… I mean, Master Jericho would change his mind!

She wanted to raise herself from the floor, but her legs simply didn’t listen to her, not after Jericho put her through the torture that called. [basic training that normally prepares you for the real training].

-          “Hm? You don’t want to leave? You want to train some more? That’s the spirit!”

She turned completely pale.

-          “Oh, snap! Easy there girl, I am just joking! MAAARIIIKAAA!”

After a minute the door was slam open and fairy jump inside.

-          “WHAT’S WRONG?!” She looked at pale girl on the floor. “OH MY GOD! JERICHO! YOU BASTARD! YOU KILLED HER!”

-          “Come on! She is not THAT exhausted! She just have some problems walking…”

-          “Poor little flower, come ‘ere.. and YOU! She is not a dragoness damn it! She is just a lil’ fragile girl! Treat her lightly!”

-          “I just showed them some basic stretching exercises, damn it!”

-          “You were brave, such a brave girl, come, auntie Marika will buy you a beer…”

-          “Zari said she shouldn’t drink…” The guild master reminded.

-          “Then I will have a beer, and she will have a lemonade. Easy there, flower, we will have one nice girl-talk.”

She helped her walk down to the inn-section, which looked a bit hilarious as they were around the same size. Marika was actually a bit smaller.

-          “Morgana! Bring a few more chairs!” She yelled from the stairs.

Witch looked irritated in her direction, yet did as she was asked.

-          “Hey! Two beers for me and Mori and something sweet for this young lady!” The fairy called in direction of the kitchen.

-          “Don’t. Call me. Mori!” The witch hissed.

-          “Later, Mor-mor, we well talk about it later, right now help me bringing this loli flower back among the living.”

The noble girl was not responding, still being terrified and taken aback by sudden mockery of Jericho. [Do you want to train some more?] was being repeated over and over again in her mind.

-          “That will be easier than you think…” The half demoness said to the fairy. “… look at this.”

Morgana cleared her throat before starting.

-          “Marika, tell us something more about Zari, we have been traveling with him just for a week and a few days and then only been able to have just a few conversation with him in the inn, we are curious what other people think about him…”

After the word [Zari] a certain blonde girl snapped back to reality.

-          “Yeah, please tell us!”

Marika look confused towards the witch, who just rolled her eyes.

-          “Let’s see… He was always kind, even more than just kind. When we take a freshman into the guild, we always send one of the veterans to show him/her around. I was picked to guide him. So, I took him around the herbs field that surround the town. And as we were talking I could have mention that… um.. my village and whole family was wiped out by a monster… I started spreading my aura of depression, mentioning that my mother used to grow violet roses in the garden. When I turned around he was holding a violet rose in his hands. Sweet of him, right? But maybe you would always ask Rus? She was a freshman that Zari guided. RUS! Sweetie! Come ‘ere! Have beer with us!”

-          “I.. I think I am bit too young to drink!” The novice witch stopped by and looked into cup in front of Elana. “Oh, I will have same thing she has! Name is Rus, just Rus! Nice to meet ya!”

-          “New girls are interested what kind of person Zari is, would you mind…”

-          “HE IS THE DEVIL!” She grabbed her head with both hands “On my first mission it was supposed to be herb gathering and a wolf appeared. He wanted me to fight it, but all my spells missed! So he crippled it and forced me to finish it! I have never felt so terrible before and I have never felt better after. He showed me that the world is cruel world, that you need to have your teeth sharp to be ready to bite… to protect what you love.”

-          “A..and what does…” El started shyly. “… what does Mister Zariel love? I..I..I..I mean, does he have some hobbies, or habits, or favorite food or…”

-          “I can tell you right away what he loves!” Rus chirped happily. “… one – he loves monsters! Yeah, I know, it’s weird. I heard him saying that monsters are NEVER evil – they just follow their instincts, why human chose to do bad things because they want to achieve something good just for themselves. He loves sweets, especially cakes – this is why he chose to stick on the humans side. Hehe, and there is one more thing he loves! Sister Gisele, of course! I remember when Zari was trying to seduce her over and over again, by joking around and teasing her… it was so sweet to… Hm? Miss Elana? Everything all right?”

-          “Y..Yeah. A..actually, I think that miss Gisele must be amazing, right?”

Oh, sneaky little Elana. I see what you did there! By asking what kind of woman Gisele is, you ask what kind of women Zari likes! Ho-ho-ho, nothing will hide from my gaze… I mean… W..Who am I? No one. Keep reading, you bastards, and forget about this part!

-          “She is more than just amazing!” Marika raised her hands. “She is strong, she is a great commander I mean tactician – she greatly commands in the heat of battle, don’t ask her to plan anything bigger beforehand, tho…”

-          “She is sooo pure! She never lies to you!” Rus followed. “If she likes you, she will be nice to you, if she doesn’t - she won’t pretend it to be otherwise, she will clearly tell you why.”

-          “Excuse me for possible rude words…” Morgana said from her side of the table. “… but aren’t they together only because Gisele is… kinda dumb? Sorry, but I think that kid just likes to be intellectually superior and thus boost his ego…”

-          “Oh, Zari for sure is smarter… Sorry, Gis, for what am I about o say – but it is not hard to be smarter than Gis. Also, Zari is frightfully smart. Sometimes I am afraid that he is scheming something huge all the time and we won’t notice before it would be over. In that case, Zari could pick almost every girl in the kingdom and still be intellectually superior. 

Miss Morgana, aren’t you perhaps interested in him?”

-          “No. Just no. He irritates me. He is behaving like my ex all the time while doing everything he pleases, forcing people to do things against their will just because they can’t refuse. No, I didn’t like my ex.”

-          “I… I see. Sorry for bringing it up. Anyway… Um, El, where are you going?”

Girl raised from her chair and started walking toward the stairs.

-          Um, t.. to master Jericho? I… I just remembered I forgot to ask him something…”

Oh, that wasn’t the case. She went to Jericho to train some more. Zari likes strong woman, hm? So she was about to become as strong as a certain dragoness and more!

            

    
        Chapter 206

    
    
    
    
                We have few more days of riding before we reach the famous Red Mountain. The name comes from rare meteoric ore that can be found there with an unusually high ratio. Every year they could mine just enough ore to create 10 full sets of armors and weapon. Not much? For comparison the 2nd greatest dwarf clan that laid their hands on another source of same ore can make 6 per year. Ah, kingdoms are bleeding each other to get three sets that Kingdom under Red Mountain sells or gives away as a gift.

Right now I was having conversation with Florian about that.

-          “Fucking useless trash, I tell you!” Or actually he was having a monologue, as no one really asked him. “At least for you – adventurers. Sure, it is durable, swords made of it can cut through most of the thing, but it requires too much effort to maintain it sharp! Do you imagine using star dust to keep it sharp?! That will ruin every owner! Kingdoms after buying one are waging wars against their neighbors to plunder their lands to cover at least part of expenses. Sure, they can spread terror on the battlefield, but I was always trying to convince my father to look for some alternatives! Putting it into different use! He called me a fool that wants to ruin family business that lasted for generations! And… um… one word lead to another, and argue between two of us emerged. Then I had to leave home. Yes. I HAD to, because this way I could keep my dignity. Otherwise father would banish me – same effect, less honor.”

-          “So you were traveling around the world improving your craftsmanship? How long were you away from home?”

-          “…. 120 years. I hope pap is less angry. AND IS NO LONGER A BLINDED FOOL IGNORING OBVIOUS THREATS!”

…  Dissidence in factoring lead to small argue lasting for over a century. Your average dwarfish behavior.

-          “I hope so too. Otherwise he would kick us outside the town.”

-          “He wouldn’t. You are guests. He may hate me, but not you. As long as I would introduce you properly he would accommodate you with respect, then when you would leave we would have… a talk. Dwarfish hospitality is legendary for a reason!”

-          “I am more than eager to check that myself. Now, as we will travel for a little, would you mind if I would meditate for a moment?”

-          “Ha-ha-ha! Already got enough of me?!”

-          “That’s not the case, Fional, and you know it. I just have to… boost my powers a little.”

-          “Hmm. I did hear that you are some kind of freak…”

-          “HEY!”

-          “Yet I was never directly told what’s the deal with you.”

-          “I am a shapeshifter.”

-          “Like every stronger druid, what’s such a big deal with that?”

-          “The deal is that druids can transform only into animals that are their spiritual guides. A druid of wolf can turn only into a wolf, Druid of bear only into a bear. I have no such restrictions. I can turn into whatever I want.”

-          “Bullshit. What are limitations?”

-          “There are none.”

-          “Then turn into a dragon.”

-          “Ehh. You are a smith, right?”

-          “Much more! Telling you that I can make only…”

-          “Then make me a sword. Right now. Just to prove it.”

-          “Hey! I need materials, hammers, hot enough fire and…”

-          “Exactly. I also need preparation beforehand. My shifting is like swords you make. At first they need to be forged. This is what I need meditation for. To prepare... a vessel for the shift. Then I need ingredients - the monster. After consuming essence of creature I can turn into it. If you want to see I can turn partly into bird, wolf, sneak, insect, minotaur...These are like swords. But dragon – that a whole set of your meteoric armor.”

-          “That’s why you asked armor to be elastic? And reason why you told me that you will be strong enough to use it. Are you even human?!”

-          “…”

-          “THA-HA-HA! Oh, that’s why you aren’t as boring as these humans. Good. That will impress my father. It is hard to impress him.”

-          “I am not sure if I want to impress anyone…”

-          “Oh, you do. But that’s your thing to decide. Changing subject, I have no idea why you didn’t want Gisele to drive the cart! Lass is doing great.”

-          “Because now we are riding over main roads. Nice, clean and flat. Wait till we would enter side routes. She has a magical ability to find EVERY hole, pebble and mogul.”

-          “You are exaggerating! It can’t be that ba…”

<THUD>

-          “NA-HA-HA-HA! Sorry there! That rock came out of nowhere! Are you alright?” Could be heard from driver spot.

-          “… that’s just a single event!”

<THUD>

-          “FUCKING DEER!! Why it had to jump on the road right now?!”

I just gave Fional skeptical look. He opened his mouth to say something more, but another <Thud> forced him to swallow his own words. 


-          “Ranald! Change Gisele…” The prince called one of his follower.

-          “B..But how to convince a bloody dragon to stop doing what she enjoys?”

-          “Politely, Ranald, politely.”

-          “M..Miss, aren’t you tired? Maybe go rest with the others?”

-          “Ah! That’s sweet of you! But I am all right! See? I am full of energy! I feel as if I can drive for day and night!”

-          “Fucking perfect.” Prince cursed quietly. “Zari, do something. That’s your woman!”

-          “She is more stubborn than a dwarf. If she would decide that she would start doing something, then she is the only one who can decide to stop it.”

-          “Come on! You must have a trick in your sleeve!” He said after another. <THUD> occurred

-          “I told you. I want to meditate.”

-          “You won’t be able to focus in such conditions!”

-          “Adaptability is one of my strengths. Now excuse me.”

~ Heeeey. Reeead me!

What’s now, Codex?

~ I am bored! Read me!

Last time I did that my eyes exploded.

~ One – All-seeing-eyes you used is a spell that is not written on my pages, I have no idea where you get it from, but not from me. Two – you were the one who used unknown spell without consultation!

… I want to grow core! Who knows what a nice monster can await for me at mountains!

~ Listen brat. Do you know why I am not letting you reading me whenever you desire?

I have never thought about it. Maybe she has some limitations? Restrictions regarding time of uses? Maybe both me and her have to be on similar level of relaxation to allow mental link

… No

~ Because usually I have better things to do! Do you get it?! I AM FUCKING BOOOORED! Let’s do something crazy.

… I expected nothing, yet I am still disappointed.

Codex-chan. Can we do it when we would be heading back?

~ … I am a source of ultimate powers. I hold a 7th part of every knowledge regarding forbidden arts... DON’T IGNORE ME! Oh, I wonder what would happen if you would use Chaos magic in angelic form? I mean –these two shouldn’t work as angel is incarnation of light, but on the other hand magic relies more on soul then physical appearance.

How about you doing some simulations?

~GOT IT! See you in a week, fucker!

I let my mind drift as I entered meditation state. There is a trick about meditation I noticed – this skill was meant to be an exercise for mind and it takes various forms. And with time I could chose the form of the training I wanted – what does it means? Right now a computer-like screen opened in my mind and I was playing games. Yuup. Neat. Unfortunately it looks like my head doesn’t meet minimal requirements to play Skyrim, so I have to satisfy myself with memorization game. You know, 50 pairs of cards lying covered and I need to uncover two same using as few moves as possible. That’s something


	Meditation - On
	Boosts:	INT +5

WIS +5

SPI +5

Mana regeneration up

Some of your skills may have additional effects

	Core Progressions	Creation of additional Core - On

Improving already existing Core - Off





After reaching level 5 with it, it started leveling up in extremely slow pace. 1% per hour. I grew and improved so many cores for past few months, yet meditating for hour before sleep brought me only here – 97%. Maybe I should go for a month into the mountains to find inner peace and meditate? Well, I am heading into mountains right now, yet I doubt I would find time for meditating. At least I can use this time now.

I am a peaceful mind. My thoughts flow so easily. I am a calm oasis of… MOTHERFUCKER! I am sure that card with two hearts was exactly fucking here! You won’t lie to me, fucking brain! I remember where was a card I uncovered barely 10 moves ago!... oh, it was one to left… sorry, brain! Like a meditating monk my mood is unchanging…

<THUD>

-          “Sorry!”

-          “For fuck sake! I clicked the wrong card because of you!”… I said that aloud, didn’t I?

-          “W..what do you mean? You act weird, Zari… Wait, is he meditating again?”

-          “He does!”

-          “He always gets somewhat irritated. I thought it was supposed to calm you down!”

-          “It does! You leading the carriage into every hole drives me mad! Come here already!”

-          “Hey! I won’t get better if I won’t try!”

-          “Then train without passengers!”

-          “Hmph! You are a big boy, you will withstand some turbulen… <THUD>”

-          “Lesson one – eyes on the road Gis!”

-          “How did you know that I wasn’t looking?”

-          “I didn’t. it was a bluff. You told me now, though.”

-          “Bastard!”

-          “Technically I can’t be a bastard for I was shaped of clay – no parents means no cheating father and such.”

-          “Grr! Ranald, your offer to change me is till up to date?”

-          “Yes! YES! It is! If you feel tired, annoyed, hungry, thirsty, hot or cold you should totally take a rest!”

-          “At least one gentleman on this journey…” Sweet, innocent child. “…What do you want from me?” She asked as she got inside.

I patted with hand place next to me asking her to sit. She did as I asked, then I just laid my head on her shoulder, both to get myself comfortable and restrict her from returning on the driver’s spot, just in case her mood would improve and she wanted to [train driving a cart] again. Before I shut my eyes again I saw Florian thanking me with his gaze.

Ok. Game – resume… Symbol of sun… I am pretty sure I saw it somewhere.

I kept meditating till evening, finally leveling up meditation till level 6th


	Your skill [Meditation Level 5] has leveled up [Meditation] is now level 6
	Bonus Mental Attributes:	INT +2

WIS +2

SPI +2

	Additional effects of certain skills while being in [Meditation] state will be improved
	Time needed to create new core and improve already existing will be decreased




Yup. I definitely should spend some more time meditating, free attributes point is a great thing. I am getting almost half of level by growing cores. I know that speed of leveling up decreases, but if hypothetically 1 hour of meditations earns me 1% of skill exp, and I could meditate for 20 hour per days, then after 10 days I would got 12 free points. Almost a level up. How often do I level up? Definitely not every 10 days. Ahhh. Man can dream.

-          “Okay, lads! It’s getting dark. Find some nice place to stop and make a camp. Tsh, two more days till we reach Red Mountain. You know what is best in traveling?” He asked me. “Visiting new places, trying new food, checking how miserably humans are trying to make beer and the worst about traveling? It’s traveling. DAH! Those stupid mages are keeping the Ancients Gates for themselves! It could make communication so much easier!”

-          “I traveled by Gate once…” I said remembering my first journey from Forest to Capital “… it is fast, but not very comfortable. Makes your head spin, your guts to twist, and then you are dizzy for next two days. 3/10, wouldn’t travel again if I would have a choice.”

-          “Still, reduce time needed for traveling from a week to two days is something worthy being mentioned.”

-          “No country would ever allow to freely use gates. Taxes. As a merchant yourself. Yes, I know that you are not just a merchant… but as merchant yourself you know that usually you have to pay a percent of value of your goods, if you would skip traveling through few kingdoms the monarch would lose too much gold coins.”

-          “… Fair point. I wasn’t thinking about economical aspect of gates. Then – a fee from using a gate? Still worth it. Kings would have a coin and merchants would save a coin that they would normally spend on food and inns. HALT! That’s right spot. Move bit off road so we wouldn’t be that visible. “

We set a camp, lit a fire in the middle, cooked some meat and feasted in pleasant mood.

-          “Ok lads, who would take a first shift…”

-          “I will guard camp for whole night. You can rest.” I said. “I already have a trick prepared.”

Ok. Let’s try this.


	Meditation - On
	Boosts:	INT +6

WIS +6
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Now, next step!


	Ability [Map Mind] activated.
	Spell [Echo of Earth] activated
	Because of [Meditation] skill radios of [Echo of Earth] has been increased




Map mind, skill I got in tower, has created a vision of my surroundings – these I already traveled by, the part of map covered in [fog] became partly transparent after using [Echo], which also marked magic and life forces around. I [saw] everything in radius of 300-400 meters. I saw lifes of Gisele and few dwarves around, plants, insects and few smaller mammals around. I set on some kind of [Alarm] that would inform me when some bigger source or life or mana would enter area of spell’s effect. I waited for couple of minute to see how high is mana consumption, and after quick calculation I learned that I have more than enough mana to last till the morning. Here I come, my sweet bonus 8% of Meditation skill exp!

Now, maybe I would play [Leave the maze]? Vision of maze from above appeared in my mind for ten seconds with me inside before being covered in fog. Hur hur hur. My inside nerd is nicely teased.

After a few hours, when rest of the team fell asleep and I finished few more rounds of game, my alarm rang quietly in my head. I open the Map, just to see a couple of lifeforces that could be described as “above average in size”. Stronger than humans, something like minotaurs from the tower. I whistled a bit waking everyone up.

-          “We have a company. 280 meters on West. They must have seen fire from the road, they moved off the road stepping in bushes. Taking into consideration their actions, they are intelligent, animals would leave us be and monsters attack frontally, guessing by the pace of them traveling through the bushes, they are used to living in forest and can see quite well in darkness, and because they are trying to approach us from the darkened side, they don’t have good intentions.”

-          “Raghol! Get the crossbow, Tharig, Thorig, shields and axes! On your position!... Guessing by the behaviors we are about to get visited by Ogres. What are they doing so far from Mountains?! How many?”

-          “Hard to say, they are moving close to each other and their life forces are overlapping! More than four, maybe five.”

-          “In that case six. It’s a scout team. Six for scouts, fifteen for camp, thirty for raid. That won’t be much of a challenge, still, that old fart will welcome us… pardon… welcome me warmer if I would bring few ogres heads with me. Gentlemen and lady, let’s dance with fucking green-skin!”


            

    
        Chapter 207

    
    
    
    
                Academy of Magic, Capital of Neira. Morning


Professor Kleir walked around the class, gathering his thoughts.

-          “Class, today we shall learn about another form of creatures. Most of them already know them, either from fairy tales, adventurers talking to each other, or from your families saying that they have problem with these particular creatures. We will talk about the Ogre-kin.

Ogre-kin comes in various forms and shapes. Usually, when you say ogre you mean 3 meter tall, bulky, fat war machine using clubs, maces and hammers as their only weapon of choice. But actually, ogre-kin is a family of creatures far more diversified than one could think. The weakest, smallest, easiest to kill and most common kind of ogre-kin are goblins. These small (around 0.7-1 meter tall), usually savage creatures are lowest in the Ogre-kin hierarchy. Treated by their stronger brothers and cousins like garbage they are forced to do the most disrespectful jobs and tasks. This is also why many of them run (or at least try) away forming their own smaller villages or camps, they survive by hunting smaller mammals or/and attacking at night travelers and smaller villages. Oh, of course just like humans can they take different classes like rogues, warriors or mages. There are many variations among the goblins themselves, like forest goblins, cave goblins, black goblins and so on. When a goblin would obtain enough life experience, they would turn (usually) into hobgoblins – their taller (around 1.5 meter), stronger, faster and smarter cousins.“

He moved back to his table to gaze over his students which were scribbling down notes. Good. He would surely ask about the ogre-kin on his next exam.

-          “I mentioned the process of [turning] into a stronger individual. You know what I mean right? Anyone?”

A single hand was raised. Morgana’s. The witch that Zariel Whiteraven asked him to help with her studies. So… he suggested that she should start attending lessons at the academy. To provide both her and Zariel maximum amount of privacy, he recommended her as a special student  (student recommended by a teacher). This way he could hide her connections with Zariel – avoiding unnecessary fuss and giving her possibility to enter the Library whenever she would desire (excluding the section forbidden for students, of course).

Ah, when she asked him what was in the restricted section and he answered “dark arts” she completely lost her interest [Oh] she replied [Well, I think I already know everything about those, so nothing lost. Let’s focus on basic studies sir, please]

-          “Miss Le Fay?”

-          “Yes. There are two known forms of creatures achieving higher state of both consciousness AND/OR power. Evolution – the process that last millennials and more – by adaptation of generations of certain races it passes certain traits onto their offspring. These process, as mentioned is slow and not rapid. For example foxes living on the desert would have bigger ears comparing them to the same race living in forest which allows them to keep their body temperature lower.

The other kind is also called evolution, yet many scientist use the term ®evolution. Unlike evolution - ®evolution can generally only be seen on one specific creature of a whole tribe which was extremely active in their struggles of staying alive. After accumulating enough of, so called, life experience they could rank up in their society. It is said that almost every living being can ®evolve. Even humans.”

-          “Very well, miss Le Fay. Of course, both processes could be explained much, much more deeper and broader, yet very skillfully you explained to us the basic differences… Now, as everyone know what we are talking about… where were we? Ah, yes. Hobgoblins…

And after the Hobgoblin ®evolution, the next tier gives actual diversity. Forest (hob)goblins pretty often ®evolve into trolls, mountain into giants and cave into ogres.

One have to bear in mind that just as the process of ®evolution is still a mystery and not every aspect of it is know, the irregular variation of every creature may occur. Most of already mentioned ogres-kin are more or less intelligent, thus able to create a basic form of civilization, yet there a known variations of savage, brute ogres-kin. One of them are so called bone-gnawers – form of degenerative ®evolution, where cave (hob)goblins would become smaller, yet much stronger and faster form of goblins, armored in form of natural armor and much sharper claws and fangs. Completely adapted to live in darkness with the ability to climb even completely vertical walls.

Oh, but  the family of ogre-kin is much, much bigger! For example, do you know that one of theories says that behemoths and goliaths – bane of every novice adventurer are also high tier evolution of goblins? Cyclopes, titans and mythical hecatoncheires are also said to be ®evolutions of giants, and as it was already said – giants comes from cave goblins.

Do you see? Goblins! Lowest of the low! With enough struggles could become fear-spreading monster able to eradicate towns by themselves…” old man saw one hand raised into the air “… what now?!”

-          “Professor! Two questions. One: if goblins have such frightening ability, how it is that our civilization still stands, and Two: new student said that humans also can evolve. How it is that we can see so many hobgoblins and ogres around, yet none evolved human.”

-          “Miss Le Fey? Your answer please?”

-          “On the first question: I already said that each ®evolution requires frightening amount of life experience and only a few individuals have strong enough motivation to gather it. Let’s say that on every hundred goblin ONE would turn into hobgoblin. On every hundred hobgoblin ONE would turn into ogre. After every revolution the amount of needed experience increases dramatically. This is why we don’t have to be afraid for our civilization to collapse. Beast like hecatoncheires are extremely rare cases, maybe one per era would appear. Behemoths and Goliaths prefers living in forests and mountains, far away from civilization. It is rare for one of them to attack a village… yet if village isn’t protected well, then yes - One of such creatures is more than enough to wipe out hundreds of farmers in a day.

Answering the second question: it was said that process of ®evolution is helping a creature to adapt. Goblins living in forest would generate needed experience to evolve much, much faster than humans living in safe, comfortable cities. Goblins have to hunt their pray, bring it to their camp avoiding bigger predators lured by smell of blood and THEN they could consume it. Humans only need to take a stroll down the alley and buy already prepared food at a local inn. Humans evolving are extremely rare, for they don’t have a big reason to adapt as savage beast. One of theories says, that humans instead of adapting themselves to their environment started adapting environment to themselves. Actually, after I came to this city I have only seen one evolved human…”

-          “WHAT!?” Kleir roared “EVOLVED HUMAN!? HERE!? IN THIS CITY!? CAN’T BE! WHERE!? WHEN!?!

-          “… On the other hand I could be mistaken…” demoness tried calming the situation down. She wasn’t aware that the high-human she met was holding his real identity a secret.

After a few more moments, when Kleir got convinced that Morgana was a bit too eager to call stronger individual as evolved humans, he in a bit disappointed tone kept talking about goblins. Right now, he was talking about rare cases of Ogre-kin-lords being born.

Yet at the same time when Morgana said that she had seen one evolved-human in the city, a completely-not-related-event-happened. Jericho, the guild leader, previous owner of strongest human – title, sneezed.

-          “M..Mister Jeremy, something happened? Are you ill?” Elana asked him with a concerned tone as she raised her head. Right now she was sitting on the floor stretching her body

-          “Oh! No, sweetie! We have a saying that when you sneeze it means that somewhere, someone is talking about you! Ah, in the time when I was still young there were moments that I couldn’t take a quest, because I was sneezing so much! MUA-HA-HA! I am pretty sure that there is a beautiful woman talking about me right now!” MUA-HA-HA!”

Well, technically he was right.


Road between Capital of Neira and Red Mountain. Same time


-          “Good job, lads, it was nice that these lovely bastards died so quickly… On the other hand, it is good that we have that brat with us…” Florian pointed with his head in my direction “… things could have become much uglier if these bastard would sneak upon ous when we would be sleeping. See this blowgun? We usually leave one guardian to stay awake at night. These bastard are sending poisoned darts that almost immediately immobilizes the target-guard. Then they take their sweet time cutting throats. Nasty little fuckers. Yet, to be honest, I am confused. Five hobgoblins and one night-troll. They hate each other. There is no way that they would simply work together… something is fishy here….”

-          “Then I have an offer – maybe you would move your fucking ass instead of talking about useless shit and bragging around, especially as you didn’t kill anyone…” I snorted half joking and half insulting him.

When Florian started ordering his people around Gisele did what Gisele would do. She rushed at the sneaking enemies with her twins war axes in hands. I allowed myself to quickly follow. We killed some hobgoblins, but one of the hideous creature managed to run past us charging right at the dwarf-prince. It didn’t run far, thought. Two bolts from the crossbows stopped its assault pretty quickly leaving the beast to bleed to death, still, our companions weren’t kind enough to let it peacefully die. They tore it into pieces using hammers and axes.

Yup. Ogres and dwarfs certainly are not friends. Especially as Florian commanded to pack their heads into bags.

We moved further to the West.

-          “Ogres so far from the mountains… so far from the mountains…” world best craftsman kept talking to himself biting on his finger. “BOYS! Keep crossbows and axes near. After scouts usually raid follows!”

Thankfully, in next two days we met no other green skins.

-          “HALT!” Dwarf sitting behind the gate on the path yelled “Before you lies the land of dwarfs! State your business traveler!”

-          “Oh, I am more than fucking sure that this is where land of dwarfs lies, I would be at least offended if you would move my house to a different location during my absence!” Florian yelled back “OPEN THE GATES YOU FUCKING MAGGOT! Florian Stoneheart returned home!”

-          “The prince is back?” another voice could be heard

-          “Well, over hundred years passed, but he is still as grumpy as I remember. Even more, when he was leaving he called me maggot too… that would be him…”

-          “OF COURSE THAT’S ME, THARIK! YOU SON OF A GOAT!”

-          “That’s him. I am sure. No further verification will be needed.”

-          “So, should we open the gates?”

-          “I wonder… it was so peaceful without him around…”

-          “I CAN FUCKING HEAR YOU!”

-          “Tsh. Open. The King has been in a awful mood lately, maybe if he would see his 2nd son he would turn his anger on him instead on us…”

The gates did open showing the way into the valley leading higher into the mountains.

-          “Hm? a Human and… a Lizard-kin? Are they traveling with you, prince?”

-          “No, you fucking brainless son of an ogre! We just happened to stay in same fucking carriage going in the same fucking direction… OF COURSE WE ARE TRAVELING TOGETHER!” then the eyes of my companion laid on an emblem on guard’s helmet “No way! You got promoted?! YOU!? What did you do, you old bastard!? Slept with my mother!?”

-          “Be careful with these jokes, prince, especially around your father… lately he doesn’t treats such jokes lightly. And also no. I happened to kill some ogres. Nothing much, but after we send 100 heads to the palace promotion this is what was send in return.”

-          “… Good to see you, old fart.”

-          “I would love to say same thing, yet lately I try to lie a bit less…”

They burst into laugh as if they had just said the best jokes ever and gave each other a hug.

So that’s how relations between dwarfs looks like. Interesting.

-          “Also, you need to guard your outpost better. We met a scout-team on our way here.”

-          “Tsh. Mountains are full of these bastards. We have no idea how or why, but those sons of the goats are everywhere. EVERYWHERE! Your father even sends Bulldozers to patrol main routes.”

Prince whistled with admiration

-          “Bulldozers?” I asked as I simply had no idea what were they talking about

-          “Berserkers, kid, but not just mindless idiots weaving their axes around. Do you remember as I was talking how useless meteoric armors are? These bastards are the only one that can actually put them in right use. One of such means like hundred other dwarfs. If you would see red armors passing you, just move aside, be kind, and buy them a drink. Don’t look at them, don’t talk to them if they won’t talk to your first… Don’t breath at them… Don’t even think about them.”

-          “Keighorn has fallen.”

-          “What?!”

-          “Ogres.”

-          “Fuck. Father didn’t react?”

-          “Couldn’t. He did send reinforcements to Bar’atuum and Gweil’attar. Fucker attacked three places at the same time. They have never been as active and arrogant before. Your father is mobilizing the clans. You came in right time to witness war.”

-          “War? Against fucking green-skin? Aren’t you treating them a bit too serious?”

-          “No. Not at all. You really have no idea what is happening, don’t you? a Ogre king has been born. He united tribes and formed a few marching armies. Fucker has brain between his ears.”

-          “… fuck. Fuck. Fuck FUCK. Hey, brat. I am afraid that your armor will have to wait a little. I know exactly what he will tell me to do. He will want me to forge weapons for his solider, and may the Gaia swear in my name, I would do it even if he wouldn’t ask. I won’t let my brothers march into the battlefield wielding fucking pickaxes. I am sorry, friends, but I am afraid I have to ask you to return…”

Me and Gisele look at each other. I asked the question despite the fact that I didn’t say a word.

-          “Hmph. I ride all this way because you told me how wonderful you food is…” Gisele pouted

-          “Hey! Lass, this is a serious thing! I doubt that we would have time to feast before…”

-          “I think you wrongly interpreted what Gisele said. She said that she wants your food. And she will have your food, even if she would have to earn it. Also, I am sure that you could use help of Magician and front liner, do you?”

-          “I am grateful for your offer, but there is only two of you…”

-          “No. The two of us in more than enough. How many magicians do you have?”

-          “… You know that dwarfs can’t use magic… runes is all we have…”

-          “Great. Lead the way to your father. In the end I feel bad for not paying you for your armor. Also, it would like nice in my CV if I would add that I was taking part at war.”

-          “In your what?!”

-          “Never mind. Just lead the way.”

A city in the mountain surely is breathtaking. The insides were illuminated with thousands of crystals sprouting off the walls and ceiling making it almost as bright as the outside. In the middle of the semi-empty mountain the tall pillar was reaching the tip of mountain. In this pillar a palace was carved into the stone. From this pillar hundreds of bridges was creating a complex formation building a city. The capital of humans was so boring, build only in two dimensions, this city actually had floors.

-          “Tactical perfection.” Florain said proudly. “The only entrance in here, at the bottom, which means that defenders can shoot you down from above. The only way to conquer is, is to keep climbing higher and higher, yet on every stair leading to the higher storey we have a small gate that can be quickly shut. If you won’t charge at the gates, you will be shot down by rangers from higher levels, if you would charge…” he pointed on ballistas placed on elevation on both sides of the gate. “These beauties can shot 10 bolts in 10 seconds, reloading takes a minute. You think it is not much? Did I mention that each bold is one meter long metal arrow able to pierce wooden wall one meter thick? No battering ram would ever come near it… Eh, if only other cities had the same defense… Keighorn would still be a lively place, just as it used to be…”

We kept climbing, stopping occasionally so the prince could share insult with his people before hugging them friendly and resuming climbing.

One floor, two floors, three floors, four… Five floors, six floors… And we were in the middle of the construction.

-          “Ok. We are here.”

-          “I am sure that we still have some way to the peak…”

-          “The hell do you think that throne room is at peak? It’s the heart of mountain – in the middle!”

-          “But you said that to conquer it you need to reach the top level, so I thought…”

-          “At the top level there is a forte, from which we could keep shooting enemies down. Throne room is where people comes with petitions, so to provide the best access it would be located in the middle. Think before speaking!” Florian just rolled his eyes.

We moved past a huge, wide bridge leading to the gates that could let two grown up dragons walk into the palace at the same time. On every side there were huge monuments of dwarfs sculpted in stone armor and axes.

-          “And these are my great ancestors” he continued after seeing my curios expression “Falith, son of Frathrion – enchanter of runes, Frathrion son of Frahir – great commander, Frahir son of…”

I already managed to forget the name of the first ancestor he named. Still, as I knew that families and beards are important things for every dwarf I kept pretending curiosity. I even asked a question or two.

When we entered the palace fear grasped my heart. Reason? It was completely made out of gold (maybe only gold plated, but still it was shinning and sparkling).

Why was I frightened then? Guyz, do you remember that I am traveling with a dragon, DO YOU? I quickly look at Gisele.

She was drooling, her eyes were opened wide and she was breathing as a certain Sith Lord after a close meeting with lava.

-          “Gis, honey, put yourself together! Do you hear me?” I grabbed her shoulders and started shaking. To no avail.

-          “Prince Florian?” a grey haired and bearded dwarf in robes that was just passing by asked “May the Gaia pinch me! It is really you! Oh, you couldn’t come in a better time, your father will surely rejoice seeing not only his son in blood but also one of the greatest craftsman returning!”

-          “Good to see you, guardian of the runes. Is old fart in good health?”

-          “He is, my prince, he is!... But please, restrain yourself from calling him those… names. We asked many guests from the clans and your father is one of the candidate to become a great king for the time of war… He needs to be shown respect if you don’t want to ruin his chances.”

-          “Will keep that in mind. Forgive us, guardian, we will head right to him.”

-          “Please do, young prince. Your appearance will surely improve his position.”

-          “Friends…” he said to us “Normally these things are useless, but I am about to give you a quick lesson of dwarfish courtesy.”


            

    
        Chapter 208

    
    
    
    
                -          “Go on, El! Just a little more! Show me your spirit, las!” Jericho was coaching little Scarlet as she was struggling on the floor.

-          “Ghiuuu!” The poor girl responded.

-          “Just like that! We are almost there! Ah, snap.”

The fragile kid once again couldn’t perform a simplest exercise even for a minute.

-          “Well, at least we can see a progression… forty seconds, hm? To be honest, I have trained few warriors in my life, not just Zariel and Gisele, the problem is, that they were already trained individuals. They had motivation and…”

-          “But I am motivated!” Lil’ Scarlet yelled almost in crying tone.

-          “No. Sweetie. They have a precise goal to achieve. You don’t. You just want to be stronger. But how much will be strong enough for you?”

-          “…So I won’t be a burden… Kya!” Jericho slapped back of her head with an open palm.

-          “WRONG! You should say: [I want to be strongest in the world!] like Gisele said, or [Nothing but perfection will satisfy me] like Zariel did.”

-          “M…Mister Zariel said that?”

-          “O-ho. I think I just found what motivates you…” Girl blushed a little. “… tell me, what does it mean to be strong for you?”

-          “T..To be able to protect yourself and those who you l..love.”

-          “Just like Zari.”

-          “R..Realy?!”

-          “Well, he was putting a bigger accent on self-survival, but I think that it was influenced by his childhood. All three-four months of it. Still, for him be able to protect himself means to become stronger than anything. If there will be nothing to beat you, then your life and lives of those who you treasure would be secured. Gis is much more bolded. Her desire to become stronger comes from the time when her biological father was bullying her. Each time she, as mere hatchling would charge at the grown up dragon, just to be send back to home with broken bones. And you don’t want to be a burden? Sweet child. Do you see the difference in motivation between you and then?”

She remained silent, with her face lowered down as she was trying to hide her red face.

-          “… I want to be strong enough to repay my debt” She said quietly. “To show mister Zariel that I am something more that sick girl that needs to be taken care off. Stronger than people that put this… thing in me. Stronger than miss Gisele, stronger than sister!”

-          “Good! GOOD! That’s better! From [not being a burden] to [be stronger than strongest human alive]! Why!? WHY DO YOU WANT TO BE STRONGER?!”

-          “BECAUSE I AM TIRED!!” She started crying. “I have enough of being helpless, I have enough of being weak! Of seeing nothing! My sister and father would tell me a stories when I was laying in bed. That when I would feel better a handsome prince would come to me! And I was waiting for this day with everything! With set up mind, with calm heart! I couldn’t imagine better life than being a good wife, of making my family stronger! But now… but now… I don’t want it! I don’t want a prince, I don’t want a boring life! I want to see the world, the world that Mister Zariel told me about! I want to see the mountains and seas! I want… to go on the adventure… by his side!” She was crying loudly as she finally was able to say something that was not letting her sleep at night.

-          “Child, you know that this is nearly impossible task?”

What? What does he mean by that!?

-          “Gisele is a half dragon. She has both body and mind designed for fighting. Her stubbornness allows her to break limits of her own body. She has trained since she was five years old. Now she is twenty. Fifteen years of never ending training. Here she spends hours in training room mastering weapon, on journeys she gather experience of fighting with real enemies. Her bravery and dedication makes her a perfect front liner.



	Zariel was born and raised in the wild. Hunted by the church almost since the day of his birth. He mastered every art of survival, he is an avatar of adaptability. One would say that a warrior that focus on too many branches of art would never ever master even one of them. But, he skillfully switch his stances. He is all, support, range bombardier, rogue, front liner. Depending on his team, environment and random events – always with plan – he moves forward becoming stronger with every enemy he defeat.





	Now we have you… little, sweet flower. Your fate was awful, sweetie. You have nothing to start this life. No skills, not even a prepared body… and you want to reach these people that won’t look back? Working twice as much will bring you nowhere. Not even trice us much. They are in the league of their own. What will you say?”



-          “Then I will work a hundred times as hard. I refuse staying behind them! So please…” She fell on her knees. “No, I beg you.” She fell on her all four with head hitting floor “Help me become stronger.”

-          “Zari asked me just to bring you pack in shape… stretching and cardio… But, wait a second, I should have it somewhere here… A-ha!”

He said after he picked small box from behind his table.

-          “You want to be an adventurer. Adventurers are fighting. Your magic potential, as far as I can tell, is equal zero. With your body structure you will be useless as front liner. We have already started stretching exercises, so what would you say about becoming a rogue? Here, have this.”

He pushed the box in her direction. Inside there was a beautiful, small dagger.

-          “It is your new best friend. Easy to hide, in skilled hands deadlier than every sword, mace and axe.”

-          “It’s… beautiful! What a small handle!”

-          “Indeed. People with big hands could never even hold it properly. In the end it was designed for specific person, but as your hands are similar as I thought.”

-          “S..sir, whose dagger it is?”

-          “It was a certain spellcasters. It wasn’t her main weapon, more like an emergency-one. Just use it right and never, ever lose it. I don’t have many mementos after my wife.”




The condition of Gisele wasn’t getting any better. I was afraid that if I would let it continue for any longer we would be able to witness history of Smaug version 2.0.

-          “Anyway, that’s most of stuff you should have know. Also, old fa… father’s common language may be bit rusty. By rusty I mean that he barely even learned it, so I will be translating.”

-          “That’s something that has been bothering me for quite some time. Why so many races speak language of human, yet human so few other language.”

-          “One – you are breeding like rabbits, thus you are everywhere. The whole continent practically belong to you. Two, you are strong – as a race. Once again, it is related to your fertility and skills that are allowing you to combine already existing arts into something usable. Three, your life lasts for a blink. In your average life of a few dozen years you barely have time to learn basic rules of this world and many of you simply have no time for language studying. Dwarfs, elfs, demons can live centuries and even millennial. Oh, and your language is primitive – easy to learn. I am sure I would break my tongue trying to say that we have a nice weather. They tend to make their sentences extremely, pointlessly long…”

-          “Ajakin est en havaki grahi asoon, tav-e-khal… that’s pretty much the only sentence I can say in Elvish.”

-          “The fuck does it mean?”

-          “… That means [we are having a nice weather].”

-          “See? It takes so long to communicate such a simple thing! Useless garbage language for useless garbage people. Anyway, we are about to enter hall of brothers. Act with dignity, but not with arrogance… actually… just say hello and do nothing.”

-          “Did you hear it, Gis? Leave the talking to us?”

-          “O…of course I did!” IT SPOKE! “I wouldn’t know what to say anyway. I assume that [sup everyone] won’t do trick this time.”

-          “It won’t. Now, come on, you lazy bastards! How is that possible that despite the fact that you have legs twice as long as mine you are staying so far behind?!”

Florian walked past the guards, which let us through while bowing their heads with respect. They put their hands on the wings of the door and pushed them, allowing us to walk in.

Then the fun part came, the one I had no idea what was going on. Florian with a serious expressions bowed before a huge table around which many dwarfs in rich robes and armors were sitting. The dwarf sitting on a elevated chair, as if to honor him, raised and shouted loudly. He left his spot just to walk down to prince and hug him tightly.

Yup. A family reunion is always a nice thing to watch. And I will just keep standing there awkwardly not knowing what to do.




-          “Pardon my intrusion, elders and clan leaders, but as I heard that the times are dire, I would allow myself to get straight to the point. I,. Fional, son of Fehron is reporting for duty.”

-          “Is that you…” My father raised from his chair. “BY MY BEARD! You are really back! My son!” He almost jumped at me.

The old fart got really sentimental when I was away. Normally he would just mumble something like [Hm? So you were gone?] – so either he really needs a blacksmith, a good blacksmith – that is, or he is playing in front of clan heads to show how good he treats his family. Yeah, I am sure that it is the last thing.

-          “Father, as soon as I would leave this hall I would go straight to the smith, but before that let me introduce these two – good friends of mine…”

Well, [good friends] my ass. I barely talked with them twice or thrice before, I wouldn’t even talk to them in the first place if not my debt to Blackwood. Still, politics and courtesy requires to call them a good friends.

-          “…Zariel, called Whiteraven and his maiden, Gisele Redwing. One of the best adventurers from human’s kingdom. They agreed fighting along our side”

-          “I am overjoyed seeing you, son, you make me proud showing your sense of duty and I am glad for you bringing your friends. If not these bloody greenskins I would welcome you and them with feast they deserve. Yet, I will allow myself that I doubt that two warriors could change tide of battle… especially that thin brat… where are his muscles? Lass is promising… just why is she drooling?”

I needed to clear my throat.

-          “P..Please, pay no attention to her rude behavior, I am afraid that because of her dragon’s blood she may be bit… overwhelmed by gold in this chamber. Regarding the [brat]… please, father, don’t underestimate him. Many did. These [many] no longer walk this earth.”

-          “Bullshit!” Gurvan Ironblood spited an insult. “Yeah. We are happy as fuck! Your son is back and can aid you by forging some nice steel. So nice for you to that he made an appearance now, before we would vote for the leadership! He even brought two PEOPLE. No two divisions, no two legions, two PEOPLE! Am I the only one who can see how fake and rigged this whole reunion is!”

My father wanted to answer, yet I disturbed him. Mostly because knowing his and Gurvan’s temperament the meeting could turn into brawl.

-          “I have to disappoint you, Gurvan, son of Gurlic, but my appearance is completely accidental. About the war I have heard few hours ago on the border. I came here, for I promised Zariel – my friend to make him an armor that individual such as himself could wear with pride. I came to beg my father to use his forges. On the same border I asked them to run around and leave, yet they insisted fighting for my homeland. I will have to take back your insulting words, Gurvan, words that should not be heard from mouth of clan leader, words that are insulting your ancestors more than are insulting me and my guests, you are bringing shame on your house and our entire race!”

-          “You little, short-bearded…”

-          “ENOUGH!” The head rune guardian yelled. “It is one thing, that fathers should always have a right to greet his son that returned from long journey, it is extremely important to show our hospitality to those, that one of us called friends, and finally one have to remember to not disgrace this halls with idle, pointless insults! Sit down, Gurvan, son of Gurlic.”

Ah, it’s good to stick to the protocol when the guardian is watching. You are just as dense as I remember you to be, Gurvan.

-          “Indeed, Guardian, I shall apologize later for my behaviors…” I bet you would. No chances, old fart, you would prefer cutting your own tongue off than apologizing me or my father. “Yet still, two warriors? The one that are not knowing our tactics? Our hierarchy? They will only slow us down and weakened our lines!”

-          “That’s a fair point, Ironblood, what will you answer, young prince?”

-          “I will just repeat what I told my father. They are not to be underestimated.”

-          “Would you mind if we would check that?” Fucking asshole from Ironblood! That’s what you wanted from the start?

-          “I am speechless!” I tried to save situation. “My friends came with me for I promised to give them a gift, then I had to break a word I gave them hiding behind need of my people. Not only they forgive me right away, not only they followed me as they wanted to help, not only they weren’t welcomed with feast. But, right now you want to welcome them with axe, I am truly, speechless. I have no idea what was I expecting from you, Gurvan, maybe at least pretending that you care for our traditions, but what you just asked for is truly beyond my comprehending!”

Good. GOOD, that was good! Ha-ha! Someone, bring the mirror so he can see his face now.

-          “Hey, Flori…” It was Zariel. “It is true that I can’t understand a word, but guessing by gestures and tones I think that your friend from across the table doesn’t like me. Also, cuz he pointed on weapons and such I think he is not sure about my combat abilities. I don’t mind partaking tho…”

It couldn’t be even better! From my point of view at last. Not only I shamed that old fucker, but Zari just declared that he wants to fight! Despite that he doesn’t have to, he agreed on a duel! To have such a brave, bold and loyal friend! I think I scored few additional points for father! HA! EVEN MORE! Because of his position he would lose nothing if he would be defeated, but if he would win – HA! Old fart will become Great King for the time of war for sure!

Even better. Most of dwarfs in hall do know common speech! Gurvan knows it. The Guardian of Runes too. That’s more than enough.

-          “Please, please, dear guest. Think nothing of it… why no one brought them a chalices yet?! This will be shameful for us to cover your hands with sweat and blood instead of food and mead!”

-          “It will be even more shameful for me, if someone would offend my friend in front of me and I would let it be.”

And then he did what I taught him a moment ago. He knelled on one of his knee, chest out and smashed his fists into each other – giving his honor to the elder.

-          “Whatever are the circumstances, I am more than eager to support my dear friend and his nation in time of war, nation that he spoke so highly about. If it requires me to show off my strength. So be it. I am ready to prove my worth and protect his good name.”

Most of the clan heads were taken aback..

-          “Extraordinary…” Vakirra – shieldmaiden, head of Stonecrushers clan said. “It is truly extraordinary to see human showing more respect to our values and traditions than a certain dwarf.” She then looked at Gurvan which was forced to swallow all insults that he wanted to yell. “If that’s a desire of our guest, than clan of Stonecrushers see nothing against allowing the duel. Right here and now.”

-          “Clan of Flamehearts shall allow it!”

-          “Clan of Vulcanforge shall allow it!”

-          “Clan of Stormshield shall allow it!”

-          “Clan of…”

10 clans shouted out their approval. Only Redbeards (my clan) and Ironblood remained silent.  Mostly because Ironblood was the one challenging, and our clan being challenged.

-          “If none was against it, then you are free to call for one of your fighters, Gurvan, son of Gurlic, head of Ironblood.”

Now. Who will you choose? One of your private guard? One of your front liners? Your 2nd in command or…”

-          “I chose Gurwirg, son of Gurvan.”

Fuck. Of course! He picked his son. In case if he would win he would show that his blood is strong… I forgot about it!

Even more, that kid is nothing to laugh about. There are warriors. There are skilled warriors. There are veterans. There are bulldozers. There are veteran bulldozers, and then there is his son. Commander of Ironblood legion, and he reached that position not only thanks to his father. It was said that when he start raging even berserkers are afraid to approach him. There is even a minor legend that once he moved alone into the territory of greenskins, where he fought for three days and three nights. To be honest, when I saw him for the first time I started doubting if that was just a legend.

Sorry Zariel, my friend. I fucked up!

            

    
        Chapter 209

    
    
    
    
                Dwarfs have the figure of a barrel, a bit taller than certain fairy I know, but much more muscled. By much more muscled I mean really, much, much more. Marika was thin, very girly and cute. Comparing to the head of Stonecrushers clan…  no. There is nothing to be compared. At least I know how to tell the difference between male and female. Females don’t have beards. Yes, I was shocked too. On the other hand, up until now I have seen only a few females dwarves on my way here, so I can’t be sure that is a rule.

Damn, I got distracted. Pardon me. What I wanted to point out once again – the muscles of dwarfs are nothing to joke about. These bastards have muscle structure probably thicker than minotaurs, and that’s something to be proud off. And here comes Gurwirg – my new opponent. He came in wearing rich robes, yet even that couldn’t hide his body. Dwarfs are full of muscles, but that fucker crossed the damn line of good taste! His shoulders were so wide, that he could have some problems walking past average doors in Neira, about half of the head taller than most of his friends – it made him look like giant in the crowd. His beard was tied in a braid. If he would put horned hamlet on his head he would look like a Viking… Well, half of a Viking. A Viking after meeting a hydraulic press that shortened him in half, and then his might somehow managed to break the press leaving him in half of his original size – a midget Viking. A Viking that is short. This kind of Viking. Yes.

He looked at me with sharp gaze, there was no annoyance, irritation or hate in it. Just curiosity.

-          “You called for me, father?” Oh, and he was even nice enough to use common speech to honor the two of us. He is a decent guy.

-          “Yes, blood of my blood. Our FRIEND,” The word [friend] sounded almost like an insult in his mouth. “Florian was nice enough to return home and start producing swords and armor for us, he was also kind enough to bring two warriors from his journey to aid us…”

His son quickly gazed over us again, as if evaluating our capabilities. Then he said to Florian.

-          “It is great to see you, old friend, it is good to know that our brother will go on this ward wielding more than just worthy weapons. It is also a wonderful news to know that you found a companion so loyal, that are willing to go on war with us. Yet, pardon my words, I am afraid that I won’t risk them into our formation. They will simply break the line…”

-          “That’s exactly what I said, yet, his companions are more than eager to prove their worth. I called for you, my son, to test their abilities. They were the one insisting. All of the brothers… and sister, allowed it.”

His son started shifting his gaze. From me at his father, from his father at Florian, from Florian to Florian’s father, and finally once again at his father.

I am pretty much sure that he just recreating the whole conversation in his head. He is ridiculously strong, because of the way that everyone treats him  I can tell that he is skilled in his profession, his careful gaze said me that he won’t underestimate his enemy no matter if it is dragon or goblin, and by the way he picked his words (to not offend anyone nor to let anyone know his true intention) I deducted that he is not stupid at all.

-          “I am respecting you more and more, dear guests. When our battle will be over, let us drink from same chalice.” He said bowing his head with courtesy.

-          “I am more than eager to witness power and friendship from dwarf that everyone speak so highly about!”

-          “Very well… tell servants to bring my armor.” Last part he said to errand boy. (or man, can’t really say because of the beard), which vanished behind the door. “May I know, what weapon will you chose?”

-          “It is hard to say, to be honest. I am afraid that not only I prepared myself more against monster – so more agile weapons would be useless. But, I have no idea what you will be using. You see, adventurers are picking their equipment to counter his/her enemies, picking the best potions, kind of armors, weapons. A dagger will be useless against Behemoth, as you simply won’t be able to pierce through their fat layer, and you won’t pick warhammers against fast agile creatures. Unless you are a certain dragoness, which charge with bare hands, with no plan and no scouting into unknown territory.” I said pointing on Gisele behind me.

-          “HEY! That’s not true!”

-          “Necromancer. Catacombs. Ring a bell?”

-          “… I did not charge with bare hands!” She yelled after a moment of hesitation.

Few of elders chuckled seeing our quick exchange of words.

-          “Then, let me give you information you treasure so much.” My soon-to-be rival called. “Heavy armor and axe. That’s what I, and most of my brothers wield.”

-          “If you are lacking suiting weapon…” Shield maiden Vakirra said raising from her chair “Then feel free to use this!” She unsheathed sword that was attached to her belt and presented me a blade. Which could be called only as beautiful. It was a piece of art. Not only it was perfectly balanced and sharp like dragon’s claws, but also with imprinted symbols all along the blade. It was runic blade. Runic blade wielded by one of clan-head. By the dwarf queen herself.

-          “I am speechless and honored that you found be worthy wielding this wonderful sword/ But taking into consideration all what Gurwirg said and his reputation, I am forced to fight seriously. I will face him bare-handed.”

A whisper spread through the hall. One of servants from Ironblood tribe raised angered yelling:

-          “How dare you…” he wanted to say more, yet the son of Gurvan cut him in the middle of his speech

-          “Tell me, Ghaidiku, do you think our guest offended me?”

-          “S..sir, I…”

-          “First of all, I did not feel offended, second of all, I am happy to hear that you think that I can’t protect my honor by my own.”

-          “Th…That’s not what I meant!”

-          “I fought with many enemies. There was an ogre that charged at me and my companions. My friends ignored him as he was not carrying any weapon. Yet then he tore them apart. With just his hands. He wasn’t big. His muscles weren’t frightening. Yet in that day I lost four good soldiers. Because they were foolish. What you see is someone that tried to offend me. What I see is man that must have trick in his sleeve and decided to put everything into mobility.”

O-ho. So that’s the difference between few spoiled human-nobles I used to fight with compared to dwarf-prince forged in fire of battle. Nothing didn’t make him lost his focus. To be honest, I am impressed. Here comes my element of taunt and surprise into nothing. In the meantime his armor has arrived. It was a wonderful set of red full plate armor and axe with red shaft and black two-aged blades. Meteoric armor? What else did I expected from leader of infamous bulldozers? Let’s take a closer look at him.


	Gurwirg, son of Gurvan. Clan of Ironblood
	Level	41
	Hp	[1149/1200]
	Sp	[1278/1500]
	Rp	[2/100]
	Mp	BLOCKED
	Skills	Commander [Passive] [Level 12]

Axe usage mastery - [G. Master] [Passive/Active] [Level 29]

Heavy Armor mastery - [Master] [Passive] [Level 11]

Hand to hand combat - [Regular] [Passive/Active] [Level 17]

Shield usage mastery - [Master] [Passive/Active] [Level 9]

Berserk - [Passive/Active] [Level NA]





Not pleasant! Not pleasant at all! I hoped I could finish it in quick charge, pin him to the ground as it would be extremely hard to raise from the ground in this piece of junk. But taking into consideration his stamina and health points, that bastard have endurance and constitution of the fucking minotaur. If I would pounce at him I would most likely bounce off like ball.

Morphing into big creatures could work only as distraction, for I am not really used to fight with pure STR builds. I used to use more balanced builds, which will be also useless. Unfortunately, here my lack of specialization will be my weakness. Tsh. I won’t beat him in raw power, I won’t outsmart him for there is no place for intellectual battle… in that case, outrun him?

He was putting on his meteoric armor, in same time I was taking off my robes and shirt, staying just in shorts I even left my shoes.

-          “Are you ready?”

-          “Yes, elder.” The dwarf roared.

-          “Yes, rune guardian.” I said bowing slightly my head and licking my fingers.

-          “In that case… Start!”

It took a second – dwarf hide his whole body behind a shield and rushed at me with insane speed. I am pretty much sure that he just kicked the ground and [flew] to me using just an impact. It shouldn’t be possible.

I morphed my legs in very last moment and jumped in the air. I used bit too much strength and flew around six meters in the air performing a flip and landing behind him.

-          “Damn. That was scary man!” I yelled.

He only squint his eyes as he gazed over my thighs. I can’t blame him, they were looking.

-          “YEP! Absolutely disguising, no matter how many times I see it!”

Thanks, Gisele, that was encouragement I needed. Really.

But, I can’t get distracted right now. I get on all four and in few leaps rushed in his direction. He already turned in place facing me again. My next movement should be made to counter his next attack. Will he slash horizontally? Vertically?

The distance between us was shortening in frightening speed, and that bastard did not even flinch! Damn you! You can’t possible attack with such a heavy weapon that you wield in only one hand in a second! Won’t you attack at all?! Suit yourself!

But he did attack. Not with his axe, but with his tower shield. I was send flying across the room and hit one of the columns. I raised from the floor.

-          “Oh, snap! You got me. I did not expect that.” The word [snap] I said after looking at my arm. It was bended in awkward direction.

-          “That would be the whole battle, right kid?” He asked, but he didn’t lower his guard

-          “Hm? Who told you that? I still have my second arm!” He wanted to say something, yet after seeing my smile he just nodded.

Few of the elders wanted to stop it, but the guardian of the runes silenced them with strike of his staff on the floor.

-          “Our guest wish to continue. Don’t shame their battle.”

I rushed at him with my broken arm behind my back, a moment before the two of us should collide I moved to the side while ducking under his axe. It missed my face by an inch, yet it was totally worth the risk, right now I was on his right – right now it was his unprotected side. I morphed my nails into talons and slashed from above my head. He took a quick step back and my morphed nails slid over his armor making sparkles appearing from impact.

He spun around dragging his axe across and slamming it on the ground where I stood a moment ago. I needed to jump back, yet he did not stop here he raised his shield and used it to attack twice buying himself time to swing his weapon once again.

I kept balancing my body performing stunts that could get my job in every circus. My right arm was useless, or so he though, this is why he tried forcing me on his left side. After some struggle I finally allowed him to push me where he thought I was harmless. I used my left arm to attack an opening, yet he quickly brought his shield to cover his face. I opened my fist and slammed the shield with open palm, just to push myself away. I used momentum to spin around and attack with my right hand. It started regenerating while I performed a pirouette my bones started snapping back to their place. It hurt like a hell yet it was completely worth it.  He was not prepared for that, I mean, not every day you meet a guy that can heal broken bones in a seconds. My claws reached the target, I managed to slightly cut skin around his nose.

Not much, but should be enough. I started jumping back.

-          “It is finished.” I said smiling.

-          “Giving up already?”

-          “No. You should. Unless you want the poison that just entered your body start working.”

-          “When did you... I didn’t notice you having any vial…”

-          “But you saw me licking my fingers, didn’t you? Just before we started.” I said licking my lips. I make sure that tongue that escaped my mouth was forked-snake tongue.

-          “How do I know you are not bluffing?”

-          “You can just wait. Well, right now I will be just running away from you. The wound is small, amount that entered your body is almost not as big as I would want too. But I have time. The cut is on your face, so muscles on your face will be paralyzed first. In few minutes you will have problems blinking.”

He nodded once, twice. Put his axe behind his back and took off his helmet. He surrendered. I walked to my bags, found a small cassette with few vials and throw one to the dwarf. He caught it, uncorked and gulped in one go.

-          “Rouge, eh? I hate dealing with one of your kind. All you need is one hit.”

-          “If I would get hit once with that beauty of yours I wouldn’t be left unscratched, you know?”

-          “Ah, indeed, sorry for your arm.”

-          “Think nothing about it.” I showed him. “See? As good as always.”

-          “You surely would be pain in the ass on the battlefield, still, I have to keep what I said before. Rogues needs space to maneuver around. In mountains there won’t be many such places.”

-          “Oh, fear not. We will stay behind. At least for some time. Me and Gis have our own ways of fighting. Right now I just wanted to show that I can keep your pace. We would discuss our strategies later, if you would allow us, that is. Yet I am amazed, you know, that your enemies keep draw breath when such fines warriors are marching at war.”

We moved to the table. In mean time food and drinks were served. Elders waited for us to finish. Gisele did not.

-          “Not the most honorable fighting style, if you would ask me.” The father of my opponent noticed.

-          “He respected our tradition, he forgave us lack of hospitality, he respected our trails, at least allow him to fight as he is used to!” Guardia of Runes chuckled.

-          “Brothers and sisters. Before we would start feast…” Florian father’s looked at Gisele which had her nose in the plate. “we should start the vote.” One of other clan’s head started “I am afraid that we weren’t paying attention to the greenskins for too long. They turned to be a threat that none of us can ignore. We are at war. That’s a fact. We need to unite to deal with them. To unite we need a leader. From twelve clans three leaders called themselves to be worthy of leading us. Fehron from Redbeards – owner of greatest forges among the clans, Gurvan from Ironbloods – house of greatest warriors, and Vakirra from Stonecrushers – known from their runecraft. But before that, one last time – challengers! Prepare your speeches!”

Great. So they have to pick between hotblooded idiot with hate-issues, the so-called old fart that is probably as fake as possible and all he does is just for the spectators and woman. Finally there is Vakirra. She seem nice, I guess. Still, I have no idea how the previous conversations looked like.

Why am I even bothering with results? It’s not like it would affect me. I am here just to help Fional and make him finish what he promised me with.

I looked at Gis.

Oh, and make sure that certain dragoness’s belly is full.


            

    
        Chapter 210

    
    
    
    
                Did I mention that food was served as I was fighting? I am sure I did. Did I also say that Gisele couldn’t wait for rest of the people? Likewise, I am sure I did.

-          “You know what?! I am offended!” I said as I took a sit near dragoness “You could at least watch me fighting!”

-          “Why? I was sure from the start that you would win with some dirty trick.” She said between munches

-          “Dirty?! Facing fully armored bulldozer barehanded is what you call dirty?”

-          “No, winning by merely scratching your opponent is what I am calling dirty. Winning by landing one hit.”

-          “Ha! If he would hit me clearly once that would also be count as one-hit-win. I mean, look at that bloody axe!”

-          “You have your rigged regeneration…”

-          “It has limits, sweetie.”

-          “It does?”

-          “We killed that hydra in the end, don’t you remember? And another thing is that this force is related to your magical capability, and that beast had it over thrice as big as I have. It looks effective to heal instantly broken bones, but I can do that only few, maybe few dozen times. I prefer using it outside of combat.”

-          “So, if we would spar all I have to do is to break you over and over again?”

-          “… that’s not what I wanted to hear from you.”

Guardian of the runes raised from his chair, cleared his throat and said

-          “We are grateful for this wonderful show of skills and valor, yet we have to remember why we are gathered in this hall. Clans are separated houses of dwarfs.The decision we are about to make will lower our independence, but as our forefathers have written down: when the enemy emerge that would threaten all the clans we are supposed to chose a leader that will guide us through these hard times. Leaders, may I ask you for your speeches?”

Fehron Redbeard raised as first.

-          “First of all, brother and ... sister” last part he said bowing his head to Vakirra. There was no insult in his tone. Respect was what you could hear, I assumed that it was something new for a woman to lead a clan. In the end the chamber we were in was called [Hall of BROTHERS]. He simply acknowledge her as a leader. “First of all, I am overjoyed that I can host you in my home. But the courtesy has to be cast aside now. We have lived here for generation, our ancestors remember these mountains as children, and we have always lived near our not-so-beloved neighbors – the greenskins. With shame and sorrow I have to admit, that all of us are guilty of our pride. We did not suspect that during these past few years of peace they weren’t weakened, in fact it was the opposite! The Enemy were gathering their strengths, plotting against us! We have already lost two cities and three forges, hundreds of our brothers and sister have fallen struggling against endless hordes of goblins, trolls, ogres and giants! Many of them were of the finest warriors we have but we still lost. I ask all of you – why did they lose?” Fehron took a deep breath overlooking his brothers and sister and then said in a low “voice” “Because the greenskins have something we don’t – a leader.” After short pause his voice rang in the hall with power of thunder “He, she, or whatever it is, united different breed under one flag, under one goal – to bleed us dry! House of Redbeard will support the cause no matter of who becomes the leader, yet it needs to be pointed out, that in history of these mountains a High King has been elected thrice, and every single time the head of Redbeard was the one elected! This is what I offer you! My blood! Blood that remembers dealing with threats greater than goblins, knowledge that was passed from father to son. Brothers and you, dear sister! Chose me – blood of the kings! And our enemies shall tremble hearing us forging blades of their doom!”

Ok. That was cool. “Old fart” surely can talk. The next one to raise was Ironblood

-          “Hear me out, brothers!” he didn’t even bother looking in direction of shields maiden. Many noticed that. Even his son which hissed quietly under his nose. Hm? Son does as his father says, but has different view on political issues? Interesting. “Indeed, as brother Redbeard said, his family did lead us through the dark times. But what were the reasons they were elected? To deal with WHAT were they elected? To fight with starvation. To rebuild our homes after natural disaster!... but never war. WAR, my dear brothers, is domain of warriors. Many clans serves different roles, create different goods which are sold to other families. Redbeards are wonderful smiths! Stonecrushers – enchanters! Stormshields – constructors and Flamehearts – engineers! But tell me, which one of the clans is the bloody home of warriors? IRONBLOODS! Which one has strictest tradition of raising kids in the heat of battle? IRONBLOODS! Which one of the clans was entrusted with patrolling the Mountains? IRONBLOODS!...”

-          “... if they are responsible for patrolling mountains, aren’t they responsible also for overlooking threat of greenskins?” I whispered to Fional.

Yeeet… I could have said that bit too loudly. I didn’t meant to do that, I swear! Still, few elders around snorted under their noses. Head of Stonecrushers sent me a sharp gaze, then, she picked a small piece of paper, scribed down few words and tossed it my direction. It was all written in elegant “common” language

Exactly.

The election has more functions than just uniting us and leading afar from threat. The house that is elected will be rewarded. For their head would be forced to work not only for their own houses, but also for every other. This is why for next century other houses would be forced to pay “tax” as form of gratitude. Few of us suspect that Ironblood could overlook greenskins raising in power not-accidentally.

Destroy the paper after reading.

I put my finger over the note and ignited it. I didn’t avert my gaze from the note till it completely turned into ashes.

-          “… We have trained for generations to deal with such threats! In the time of war - vote for those that can not only protect you, but also those that will avenge your fallen comrades!”

He sat back on his chair with confidence. Yeah. From what I heard under the current clan-head of Ironblood managed to turn great warriors into wonderful warriors. It has to be said – in open battle against his son I would have my ass handed back to me. He is a berserk and I am a “friend” of the nation. He was weakening his blows as he was afraid of killing me. If there are more such dwarfs in his house, then indeed, the war will be over within few days.

As the last one Vakirra raised from her chair.

-          “Brothers, as you know I recently happened to violate our tradition by becoming head of the clan. It is said that head of the clan is the oldest son of previous head. My father did try to have a son, he really did, you can easily tell it by counting me and my eleven sisters…” hall vibrated with laugh for a moment “Despite not being the oldest son, hall of brothers without much troubles…” here she looked at Ironblood “Agreed to let me join your honorable group. Back then I swore to proudly represent my family and do everything I can for our community. Looking back in the past I can proudly say that I did what I swore. I never disgraced our names by getting dead drunk, starting irresponsible brawls,” [my bad] could be heard from one of the dwarfs” wasting fortunes on useless garbage” [she is talking about you, Stormshield!] another voice followed “or spitting on foreign ambassadors” another awkward laugh “… resisting all these temptation wasn’t an easy task as after watching you, brothers, for a moment I thought that those were yet another twisted traditions set up by our ancestors.” Few chuckles disturb her speech “Yet here I am. I have proved my worth by lifting my house from crisis, I defeated everyone who challenged my rights to the crown of Stonecrushers and here I am, making yet another vow. If you would elect me, I would not only defeat our enemies, but I would also rebuild our kingdom into even more wonderful one than it used to be… Yes, I am woman, yes, I am inexperienced. And I am not afraid to admit it, I am supposed to be a leader, not a warrior, not a merchant, and not a blacksmith. A leader, and I swear using the wisdom of all of you, I am sure that I will be worthy of carrying an iron crown.”

She sat.

So, instead of telling what she will do she focused more on what she already did. Ironblood and Redbeard were boosting how amazing they and their families are. She admitted that she would use the help of the others.

Who will the dwarfs chose? Redbeards which already proved their worth as leaders? Ironbloods – dwarfs which were born holding their axes or Stonecrushers? Strong individual who despite many odds proved to be better than most of the dwarf in this hall?

Hm? Why am I curios? Isn’t that obvious? Because that will affect my role in nearest war. Tsh. If it was Gurwirg representing Ironbloods I would have probably voted for him. If I would have permission to vote, that is.





-          “Faster! El! Faster!”

Elana was laying on the floor with Jericho sitting on her legs immobilizing her from knees down. Blonde girl would do sit up, then with her torso still raised she would punch twice each of Jeremy’s palms before lowering her body back on the ground performing another sit-up

-          “Wrong, girl! Wrong! What did I tell you? You want to be a rouge! Focus on speed more than on sit up! You are not training your belly muscles here, but speed of reaction! Again! Faster!”

After each sit-up old adventurer would change location of his palms.

-          “Aaaand thirty!” He raised quickly from her legs allowing her to get up from the ground

-          “Does it hurt, lass?”

-          “N..No!”

-          “Don’t lie to me girl.”

-          “…It does.”

-          “Good. It is important for you to be honest. Exhausting your body may damage your body more than help it. You can rest now.”

But here was the trick. By [rest] Jericho didn’t mean – [lie down on the ground and rest], but series of stretching exercises. Elana finally reached the point when the easiest exercises weren’t hurting her any longer. She put one of her legs on the table and lowered her head to the ankle.

-          “Don’t force yourself. That is your [rest], lass, take it easy. You have to stretch to the point of feeling pressure in your joints! Every day you will notice that you can bow bit further without feeling pressure. That’s the point. In few months  you will be able to twist your body like a snake without feeling anything!

Drops of sweat were dropping from her face on the wooden floor below her. SWEAT! Before today she would only sweat because of fever! Did training with mister Jericho hurt? IT HURT LIKE A BITCH!... oh, pardon my words! Did El hear that? No? Good.

But it was the sweetest kind of pain,the kind of pain you were anticipating, the kind of pain you were eager to feel! Each series of exercises started with pain, yet she bravely clenched her teeth. [ONE MORE] she was shouting in her mind. And after that another [ONE MORE] would appear until she would fall exhausted on the floor unable of moving even a finger.

-          “Sweetie, I have a wonderful information to share! We will start cardio-exercises from tomorrow too. These will help you last longer. Normally, all that rouge need is one strike, then he or she would vanish in shadows… But you, sweetie, right now would start panting after crossing a street… What do you say about that?”

-          “Sir, yes, sir!”

-          “We will make an assassin out of you.” Old man grinned pouring another glass of whiskey into his mouth.




-          “Very well, brothers and sister. Now, we will start counting voices. Once again, I want you to know that challengers of the iron crown can’t vote on themselves. Let’s start.”

-          “Readbeards vote for Stonecrushers!” Fehron called with voice of thunder

-          “Ironbloods vote for Stonecrushers!” his opponent responded.

No, there was no courtesy in those votes. Both gentlemen thought Vakkira to have lowest chances of winning. They had to vote so they decided to vote on someone with lowest chances of winning. Votes that wouldn’t empower their enemies.

-          “StoneCrushers vote for Redbeards!” the last of challenger called. Now, rest of the clans

-          “Stormshields vote for Stonecrushers!”

-          “Flamehearts vote for Redbeards!”

-          “Vulcanforges vote for Ironblood!”

-          “Tempestspears vote for Ironblood”

-          “Rockspites votes for Redbeard!”

-          “Gemwells vote for Ironblood!”

-          “Thunderhelms vote for Stonecrusher!”

-          “Lavafortes vote for Redbeards!”

Using my wonderful counting skills I understood that right now Redbeards and Stonecrushers have four votes while ironbloods three. One last vote remained. Vote of Rune guardian.

-          “Ah. Indeed. Apparently it is now my duty to vote, but before that…” oldest dwarf in the hall started talking

-          “Not again…” head of flamehearts mumbled quietly

-          “We are sitting on the pins, and here he has to lecture us all…” another voice of irritation escaped

-          “… You know that we, Guardians of the runes were never a clan, but an order that was formed to keep the balance between the clans…”

-          “Yes. We fucking know. Vote, old bastard!” another whisper, to quiet to reach elder’s ears

-          “… by balance we usually mean tradition. In tradition we kept looking for guidance, we desired to answer the question: [what would our ancestors do?]. Yet this time, we shall cast tradition aside, we, guardians of the runes, shall vote for Stonecrushers. Miss Vakirra – we voted for you, because we see that your rivals despite being motivated to truly fight for our cause, in back of their minds they have the thought of the prosperity that their clans would gain after becoming house of high king. You are different. What you desire is only the peace of your people. During the time of war forget that you are the head of a clan. You are head of the nation. May your private desires never cover the needs of all. All hail the ki… queen.” He mistook the title on purpose. To even more acknowledge her position

-          “ALL HAIL THE QUEEN!” the hall resonated. Every brother raised his chalice and shouted Vakirra’s name. Everyone but old Ironblood.

Ha! Looser!

The newly elected queen with raised hands calmed her companions down.

-          “I am grateful for your support, brothers, but it is no time for celebration. I told you before – I am lacking experience on every field that will be necessary to deal with our current situation. First of all, we will need weapons and armors for our army, Flamebeard, I hope that your promise of aiding us despite the outcome of voting is still valid.”

Florian’s father hit his chest with fist

-          “It will be done as it was said. True dwarfs never break a promise!”

-          “I am most grateful for that. Brother Stormshield. We will take back cities and forges that were plundered. Can we hope for your aid rebuilding the once lost fortifications?”

-          “They will be hounded times stronger than before, my queen.”

-          “Ironbloods. You said that yourself. You are kings of battlefield. Gurvan, I find no better man to lead forces to the battle than your son. Gurwirg, son of Gurvan, will you lend us your forces?”

-          “I will serve you till the day I would die or till war would be over.” Young berserk hit his chest with fist, like Fehron before.

-          “Good. Let’s now discuss the strategy. All we know is that a leader emerged among the greenskin. We don’t know how many of them their army counts, where their camps are located and how many sub-races joined the armies. We don’t know where they come from and where they would attack next… Do any of you have any ideas how to cover the lack of these information shortages?”

I raised my hand

-          “I believe I do.” a wide grin appeared on my face 
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                It is very convenient for the city to be built in a mountain. First of all, if you don’t know which mountain is the right one you will waste hours, if not days, to find it. Yup, from the outside they all look the same. The only thing that is somehow decorated from the outside would be the gates, but still, because it was located in the valley you would have to walk on the right path first, otherwise, the gates are pretty much invisible. The second nice thing is that at the peak of the mountain there is a hidden door allowing you to scout your surroundings.

This is where I was right now, the dwarves gave me gray clothing so I would blend with rocks around me. I have to admit that the view is truly breathtaking. All these mountains and the valley forming this wonderful maze combined with the sunset on the horizon made me feel nostalgic.

I regained my focus quickly. I am not here to admire the layout of mountains, yet before I started performing my task I noticed something in the valley between mountains on far west – a smoke.

-          “Ignore these.” Vakirra which came after me said. “Greenskins are clever. These are fake camps built with only one purpose – to lure us there. Sometimes these are empty, buildings just to keep us busy as they perform the attack in different place, sometimes these are ambushes. A few goblins and hobgoblins are wandering around to make us think that the camp is full, but when we attack other creatures would shoot rocks at us from above. They move quickly. They attack, plunder and then move deeper into our lands. We have no idea how they are doing that, but most of the time they are undetected. You said you have an idea to locate them, that will be the first step to defeat our enemy. Whatever you wish to do, feel free to start.”

Echo of earth will be useless. It works like a map. It creates a 2-dimensional surface in my mind, using it here would be extremely confusing. Casting it on the mountain under me will show the whole kingdom packed in a cube under my feet. But hey, there are other methods! More common!

Morgana told me what was the main duty of familiars – when she got drunk after a session with Aloizy and rest of the group. Exactly after I told her to NOT DRINK WITH THEM.

When a few of her students went on a rampage and her husband formed the first inquisition to hunt rogue-mages down, she showed the man a trick to ask the spirits for protection. Very quickly witches started to summon mice, crows, cats, and dogs –small, inconspicuous animals that were roaming around their houses to see if enemies weren’t approaching. Summoning battle-type familiars took place much later, as witches were pushed back.

Me? I have four wonderful familiars that would scout the mountains in a jiffy!

I raised my hands and started singing chant quietly. The mana left my body and started forming dense, violet smoke. In next moment four ravens left it flying over my head in a circle. Well, calling Walter a raven is like calling a Warg a dog’s pup, but as he is still a bid he will serve his purpose just right.

-          “Boyz, there is work to be done. Sebastian – north, Remus – South, Gilbert – West, Walter – East. Show me what you would see.”

Each of them flew in ordered direction. Now all I have to do is wait and take credits for their hard work. Hehe. I feel like a manager in a corporation.




 ---


-          “Move you maggots!” Goblin shaman hurried workers. “Dig that tunnel faster! I want to see an entrance before dusk!”

He used his staff to hit one of his brothers over the back. That will teach them to do their job quickly and efficiently.

-          “Calm down, Gobraw. No need to rush your people. We are winning, we have food, we have the better position and the element of surprise. By rushing things you only increases chances of failure.”

Very thin, completely green troll with dreadlocks appeared out of nowhere.

-          “What do you want, Th’aki?”

-          “Boss is organizing the meeting. You are expected to show.”

-          “His majesty? Here? Now? Why?”

-          “I am just a scout. If you want to find out where, when and why, just tag along.”

The shaman still remembers the times when his small tribe was having problems to survive. The mountains were dangerous, a monster lived around every corner and stronger tribes had already divided hunting territories among each other. He was doing everything he could, and even more, to find food, to avoid threats. When situation turned truly awful, where stronger clans came to butcher his little family, he came.

Offering new life, new possibilities, new chances! He was strong! Fast! Wise! Gobraw quickly noticed a way to improve the quality of life of his family. He completely dedicated his life to the Leader. The Greenskin Lord saw the potential of a clever goblin, with his help he kept growing in ranks, from a mere commander to a warlord, from warlord to King. When he finally sat on the throne, when he put the skull-crown on his head and sat on a throne made of bones he rewarded those who were supporting his cause.

Gobraw never regretted offering his life to his King.

Indeed, on the other side of camp, a huge tent made of leather was erected, the King’s guards also could be seen around it. They quickly walked inside, guards, knowing them well let them pass without any troubles.

-          “Your majesty, I beg your pardon for making you wait.” The shaman said after entering the tent and seeing his leader fall on the ground putting his head in the dirt. Most of king’s body was hidden in the shadow, only his sharp eyes could be seen gazing over the room.

-          “How many times I have to repeat myself, old friend? Don’t bow before me. You have proved your loyalty too many times.” After saying that his finger slid over long scar near his neck.

-          “And I kept telling you, my king, that this is your only command that I shall disobey. As long as I draw breath I will show you the respect you deserve.”

After saying last part he finally raised from the dirt.

-          “I doubt that you came just to greet poor, old, green me, my lord. Whatever you desire – I am at your service.”

-          “I came to ask how preparations are going. Depending on your answer I shall give specific orders.”

-          “Your wish is my will. Unfortunately, after digging the spot underground we found ore. It will take more precious time to thoroughly connect the tunnels, at least from this side. We will also need more tools as these that we have right now will break soon. Goblins are poor miners, my lord.”

-          “I know, but I can’t spare you any men. The dwarves are reorganizing their army. They will probably march at us soon. I will need everyone able to fight on the line.”

-          “Sir! We can fight too! Just give us a word and…”

-          “Your job is far more important. You can say that the battle’s only reason is to keep their attention away from you. We will buy you as much time as possible. We will drag them over the valleys. Stupid dwarves are wearing heavy armors and can’t relocate their forces quickly. All we had to do it to strike and run.”

-          “We will not disappoint you.”

The King raised from his throne stepping out from the shadow. He was far from being a “greenskin”. He was two meters tall, his body was full of muscles that would make every bodybuilder jealous. His skin was red like blood and his hair dark like night. From his forehead, one horn was curved toward the sky. This mighty Oni walked to the goblin and kneeled near him so their eyes would meet on the same level. Despite his efforts, the Ogre-king was still taller than shaman.

He put his hands on his shoulders, each of his palms could snap his small body in half.

-          “I… No, WE are counting on you, my friend.”

They moved toward the exit to leave the tent.

-          “How long will we stay here, m’lord?” A troll asked casually.

-          “We are departing tomorrow at dawn, till then. What is this commotion all about?”

Indeed. Few hobgoblins left their tools, picked bows, crossbows, blowguns and slings and kept sending one projectile after another in the air.

-          “Tsh. Some bird, right? Bastards. Our meat rations are pretty low, so each time these rascals find some small animal they are going into a frenzy to hunt it down. I allow it, they will make a fool of them for few minutes, hunt that bird that will end up in our soup and they would get back to work with higher spirits.” Shaman just waved his hand to calm his leader down.

Yet the troll was still suspicious.

-          “I have been hunting around these areas since I was a maggot-eater. I know one thing for sure. No such birds live in this area.”

Shaman widened his eyes.

-          “Can’t be… but what if… No, dwarfs can’t use magic. But, MY LORD! FORGIVE ME, BUT YOU MUST TAKE IT DOWN!”

Raised tone of his subordinate made Red-skin leader of the horde raised his brow, yet he did as his man suggested. He picked a small stone from the ground and throw it at a bird that was flying in a circle above their heads.

The pebble flew with speed of the bullet towards the colorful, bright bird which couldn’t avoid the attack.

The stone hit perfectly into its head smashing it. Its body started falling on the ground.

-          “AWAY, YOU SHIT-EATERS! AWAY!” The shaman kicked few goblins off his way as he was walking toward the place where the bird fell. “DON’T YOU DARE TOUCHING IT!”

-          “B…But!” One of goblin raised a protest.

-          “NO [BUT’S] YOU MAGGOT! HANDS OFF!”

He stepped closer to the carcass pointing at it with his staff. He cast lesser spell of protection on himself, just in case. If there was some trap-spell attached to the raven then maybe, just maybe, it would cripple him instead of killing on spot.

He poked it with his staff and in next moment body started slowly turning into smoke.

He shouted some twisted words beyond comprehension pointing at the body decreasing the speed of its evaporation.

-          “As I thought, this is bad. Really, bad.”

-          “What’s wrong, Gobraw?” His Lord stood behind him.

-          “Magic.” He hissed angrily. “The dwarves must have called for help, my lord. He used his familiar to scout for our locations.”

-          “It is dead, so we have nothing to fear, right?”

His lord was strong, but he had not the slightest idea about magic. It was very unfortunate, despite having potential he kept refusing to take lessons. Later my friend he used to say. Yet “later” never came.

-          “I am afraid no, my lord. The mage and his familiar have a great bond. They always know where another one is. The mage knows exactly the place where it was killed. But at least he won’t know our numbers. Until he would resummon the raven.”

-          “Resummon? What the hell does that mean?”

Shaman whistled making a mole come from the ground and climb up his leg.

-          “Mage after having physical contact with his familiar can share their senses and memories. Literally, if that raven would return to his master he would see the same thing that his bird saw. Hear, the same things that his bird heard. We shattered its physical vessel, so both the mage and spirit will need some time before he would be able to summon it again. After that time, he would once again gain access to its memories. All we get is some time.”

-          “How much?”

-          “Days? Hours?”

-          “Not much.”

-          “But with some luck, it can be enough, my lord. BACK TO WORK YOU RASCALS! WE NO LONGER WORK IN SHIFTS! EVERYONE BACK TO THEIR JOBS! NO BREAKS! WORK THE WHOLE NIGHT AND DAY! YOU CAN STOP WORKING ONLY WHEN YOU WOULD COLLAPSE EXHAUSTED IN THE DIRT! THE ENEMY IS COMING! STOP SLACKING AROUND!”


 ---





I was sitting meditating on the peak of the mountain. It has been few hours, yet the queen and Florian didn’t left me even for a moment. Gisele? Either eating, sleeping or sparing with few dwarfs. I wondered if I was supposed to tell my companions that I have no idea how long it may take….


	Your familiar [Gilbert] has been slain
	Physical form shattered. Time till you can summon [Gilbert] again:
	00d11h59m52s




-          “I. Found. You!” I said with a blissful expression. Dwarfs moved behind me

-          “You said something?” Florian asked excitedly

-          “Maybe. One of my familiars died. How many monsters here can kill something that is flying? It may be a false alarm.”

-          “We have few wild harpies nests, but these don’t attack birds, they hunt some smaller mammals like rabbits, sometimes bigger mammals like goblins, but never birds. No idea why. Maybe they hate the idea of eating something similar to them?”

-          “So it leaves only creatures with weapons like greenskins?”

-          “Most likely.”

-          “Great. The location is around 20 kilometer to West. I will send rest of my birdies there, maybe they won’t kill them all. If not, I will give you specific report about their numbers and formation in 12 hours.”

-          “We have no time for that. Greenskins can move quickly. In those 12 hours, they can be in different part of mountains. We have to attack now!” The queen almost turns mad.

-          “Forgive me, your majesty, for what I am about to do…” And I slapped her on the cheek. I didn’t hold back the blow. One – she was a dwarf – a tough bastard; two – she was a warrior – even a tougher bastard

-          “W..What?” she wasn’t offended. She was simply confused

-          “You have to calm down, Vakirra. Calm down and think. It is evening already. Mobilizing army will take you some time, then you would have to march for those twenty kilometers wearing full armors. You would reach it at night. Greenskins can fight at dark, can you? This will not be a battlefield but slaughterhouse with you as the lamb.”

-          “I…I… You are right. I am sorry. I lost many precious to me people because of greenskins. I am still not used to the idea of me being responsible for leading all these people…”

-          “If you want revenge, then strike them down with as few casualties as possible and killing them with one powerful blow. Information is as important in leading war as soldier and weapons. For now, there is nothing we can do. Meet me in 12 hours and I will tell you if what lays on the west is their camp with main forces or just team of few scouts that happened to pass by and take down my raven…. Because I hope that you don’t want to send the whole army against six greenskins?”

-          “No. I don’t. Florian. We are counting on you with weapons.” She said after turning back and walking away

-          “I shall start soon. My people are warming up my smithy as we are talking here.” He bowed his head.

And as soon as queen disappear behind hidden door, prince of Redbeard family turned back to me and hissed

-          “Did I tell you that high kings and queen are bit special to us? They are representing our whole-fucking-race, you idiot. Not just clan, race! Now, what does it means to you? For example, is some dwarf would see our queen/king getting slapped they can all right to kill you on the spot. Or leave and tell other dwarfs. If one of Ironbloods would be here, tomorrow the whole kingdom would be trying to get you killed. And not even a queen herself would save you. So next time, if you would have an idea to slap her, just fucking bite your hand off, ok?”

-          “Then I should be glad that the only three of us were here.” Damn. Investing in luck is surely useful. “Anyway, what are we going to do now?”

-          “You? Dunno. Go eat something, drink with a soldier, befriend them, or go to your lady, for I don’t give a damn. When you will be playing around, I will be forging blades. When you will be fighting, I will be forging blades, when you would return in glory from battlefield taking all the credit for winning a war I will be repairing your blades, forgotten, crying lonely in the corner. Now, all clear? Good. Cause, you know, I have some blades to forge.”

He turned around and followed the queen.

Ah, good, old, grumpy Fional. Spending all this time with this formal/polite version of him was exhausting. Good to see that this situation does not affect him.

            

    
        Gisele

    
    
    
    
                So: user Rossa decided that she would draw us few images. One question, woman: ARE YOU MAD? HAVE YOU GONE INSANE?

There is so many wonderful things you can do with your time: hobbies, studying, traveling... EVERYTHING! And you decided that you would waste it on drawing pictures for ME?!

Most grateful. 

Below, Rossa's image of certain dragoness. <Psth. That poor little girl wouldn't make it if I wasn't guiding her by hand all days and nights, so you can pretty much tell me that it was me who draw this! <Rossa gaze over my shoulder> I..I mean... hehe. A..anyway!>

Look at her! LOOK!

[image: image-placeholder]

            

    
        Hiatus

    
    
    
    
                As in title. I am simply overwhelmed with all kinds of personal issues. Because of them, I asked my boss if i could work a bit more than half-time in next few days for some additional coin.

Right now, I am taking 10-12 days break so I can focus on job/studies, but the bad info is that after those 10-12 days i may just leave the note that the hiatus is being prolonged. 

I am very sorry for this inconvenience, but I am literally struggling to survive.

Wish me luck, endurance, and even more luck, see you around 18-20 AUG guyz. I really hope that after that i would be able to keep spamming you with another tempest of chapters.

            

    
        Chapter 212

    
    
    
    
                Gisele was in high spirits since time of the diner and decided to spend some time training with the dwarfish solider in the barracks. Commanders were more than just pleased to hear that, reason?:

-          “BACK IN FORMATION SLACKERS!” sergeant yelled at few footmen that were shattered after dragoness strike “You have the only possibility to spare against someone with posture, strength and size of an ogre!”

-          “S…somehow that doesn’t sound nice!” She pointed out

-          “Actually, you can easily imagine that that woman here IS an OGRE!”

-          “… W-What?”

-          “Big as tree, strong like cow… I actually wonder if she isn’t an ogre in disguise!”

-          “Ok. Enough of these! Take your words back right now or…”

-          “RIGHT NOW! FIRST SQUAD, ATTACK!”

-          “Wait, what?!” Gisele got distracted and four solider that she previously knocked on the ground were raising back on their foots and charging forward

She still managed to avoid first attacks and parry two more but the last one got her - shaking her posture and forcing her on the ground

-          “Victory! See? That’s how you do it! Remember folks! Ogres are bigger and stronger than you! You can’t mindlessly charge at them. Wait for your companions and set up some small ambush that will distract them. Thank you, dragoness, you played ogre’s role perfectly, actually, I think that you played it even dumber than they usually are but I don’t mind it, in the end, it is only training.”

-          “R..right! That’s exactly what I did! Played a role! Ha-ha-ha!”

Dwarfs just looked upon each another with awkward gaze

-          “Ok. That’s enough for today. You can rest a little, you earned that. Dismiss!”

Small training ring in which they were practicing was placed in a room with small balconies inside. Commanders could watch from these how the training was going. Because of its higher ground and being placed in darkened parts of the room soldiers in the ring couldn’t see if anyone was watching them. That helped them focus.

From one of the balconies a slow clapping could be heard. Right now I was leaning over the balustrade letting them see me. Dwarfs just greeted me with respectful nods and Gisele just turned around, all red on her face.

-          “Interesting tactic, sergeant, yet mind telling me what distraction you plan to perform on a battlefield? I doubt that calling ogre as dumb and fat as a dragon would work.”

-          “Ay. That’s part of the plan that still needs some work.”

-          “On the other hand, if an ogre would know Gisele I think that his pride could be damaged after such comparison…”

-          “HEY!”

-          “Still your lady is one hell of a warrior, mage, I am pretty sure that all divisions would love having her in their lines.” sergeant praised Gis quietly so only I could hear him

-          “Aren’t you afraid violating formation?” I titled my head

-          “Nay. This chick can work as whole life by herself, we could just cover her back and sides… changing the subject a little – do we know anything about greenskins yet?”

-          “Yes and no. We know the location, more or less, but we will have to wait till morning for their numbers, forces, and fortifications.”

-          “We will count on you then. Till battle day. Magician.” He nodded once again and followed his men

-          “How long where you watching us?” Gis asked when we were left alone. Her head was still turned away from me

-          “Since [back in formation slackers]”

I knew why she asked. She probably did great till very last moment, unfortunately I witnessed only her most humiliating moment. Her quiet hiss convinced me about it even more

-          “Come sweetie. Tomorrow we may have a hard day. We need to rest, especially you. You got quite popular among dwarfs –on my way here I was asked by at least ten commanders if I couldn’t [lend] you. I am almost jealous.”

Her tail twitched happily.

Indeed, my friends, if you want to make your woman happy you have to feed her with sweets and praises. Well, mine prefers meat over sweets but I am sure you can easily see my point!

-          “I..if you say so.”

She put huge wooden bat she used instead of her sword back in weapon’s racks and headed after me outside of the barracks.

Now as I look at everything from the side I am one lucky bastard, am I not? I mean, just look at it! I got kidnapped yet I managed to escape getting myself quite nice team and weakening my enemies by healing strongest human alive sister.

I followed “friend” to get myself an armor and I ended up helping him and his kingdom at war getting close to newly elected queen which opened paths for political negotiations.

Yeah. I know. I told you I am not interested in politics. That is true. Or was. I won’t make it my priority but maybe, just maybe, if my luck would not abandon me I could build myself something nice, could I? In the end I have quite few fractions supporting me already.

~ It is only natural for you to hunger for greatness

~ You are being called beast king for a reason

~ That’s your fate. You will not escape it. Most primal desire

~ To look at everything around you and acknowledge it as yours

~ Host-sama is surely growing up quickly <sound of blowing nose>

~ … damn it Lust! You ruined the mood!

~ I JUST GOT OVERWHELMED BY EMOTIONS, OK!?

~ What we are trying to say is that what you feel it is completely natural. Don’t fight back with that desire. You are adapting to the world around you same way the world is adapting to yourself. The weak creature is shaped by the world as it becomes stronger, and when it reaches certain level of power it achieves the ability to shape the world itself.

~ Savor the taste. Enjoy it, let it fill you.

~ Use those around you same way they want to use you.

~ You told that yourself. This is what you want. You are worthy to have…

… everything. But not just yet.

-          “Zari? Something happened? You looked bit absent for a moment.” Dragoness asked with concerned tone

-          “I am fine, sunshine. I was just wondering what a funny life I have. I really have everything. Funny life, lots of actions, great friends and most wonderful woman I could ever desire by my side.”

-          “You are wrong in one place…” I raised my brow “… I am the one having you, not the other way!”

She chuckled happily.

If that’s what she wants to think, I won’t stop her. Just let me look in those eyes of your some more.




Next day. Morning. Guild.




Jericho was sitting behind the table supporting his chin on his palm. Now he saw what he refused to see for past few days. He screwd the training. He treated Elana like every other student that came to study under his guidance – he did everything to abuse her limits.

That was a mistake, he could easily tell that by seeing lack of improvements. Poor little El still struggled with doing ten sit ups.

Damn it. Zariel told that clearly – some basic stretchings and warm-ups! Her muscles were degenerated - she has to learn once again how to walk, damn it! By abusing under-developed muscles he could harm its grow! He could cripple her for life! What a shameful mistake!

Hopefully, it is still not too late.

Someone knocked at the door.

-          “Guild Master, you called us?”

Rus shoved her head through gap in the door

-          “Indeed, I did. Come on in.”

Rus walked inside, Elana followed her. Her cheeks were already bit reddened from climbing thought the stairs.

-          “I got a quest for you two... Easy! Easy there! Nothing big. No killing, nor hunting.” He added after seeing eyes of the girls widening “In the end, Rus is still G rank…”

-          “F! I got promoted yesterday!”

-          “Rus, my child, Rank G was made just for nobles that wanted to have a paper telling that they are adventurers – somehow it boost their ego. F rank stands for, pardon my words, Fucking useless. All rank bellow D were made to separate spoiled brats from people with guts that are not afraid to get their hands dirty. There is still a long way before you would be treated as adventurer.”

He said that with rough tone making little magician lower her head bit with her cheeks reddened from embarrassment

-          “Don’t get me wrong. Ranking up is an event worth celebrating, but you have to remember that you have made only first step. Nothing more.”

-          “I.. I know it!” she pouted

-          “B..but what about me?” El asked clasping her hands on level of her chest in concern “I am not even an adventurer, I can’t possibly be recruited for any quest, not speaking about…”

Jericho slide over the table a piece of paper with quest in her direction. She pick it up with tense expression.

-          “That is… a shopping list?”

-          “Very important shopping list!” Jeremy corrected her raising his finger in the air “I want you two to get everything from the list in same order.”

-          “B…but the things from the top and bottom of the list can be bought in same place! You literally would want us to walk over the whole merchant district few times! It will take us twice as long!” magician yelled after taking a look at the list

-          “There is a reason behind everything, Rus, here – I prepared one for you too.” Another piece of paper was push in direction of other girl

-          “It’s fine! I am confident with my memory! Just leave it to us and…”

-          “Rus. I insist. Take it.”

The list given to Rus had bit different quest description. Bit above list itself he wrote a small notice

Rus,

Adventurer has to become stronger not only as individual, but also as part of the team. You will leave your life in hands of your friends many times. You have to help them improve too, remember – the chain is as strong as strong is its weakest link. El has determination. All she need is a little push and someone who would help her bring her body in right shape. From now on I would like to ask you to help me training her. The two of you may make a great team with time. So, Rus, will you help me?

Girl read the text over and over again. In the end she just raised her hand which she clench it in the fist giving Jericho confident nod

-          “Please! Leave it to me!”

-          “R..Rus! Aren’t you to eager? I..I mean, that’s just a shopping list and…”

-          “There are only two ways of doing things! Seriously or not at all! Come on El! We will put our spirits into this job!” her eyes were burning “Come on, El! Shout with me! YA-HOOO!”

Rus yelled raising her hand over her head

-          “Y..Y…Ya-ho?” El followed both scream and posture, yet with far smaller excitement

-          “We will have to work with your posture and confidence! But fret not! I will devote lots of attention to you from now onwards! We will make a heroine out of you! You will see, kids will be adoring you! Hm, we will have to think of some cute nickname for you! CRAP! I DON’T HAVE ONE MYSELF! Ok, easy there, we will have a meeting to discuss that matter as soon as we would end with this quest and…”

Rus was talking with speed of thousand words per minute while pushing her friends in direction of door. In the end Jericho was left one again alone in his office

-          “I hope Zari won’t kill me for that.” He said quietly to himself

Another knocking could be heard at the door

-          “Ya busy?”

It was Jason. Middle-aged man that Zari brought recently to the guild.

-          “I am always buys.”

-          “Sad to hear that.” He said forcing sad expression on his face “I just got myself new bottle of whiskey and I was looking for someone to help me empty it.” He slowly started leaving the room

-          “Hey, hey, hey! Where do you think that you are going? Back inside! I am not THAT busy! I mean, if I would relax myself a little my efficiency would improve, right?”

Jason put two glasses on the table and opened the bottle

-          “Oh, I am sure that you are right.” He said while pouring liquid into glasses “You have lived longer than myself, all I can do is to listen to you while hoping to learn as much as possible… also, I would have a favor to ask.”

O-ho. Here we go. Nothing for free

-          “I am all ears.”

-          “Well, I joined the guild cuz Zariel told me that I could somehow earn a coin for bottle of two… The problem is that because we are ranking up so slowly I can’t put my hands on better quests. Come on, Jeremy! I am talking to you as my bottle-friend! I am not asking for moneys for free! Could you just… forget about my rank once or twice while setting quests, will you?”

-          “Oh, I am not sure, it doesn’t sound right.” He said after he drunk the glass in one go and putting it back on the table

-          “Oh, if you could reconsider this…” he said as he was pouring another round into glasses

-          “I am still not really into this idea…” they drank once again

-          “Really nothing that would change your mind?” Jason Jasny yet again refilled glasses

-          “…Well, you know what?” Jeremy asked as he opened the drawer and picked another paper “I have a quest here, estimated for B-ranks. Easy one. A merchant needs someone to protect his goods in warehouse. The problem is that the city – two days south-west from here – is well known because of thiefs. Merchant is afraid that guards are corrupted. I told you, normally I would send Morgul or Marika… but then a photomancer… you could just cast illusion in the warehouse? Make it look empty or filled with some food?”

-          “And what does it store?”

-          “Oh, you would enjoy it. He is one of the best producer of… whiskey. If he would like your job he can give you some gift… You know what I mean? BUT! No drinking during job!”

-          “Fear not. Zariel already trained me in that matter. Also, you are great friend, Jericho!”

They finish the bottle and Jason left the office with wobble step.

Damn it. He was growing too soft.




Same time. Red Mountains.




They started preparations before the sun raised. Lots of forces were gathering in the hall in front of the gates. And I have to say that – they were impressive. Their coordination was flawless, especially those in the first lines. Commanders were giving orders and in next second phalanxes were moving as one body.

-          “THIRD BRIGADE – LEFT WING! FIRST BRIGADE – RIGHT WING! SECOND – TAKE MIDDLE! MAKE PATH FOR BULLDOZERS!”

Brigade was made of 25 footmen creating 5x5 formation. Every life on five was made of sergeant commanding four of his man, and every brigade by corporal. Sergeants were taking command if formation of brigade would be broken.

Sergeant had their helmets with small horns on the sides which made them easily recognizable on the battlefield. Corporals were having small flags attached to their backs.

There was also squads of cavalry – depending on the environment. If they would manage to catch enemies on the mountainside they would send fast divisions on goats – same squads were send if the enemies would start running.

Yet it was their heavy cavalry what was truly worthy of praise – in the end you rarely can see someone riding over cave bears.

Gisele joined bulldozers taking her spot in first line of the middle team, taking place near my recent opponent. Bulldozers themselves were put in the third line. Interesting. They wouldn’t be hit by first line of enemies, so casualties from impact would be lessened, still they are close enough to take a lead in case if situation would turn dire… wait, is that modified Acies triplex?

-          “Are you ready yet?” Queen asked as she stopped by my side. I looked at my cool-down message.

-          “… Five, four, three, two and…” I started counting down

Flash of magic turned into smoke that slowly started forming shape of bird. A raven flew from purple mist landing on my shoulder as it started rubbing its head on my cheek

-          “There, there, who is a good birdie? Hm? Yes, you are! Did it hurt? Aw, it did! My poor little birdie was hurt! It’s ok now, there, there!” I kept patting its head gently

-          “Could you… um… hurry?” Vakirra didn’t like my small gestures of affections. I calmed her down with a gesture.

-          “How cruel to hurt my birdie! Little one, show me who did that to you, I will surely repay a debt!”

Gilbert chirped happily as he rested his head on mine creating memory link.

Alien memories took over my mind as I saw and felt same things my raved did yesterday. I saw it. Valleys and mountains. Lots of forces on the mountain bit to thenorth. At first Gilbert wanted to fly in that direction but something else caught his attention. A small blink to further on west.

Bird turned and flew that direction. A small camp was well-hidden. Hundreds of small goblins and few hobgoblins were swarming the places. One side of the mountains was hit with pickaxes over and over again. It almost looked as if job of forces at the north was to draw attention.

Weird. I remember what goblins are like. Not completely stupid, but their strategies were lacking a lot. They prefer swarming their targets…

There was a tent made of leather in the corner of the camp, Gilbert tried flying bit closer, yet few greenskins below noticed it. Their raised a shriek and bolted to the blowguns and slings trying to shot bird down.

From the tent few creatures stepped outside. A gobbling with staff – clearly a shaman. Some twisted creature I already seen – a small troll, his movements were fluent and despite his ugly body he was moving with grace.

The last creature was two meter tall, red skinned ogre… no. wait. He is bit shorter, but I am almost sure that he looks pretty alike to certain WOMANH I met. Is that an Oni? Respect that is show to him… he is not just some warlord, can it be that I have already saw enemy leader?

Goblin-shaman pointed at Gilbert and said something to Oni, he just nodded, pick up a stone and throw it at Giblert.

It flew like bullet, poor bird had no chances of avoiding it. Next thing I felt was the stone crushing my skull. I shattered memory-link hissing with pain.

-          “Everything all right?”

-          “Enemy is leaded by red-skinned, two meters tall ogre or Oni, I can’t be sure. There is a hidden valley here…” I said putting my finger on the map on the table behind us “… they are doing … something… there. It looks as if their forces are doing everything to keep your forces away from that place. Gilbert has been spotted. I am pretty sure that they relocated their forces to stop us from reaching. Well, that’s what I would do if that camp would matter to me.”

Queen Vakirra nodded few times. Her advisors were walking at the map

-          “They would have better positions…” head of Ironblood said “… they have at least three places they could use to set up an ambush. Here…” he pointed on narrow passage “… they can put archers. We wound have to send goat-riders to eventually clear the passage. Then here…” his finger slide over the map on next position “…they could set few traps. We would be forced to march uphill. Units with towershields should lead the way here… and finally – opening right here. Perfect place for battle. Open space. Solid, hard ground – place capable to hold an army or two – it is also guarding the only passage to the camp that kid showed.”

By [kid] he meant me.

-          “Thank you, Zariel. We are marching out! Ironblood is in charge of strategy and his son will command an army from the field.”

-          “I have weird feeling that you want to leave me here…” I titled my head to the side. Damn, I slowly stop controlling that movement

-          “We told you, your fighting style is far too different from ours and…”

-          “I won’t charge with army, damn it! Still, I am sure that you could use help of magician, I am pretty confident with my skill, at least up to the point of stopping few goblin magicians from burning your forces!”

-          “Y…You want to come with us?”

-          “Yeah. If I wouldn’t I would be forced to hear Gisele boosting how wonderful she was on the battlefield for next three years! And that way I could steal at least part of the glory.”

Queen few times opened and closed her mouth few times before nodding one more time

-          “Very well and… thank you. You truly are our friend.”

The gates of the city under mountain has opened and brigades one after another start marching out. Hundreds if not thousands of dwarfs left the heart of the mountain.

Ah, so we finally get to the part with explosions, exciting, is it?

            

    
        Chapter 213

    
    
    
    
                Pyrox sneezed loudly making Marika raised her head.

-          “Hm? Are you cold Pyro?”

-          “Na! Pyrox is always hot! Also name is Pyrox! No Pyro!”

-          “I think Pyro sounds cuter…”

-          “C..c..cuter?” pyromancer looked as if fairy just offended his great ancestors “PYROX IS NOT CUTE! PYROX IS A MAN! MANLY MAN! SECOND MANLIEST MAN AFTER BIG BOSS!”

-          “Great. Another person with Zari-issue. Well, if you are all right then let's continue. See? These herbs are pretty pricey – they grown usually in humid and hot environment so you can’t really find them in Neira. We are lucky!”

She was about to pick the herb, but before her hand reached the weed she squealed quietly and fell on her butt.

-          “MISS MARIKA! EVERYTHING ALL RIGHT?!” insane mage shout in the sky like a madman

-          “Haha, sure I am. There was a bug under a leaf. It bite me. not painful at all, I was just surprised and…”

Yet mage already jump at the flower. He quickly picked already mentioned insect between his fingers looking at it angrily with bloodshot eyes.

-          “… you little vile creature…” he barely whispered at the tiny creature with pure malice “… you dare not only to frighten miss Marika, you dare BITE HER?! Termination of your whole race won’t be enough!” Then he turned his head to fairy saying “Fear not, miss Marika! I will protect you!”

And a powerful explosion shook the air as fairy-biting-monster got turned into molecules.

-          “My hero…” Marika said with a bored tone rolling her eyes. “…W..wait, what are you doing?”

Because Pyrox wasn’t done yet. Apparently he wasn’t joking about eradicating the whole race of fairy-biters. He started running all over the clearing waving his hand in all directions causing multiple explosions to turn green scenery into conflagration.

-          “H..Hey! Stop joking around!”

-          “PYROX ALWAYS SERIOUS!”

-          “B…but!”

-          “ALWAYS! SERIOUS! DIEEE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE!”

Fairy was indeed taken aback, not in a good meaning, but still – taken aback.

-          “OK! ENOUGH! STOP IT!”

-          “DIEEEE!”

-          “YOU ARE DESTROYING THE HERBS!”

Poor little fairy was trying to stop the mad-mage from destroying the place that was a nice source of her pocket money and spot she used to relax, unfortunately Pyrox lost himself in his frenzy.

Eventually he stopped panting heavily. In the end he looked back at his little companion with the purest smile on his face

-          “See? No bugs! You are safe now!”

A branch of partly burned tree broke and fell on the ground behind him. Veins was pulsating on the fairy’s forehead.

-          “Miss Marika? It’s ok now! See? Safe! It’s safe! Nothing will hurt you with Pyrox aro…UNA-A!”

A tree grabbed him by the leg and lifted him up in the air turning him upside-down. Angry fairy… Mad fairy… absolutely furious fairy approached him, grabbed his cheeks between her palms and brought her face a bit closer to his. While looking him deep in the eyes she hissed quietly.

-          “Now. We will discuss about things like [mission’s priorities], ok?”

Poor pyromancer. He wanted to do good.





Same time. Council of Mages.





Doors to the Council chairman’s office were opened a little. Then, in the gap made by the opening a redhead appeared.

-          “You send for me, senator?”

-          “Indeed Ruby, come on in.”

Witch entered the room as she was told and approached the table. She kept standing. She was far too low in ranking to casually sit. She needed to wait for a request first. Still, the chairman was a polite person and she didn’t have to wait long for that

-          “What are you doing child? Sit down! Don’t make me beg you!” older man said with a polite smile “In the end I want to use you a little” he pointed at the papers on the desk close to the young witch.

She quickly picked them up and started quickly reading the topics.

What she noticed at first were huge red character on top of every file saying.

“TOP SECRET”

“ACCESS LEVEL OMEGA”

Or

“EYES ONLY! NO RECORDING MAGICAL TOOLS ALLOWED!”

-          “I want you to tell me what you think about them.”

A new dungeons started appearing. The news itself isn’t anything weird, they would appear all the time, the problem is that not so many at the same time. Also, newly formed dungeons usually were “weak” – small, rarely having more than just few floors with pathetic creatures lurking in and with treasures of such a poor quality that barely anyone wanted to be bothered by picking them.

Here, they started appearing like mushrooms after rain, sometimes even two in same location – side by side with corridors merging together.

Another document stated that few artifacts (especially those in the council vault) lose their effect and at the same time some became much more powerful.

Another file – plenty of rouge-dark mages guilds emerged and started acting like bandits. Well, bandits would attack smaller villages for gold and supplies, bandit-mages were riding smaller libraries and lesser branches of the academy to steal their books. Bandits would attack people to steal their belongings, bandit-mage attacked people to use them in their experiments.

Another one – this one not strictly-magical-related. Beastkins started acting… violently, especially between each other. Two groups formed – one, the one that kept living the way they used to, far away from societies in their hidden villages and the second one – some lesser tribes started merging together attacking first one. Apparently it is somehow related to their political and religious differences.

-          “I… I have no idea what to think about these… I mean... I can’t…”

-          “Find anything that would connect those cases?”

-          “Yes.”

-          “It is easier than you could imagine. But before that… how is your friend doing?”

-          “R..Richard? Um, good I guess. His family has lately lots to do and…”

-          “Oh. No, that’s not what I mean. I am sure we know about nobles more than they would like us to know. I am asking about your friend that learned together with you from Hanna.”

She clenched her hands in fists. Of course. It is always about him. She kept proving herself all the time. She was breaking her own limits, wasn’t sleeping at night studying. She finished five-years-long lessons sessions within a year. Her thesis was honored and added as chapter in one of the books… Yet somehow she wasn’t remembered as Ruby – the brilliant one but Ruby – Zariel’s friend.

At the corridors of academy people would laugh at her. “you fought three against one, yet lost?” she would challenge them, and beat them. Yes, in dueling she was in top five on the year.

Do you think that they would treat her better after that? That they would say “wow, you are strong?” no. Instead they said “damn, that Zariel must be one hell of a mage to beat her…”

She wasn’t mad at Zariel. She couldn’t ask him to be weaker… yet still, all she wanted was recognition! And here, she stood in front of Senate chairman about to assist him. She thought that she was here because of her achievements.

But no. She was here because she knew Zariel.

-          “Sir, I don’t know. We meet rarely. I am pretty sure he doesn’t like me… not to say that he hates me. Is that all, sir?”

She wanted to leave already

-          “Calm down, you spoiled child.” Senator said with bit harsher voice “It’s not about you, me, council. Our role as magicians, and Senators – for yes, I picked you so you could gather experience and with time join our ranks; is to protect people we are responsible for. Council is the backbone of this land. And all the previous documents you just read and Zariel called Whiteraven ARE RELATED. They are a part of a bigger picture – our bloody job.

As it was said. There are dungeons emerging. It is our job to evaluate them – judge if they could threaten people living in villages and cities around it. We have to fight back dark mages and take a closer look at artifacts.

In same time we have to pay attention to our neighbors – how they act. Will they be our friends of foes? I show you lots of possible threats yet all you heard was the name of Zariel… Maybe you are still too young?”

Did she make a mistake? Or is chairman such a skilled negotiator that quickly showed same event from different point of view? She was told by Hanna to never fully trust the Senate.

-          “Tell me, how does council evaluate dungeons?”

-          “They would hire high-rank adventurers and go together with them on ride to gather data…”

-          “Is Zariel considered high-rank adventurer?”

-          “A..actually not. Las time I checked he was C-rank which is considered…”

-          “Tis’ but a formality. Just for him quest’s ranks are being lowered so he can partake in them.”

-          “Then.. yes?”

-          “Now. Darkmages. How does council deal with them?”

-          “Would send one of Sentinel…”

-          “Yes. But Sentinels are not just a butchers.  At first they have to watch the rogue- guild to consider if they are a threat. There are many lesser parties of magicians that villagers are calling an evil-guild, despite the fact that they are just practicing dark arts away from capitals to not harm anyone. In that case we are leaving them be – watching them, but not killing. In the end they can find something new on their field, and every knowledge is precious. Sentinels are usually joining the guild, winning their trust, working with them. If they are dangerous, they are erased from the inside. That’s why many of Sentinels are dark-mages. Like Daralon. Now, is Zariel – as dark mage, a material for Sentinel?”

-          “..Yes.”

-          “Now, use your own brain, lass, artifacts?”

-          “As with dungeons and dark mages – someone that have knowledge about curses and lived as adventurer would be great in evaluating spells attached to the items…”

-          “Exactly. And beastkins?”

Here Ruby stayed silent

-          “These two battling factions hate each other because of who they consider to be their spiritual-leader. One of them worship a beast-kin that can change his form however he pleases. Ring a bell?”

Redhead witch just nodded

-          “We are at state of war, we have inner problems, and our neighbors are uneasy. We – the Senate – have to gather tools to protect our people. And Zariel, just like Daralon – is a wildcard. We don’t want to use them – we want to HAVE them. Just in case. We tried recruiting him into alchemists guild, into Sentinels… in the end we managed making him an Ambassador. The problem is, that he is barely working for us.”

… But… Zariel is a person… N..not a toll. Yes, he is frightening. She in envious and jealous of his talents and possessions… She already betrayed him once and earned his anger. She was justifying herself because of the heat of the moment…

.. yet in the end she knew that she would do the same. That’s just her character, she hates risking what she got.

-          “What would he do?”

-          “As our worker? Just usual things. As alchemist he would craft potions. As Sentinel he would hunt rouge-dark mages. As Senator he would work for the well-being of our country… till the day his special abilities would be not only needed, but required. Wildcards are not to be used till the moment they are really, really desperately needed”

… that sounded better. Still, is he telling truth? Should she trust him?

She set up her mind.

-          “What do you want me to do?” She wasn’t going to repeat same mistake twice. She will work for the good of the people, but not the way he wants her to. Yes, she in an insecure coward. But not a willing backstabber. All she can do is to learn as much as she can and warn Zari.






Red Mountains.





The army was marching in steady tempo – which means horribly slow. They weren’t moving right at enemy, instead they kept picking some  longer, yet wider routes. Reason? Fastest paths were too narrow. If they would want to travel through them they needed to break their formation. In case of an ambush they could lose a terrifying number of soldiers this is why the Ironblood leader was forced to use the safer path. Queen didn’t like the idea – she would say that they were giving them more time for preparations. Ironblood just replied that if they would pick the faster routes there would be no dwarf left to fight alongside her at the battlefield.

Queen could only clench her teeth in anger and follow. In the end she gave command over the army to him. I didn’t like the old clan head of Ironblood. He was overly proud and was thinking only about his own profits, still, I would probably advise her the same thing.

After two hours we reached the first passage – the one Ironblood would pick for an ambush. Indeed. Valley allowed only one squad to march at the time. Cliffs on the both sides of it were truly perfect for our enemies, even just few archers troops set there could bleed our forces dry. This is why before forcing his people inside Ironblood send around hundred of goat-riders to scout the area ahead and eventually clear the passage.

But there was no one there. Another “dangerous place” was completely safe too.

-          “I don’t like it.” One of advisors in commanding [camp] said aloud “Greenskin are stupid, but not idiotic. Their inability to build a decent building never meant that they would refuse using opportunity to ambush someone. They LOVE ambushing – when you are weak and small it is your only opportunity to survive…”

-          “Could it be that they have left their camp?” another one voiced his thoughts.

-          “Highly unlikely.” I raised my voice “They were protecting it far too much to just abandon it. Also, how many times have you seen goblins with pickaxes? They were doing something important for themselves there. I would advise proceeding with caution…”

-          “I will not take orders from any beardless kid!” general Ironblood hissed in my direction.

As answer I just shrug my arms are returned to my businesses – scratching my ravens under their necks.

-          “So, your orders?” another dwarf asked the general

-          “… greenskins probably didn’t change their location. Proceed with caution.”

I turned around my head to hide my wide smile from the enraged dwarf. No need to pick fights in the day of war.

The sound of dwarfs marching in perfect unison resonated through the mountains. Location of our forces were known to anyone in two miles radius. We didn’t mind that. We wanted to confront the enemy on the solid ground – where ability to coordinate movements of squads and much, much better equipment would give us an advantage over their numbers.

In the end we reached the huge open arena in the mountains. Indeed – it was a place that could hold a battle between two armies. Still, we found out why there was no ambushes on our way here.

-          “Holy f…” all advisors said in awe.

-          “That’s a… fort?”

Indeed, it was. Made quickly mostly with wood, here and there only reinforced with iron and clay. Still, a fort is a fort. Eight five meters tall towers protecting a long four meter fence. The walls were green from goblins carrying bows swarming it.

On the ground, right in front of the fence they put sharpened sticks that were pointed in the direction of our forces – to slow our charge down.

Some guttural shout could be heard from behind the walls. It was a shout in language I already heard – goblin language. What it meant I could only wait to see?


The gate opened clumsily and the enemy forces left it. Hobgoblins, trolls, ogres were running outside taking their position between the traps and the wall. At first hundred of them left it, then two, four, eight.

Our forces counting around thousand of footmen, two hundred of goat-riders and same amount of bear-riders were quickly outnumbered.

I could already see forces thrice as big as our… and who knows what was still hidden behind those walls.

-          “Are those our ballistas?” someone growled angrily behind me.

I hear that they raided and plundered few dwarfish cities – food was not their only target. They brought quite a few war machines with them

-          “They can’t possibly know how to use them!” one of advisors yelled

-          “Oh, I am sure they figured it out.” Once again I cut between their conversation “They would never build it, yes, but I doubt that they would bother bringing artillery with them if they couldn’t use it. Some of their shamans are pretty intelligent. Maybe they won’t be able to shoot with accuracy as big as you, maybe they won’t be able to shot five bolts per minute… but on battlefield you just have to keep aiming at biggest crowd, ain’t you?”

-          “DAMN IT! It was not supposed to be a siege! We don’t have machines and…”

-          “Oh, but you have two machines, general.” I casually said.

-          “Ha?! Where?!”

-          “I am pretty sure you can use Gisele as battering-ram, I am sure that if she would smash the gate with her head few times it would eventually crack open… and I will humbly take the role of artillery…” I said snapping my fingers making sparkles dance around. “Just do your best, general. Feel free to order me around.”

At first man was furious, I am sure he wanted to spit few toxic words more, yet in the end he just nodded.

-          “Set rangers on position. Aim at the enemy walls. First line into the battle, we will most likely lose them, prepare 2nd and 3rd line to follow. Goat-riders should be able to climb those walls – if infantry would make a contact with enemy under gates, they would charge in, get behind the walls and butcher the archers…”

-          “That would work only if there is no more of them hidden on the other side.”

-          “Why do you think so?”

-          “I don’t see their leader. Big-ass red ogre or oni. But we will check it for you, right, boys?”

I asked my raves that flew in the air trying to circle the battlefield.

-          “They will scout the ground when your soldiers would focus attention of archers on themselves.”

-          “I don’t like risking life of my boys for some bloody birds!”

-          “These bloody birds are information providers. Do I have to teach you how important datas about your enemy are?”

He once again faced the battle field

-          “FIRST LINE – MARCH ON!”

He yelled. A horn of dwarf rang in the canyon. First line composed of 75 dwarfs started marching once again.
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                The very first line was made mostly of heavy armored footmen carrying reinforced iron tower shields. Their weapons were mostly short spears and halberds. It was more than obvious that their were made to close the distance between the armies. The only word that appeared in my mind as their description was “scapegoat”.

Yet I underestimated them. Indeed, they did draw attention of enemy forces – rain of arrows quickly fell from the sky, yet casualties were far lesser than I imagined. Equipment of greenskins was truly… trash. Arrows of different lengths flew everywhere. Maybe half of them dropped over shields raised above dwarfs head. And maybe one per ten managed to find a gap to slip in, just to bounce off their helmets and armors. Only few got wounded, and even these weren’t fatal damage. Bah! None even stopped moving despite arrow sprouting from their shoulder. Goblins readied another salve.

Yet something was still bothering me. Greenskins aren’t very smart. Yes, I can admit that their king could create some good strategy, yet then again – making it is one thing, and following orders is completely different case. I could see ogres in front of the gates kicking ground in anger and impatience, yet none of them charged.

Why? They are on the battleground, all they have to do is to charge at us and overwhelm with numbers. Indeed, on the open field where dwarfs can use their formations we would bleed them dearly, probably even win….

… but giving away the initiative… being passive… it’s not very goblin-like.


Behind the wall, bit deeper to the west


A small tent was raised on the hill so commanders of the greenskins could watch the battlefield from afar. It was made of grey leather so it blend with the rocks around it. If you didn’t know what you are looking for and wouldn’t come close enough it was impossible for you to notice it.

-          “Why are we waiting here?” Ogre half-meter taller than his king growled “Our brothers are fighting, dying for us, and all we do is sitting and watching! Don’t you want to…”

-          “What I want to achieve is only my concern, Grawhio, my and those who actually can think.”

-          “You will achieve nothing as you are doing nothing!”

King raised from his bone-throne making the ogre to take a steep back in fear

-          “Fine enough. I will tell you. Yes, our forces would most likely lose, no, I will not aid them to win, only to keep dwarf busy. Do you know why? Because I don’t know how they fight, because I don’t know what they have up their sleeves. I am willing to sacrifice them for the good of the horde.”

-          “WE OUTNUMBER THEM 30 TO 1! We can squash them like bugs and…”

-          “With what price? Our enemies fight with both valor and brain. On the open field I am more than sure that each of them can kill 10 if not 20 of us. We could break their forces, but there are always these that are protecting cities. We would be pushed back to the mountains, dwarfs would regroup, call for aid from different kingdoms and we would be slaughtered. Instead of this we should keep buying time. I am willing to lose a battle to win a war….”

-          “BULLSHIT! YOU ARE NOTHING BUT A COWA….”

Ogre was lifted by his throat in the air by king’s hand. He kept choking in pain as air was escaping his lungs.

-          “Coward? How many of challengers did I defeat, including you? On that wall I send weakest, slowest and un-loyal to me. You may feel honored that you are sharing a place in this tent. Do you remember what I promised you? Our own place on this world. Place where we won’t be butchered, slain and hunted. Do you really think that it can be obtained without blood and sacrifice? You are going to disobey me because of your PRIDE?”

He released Grawhio from his grip, the huge creature hit the ground gasping for air.

-          “I am willing to sacrifice 10th part of our army. Especially because we are lacking food… But, if you want to… feel free to gather your tribe and help them. If you want to die in vain, I won’t stop you. I have no need for fools.”

Ogre only threw angry gaze at the Oni before leaving.

-          “Was it wise, my king?” Gobraw – king’s shaman asked “Many are dissatisfied with your action, my king. They may join him and charge at the wall…”

-          “I would allow that - they would only buy us more time. We would gain more mobility and food.

-          “…If they would win they would they would once again challenge you, these time as a whole tribe, not just a leaders…”

-          “They won’t.”

-          “But…”

-          “They won’t.”

There was no point arguing with him. Sometimes he just kept repeating that something would or would not happen. And he was always right.


Battlefield.


Squads of 2nd and 3rd lines marched out soon after 1st. My heart jumped to my throat, in the end Gisele was marching with bulldozers in the 1st line of 3rd squad. Yes, 150 dwarfs were between her and enemies, but then again – knowing what she is like I was almost sure that she may just leave formation and jump in the heart of battle.

Ballista on the wall turned, aiming in the middle of the marching army, few goblins clumsily tried setting it in right way, before firing it. It both missed and landed in the same time – killing three dwarfs on the verge of formation. This war machine in better hands could cause much more damage.

Few sparkles appeared on the walls. Shamans started casting some lesser fire spells. It was an affront for every serious magic user. Still, these spells combined could be quite effective against dwarfs.

-          “These many shamans? Fuck…”

I heard one of advisors behind me swear.

-          “Don’t even bother with them. They are in my area of effect…”

-          “But!...”

-          “Just shut up and let me focus.”

I closed my eyes and found a spell on the battlefield with my mind. It wasn’t particularly hard task – dwarfs were dead-grey to me as the only source of magic shown from them were few dozen sets of runic magic. Few of the greenskins had some hidden magical potential and a sparkle of two escaped their aura.

But raging spell that was gathering power in the middle of group of lesser mages? It was like spotting fireplace in the dark night.

Tsh. They call THIS fire? Such a clumsy spell-structure! Total lack of coordination! They didn’t have specified roles either! When group of mages cast a spell, one is responsible for keeping a spell structure from collapsing, another one was overwriting it with new elements, one would be regaling the amount and tempo of transferring mana so it wouldn’t blow right in their faces, and one should keep the spell safe from 3rd parties interference… all of that while chanting.

And they? Here everyone did everything. Spell was pulsating like a beating heart of men with arrhythmia, after dancing session on three-legged table as his pants was on fire during chainsaws juggling.

Kids, if you would ever want to cast a damaging spell with your friends, don’t do it like them. I will explain why using them as example. First – no one protects the spell from other magicians (Ok, level of influence that one can have on spell is greater when you are closer to it, still, as these fuckers barely know how to lit a candle, I can do something like that!).

Shamans faces got twisted in fear as their spell started changing structure and power consumption “on its own”. First it was meant to be a bubble that would flew a certain distance and “break” above dwarfs head coating them in homemade napalm. This is why flame inside was bit “liquefied” and calm inside as it had a sturdy layer all over it.

Guess what would happen if someone would turn peaceful insides into heat-sucking vacuum? Implosion was feasting on heat, flame and mana. As long as it was feasting as long the spell was working, this is why shamans did all they could to prevent spell from collapsing – sending more and more mana. But! The more mana, the more powerful was the spell and… less balanced was the structure. First, one of them should stop mana consumption, then reverse the power level slowly draining the core and empowering the barrier around them. Then, at the end I would…

Heavy explosion on the wall let me know that they would never reach the last phase of calming spell down.

-          “Fucking pathetic.” I just rolled my eyes “When I saw mages I thought that they could keep me entertained… actually, I expected nothing, yet I am still disappointed.”

-          “Y..You did that?” Queen asked

-          “Yes and no, I just accelerated mana consumption and…” she had no clue about magic. None of them did. “Yes. I think that you can say it was me.”

DAMN IT! I feel so lonely! At first there was none I could share my puns! Then all alchemists I found were brainwashed corpo-slaves and finally no bloody magic user with decent humor around… DARALON! I MISS YOOOU!

Squads of the first line finally clashed with the enemies. As they were twenty or so meters away sergeant in first line let out a command in dwarfish after which his men hidden completely behind their shields charged onward.

Squads marching behind the heavy armored group carried small, light crossbow – easy to reload and carry, yet much more accurate and deadly than simple bows. They quickly kneeled, pulled the string with their hands (either because these crossbow didn’t require much strength or because they were ridiculously strong) put the bolt in it, aimed and awaited for command. Commander yelled loudly a single word after which 25 arrows left each squad.

Unlike goblins, almost every bolt hit its target. The chaos below distracted the forces just enough to let my little friends flew past the fortification undetected. They circled a few times. One turned around to report about what he saw right past the wall while his two brothers in arm flew deeper in.

Why only three of them? Because I left Sebastian on my arm. Just in case. I would prefer have him on the battlefield than die because of some lucky arrow.

After two salves, second squad’s line  put their crossbows back on their backs and charged in to aid their friends. Friends that already suffered some losses. Ogres, easily three-four times bigger than dwarf sweeping left and right with their hammers kept pushing the heavily armored soldiers back. I was still more than impressed that they managed to hold their ground instead of being send in the sky.

Greenskins were a frightening foe. Their diversity of sizes and complete lack of respect for their smallest companion gave them un-expectable advantage – as ogres and bigger hobgoblins were smashing from above goblins would try to crawl through the gap between raised in the air shields and ground. If dwarf would notice a little greenskin on the ground below him, he would quickly smashed it with his shield breaking his spine, or even cutting it in two – as I was told later the bottom part of tower shield was as sharp as a blade – apparently it wasn’t the first time that the goblins tried this trick.

Few ogres would even grab goblin and throw it between enemies line – if it wouldn’t end impaled on one of the spears it could actually cause a small havoc, shattering formation for a moment or two. That moment or two was more than enough for the ogres.

Still, dwarfs didn’t sell their lives cheaply. Each of them managed taking at least a few greenskins with them before they fell down to the ground, never to see the light of dawn again. I saw as one of the squads shattered their formation on its own, first line of five dwarfs surrounded an ogre that was causing lots of troubles. Rest of the squad moved past them forming their formation one again behind ogres back cutting it away from his comrades. A monster was now facing five dwarfs – four foot men and one sergeant. Hey, aren’t these… the one that trained with Gisele the other day? I can’t tell for sure, they were too far away...

Line of 2nd squads finally reached frontliners. Shields moved to the side letting much more mobile forces flooded the battlefield in the blink of an eye, one handed axes and hammers did its job decimating enemy forces. Goblins and hobgoblins fell like trees hit by lightening, ogres were putting more of the fight, killing not-fast-enough dwarf in leathered armors with a single strike.

When greenskin somewhat got used to the new tactic, agile forces retreated behind their allies as quickly as they came in. Tower shields once again cover the vision of goblin-kin before their spears and halberds appeared in small gaps between them as they charged in, trampling dozen of little creatures and pushing bigger one away.

Then a horn blow.

-          “Sighr awar da Gwardaro!” the yell shook the ground

-          “Someone mind translating?” I politely asked

-          “This is where the battle is over, kid.” Ironblood said proudly “It means [make way for the Bulldozers].

[In]famous squads in meteoric armors rushed at the battlefields. 2nd and 1st line was quickly moving aside making a way for the already charging forces. As soon as they moved past them wall of shields was shutting behind them. Army was moving like a living being.

The charge was lead by Ironblood son, of cou… wait…

-          “THE FUCK IS THIS DRAGON DOING AT THE FRONT!?” Old Ironblood grabbed his head “SHE ISN’T EVEN WEARING A DECENT ARMOR!”

Indeed. Prince must have changed his spot in the heart of 1st line with Gisele, right now she was charging with her twin axes in hands. When the last line of front liners spread letting her pass through and see her enemies. She grinned widely as she jump in the air landing between two hobgoblins… which she already managed to deprive their heads. Her axes were dancing, splashing blood in all directions.

Her tempest of blow caused havoc, chaos and terror in the enemy lines. Dragoness was pushing forward, killing, crippling and damaging enemies as if they were nothing but bugs on the path of a raging storm. One strike for one creature. No more was necessary. Even if it wouldn’t kill him, the army clothed in meteoric-red armor would. Ogres first regained their composure charging right at her.

She ducked under the first blow then burrowing one of  her axe in his calf forcing him to kneel, then she would quickly trade few blows with the second one, wait for an opening to smash it’s ribcage revealing his bleeding heart and lungs, just to turn around to the kneeling-crippled individual, and decapitate him cutting with her twin axes from the sides.

Red-squads following the prince quickly joined Gisele protecting her sides. She was the main actor of this bloody act, still, you can’t dance waltz alone. Body parts were flying in all direction when berserkers did their jobs. Greenskin were fighting back, simply their efforts didn’t bring any results. They barely slowed their charge.

Then, Gilbert landed on my shoulder after Sebastian gave him acknowledging nod. Little birdie quickly linked with my mind sharing his memory. I saw what was directly after the wall and that made my insides twist and turn. I could see how dangerous ogres were, all alone they could stop the charge and bring severe casualties upon the squad. In front of the wall, together with whole horde of lesser greenskin around fifty ogres stood their lines, half of them were already dead. Yet, just behind it over two hundred huge, strong, tall monster were waiting patiently for their turn. They could jump over the wall surprising dwarfish forces if they would approach the wall too close.

-          “Good. Everything is going smoothly. Prepare riders. We are taking the wall…” I heard advisors talking behind my back.

-          “Don’t!” I yelled “It’s an ambush! Call for them to hold their ground! Send another lines in, frontliners to aid them and set rangers to the side – tell them to shut over the wall!’

I kept shouting as I started taking the top part of mine clothing down.

-          “Listen, brat, if you think that I will listen to…”

I couldn’t waste time on arguing. I got closer to him, grabbed him by his beard as I pulled him closer

-          “I wouldn’t give a fuck if that would be only your nation on the line, but unfortunately for you there is my woman there. And if because of your foolishness she would lose but a one hair, you would get yourself calamity far greater than greenskin invasion – me. Capisci?! Great. Anyway I am out. There are few hundred more ogres behind the wall.”

-          “W…where do you think you are going?!”

-          “To save the day! Sing [I want a hero] for me!”

I said growing pair of insectoid wings on my backs preparing for a flight.

            

    
        Chapter 215

    
    
    
    
                The bulldozers were pushing a green-mass back. Their attack was swift and merciless, also, their newest addition in their ranks – a certain dragoness – also wasn’t just resting on her ass in the backlines. She didn’t know how formation should properly work, she didn’t know commands nor their fighting system, yet it didn’t matter. She was pushing forward, and the red legion followed her deeper into the inferno of blood and gore. Dwarfs were simply following her, instead of moving as a wave – steadily as one body butchering enemy they were like an arrow, carving their path in the wall of flesh.

Their heavy boots trampled bodies of enemies and friends alike.

On Dragoness face had a blissful smile plastered on. She was enjoying herself! Even if most of her enemies were weak, the number of them meant only one thing in her eyes – a challenge!

Her axes spun from side to side, from above to below. Goblins and Hobgoblins were too weak… she was trying to lead her formation to places where ogres stood their ground, yet even they would eventually fall, mostly because of the help of her new comrades. Prince of the Ironblood was more than just skilled on the battlefield. As he was dueling with Zari he couldn’t show even a scratch of his abilities. He was a team fighter. A leader. His shield together with shield of the other was creating impenetrable wall that was covering her sides from attacks, his glaive was digging in the body of the ogres before they could immobilize her.

Actually, she was bit annoyed by that. Ah, how much she would give fore opportunity to fight in the pit one against a few ogres, to check how many she can take down at once, to check how many waves can she withstand before collapsing…

In here memory there was still humiliation of losing to minotaurs. Even if they were bigger, stronger, faster and smarter than ogres… No. It doesn’t matter. Her life should be over. She lost. She underestimated the Tower and her opponents… if not Zari…

STOP THINKING ABOUT IT NOW! Yes, you lost, yes, you were saved, so get the fuck up from this bloody dirt and raise your blades again! So this would never happen again! So she would never….

-          “Foolish child! Such a weakling dares to claim to be my daughter?”

Her eyes widened in shock. She was no longer on the battlefield, instead, she was standing in the dim cave. She knew that place. She knew it far too well. Most of her muscles were gone, her armor was replaced by dirty cloth, instead of her twin axes she was carrying small, rusty, dull sword, almost bigger than herself.

Once again. She was a child facing her father.

Beast was sitting on the pile of gold. He wasn’t even facing her directly, as he was laying on his side. He kept pushing her back with his long tail, each strike was sending her flying a few meters before she would land on the ground covered in scratches. He was looking at her with that entertained look, as if he was observing some bug that picked its curiosity.

She was shaking, already exhausted, yet once again she made a step.

-          “Y..You will…” she started with unsteady breath “… go bac…k to village…a..and app..oligise to mommy!”

-          “Oh? Is that so? What if I won’t?”

-          “I..I will.. m..make you!”

-          “Feel free to try.” Beast grinned showing its row of spear-like teeth.

That monster… he did that to mommy… he made her act like that. And now, as mommy is dying… He won’t even… He won’t even… HE WON’T EVEN…!!!

She got up from the ground, grabbed her blade with both hands and charged on. The tail of the mighty dragon moved from above as if it wanted to trample her, she jumped to the side avoiding it. Still, the blow of beast shook the whole mountain, and Gisele.

But she kept running, she was losing her footing yet she never stopped charging. She started screaming. Another movement of his tail that she avoided, yet this time it was only a faint, he twisted his muscles making it act like a whip which change trajectory as it was about to attack from the side.

She was training for months! She will make him recognize her! By recognizing her as his daughter she will force him to recognize mommy! He will share some of his gold, she will be able to get medicine and… and… AND…!!!

She jumped above his tail rotating her body to the side. Beast grinned wider, it was entertained by this little bug, by her.

She got closer to the side, raised blade above her head and pierced down.

A blood splashed around.

-          “My, my…” Beast whispered half chuckling, as if not feeling pain “… kids are surely growing up fast, ain’t they? Very well. From now on, I will also use one of my paws…”

W..what?

She couldn’t react in time, clawed paw bigger than herself hit her from the side. Sending her across the room.

She hit the wall vomiting blood in the process.

-          “Ah, fly will always remain a fly. Even mosquito can bite from time to time… what a disappointment… For a moment I thought that…”

-          “He… m…my…”

-          “What do you want now?”

-          “Hel… mommy… Plea…se… I beg… a coin… just a gold coin… would be e…bough for medicine…”

-          “No. I won’t give you anything. For every single piece of my treasury I had to work myself. Every silver chalice, every golden plate, and every copper coin. I tore it with my own bloodies claws. Do you hear yourself? Give! GIVE!!! You are just like those lowly humans! You dare come to me DEMANDING to get help? Defeat me, and I will gladly give you my treasury. Defeat me, and you will earn a right to banish me from this place, make me look for another lair… DEFEAT ME, AND PROVE THAT THERE IS SOMETHING MORE IN YOU THAN YOUR MOTHER’S WEAKNESS!”

She was all covered in blood, her body was once again bigger, her twin axes re-appeared in her hand, she was once again on the battlefield surrendered by goblins…

But each of them somehow resembled her father… their eyes filled with that sick entertainment…

Just stop… just stop… just stop…. Juststop. Juststop. Juststop. Juststop. Juststop. Juststop. Juststop. Juststop. Juststop. Juststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststopjuststop….

-          “JUST STOP LOOKING AT ME LIKE THAT ALREADY!”

She screamed almost crying, charging once again at green-skins. They were confused by sudden outburst of dragoness.

She was crying. Tears were falling down her face mixing with blood of her enemies that was covering her from head to toes. Oh, it wasn’t making her look like a loser, oh no, those veins visible on her forehead and cheeks, flush of anger covering her face, clenched teeth… these all things were making her look more like an insane beast.

Axes were no longer dancing. It could no longer be name as dance. Skilled movements were replaced by savage, mindless blows. Every weapon-master after seeing them would rather send such a “fighter” to the lumber mill instead of picking them as his or her apprentice…

… but these moves were faster than a wind, stronger than a typhoon. If you would blink when her axe was on her left side, you would open your eyes just to notice that your head is laying 10 meters away from your body… and that the axe she used was on her right side…

She left the formation, dwarfs simply couldn’t follow her. She was too fast in her deadly march onward. Handles of her axes was slippery because of blood, yet her grip was so strong that she didn’t have to be afraid of losing her weapons, more about crushing it in her palm.

She bolted onward as she noticed four ogres getting closer and closer, each of them looked like a claw of her father’s paw. She needed to break them, cut them, turn them into dust and powder… she just have to prove her worth… for gold… to help her mother… losing isn’t even taken into consideration…

First ogre answered her challenge by charging back at her, he was carrying some deadly-looking mace. They swung their weapons at each other making them clench for a second. Then the blow of a dragoness pushed forward and the ogre took two steps back and his weapons was thrown behind him. She wasted no time.

Axe in her left hand dug into the thigh of the tall beast, the one in her right dug itself deep in the monster belly, just under the rib cage. Mighty beast fell onto all four spitting blood when Gisele rotated near him. She changed the way she held her axe, now not the blade, but deadly needle-hook on its other side used mostly as a counterbalance for the weapon penetrated the kneeling ogre’s skull. Its brain was turned into a bloody mess and forced outside of its head.

She looked with same insanity on the remaining three monsters.

Not many things can make a ogre to feel fear, yet this time, three remaining warriors took a step back by their own will.

Fast Pov change

-          “Now?” one of an ogres waiting behind the wall asked his higher-in-rank companion

-          “NO! Ask one more time and I will tear your spine from your fucking backs! Just bloody wait till goblins on the wall would give us a si…”

A high-pitched squeal could be heard from the walls. One of the “little ones” start waving in their direction madly.

-          “Now?” the first ogre actually bring himself to ask once again despite the threat.

-          “Yes. Now. READY YOURSELF, YOU FUCKING SONS OF THE GOATS! LOK’TAR O… I mean… TO THE DEATH! THEIRS OR OURS!” Ogre lead his companion across the wall.

Most of them didn’t bother using gates, instead they build up momentum running to the wall and start jumping over it, lading pretty often on their comrades on the other side. Still, who would bother about lives of goblins? They did great as canon food and cleaning up the camp. Nothing more. Nothing less.

Fast Pov change after fast Pov change

Aaaaaaaand they started charging. Great. I couldn’t not notice that Gis left her formation. Appraising her status from afar (something I managed doing only because I was in party with her. I appraised her name on my party list. Otherwise it would be impossible because of distance) I noticed her rage points raising dangerously close to 100. Few more and she would reach [Fanatic] state. I had to get in there before that… or she would start attacking our allies. Something I would rather avoid.

Good damn it! Stupid wings! Work faster! FASTER! DAMN IT!

I won’t make it on time… unless…

No. That’s stupid.

Just plain idiotic.

Such brainless moves could work only in low-class mangas and animes! No chances!

No chances!

NO CHANCES, I TELL YOU!

…

…

…

Let’s do this.

I moved my hands past my body, targeting my opened palms behind as I started concentrating fire magic.

Ladies, Gentlemen, and you - units of unprécised gender. Thank you for choosing Zari-travel. We would like to ask you to fasten your seatbelts, as apparently pilot has lost his shit and is about to use nitro. Thank you very much for your cooperation, see you in hell.

Breath in, breath out…

-          “As Pyrox would say it right now… Kaboom!”

I activated explosive spell from my palms

Extremely fast Pov change after fast pov change af… eh, screw this

Pyrox sneezed.

-          “Again?” Marika asked “Are you sure that you aren’t sick?”

-          “Pyrox can’t get sick! Pyrox too….”

-          “Too hot to get sick. Yes, yes I know.” Marika just rolled her eyes. Then she whispered to herself “Goddess, give me patience, for if you would give me strength I would fucking beat the shit out of him!”

Back to Zari

-          “MOTHERFUCKER!” I only managed to scream as the momentum of the blow forced my mouth and eyes open alike. I could only praise my luck for not hitting any flies. Still, I am pretty sure that my face was right now looking like those dogs that were putting their heads through the window of riding car.

I could almost hear the soldiers below me talking

-          “What is it?”

-          “It’s a bird!”

-          “No! An airplane!”

-          “No! It’s a sup… wait, what the hell the airplane is?”

-          “I don’t know. I just felt an urge to say so…”

I didn’t know how their conversation ended as I already flew past them. Now, about the landing part… No, it is impossible for me to “land”, the momentum was far too great. I could only try making my fall look a bit less embarrassing….

… or we could combine useful and nice into one…

I start covering myself in fire spell making myself look like a fire bolt more than a human. Now, bit higher, left, left…. Some more left… stupid wind blowing, LEFT DAMN IT! Gis? Where the hell are y… ah, there you are. Right in the middle of blood and gore, of course, fear not, my princess, your hero is on his wa….

Back-to-Gisele-Pov

I was able to get part of my senses back, just to see what I did again. Papa Jeremy was telling this over and over. Control your emotions, or emotions would control you.

I couldn’t. I am sorry. I got myself surrounded once again. My muscles were screaming from pain, as usually in berserker state I broke my own limits abusing my body. I am dead. I am so, sooo dead. Ogres are still jumping across the wall. I could defeat four of them, I am pretty sure I would defeat even 10 at the same time. The problem is, that there is more than just 10 of them, my allies are too far away behind my back, right now I am rotating in all direction trying to slash ass many greenskins jumping from every side as it is only possible.

But my body is heavier and heavier….

I could… maybe I could kill some more if I would let rage devour me? I would become unstoppable… for some time.

Haha. I wasted the life that Zari saved. Life that he saved twice, in tower and Blackwoods mansion… I am sad that I won’t be able to see his face again, all I can do is to make him proud… that I died in bat…

-          “MOOOTHEERRR…” I heard from afar “…FUUUUUCC.”

Something hit the ground few meter from me, shaking the ground with earth shard and blaze.

Did dwarfs started using catapults? Put I didn’t see them to bring any with them…

Flames started moving by its own, creating shapes of serpent devouring greenskin. Fire was attaching to their bodies like living being, refusing to disappear, then from the crater a white haired mage raised shaking dust from his shoulders

-          “Hello, love. You missed me?” He grinned widely

-          “Z..Z…” I wanted to cry, this time from joy…. But then “… ZARI!? DID THEY SHOT YOU FROM A FUCKING CATAPULT!?”

-          “Wait?! What?! NO!”

-          “Knowing you, you surely would be ready to do such thing!” I said slashing goblin that was about to jump at my head from the side.

-          “This is a slander! I would never do such a reckless act… ok. I totally would.  But it was not a case!” he said moving his palm as in weird, exotic dance forcing blazes of fire to consume even more enemies.”

-          “Ha?! Still, you were supposed to sit together with the commandeers at the camp on a hill!”

-          “I did!... for some time, at least, but all this time I was looking from afar at your butt which was keeping me distracted!”

-          “POOR JOKE! I am more than sure that it was covered by masses of dwarfs!”

-          “OH SHUT UP ALREADY! I CAME, SO I CAME! END OF THE CASE! I won’t let you keep your whole glory just by yourself!”

Through such a hopeless lie even I could see through. You must have seen those ogres behind the wall… or me losing to rage.

Once again you came to save me…. You idiot.

-          “Stop wasting breath, damn it!” He scolded me turning his back, increasing area of his spell “I will keep the new from coming, at least for some time, you will have to get rid of these that are already here. We need to form a line once again with dwarfs!”

A wall of fire started spreading to the sides rising high in the air.

I got what he meant. Such a huge spell will require lots of focus and powers, he may collapse soon. I have to finish before that.

 Saved once again. He was smaller than me, his muscles were far from being called “developed”. Still, when I am looking at him right now, he looks like strongest man in the world.





Capital of Neira, Adventurer’s guild





Guild master sneezed loudly blowing his nose in the tissue.



	“Hm? Getting cold?” Alesia raised her brow entering the room “I have never seen you before sneezing like that.”




	“Me? Cold? Woman, I have been fighting in Antrachta Mountains with Yetis! Without clothes!”




	“Yeah. I heard those fairy tales before…”




	“THESE ARE NOT…”




	“Yeah, whatever you say. But still, you are growing old so…”




	“I AM STILL STRONGEST HU…”




	“Jericho. You are no longer a human.”




	“Tsh.”




	“That girl took your title”




	“Tsh.”




	“Also. You should start taking care of yourself - taking some herbs, i know! Maybe you could ask Zariel to cook you some potion and…”




He throw angry look at his assistant



	“Anyway…” He continued “I don’t care about that [strongest] title! I am already also the living legend! I only care for one girl to see me as strong! My little sweet Gis! In her eyes I will always remain strongest! NYA-HA-HA-HA!”




	“What if somebody else would impress her?




	“My little girl? Answer is easy. I will tear him to shreds! NYA-HA-HA-HA!”






Somewhere far, far away, it was Zari’s turn to sneeze
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                It’s ya boi Basicbörje bringing u another quality chapter once more





What does fire need to exist? That’s something that most of the people that finished elementary school knows. Temperature, fuel, and air with magic you can replace more than just one of these elements with mana.

It can generate heat, it can be used instead of fuel and air, but, the more elements you would replace, the greater is the mana consumption. For example, if you would want to lit a fireplace in your camp in the middle of the forest, it would be almost as easy as snapping your fingers if you would cast the fire spell on a pile of dry logs. If there would be rain falling from the sky, it would be that much more difficult because magician would have to keep granting heat for the fire to not die out.

Creating fireball as ranged damaging spell usually means that mana has to take the role of the fuel, as it has nothing to burn on, still, as flames usually flew the only couple of seconds before exploding cost wouldn’t be ridiculously high.

In conclusion, creating same fire spell on the desert on already prepared material is billions of times easier and less exhausting than setting fire underwater on in the void. But why am I bringing this matter?

Cuz right now I wanted to summon a wall of fire hundred meters long and at least eight tall having only air available. Yes, decent level of fire magic and pretty high mana pool would allow me to create it, yes to keep it burning is completely different thing. If I only had something to use as fuel… solid objects, or… Wait. I can have it! I am not just a pyromancer, damn it! I have it in my class name!

I quickly cast a shockwave that sent lesser greenskins back earning few precious seconds. Seconds, I used to start another quick chant. My eyes were moving in all directions looking for possible threats as I was singing prayer for Aira. Green vines started erupting from the ground below me forming a wall that caught few slower goblins. I ignited it before it managed to raise high enough. It doesn’t really matter to me. My quick calculation said that summoning this small forest in front of me and using it as firewood cost me less mana that simply forcing fire into existing.

Still, I had to use two spells, so the cost of mana was balanced by casting time. Nothing in this world exist for free. How very sad and true.

Greenskins, especially ogres, tried their best to cross the line of flames, yet because of the heat, they couldn’t even get closer. I looked behind me. On this side of fire, it was no longer battle. Seeing that their enemies were deprived of reinforcements my allies started pushing, trampling and slaughtering a bunch of goblins, hobgoblins and the few ogres that remained. Morphing my nails into claws I allowed myself to speed up the process.

Dwarfs were still using the same tactic. Heavy armored were striking with their shields, pushing enemies back, then they would stab them with their spears and halberds before making an opening for their companions from the back lines to rush in, flood the battlefield with gore and blood before the shield men would charge in with their shields again.

Ironblood prince was shining. I could no longer tell if his armor was red because of meteor it was made of, or because of all the blood that was covering him.

My mana was depleting in awfully fast pace. I only allowed myself to cast a small, bright fireball in the air drawing their attention to me. With few fast gestures I politely asked them to” [stop playing around and fucking move their bloody asses as I am about to faint, for fuck sake!], or something similar. Prince yelled something in dwarfish speech, the squad he was commanding yelled same words in response. Each of them dropped their shields and spears as they took off their twin axes that up until now were waiting in special sacks on their backs.

And they rushed in. Through the whole battle, Prince showed that he was not only good fighter, but also a great leader that managed to keep the whole squad under control. Right now he showed the world why they were named Bulldozers.

They no longer moved like one body. They were simply a mass of axes that happened to move in the same direction. Seeing them charge in my direction made even my heart skip a beat. Am I wearing anything green? Could they possibly mistake me for a greenskin? No. Can’t be. I am wearing black, I am covered in blood, much taller than goblins, far shorter than ogres… No way they could accidentally slice me in half, right? RIGHT?!

When the first squad of dwarfs reached the fire wall I slowly started putting the spell down.

-          “LISTEN, YOU SON OF THE GOATS!” young prince yelled with every bit of power he had in his throat “BEHIND THIS LINE OUR ENEMIES WOULD BE ONLY OGRES! BREAK YOUR SQUADS! FIVE MEMBERS FORMATION! WE WILL BLEED THOSE BASTARDS DRY!”

A shout of valor combined with weapons raised once by his comrades was his only response.

-          “You have my thanks…” He said looking at me “… you have pretty much saved our lines.”

-          “I am sorry to disappoint you, but I was far more concerned about certain hot blooded redhead idiot.” I said shifting my gaze at Gisele that was standing near us. After hearing me she lowered her head and her tail moved between her legs as if she was a scolded puppy.

-          “I… I know. I am sorry, I just…”

-          “Save your breath, sweetie. There is more of them behind the wall. Also, I would never let them harm you. You are my idiot.”

Somehow it helped her mood, or so I thought seeing tip of her tail raise and fall twice.

-          “GEEET REEEADY!” main forces commander yelled seeing the fire slowly die.

The army had already shattered, creating dozens of smaller teams. I took Gisele with myself and sank a bit deeper between our forces. She had a few awful wounds and her muscles were fatigued. Allowing her to fight now would be simply foolish. Oh, she wasn’t happy about that. Not at all, but after few quick insults, she eventually followed me.

-          “Gis, battle is being won with many methods. Fighting is not the only way. We will look upon the battlefield from that little hill, so we could react if something would be happening.”

-          “Bullshit. No war has been won without a bloodshed.”

-          “I call bullshit on your bullshit. Many were won this way. Simply, there are not put into military books. There was famous strategist living long ago. He was known even by their enemies which respected him greatly. Once he was forced to protect the city, he had very few soldiers. He was heavily outnumbered, he knew that there was no way he could win the battle. So, he ordered his soldiers to hide in the city, told to open the front gates, he sat on the wall and played on the flute. Everyone thought that it was an ambush, so they didn’t attack the city.”

-          “… never heard about it.”

-          “Of course you didn’t. Formally this battle never happened.”

-          “… I see your point, but…”

-          “You don’t like leaving your friends behind?” she nodded “Gis, you have a pierced thigh and side, a dislocated limb and exhausted muscles. Atop of that everyone saw that. If you would fight side by side with them now, they couldn’t focus on their enemies cuz they would check all the time if you are still breathing. You would only cause more bad than good. Think about others too, at least from time to time, sweetie”

She lowered her head even more. Someone had to teach her that… but maybe I was bit too harsh?

-          “Come here, I will patch you up.” I said with a much more gentle tone.

When we were in a much safer spot, behind main forces I laid her on my laps as I start using rest of my mana to heal her up a bit.

My foolish little berserk.




Capital of Holy Kingdom




The hero did his best to act humble all the time. When he was offered best tier equipment he refused and asked for training gear. After some negotiations, he agreed on some steel set. Still, as he later found out it was made by a best blacksmith in the city. After he appraised it he could clearly tell a difference between his equipment and the other soldier and city guards. Yet, he pretended he didn’t notice that.

He was training with the captain of the city guards in the barracks. Middle-aged man did his best to teach him everything he knows. Hero liked him. He was treating his job and him seriously, not overly-polite, just seriously with just-right dose of politeness.

And he had to say, that he was making a decent progress with swordsmanship.

Oh, he asked to be allowed to eat together with other guards, he even said that he thinks it would boost their morale… but he did that only because he knows that Prophetess would never agree on that. She wanted to have him near her as much as possible. Hero was more than sure that she wanted to indoctrinate him. Did she want a foolish hero that would make progress only with martial arts? She wanted someone she could “enslave” with her charm and feeling of a greater cause? He will comply. He will let her think that she has an intellectual advantage.

So, in the end. Three main meals he was having with Prophetess Alicia, in the main dining hall, eating best food that was available in the kingdom.

But, he has to give her that – she was perfectly killing two (if no more) birds with one stone. On same meals, few nobles and higher priests were usually invited. She was using HIM to build her own position in the country. Every now and then she asked him (of course with other nobles watching) if he is willing to support the Holy Kingdom. Then, he would raise from his chair and ensure her, that if she would give him such order he would aid HER in EVERYTHING.

Of course for sake of people, prosperity, to help those in need… Blah, blah, blah. His acting classes in middle school finally paid off.

In the same time, when she was surrounded by some of the best food, she would eat barely anything, taking most dull in taste meals. Ascetic, is she? Well, he already checked with few measures if she wasn’t eating more later, making dinners only a public show… but she wasn’t. At least she was honest with this part.

Maybe she really was more pious than he thought? Maybe politic is just addition? Well, it doesn’t matter. She wanted to use him. Whatever if her reason were political, religious or other… he didn’t care. He wanted to USE her instead, as much as he can, gather knowledge, experience, maybe even allies, and when the time would come for him to pay his part of the debt… well, we will see.

But. Right now. He was doing his best to make himself look like dumb, brave kid. He wanted to make her even more sure regarding her intellectual dominance. He wanted to pick and argue, and after a short confrontation, admit loss, telling that prophetess was right and she has opened his eyes.

-          “If you would pardon me, prophetess…”

-          “Please, call me Alicia.” She smiled gently

-          “V..very well!” he blushed a little and averted his gaze. If she would think that she bewitched him with her charm, that would be only better “I wanted to ask about the person you want me to… put down. Why? Why is he more important than demon invasion?”

She stopped eating, took a small gulp of water gathering her thoughts.

-          “Tell me, hero, what is the most frightening monster in your opinion.”

It was a tricky question. He needed to stop himself from giving a very long answer. But, he needed to play dumb, so he just picked something.

-          “Would say that dragon.”

-          “Indeed, many would say the same thing. But, you would have to first answer another question – for who is that monster dangerous?”

Exactly! Damn it! That’s the same thing he wanted to say! Looking at someone saying exactly what you wanted to! So irritating! But he had to keep playing. He swallowed his pride

-          “What do you mean?”

-          “Do you think that peasant from the small village would be afraid of a dragon? No, they rarely bother with such small settlements. Such peasant would be far more afraid of the wild beast living in the forest, that would be killing his herds. For him, losing two sheep per week is a tragedy. Dragon would be a worse nightmare for the city guards. Indeed, a monster with scales like iron which makes most of the arrows just bounce off would be their greater enemy. And then again, do you remember miss Scarlet? The woman I wanted to ask for training you? As a paladin, she entered many dungeons to purify them from beasts that were raiding local villages. I asked her what she thought to be the worst kind of beast. She said: insectoids. These are usually venomous, move in huge packs, when you kill one smell of their blood would usually bring his dozen friends… and because of their primitive brains, there are fearless. If you would invade their territory they would fearlessly abandon their life just to sting you once, to stab, to bite… And that brings us to abomination Zariel. He isn’t a threat to the villager, nor a city. He won’t jump at you in dark cave…”

She made a pause. She wanted him to ask. So, he did as she wanted

-          “So… why is he dangerous? For who?”

-          “For me, and for the  kingdom. He is a royal beast, when a few would simply stick to their territory, killing only if provoked… No, sorry, it’s more like… he thinks that whole world is his territory, and he is provoked by everything. You see, it’s not like that I WANT TO kill him. More like, I have no choice. You see… an angel came to me. In person. I wasn’t blessed like that since the day of my birth. She warned me of what is to come if we wouldn’t act quickly. She saw the world in fire and him, sitting on the throne made of bones and flesh. He is a cunning beast that right now gathers strength. This is why we have to kill him now. Before it is too late.”

… Stupid cunt. Can’t she see the most obvious thing?

-          “M..My lady… what if he never intended to do that in the first place?”

-          “Pardon me?”

-          “I am sorry, but let’s just say, that he never had such desires. But then, suddenly, out of nowhere – a whole country and church would start attacking him. Sending assassins… To deal with such threat the only thing is to counter their actions with similar… I was told that previously he lived in the forest that belonged to no country… and now he lives in Neira. What if that happened only because you forced him to do so? What if this whole vision would become true only because you forced him to defend himself?”

Alicia’s eyes opened wide.

Damn, he said that without thinking! He was supposed to be dumb!

-          “Interesting point of view. But then, why would angel warn us about that?”

-          “Ah! Yes! I forgot about that! Indeed, now my theory makes no sense! Haha! Sorry.”

There is a very easy answer. Maybe that angel wish to fulfill her own goals. That’s bad. He could easily play with most of the humans around, but where it comes to some rebelled angel… stuff just got heavily complicated.
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                It took the whole day for two little girls to finish all their errands given by Jericho. Well, it could easily take two, maybe three hours in total if they would just go to the stores. But no! Jericho ordered them to first order new training blades at local blacksmith, then move whole bloody merchant district to the farmers stalls to order new supplies for the inn, just to get few bags of leather from tailor… which was located vis-à-vis blacksmith. The poor girls really had a small adventure within the town, especially as you take into consideration that the city isn’t laying on completely flat ground. Every now and then they were forced to move up and down stairs.

Also, Elana asked for a break from time to time as she was simply losing her breath from carrying the not-so-heavy bags of clothing. The sun was slowing setting down and the whole city was basked in the afterglow of red light.

-          “I think we have visited every shop.” Rus said gazing over young Scarlet. She smiled whilst weakly raising her thumb up despite the fact that her legs could refuse moving any further anytime now. “We could take one last break, El, there is cafeteria near.”

-          “N..no! I am all... right!” She gasped.

She wasn’t all right. But it doesn’t matter for Rusiwel, for that was real full name of Rus, had her trump card ready.

-          “Hee? Really? Ok then. I heard that mister Zariel liked that cafeteria and I wanted to see why he was praising it so much, but if El doesn’t want to…”

-          “O…On the other hand I could drink s..something.”

Ah, so easy to see through. Still, you better pray to gods almighty that sister Gisele would never learn about your crush on mister Zari. For your own damn good. They quickly moved to cafeteria located at nearest street and ordered sweet drinks with cakes.

-          “How are you feeling?” She asked.

-          “I’m f...fine.”

-          “Is that so? So you won’t mind if we would have a small training session? Nothing hard, just some running around?” El got pale all over her face. “See? You are not fine. El, why are you lying?”

-          “I just don’t want to be a burden and…”

-          “In this case you HAVE to speak when you are tired, El! It’s better to sit and have some rest than fainting and making other carry you, is it?! El, you are not a burden! You want to join guild, right? We are all family! We help each other! But you HAVE to be honest! Both with us and yourself!”

-          “I.. I am so sorry…”

-          “GOD DAMN IT WOMAN!” Rus raised from her chair. “Don’t apologize! You are resembling me from the time before I joined the guild too much!”

-          “I… I do…”

-          “Yes.”

-          “So.. I also can become like sister Rus?”

Rusiwel heart skipped a beat just to start pounding like a mad in an instant. To be LIKE HER! HER! Someone wants to be like HER!

-          “S..sure! If you would train a lot, that is… and eat well and…” she paused a few times gathering her thoughts. “What I mean is that all you need is confidence and perseverance. You will gain confidence as soon as you would finish few quests. So just keep trying your best!”

-          “Your orders, young ladies.” The waitress came to their table putting slice of cakes and sweet drinks based on milk.

-          “Thank you very much! Eh, the only sad thing is that these things cost half of our average mission salaries.” Redhead said with somewhat sad expression.

-          “Then maybe it was bad idea to come here…” El said titling her head to the side.

-          “WHAT YA EVEN SPEAK ABOUT!? No! Just like mister Zariel says – sweets are what we stay alive for! Also… there is a rumor that these drinks help woman to grow…”

-          “Grow? Is that really a good thing?”

Magician sighed.

-          “I am talking about breasts, Ela.” Up until now Elana’s face was red from [exercises], right now new shade of red joined previous one on her cheeks.

-          “W…w..w..why are you bring it up!?”

-          “You could use it a little…”

Indeed. Miss Scarlet was as flat as cute.

-          “I…I…I AM STILL GROWING UP!” She said covering her chest area with her arms.

-          “I hope that it’s true…”

-          “YOU’RE A MEANIE!”

-          “So… you don’t want it?” sSe asked moving her hand slowly in direction of rogue-to-be cup.

Yet her companion quickly grabbed it and pulled it closer to herself. Both embarrassed and angry.

-          “Aww! That was sooo cute El-sis!”

She didn’t respond to that. For rest of the evening El was only huffing and puffing as responses for all tries of conversation from Rus. She wouldn’t talk to her even on her way back to Guild.

Only when she finally laid on her bed she understood that all mean words of Rus were said only for her own good. She fallen asleep with strong determination of apologizing her companion for her childish behavior.

Red Mountains


	The battle of Briagr's Valley between [United Clans of Dwarfs] and [Greenskin Horde]
	Dwarfs Forces	1 200
	Greenskin Forces	3 000
	Battle Outcome	Victory
	Calculating Experience Points
	Enemies killed [personally]	48 Goblins

21 Hobgoblins

4 Ogres

	Enemies killed [assists]	211 Goblins

44 Hobgoblins

116 Ogres

	Commander's duty detected - Bonus points shall be added
	[Exp] gained:	8 500





	You have leveled up
	You are now level [21]




The battle ended without me and Gis getting involved any further. In the end, we were only two little, fragile cute creatures that were thrown into this madness of chaos and… ok, ok. I am done.

What I meant is that me and Gis already played our part in this battlefield, and we did it quite wonderfully. I took down magicians before they were able to scorch squads of dwarfs. I warned them of the ambush and Gisele cut down quite few ogres by herself. I would love to say that army of dwarves lead by Ironblood had no bigger problems eradicating rest of the greenskin, but that would be a lie. There is no such thing like effortless battle. Yes, casualties on side of dwarfs were far smaller than one on side of goblins, but one have to remember that army of greenskin is far bigger. Also goblins can be treated as an “adult” and be send on the frontline when he is around 100 days old. Dwarfs? They need decades.

This is why dwarfs were fighting with caution.

When I finished healing Gisele I gulped quickly few mana regeneration potion that I brought with myself, told the queen that I want few dwarfs to raise a tent for me where injured warriors would be brought so I could heal them.

I didn’t have to ask twice. When I only suggested that I could heal warriors queen’s eyes widened before she started yelling around to bring pieces of leather and wooden beams.

-          “MY LEG!” One of the warriors cried in pain.

Indeed. Do you remember when I mention that goblins try to sneak under shields? That’s what happened here. They rushed at leg of the light-armored warriors and started biting his leg. And by biting I mean tearing whole chunks of meat with their razor like fangs.

-          “My leg! My leg!” I mockingly repeated after him, mostly to distract him before painkiller would start working. “So what that leg hurts! Look at your friend over there!” I said pointing at bag filled with body of man that died on the battlefield. “He lost his head and does not complain like you do!”

The drug I gave him was supposed to be pote… forget about it. His eyes rolled back to his skull as he collapsed on fur that we were using as beds. Now, fumigate the wound, inject the regeneration potion, cast the regeneration spell on him, put a hex bag I made a moment ago under his pillow… and another patient.

I was not the only “healer” in the tent, still, medics of dwarves army could only treat wounds in magic-less measures. That meant that despite not being the only “doctor” here, I was the one who was… “exploited” the most.

Another case. A man got stabbed by thin blade of hobgoblin in the chest. He killed it quickly, pull the sword away and continued fighting. He thought that died.

He didn’t. He was slowly bleeding for rest of the fight, bah, he wanted to head back to have dinner with his friend, but because he was getting more and more tired his comrades brought him here, against his will.

I did my best. I really did… but… the pierced vein was too deep and he already lost too much blood. The in of itself was almost impossible to patch too. He died on my hands. The only thing I was able to do was to reduce his pain in the very last moment. I turned my head back to the soldier that brought him here.

But in the end I just got up and moved to another man. I didn’t know him and I couldn’t waste time for distractions. I couldn’t, or somebody else could join him in afterlife.

1200 soldiers left the city under the mountain. Around 70 died, around 150 were wounded. The only good thing was that most of the wound could be handled by other medics, such fatal cases like previous two were around 20. 20 people that I was personally responsible for. Four of them died.

Did I feel bad? Well, I was not crying, I was not depressed, but still, somewhere down there I was not pleased with the outcome.

-          “Your share.” Gisele put wooden bowl with meat soup in front of me.

After those few hours in the tent I was too exhausted to even answer. Exhausted not physically but mentally. Each wound was different, each of them required different treatment. I was racing with time as I was trying to remind myself if the place that I am about to patch up was just bunch of muscles or if behind it some important nerve was hidden. Yes, blood covering wounds and hiding things you needed to see wasn’t helping much too.

It was my time to rest my head on Gis’s shoulder.

-          “My, my! What did they do to you?!” She said with half joking half concerned tone.

-          “Shh. Just lemme rest a moment or two.”

-          “You want me to feed you?”

-          “I am just tired, not dying!”

Oh wait. I could take advantage of her and...

-          “A simple no would be enough!”

Damn it. I must be really exhausted if I refused being spoiled a little. Whatever. If I can lay here inhaling her scent, then I will be just fine.

But of course someone didn’t like me lazing around, for messenger came telling that queen and clan heads wish to have a conference and my opinion regarding few issues would be very valuable. In a few short words I encouraged him to go once again on the battlefield, look through the ogres bodies so he could find one with largest penis so he could use it to fuck himself, then I also start wondering if his mother wasn’t a hooker just to once again start wondering if he himself doesn’t prefers goats.

-          “Forgive him, he becomes bilious when he gets tired.” Gisele apologize for me. “He will be more than happy to partake in the meeting…”

-          “Tsh. Good luck with that.” I whispered to myself.

-          “On which I will carry him myself.” She finished.

-          “V..very well, then, excuse me, I will inform the queen that he will be present on the meeting.” The messenger said before turning back and leaving me alone, just with Gisele and bowl of meat soup.

-          “Finish eating.” The dragoness ordered me.

-          “No. I’m not going to enjoy every spoon and every bite of this tasteless goo…”

-          “One, it is quite tasty as for the battlefield, our dried rations we take to dungeons are far, far worse. Two, you will finish it in this minute, or I will force-feed you.”

-          “You wouldn’t dare!”

But she dared.

10 minutes later I was back on the hill where queen and few clan heads raised their tent. Same tent from which they were looking upon the battlefield. I entered it on my legendary dragon mount… or, if you prefer, Gisele throw me over her shoulder and carried all way here.

-          “Ah, Zariel!” The queen smiled at me. “We are happy you came. Both your decisions and actions saved many lives, as on battlefield as in that hospital you asked for. Despite everything you two already did for us, I am afraid I have to ask for more…”

-          “Tsk.” It was all I said.

-          “Pardon me?”

-          “Please, bear with him…” Gis started once again “… he will do everything that needs to be done, the level of sugar in his blood dropped so he will act for some time as spoiled brat…”

-          “I see… well, victory was quite splendid, losses are acceptable, but we are afraid that it wasn’t main forces and…”

-          “Of course it wasn’t.” Normally I would let her finish first. Normally I would be eating cake in bath filled with warm water. “I think it was nothing more than team send to slow us down. They don’t want us to reach the camp on the west. This is why they will be sending small armies. By small armies I mean small enough – so their loss wouldn’t hurt them that much, and big enough to hold us in same place for a day…”


-          “The whole battle took just few hours…” The old Ironblood wanted to say something smart. Normally, I would agree and continue my point. [Normally] is today’s key-word.

-          “And what with preparation? With forming a line? And after a battle with burying your comrades that has fallen? What with treating wounds of injured? That takes time, so in the end it's already an evening, you are giving away meals for the army and before you can see it is already night. Can an army march at night? Technically, it can, simply when the dawn would break somehow half of your forces would be missing. Got my point?”

-          “So… what can we do?”

-          “Nothing. I mean, we could risk, but we will not risk. Why?” I looked at the young Ironblood, he didn’t hesitate with the answer.

-          “Risky action can be taken only in two scenarios – when you are completely winning and have lots of resources to spare, so you could try to quickly overwhelm your enemies and finish the war, if that would fail you would still have some basic advantage so you could continue war in old-fashioned way. The second case scenario is when you are completely losing. When you have nothing to lose you are free to try every means necessary.”

-          “Well, not quite what I meant, but also correct. Risk is a bad thing. We can take risk only when he have at least partial information. The more information we have, the lower is risk itself. The only thing that we know is that further to the west there is a camp. Nothing more. It could be an ambush. Something to encourage us to take the risk, just to crush is with one attack. We know no purpose of this camp, we have no idea what is their goal as whole army, to finish with the fact that we know nothing about number of greenskins themselves.”

-          “So… we do… nothing?”

-          “Nothing? Taking care of your men is nothing? Taking care of their needs, morals is nothing? You said that yourself – losses were acceptable. Just continue steady march onward. That’s best we can do for now. Let’s stick to the main plan… until my other birdies would return with some more data.”

We were discussing for some more time, my grumpiness was slowly leaving as my body and mind rested. After an hour or so I was finally [allowed] to leave. I went looking for tent in which me and Gisele were supposed to stay. It was a nice thing that they managed to find one smaller tent instead of forcing us to sleep with rest of the soldier.

When I entered it I was welcome with truly divine picture.

-          “Come on in, the water is still warm.” Gisele said from wooden bathtub that somehow magically appeared in the middle of the tent.” Also, one of the warriors had some chocolate with him, he said that it was to keep his spirits. I asked if he would trade it with me for something, but after hearing that it is for you, he just gave it away. Apparently you healed one of his friends.”

A bath and some chocolate.

-          “Will you stand there just like there, or join me?”

-          “Give me a moment. I am trying to decide what is more important to me: you or sweets.”

-          “HEY!”

-          “On the other hand, why should I chose?”

I quickly grabbed my portion of sugar-drug and jumped inside, splashing water around, and also on Gisele.

-          “Honestly! Lately you act like a child!”

-          “I wonder how you would behave if someone you love would jump into horde of enemies, so you needed to jump in, then exhaust your mana to separate her from even bigger group of enemies, just to spend next few hours patching up people that were literally dying on your hands so in the end you would be refused to rest of her shoulder. Still, it was worth it. For this little moment.”

I took another bite of candy to once again rest my head on her skin.

I didn’t notice when I drifted in long, peaceful sleep. 


Edited by Cultivator

            

    
        Another short break

    
    
    
    
                As in title. In a week I have to finish the last version of the last version of my thesis and retake the one exam I failed. I am taking a break to  20.09.2017 (for my 'murican friends 09.20.2017). At that day I should finish everything (or fail miserably). After that, I should have 11 days to reward you for your patience. 

Wish me luck, this shit is boring as damn.


And as always, a fcking 500 character limit. Thanks rrl... >.<


wkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwwkwkwkwkwkwkw

Ok, that should be enought. 

            

    
        Chapter 218

    
    
    
    
                Capital of Neira. Another peaceful day. Sun was shining, merchants were ripping off unaware customers, hookers were doing their job and somewhere someone was being murdered. Ah, metropolis. But hey! Living in big city has its good sides too! You can get access to most of the goods (as long as you can afford them), you can take your time with beautiful ladies (as long as you can afford them), or if there is someone you don’t like you can have him killed! (Of course only if you have a coin).

And there are various guilds left and right! If you are sick, you go to alchemist, you take from them a small bottle with weird liquid and leave them your fortune, if you want to travel you can go with traveling merchants – the travel itself isn’t very expensive, but if you would get hungry and would want to buy some supplies from them… oh boy…

And there is also an adventurer's guild! Problem with monster? Ha! That’s what they are doing for living! Your collection of ancient items is lacking one certain cursed dagger than cast calamity on everyone it touch? Just say in which dungeon we can find it, and we will bring it! Your cat got stuck on the tree?! Ha! We always have some rookies to torment!... well, problem starts when those newbies are dark twins which can bend your mind… nobody is perfect… <psth, nobody is author’s 2nd name>.




-          “Just like that. Getting into heads of animals is far easier…” Gustav, adventurer send to take care of few first missions of siblings was instructing kids how to bring cat down.

-          “Sister, sister, why does old man keeps telling us something we already know?”

-          “O…OLD MAN?!”

-          “Brother, brother, I think that old people just like to brag about everything…”

-          “I AM BARELY 40 YEARS OLD! As for mage, I ain’t even a teenager!”

-          “Old….” Darik whispered

-          “Ancient…” Daria followed

-          “Prehistoric…” Darik continued

-          “Farts with dust…” Daria finished

-          “You little….” A vein started pulsing on his forehead “… I am taking care of you only because Zariel asked.You are using far too much power!” he couldn’t reply to their little insults, so he simply focused on his job

-          “Too much?” Twins asked in unison

-          “Mind is a door, a lock, to the soul of your target. Your powers and coordination of your actions are simply ridiculous - in good meaning, but you are lacking control. Instead of picking the lock you are ramming at the door blowing it into dust. This is why when you are leaving the head of your target far weaker than you, they turn into nothing more but drooling fools. Mind manipulation always leaves a trace that could lead back to you, yet most of the times you would rather stay… anonymous. This is why we will start practicing on small animals – this way you would learn to hold back and….”

-          “S..sir, would Mr. Fluffer be ok?” concerned girl that hired the guild with her pocket money asked

-          “You paid us to get a cat down, our agreement never stated in what condition cat should be received.”

-          “W…WHA..?!”

-          “Cats are little devils anyway!” old witch-man continued “I actually hope that they would wreck this little scratching, biting, ungrateful piece of shit insides out!”

-          “NOOO! PLEASE! NOO!” Girl started crying

-          “Get back to work you little rats! We ain’t got a whole day!”

Young psionics holding each other hands focused their gaze on Mr. Fluffer. Cat, that up until now was lazily licking his paw froze in place opening wide his eyes in shock.

And then it started.

He began to trash in the branches like mad, meowing and hissing on imaginary enemies. His vision must have been playing tricks on him, as he jumped between branches… and start falling down.

Realization of missing his footing came after moment or two as he was already in half of the way down. Much to Gustav demise a saying that cat always lands on his feet proved to be right.

-          “Tsh. He’s alive. That’s a bummer… Hey, young miss, if that little rat would get stuck on the tree again… or you would stop caring about his that much would ya consider…”

-          “I HATE YOU OLD MAN!”

-          “OLD MAN!?”

-          “I WILL NEVER EVER ASK GUILD FOR HELP AGAIN!”

She picked cat from the ground and started running in direction of her house, but then she stopped, turned around, came back to Gustav and kicked him in the calf. After that, she proceeded with her previous actions of running away.

-          “YOU LITTLE…!”

But she never heard what Extremely-Old-Mage thought about her. She was far away.

Red Mountains


I woke up, tried waking up Gisele, washed my face, tried waking up Gisele, got dressed, tried waking up Gisele, readied myself to leave the tent… and then I just said

-          “Fair enough. Looks like I will eat breakfast alo…”

And when I turned around I noticed Gisele jumping on one leg as she was trying to pull her reinforced leather parts of armor on her pants.

-          “Eating without me? It’s like cheating! No, wait! It’s actually far worse!”

-          “It hurts me to know that food means more for you than me.”

-          “Stop whining!” She smiled as she walked past me leaving the tent “And come on already! How long will you make me wait for you?”

I swallowed insult and decided to just tag along. There is no point in arguing with a dragon. Hungry dragon atop of that.

Dwarfs already started removing the camp, bringing tents and camping-equipment to the supply units – the one traveling in the middle of formation together with higher ranks commanders. Few greeted us with polite nods, in dwarfish those gestures were more than enough. I like that. As our little walk wasn’t very absorbing I allowed myself to quickly browse through my status window.
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Damn. 30 000? More work to be done.

~ Try not thinking about numbers. Just keep doing what is necessary. Exp will be gain anyway so…

~ DON’T LISTEN TO HER! GO KILL! PLUNDER! DESTROY AND RAPE!

~ I didn’t listen what you two were arguing about, but last part got my attention. Whatever it was, I am fully supporting Wrath’s idea.

You guyz just can’t stay quie…

~ This is the matter far more important than you would want to admit, boss. You neglected your training.

What are you even talking about?! I am taking quest after quest! When I am not killing things I am running the whole underground drug factory and…

~ I am referring to Sebastian and his way of training.

Ah, that thing… to be honest….

~ You can summon veteran of Celestial Wars and ask him for guidance, but you are afraid that he would be harsh to you… Pathetic.

 HEY!

~ Don’t forget that there is another demon that is eager to “train” you in different arts!

What?

~ ZANEZ-CHAN!!!

So, you say Sebastian? I don’t like that idea, but may there is a possibility that perhaps by any chance I could take it into consideration.

~ Tsh. Don’t ignore me! That poor little succubus is waiting for you days and nights, woman’s heart is fragile, you know?!

~ Indeed. I would advise you some long-term quest. This way you could both train, earn a coin and keep ranking up.

~ ASSHOLES!

Like I said – will consider that.

~ Don’t make him wait long. Devils are known under many titles, but “patient one” is not one of them.

-          “..ri? Zari! You are spacing out again!”

Apparently, I was sitting at the table with rest of clan heads, the only difference is that I had meat impaled fork pointed at my open mouth… for past two minutes. Doing nothing.

-          “Sometimes I like to talk with someone intelligent – with myself. Forgive my rudeness.” I said half-joking.

-          “V..very well. So, may we know your opinion about this matter?” one of the advisors asked

-          “Of course you can… as soon as you would remind me that [matter]”

Gisele snorted.

-          “Our scouts noticed a group of Ogres marching in our direction. They are led by a huge individual wearing tribe-marks…”

-          “Tribe marks? That’s odd. Looks like our enemy has enemies among his friends.”

-          “Sir?”

-          “There was an episode in my days of youth…” I smiled as I heard my own words “… I have been living with few forest goblins. Nice bunch. What I mean – tribe marks are usually used in rituals or special events. Like fighting for leadership. You can become a leader in two ways – killing current leader in the duel or by performing the outstanding act in front of your people that would benefit them.”

-          “So, you mean that someone rebelled against warchief and…”

-          “… I am sorry, did middle of my sentence interrupted the beginning of yours?” yes, I hate when somebody cuts in my speech “… it means that by killing us he wants to prove to be a better leader than the current one. The, an idiot. Let’s gracefully accept his offering. I hope you started fortifying remaining of greenskin’s wall?”

-          “Why would we do that? Shouldn’t we keep marching onward and…”

-          “… and lose soldiers in vain? No. We can reduce enemy numbers with barely any efforts.”

-          “It would slow us down!”

-          “Listen. Our goal is to wipe out enemy forces. Whoever leads them surely isn’t as dumb as the one marching at us right now – he will plant few more ambushes on the way so we can predict that we would arrive after his preparation would be done. BUT! Their army number should be more or less unchanging, as I doubt that he can gain reinforcements from anywhere. In this war the winning side would be the one who would have the last soldier standing. Let’s say that there is 10 000 of them. 1 000 is marching at us right now. We can kill those 1 000 losing few hundred of our soldier in the open field, or few dozen if we would fortify here. In the end, we would still have to kill remaining 9 000, the question is how many of us would be standing against them.”

-          “How do you know that they would attack, and not simply lock the route to…”

-          “Tribe-marks. He called the horde. Right now they are marching at us in ecstasy awaiting for bloodshed. If his solider would be forced to wait, their blood would cool down and his followers would slowly turn away from him. He needs to prove himself. We need to wait. Those ballistas on walls are still working, are they?”

-          “… they need some basic repairs. Those savages had no idea how to handle them and…”

-          “I am sorry if I didn’t state my mind clearly. Send someone to make them useful again.”

All this time queen was sitting quietly with her chin resting on her palms. She was looking at me with sharp gaze

-          “I hope you know what you are doing…”

-          “I also hope so” I admitted with serious tone

Greenskin camp





-          “My king, Grawhio.... he…”

Goblin shaman that walked into the tent of his king didn’t know how to deliver a message. It was really bad news

-          “Challenged me? What a fool!”

-          “No, my lord. He demanded trail of blood.”

-          “I see, how many followed?”

-          “Over three thousand. 500 ogres and…”

-          “… That’s… that’s…” Oni’s eyes almost popped out of his skull “… That’s splendid!”

-          “M’lord?”

The face of red demon-kin was twisted in the most savage grin. All of his razor-sharp teeth were visible.

-          “Gobraw. What’s the purpose of this war?”

-          “To ensure our position and to find our own…”

-          “No! I am not talking about that! Of course, that’s what we want to achieve in long term, but I hope that you don’t think we can win?”

-          “My king?”

-          “Come on, Gobraw, you are too smart for that. Our numbers and location are the only advantages we have. They have better warriors, in better armors carrying better weapons commanded by better generals. And that mage… wherever he came from…

I didn’t predict that they would call for allies so quickly. Still, our chances of winning in open field are… equal to zero. This is why we won’t fight. We will just keep slowing them down praying to gods that our workers would finish their job. By the way, how long would it take?”

-          “Miners found metal ore, so I am afraid that it would slow them down…”

-          “How? Long?”

-          “We have no idea how big this ore is. Maybe few hours, maybe few days.”

-          “May the hell devour it...” Oni cursed quietly. “… but, this makes Grawhio actions even better. Not only I will lose challenger that was opposing my every order, not only everyone who just waiting for a possibility to betray me will day… but our enemies will be slowed down… Send them some supplies. May they keep their ground as long as possible. Also, send out night trolls. They should use this time to plant as many traps on the paths between traitors and our camp as it is only possible… How other camps are doing?”

-          “West, South-West, North West, North, and North-East are done. South-East camp is slowly finishing, maybe today, maybe tomorrow. They are all waiting for us.”

-          “When the center would be done… We would win the war by losing it.”

-          “I am afraid I still don’t get it. Forgive your servant lack of foresight.”

-          “Do you remember the first city we plundered? There was a wooden box in it, remember?”

-          “Game?”

-          “Yes. It is called chess. In this game, you see, it doesn’t matter how much solider you would lose, if in the end you manage to capture the enemy's king, you win. Bu the , king doesn’t has to be a king in person. It’s just a symbol. To destroy merchants you are not burning their cargo, you are offering their suppliers a better price. To destroy enemy spies you are not burning their ambassador, you are getting rid of their information providers. We just need to achieve something that would ensure our victory no matter what we or they would do.”

-          “And… we would achieve it by digging tunnels? Many tunnels?”

-          “You, my dear friend, see tunnels. I – possibilities. Keep digging. If there would be any more issues… I will come with pickaxe myself.”

He pushed knight-figure through the chessboard against his imaginary enemy. His movement put black-king in check.

-          “So… expect those…we do nothing?” shaman just wanted to be sure

-          “Of course, my friend. It is enemy turn now.”

            

    
        Chapter 219

    
    
    
    
                They attacked at noon when the sun was high and not a single cloud was to be spotted in the sky. Maybe, just maybe, they thought that this would make dwarfs wearing heavy armors lost their stamina faster. If yes (if ogres actually possess the ability to get such idea in the first place), then the very idea was nice. Until you would know that you can’t “exhaust” dwarf. You could make them either irritated or bored. If you would irritate one of them, he would die but proof you wrong. He would let go if he would think that case isn’t worth his time.

Now, try convincing them that fighting with dwarfs isn’t worth their time. Exactly. Good luck.

And right now I could clearly see the difference in the quality of fighting. Marching in formation not knowing what to expect, attacking fortified position without machines is one thing, but defending the same position using re-captured ballistas as you were awaiting your enemy…

Ogres stood no chance. Not that it stopped them from trying.

-          “When it comes to stubbornness greenskins and dwarfs are pretty similar, don’t you think?”

I asked watching battlefield from the same place.

-          “I can’t think of anything more insulting than comparing us to those animals.” Ironblood pouted

-          “Ha. Would dwarf stop attacking despite knowing that they would not win?”

-          “Of course! We would retreat, regroup and…”

-          “Attack once again?” I turned from <balcony> to face other generals “… isn’t that exact same thing they are doing? Send hundred people, after suffering losses twenty would retreat, so they would form another raid and charge once again.”

-          “We would make a new plan! Use another strategy! Not just send our people to die like slaughtered pigs…”

-          “I am not comparing your art of war nor cunningness. Just stubbornness.”

I smiled widely. Teasing old clan’s head lately became my new (and only) hobby.

-          “Gentlemen! Please! I know that up until now everything is going… smoothly, but we shouldn’t get distracted and definitely we should not waste time to argue!”

Queen Vakkira called from her chair. Her eyes were darting from battlefield to huge map placed on the table.

Ah, indeed. I lost myself in fun so much that I forgot how she must be feeling right now. She is just elected queen, leading an army and right now she is seeing as her advisors are insulting each another. What can I say? Sucks to be you, Vakkira, but I am definitely not going to stop!

-          “And, could we ask you to convince your… woman, to help our forces bit more on…” she kept talking as her gaze was turned to the other side of the wall

-          “No. Gisele herself is more than eager to join the battle, but I was the one who told her to leave it. I am sorry, but that’s simply a bad idea. She may be great in attacking… but...”

-          “But what? Keep going, Zari.”

Voice of Gisele, which just entered the tent, wasn’t exactly filled with love.

-          “But I can’t imagine you not jumping from the wall right on ogre’s head.”

-          “You are exaggerating! Yes, I tend to… get passionate on battlefields, but I surely know my limits!” I just gave her <that> look

-          “Do whatever you want.” I decided to use reverse psychology here “I am not owning Gisele, nor your army. I am only an advisor. Nothing more… but if you would decide to let her on the frontline…” I tossed a gold coin on the map “… I bet that she will do as I said. Maybe not by jumping off the wall, but opening gates and walking outside?”

-          “V..very well. For now, situation looks to be stable. Miss Gisele, please, be on your guard if the tide of battle would change.”

Ah, in the end, she is a politician. That was a nice way to tell a dragon that she is no longer eager to use her help.

-          “I am not a miss! Just call me Gisele! Sure thing, I will wait for my turn! None of these bastards will enter camp!”

Aaaand Gisele, of course, didn’t notice this subtle hint making the best possible outcome of this conversation.


Meanwhile, city of desert country of Gerwah

Jason opened the door to the Whiskey company building, which was one of the biggest structures in the city, even bigger than most of noble’s mansions and mayor.

How did he manage to get in there within few days despite the fact that it should take weeks? Well, using his skills he sneaked into Gate-temple under the council of mages in Neira, activated it and teleported to its twin-gate in Agrah. Oh, he was sure that he caused quite the uproar in the capital, in the end, guardians of gates witnessed “auto-activation” of teleportation sequences which transported something to another kingdom. Oh, he was caught my guardians of Agrah.

-          “We were not informed of any teleportation planned from Neria.” Archmage in charge said to Jason

-          “Neither was they.”

-          “Pardon me?”

-          “Ok. I am an adventurer and I HAD TO come here to fulfill my part of the quest. I had no choice, ok? Time is running out. I would have to wait for ages before those bastards from the council would let me use gates!”

-          “Oh, I see your point. But, you see, gates could allow transporting armies on the territory of another kingdom. This is why bureaucracy is that important. Normally, we would shut the gates from our side and you would be trapped in the void. We let you through only because we sensed that you are alone… and because we had that little runic trap prepared.”

-          “Great. Wonderful. Appreciated much. Can I go now?”

Oh. But they didn’t let him go. Not right away. They wasted the whole day to investigate and send a message back. After Jason would return back to Neira he could expect being called by the council. But this is not yet this day.

Today, right now he was marching toward the counter.

-          “How can I help you?”

Pretty secretary behind the table asked. Ah, rich people have nice life, don’t they? Just look at this beautiful building, and look at this beautiful girl. She may be smart, but Jason could bet all money he had (… well, right now he didn’t have many of them, so technically he wouldn’t risk that much) that her brain and inter-personal skills weren’t the only reason why she got this job

-          “S…sir? I was asking if I could help you.”

Whoopsie! He was starring for too long

-          “Sure, child…” because for him, she was still a child “… is mister Alexander is his office?”

-          “I am afraid that he rarely visit this facility and…”

Oh, of course, she would say something like that. Jason doesn’t really look like a businessman, merchant, or anyone worthy wasting time of Mister Alexander. His robes are the cheapest one with marks of being used. His short beard should be cut down a few days ago. In such cases, you would politely show such costumer a door.

-          “Heee? Is that so? Weird. In this letter…” he picked small scroll from inside pocket of his robe “… I was told to come exactly here.”

He put the piece of paper in front of the girl. She gently picked it and started studying.

-          “... I would like to apology for my rudeness, master adventurer, please, let me check if he didn’t come in when I wasn’t looking…”

-          “Come on, girl, I wasn’t born yesterday. You are doing your job, so don’t bow your hand and just ask him if he has time to talk now.”

She nodded with her face red and quickly ran on the higher floor. She returned quickly with reply from her boss

-          “Mister Runner will see you, sir.”

She led him into the main office and shut the door as soon as he walked in letting two gentlemen have their conversation in peace.

-          “So, you are the man that this old rat Jericho decided to send?” there was absolutely no hostility in his voice. Bah! Words <old rat> was said with a small dose of admiration. “To be honest, I was expecting some brute.”

-          “Fear not, sir, I know my job. I managed to live this long only because people kept underestimating my appearance!”

-          “Ha! Is that so?”

-          “Of course! Do you think that I enjoy looking like a hobo? Smelling like a rat? Walking dead-drunk from morning till night? No, good sir, this only part of the cover!”

-          “In that case allow me to help you keeping your identity hidden, a glass of whiskey?”

-          “I am not going to refuse, but only because I don’t want to offend you.” Jason said taking a half-full glass of amber-colored liquid.

-          “I will go straight to the business. We want to release a new brand of alcohol – we already started the production, but as we want to serve only top-quality products, we take our time. Of course, other companies on the market already knew about it in the moment we started production. It’s completely normal thing that we send <spies> to each another to know what our rivals are doing. But I am afraid that they may want to still the recipe. If they would succeed, then they could accelerate production to release it as their own product. I want you to go into our production factory and guard the receipt in the vault AND already produced bottles in the magazine. I pay extra for catching spies. It may be hard for just one man but…”

-          “Mister Alexander Runner, I need to say something. You are a hero. A hero for every adult men out there. Your whiskey is not just an alcohol. It’s liberation. It’s redemption. I would take that job even for free, just to thank you for what you did for me. Despite the fact that we never met, despite the fact that up until now you had no idea I even existed… you helped me to live. You helped me to kill the pain when it was unbearable. You helped me to stop thinking when thoughts were unbearable. And in one of drunk vision I… I was able to met someone who is no longer walking in this world. And I talked with her. And somehow I was able to… to forgive myself. Sir, it doesn’t matter if I am alone. I am ready not to sleep, drink nor eat if it means that I would get this job done. I will protect your secrets, your products and you good name. Because somewhere out there, there are more men like me that are in need of your help… oh, if I would find the spy. You want him alive or dead?”

-          “FOR GODDESSES SAKE! I am not a murderer!”

-          “Very well. Just crippled? If yes – you want me to break his limbs or do something more permanent? Gouge eyes, cut off tongue…”

-          “No! Really, no! just… bring him to me.”

This way negotiations were mostly done.





Back at Red mountains.




Another goblin that almost managed climbing the wall has fallen as halberd stabbed his is his chest. The creature let out a high-pitched shriek before his claws let go. Still, he didn’t die, it wasn’t as peaceful. The blade damaged his lung, he had more or less a minute of agonizing death as he would fight for breath in the dirt.

Yes, war is not beautiful. It is not clean and the only people that are speaking about glory are bards and nobles than never seen the battlefield with their own eyes.

There is no glory in having your shoulder smashed by a hammer, there is no beauty in act of holding your guts as an axe cut your stomach open making your insides to literally fall away. There is only desire to survive.

It is either we or them. Show no mercy, for none will show it to you.

There is no elegance in being covered in blood.

Honor? Ha! Honor is good only in dueling. Dueling of nobles, that is. What is the soldier fighting for? For profit. For vengeance. For satisfaction. Either for a silver coin, or to avenge your brothers, or to have a peaceful idea that if you kill enough of enemies today, your sons and daughters won’t be forced to do the same thing.

Damn it. I am getting philosophical. Apparently, lack of actions is having a negative impact on me. Right now, I was marching with Gisele and two squads of heavy infantry to the gates. Defenders reduced enemy forces more than just enough. We are preparing to finish them with one last push. A few moments ago few squads of goats riders moved away preparing to attack ogres position from the back. Ah, such mobility! They were climbing almost vertical rocks! When we would attack from the side of the gates, riders would cut their escape route. In the end, we don’t want any marauders to disturb us, do we? Even if they wouldn’t attack us directly, they still could push rocks from the higher grounds or set other annoying traps.  This is why we will clean them one and for good.

I climbed on the wall when Gisele took a position in the middle of the first line again. Few hundred goblins were still swarming under the gates supported by few dozen of ogres. Most of the dwarfs with crossbows were shooting at enemy rangers, solider with halberds were pushing climbers off the wall while a dozen of “weapon-less” soldiers were throwing rocks on the heads of those charging at the gate itself.

Once again I look back at the small army that has formed on the side of the camp. Price of Ironblood and Gisele nodded back to me.

The signal to start

I started singing quietly gathering forces. Even I had troubles in hearing words of the chant through the cacophony of wounded, but even those sounds went quiet when first explosions shook the ground.

I was aiming at the ground in front of the gate so the dust would cover the vision of the enemies letting our people to open the gates without greenskin noticing. When the ashes have fallen and revealed the wall again, ogres roared in anger as they were finally able to see enemies they could fight with.

Someone blow the horn and squads in meteoric armors rushed on their enemies.

Same horn was also the signal for the riders hidden on the back of the greenskin to attack.

This battle, as a whole, was won even before it started. We simply knew that not even miracle would help goblins to break into the camp. But now? It was a massacre.

Ogres completely lost to their bloodlust, rushing in they completely forgot about defenders on the walls which impaled their bodies with dozens of bolts. Few huge greenskins fallen before their weapons could even be used.

Riders appeared on the horizon butchering rear guard. In the same tim, I was throwing explosive spells in the middle of their formation, I wasn’t aiming at certain enemies. All I wanted to do was to destroy their formation, no matter how bad it was. Because of that bulldozers could simply charge on swinging their axes left and right, meeting no resistance at all.

Half of the day. The battle that started at noon ended as red sun was slowly traveling down. We were forced to wait another day in this camp. I only hoped that delay wouldn’t cost us dearly. 
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                Proofreader: Solyom


Rogue was walking back and forth across his room. The situation became… difficult. And by difficult he meant horrible. He started working with Zariel because he had no other choices, but his hopes were high, in the end, the kid seemed to be reliable, hardworking and smart. He lifted the Syndicate from misery all alone, all they needed to do was to do as he said.

But, everything that is good can’t last forever. The alchemists guild finally noticed that right under their nose a new organization was formed. An organization that was selling two times less effective potions… but for the tenth part of their price.

Unfortunately, they had a monopoly when it came to producing (and then selling) potions. They had the law on their side, which meant that if they would finally find the Syndicate’s laboratory, it would be destroyed. And the Syndicate can’t fight with the Guild right now. Why? Because the Guild is backed by the Council. And the Council is backed by the Neira Kingdom. Sabotaging a kingdom itself wasn’t a big deal. The problem was sabotaging the kingdom in which they have their headquarters.

And Zarile was not in the capital. Of course that he wasn’t. He kept vanishing all the time. Bloody adventurer. If he would work 24/7 for them, the Syndicate would rule half of continent already. But the kid preferred freedom. Damn it. Damn him. What an immature, spoiled brat!

… still, he is an immature, spoiled brat they need. He already started slowing down the progress of the Guild inspectors by sending false information and leaving trails that would lead them to nothing. But slowing them down is one thing, stopping completely – another one.

His communication crystal was warming up, soon he would call the young druid. He was about to waste his one-per-month call he usually used to contact his supplier of the contraband. Still, he was willing to lose it. He learned it in the hard way that to achieve one thing, another needs to be forsaken.

Soon, the semi-transparent phantom-like head of the kid appeared in the room. He was in some kind of tent.

-          “For real, kid. I just want to remind you that you SHOULD be responsible for a certain company. The same company you rarely visit…” Zariel rolled his eyes and rushed his conversation partner with gesture of his hand. He knew that they had about a minute of the conversation“… the alchemist guild started sniffing around. I am afraid that they finally noticed our little operations. I thought that you may want to know and…”

-          “Ok, stop right here. I knew that this day would eventually come, it’s bit too soon, but still. I will tell you what you are about to do. You will open a small open-for-all hospital and an orphanage in slums.”

-          “Orphanage? The hell is that?”

-          “A place where orphans with no family go.”

-          “… They end on the street.”

-          “Not any longer. Hire a few women and pay them to take care of street-kids, build some cheap building, fill it with plain beds, canteen. You will take 20% of our income and put ‘em into the hospital and the orphanage.”

-          “… who will pay us for taking care of the sick and the children?”

-          “We will do it pro bono publico.”

-          “But… why?”

-          “Damn it, Rogue, I was told you are an intelligent man. Prove it! How many times did I make a mistake?! Just do as I said and we will…”

Their connection shattered. The Syndicate leader cursed loudly. He used the crystal few days too early so the conversation did not last even a minute.

Open for all hospital! Orphanage! Is he crazy? Why would that stop the Alchemist from riding their factory?! Even more – when the word about people being healed for free in slums would spread they would find them even fas… Wait. Wait wait wait wait! That little bastard… Is he fucking CRAZY!? That’s what he wants! Pro bono publico! He doesn’t want to fool the guild, he wants to confront it! To justify their existence!

But the guild cares only for profit, they would never let them be only because their existence would be justified… He must have known that too. Let’s think about one step forward…

Puzzles of the events were slowly falling into one piece creating a full picture of what the mage wants to achieve.

…This game, this charade, is not for the Guild. It’s for the King and the Council. This little devil wants to destroy the Guild’s monopoly. Even more, he heard that the king is at least friendly with him, a few people in council wish to recruit him too, the Blackwood family… And even now… he is with the dwarfs establishing some kind of bonds with them… That little… he actually can do it.

If a year ago someone would tell him that the Syndicate would slowly start to regain their strength and regain control of most of the black markets he would just treat him as a madman and ignore him. If half year ago someone would tell him that they would wage a silent war against the Church he would stab that man right away, as even mentioning such possibility was dangerous.

And if ten minutes ago someone would suggest him to challenge right of the Guild to make potions as the only in the organization in this side of continent… Madness. This couldn’t be predicted.

The question remains. For how long this kid has planned all of this?!

… and how much he wants to achieve? Is the Syndicate also just a piece he uses in his game? Rogue shivered.



Red Mountains.



So, the alchemist’s guild made a move? Crap. They have much more money than we do, that means that they have more options to track us down than we do to hide. It means that eventually, we would have to face each other. Right after I said to director of the Guild that I am not selling the potions I create. Shit happens. All I can hope for is to make the king decide if I (and my company) am to be punished. And after this little expedition in the Red Mountains… I will have the king in my pocket.

But, right now… I left the tent. It was already morning and we were heading out again.

As soon as I stepped out from my leather hut a few dwarfs rushed to put it down and to carry it away to the supply squad.

-          “Important people made a few decisions when you were away.” Gisele said as she caught up with me.

-          “When I was away, you say? I feel offended.”

-          “Apparently, old Ironblood wanted to force as many decisions as he could when you were away, because, as he said: you are bringing him to the edge of madness and he can’t gather his thoughts with you around.”

-          “What did they decide?”

-          “We head to the camp your familiars found. No stopping on the way there. No more setting up camps.”

-          “Idiots. The lesson from the art of war: the army that arrives on the battlefield as the last one is in the worse position. They are tired from marching, they need to set up a formation and so on. In the same time, our enemies would be well-rested and would fight in the place they know. I would advise at least one short break before arriving there… but there is no way I could possibly win with their stubbornness. “

-          “So… You are giving up?” she wanted to tease me. Poor, foolish girl.

-          “Sweetie, do you know what brings the greatest joy?”

-          “I am sure that you are about to tell me.”

-          “Playing the game by someone’s rules and biting him by finding a loophole. Tell me, do you think they would be mad if we would borrow a squad or two?”

Gisele smiled widely.

-          “Action?” she asked. Her eyes were sparkling with excitement.

-          “Action.” I nodded.



Some time later



-          “What are they doing?! WHAT ARE THEY DOING?!” the clan head yelled after seeing around 100 goat riders leaving main forces following a rider on black warg

-          “Sir, mister Whiteraven said that he would scout places ahead to remove possible traps and ambushes. If he would encounter bigger forces he would return and inform you… He said that the queen was informed about it.”

The messenger said looking at Vakkira, who opened her eyes widely and said that she heard about it for the first time.

-          “..th..there is also a letter he asked to deliver to you…” he continued bringing a piece of paper to the dwarf queen.

She quickly unwrapped it and ran her eyes over the text. Then she exhaled loudly covering her face with her palms.

-          “What does it say?”

-          “Literally?: Vakkira, I am about to borrow some of your troops. Treat them as scouts. This is a formal information. I am a good guy, so there is no need to thank me.”

-          “… this little… I will crush his spine with my own hands…” he hissed more to himself than to anybody else “… to break official orders and…”

-          “Actually, he did not  break orders at all.” His son stopped his tirade “Orders say that the army is not to be stopped after it already headed out. But, if he would take squads now these are not to be treated as part of the main forces but – exactly as he said – scouts. And this formation has the greatest freedom of action….”

-          “STILL! No one allowed him to act as a commander! He is nothing more than an advisor!”

-          “He? No. But Giselle who is traveling with him? I think I have temporarily granted her the position of a lieutenant, in the end she was leading our squad, it was formally required… as long as she is with him to act as formal commander… He could, as an advisor, suggest certain actions to be taken by the squad, actions that would be formed as order by commander.”

-          “THIS LITTLE BASTARD!” the elder hit the table with his fist almost breaking it in half. “DEGRADE HER! NOW!”

-          “With all due respect, father, to do so I would have to either tell her that in her face or send a messenger with formal information of stripping her off her privileges. But how do you want to deliver this message? They are traveling on combat goats. It is almost impossible to catch them in mountains. Also, I would not do it even if I could. I actually appreciate his actions.”

-          “What?! You dare to talk back to me?”

-          “Good for our nation should always be put before our clan’s desires. Father, I would support you everywhere else, but as we are in the state of war, as the main commander of the army I am obligated to speak my mind. Taking in consideration the orders YOU gave to the army, his actions can’t harm us, only help.”

Oh, Zariel would give away all the treasure of the world to see the face of Ironblood right now.



Holy Kingdom



Sunday. Day of Sun. The Sun is the main symbol and attribute of Luxia, therefore Sunday is the holiest day of the week for the worshipers of Order. It also meant that this day the hero was training meditation and spell casting in the Basilica of the Morning Star.

The hero had problems hiding the smile on his face after hearing “Morning Star” – in the world he came from it was one of the name of Satan – king of the devils, not the holiest thing, you have to admit that.

He was said that he should meditate – to find inner peace and then a connection to divine spirits. Yet, he was not quite doing that. Reason?

HE WAS BOOOOOREEEED!

Training swordsmanship? That was sweet! Learning about this world’s tactics? One of his favorite lectures! But… meditations? It was quite “meh” for him. He used to be quite a nerd, in every game he preferred picking warrior class, even if he would play as the paladin he would rarely use active magic, relying more on passive, aura-like spells. Oh, of course, he knew that magic here can be extremely useful, he would eventually learn about it… just… he does not feel doing it right now. Until something picked his interest. The ultimate goal he wanted to achieve here – a pretty girl.

-          “Inga? Really? You failed again?” some older priest was scolding a pretty, short girl, with blonde hair, deep blue eyes and… enormous breast. Really nice set of honkers. An extremely well-endowed badonkers. Her dobonhonkeros surely made most of the girls envy. On the other hand, the hero was more than amazed how that priest could somehow look somewhere else than on her dohoonkabhankoloos. Ah, to bury his face in those tonhongerekoogers… one could die in peace. It was decided. He would make these humonoloughongaus his. And the lady attached to them would be a nice addition too.[i]

-          “Something wrong?” he asked with a voice filled with nothing more than purest curiosity. Ah, all those years of acting school are now paying off.

-          “Ah, hero, are we bothering your meditations? We are so terribly sorry!” old man lowered his head a bit.

-          “H…H…HERO!?” she covered her mouth in shock.

-          “Ah, think nothing of it! I wouldn’t get distracted if my focus was strong enough, so that’s mostly my fault!” He said with a smile of a fool.

-          “How humble of you!”

-          “Inga, yes? Beautiful name! Sorry for eavesdropping, but if I am correct you are having problems with summoning, right? I am having problems with it too, so if you would allow me, I would love to hear your explanations too, Father.” He addressed the old priest politely.

-          “Oh, but… it’s more advanced practice hero, today you were supposed to only start mana manipulation and…”

-          “Oh, I see… I am sorry, I got too ahead of myself. I wish to apologize for my impoliteness.” He bowed in half before the older man.

-          “No! No, please! Don’t apologize to me! Your passions in studying divine arts are admirable!...”

<Studying my ass> the hero thought <I am here only for those airbags, mate>

-          “… I think I could give you a hint or two, I am about to teach her anyway, so feel free to listen, if my lessons would help you… well, this old man could say that he actually achieved something in life – supporting the hero’s progress, that’s one noble achievement and…”

<Come on, old man, end this already> the hero thought with his kindest smile still plastered to his face <just show what you have to and leave us alone. Shu-shu!>

Then the old man coughed a few times and started lecturing. Some boring stuff, about inner peace, finding the balance of your soul, letting it adrift into other planes and finding a spirit that would answer your call. It all was nothing more than gibberish to him, but as the old man was talking something started to appear in his mind.

He became half aware of his surroundings that were changing. He was no longer in the temple, instead, he was walking in some cloud-like halls, his whole existence was surrounded by… creatures. Each of them so sparkly and beautiful and mighty…

And there was that one creature. Not greatest in size nor power, neither its aura was the brightest one. But somehow, it was calling him. He blinked twice.

Once again he was in the church. Inga and old priest were looking at him with their mouths half-open. One of his arms was stretched, and on his palm a beautiful white dove was sitting looking at him directly in the eyes.

~ Greetings, You must be my new master. It is pleasure to finally meet you, hero, it will be a pleasure to work with you… especially as our taste in women seems to be… similar. Fear not, I will grant you my powers. One you find more interesting than others. Ah, also – feel free to name me.


	[Nameless] - [Holy Dove]
	Level	1
	Hp	[25/25]
	Sp	[100/100]
	Mp	[75/75]
	Skills	Peck [Active] [Level 1]

Living Order Catalyst - low [Passive] [Level NA]

Symbol of the Hero - low [Permanent Passive]

Song of Hero [Active] [Level 1]






	Symbol of the Hero - low [Permanent Passive]
	Familiar's trait -  The owner of this familiar will have his [Charisma] and [Charm] increased by 5%
	[Permanent Passive] - this skill will always be in effect - even when the familiar is in unsummoned-state




… 5% to Charisma and Charm… You mean, I am 5% more likely to get the girl, right?

~ that’s correct. Also, I need to inform you that this property would increase as both of us would get stronger!

… Looks like we are going to be best friends ever, pal!

~ I am glad to hear that, mate!

Best buddies forever?

~ I won’t have it in any other way, bro!

The bird sent a mental smile into his head.


[i] https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kSVkprXlc6k   <- idea of names was not mine, so i feel obligated to let you know the source.
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We weren’t moving through the main paths in the valleys, instead, we were moving over the cliffs – inches from the edge. One wrong step… and I doubt that I would survive that. Even with the regeneration of a Hydra, as there would be nothing left to regenerate. The goats were doing great, Kaito… not so well. Note for my future-self: Wargs are not universal mounts.

-          “Atta boy! You are doing great!” I kept whispering in his ear.

-          “You are trying to convince him or yourself?” Gisele laughed from behind me.

-          “Don’t listen to her, you are such a brave boy, ain’t you?” a quiet whimper let me know what Kaito was thinking about this matter.

-          “Zari, I think that it would be safer if you would move on your own…”

She just suggested that I should morph.

-          “Sweetie, I am not sure if you are aware that we are not traveling alone.”

-          “Trust issues? As far as I can tell, dwarfs are not very judgmental… as long as you are not an elf. You have already gained their trust so I doubt they would care if you would tell them you are a freak.”

-          “One, I am not a freak, two: Kaito is doing just gre..AAEAEA…” guess who’s mount’s paw slipped on the rocks. After some struggles we regained balance, still – seeing few rocks rolling off a cliff did not boost my nor Kaito’s courage.

-          “Ok. It’s getting dangerous. GUYS!...” she turned around facing the company of dwarfs following us “… I need you to know that Zari is a freak. If you would see some hideous, ugly monster that is not a greenskin, don’t attack it!”

YOU LITTLE! Also, what’s wrong with your explanations?! There is no way someone would be ok with that! One, the data you gave are simply lacking dozens of crucial information!

Do I have a problem with that? OF COURSE, I DO HAVE A PROBLEM WITH THAT! One! It is my secret! MY – FOR FUCK SAKE GISELE, you have no bloody right to tell it left and right! Two, it will only start hundreds of questions: “What freak?” “What monster?” “Why was he hiding this from us?” “What are his intentions?” “Can we trust him?”…

-          “Copy that commander!” one of the dwarfs said.

-          “Roger-roger!”

-          “Will do as you said! Makrov! Yell to the boys at the back the new orders!”

-          “HEY! IF WE WERE TO SPOT SOME UGLY-NOT-GOBLIN-BASTARD WE ARE TO LET IT BE! THAT WOULD BE THE WITCH-BOY!”

… What the hell? That’s it?

-          “See? Told you. When they already start liking you there is no going back!” she smiled at me.

THERE IS NO WAY I WILL ACCEPT THIS REASONING!

-          “So? Go on! Turn ugly!” she said poking my side with her finger. “You are slowing us down! Come on! Be ugly!”

-          “That’s not the words one would want to hear from their woman…” I gave up. She is crazy. Dwarfs are crazy. Everything and everyone is crazy. It is hard being the last creature having bits of intellects on this world.”


	Shifting in process





	[Custom form]
	Physical Modifications	Bat Ears

Minotaur’s legs

Snake's oral cavity

Hawk's eyes

Insectoid wings

Wolf's skull

Wolf's claws

	Attributes Bonuses	Str +5

End +5

Agi +10

Rfx + 10

	Skill Bonuses	Enchanted Senses [Passive]

Echolocation [Passive]

Venom attack - Acid Spitter  [Toggle/On]





I will never get used to this feeling. This awful itchy feeling as your bones becomes denser, as they stretch your skin which adapts after a moment. How fur slowly starts growing from my body turning me into some mutated werewolf. My head was now some furless hybrid of wolf and human. It did not become more handsome when my ears became about ten times bigger.

The skin on my back broke creating horizontal cuts. Through the wounds slowly, and bit painfully, twin bee-like wings emerged. They needed to grow larger… more! More! After they became almost as large as rest of my body I stopped accelerating its growth. They wouldn’t let me fly, maybe glide a little. Still, better than turning into a pancake after my leg would slip.

-          “Kaito. Thank you. You can rest now.” Oh my! That voice. Nightmare material!

The warg yelped one last time before turning into smoke.

-          “So that’s what she meant by ugly…” one of the dwarfs whispered “… To be honest, if I were alone in a room with two goblins and him, if I would have crossbows with two bolts, I would shoot him… Twice.”

-          “Ay. Looks like an ogre… just with its insides out.”

-          “Are you happy now?” I asked Gisele with a somewhat angry tone.

-          “Seeing you like now? Absolutely no. The image of your face has been burned in my memory! I won’t be able to kiss you for a week!... But what’s more important. Do you think you will be able to keep our speed without a mount?”

-          “Wrong question. You should ask if I would be kind enough to wait for you.”

I said after I started running onward.

My hoofs kept hitting the hard surface of rocks.  It was a strange feeling, not really pleasant. Yet I didn’t have time to be bothered by the lack of comfort.

My ears were moving in all directions, every few dozen meters my tongue would slip through my mouth tasting the air, my dog–like nose was sniffing constantly, my eyes were darting over the peaks of the mountains. I was looking for traps and ambushes.

The smell was strong, unfortunately, it didn’t mean a lot – in the end, these valleys were recently crossed by thousands of greenskin. I was looking for something new. Something fresh… something…

I jumped on a lone tree growing from the side of the cliff. I needed to wait a minute for rest of the company to catch up with me.

-          “You found something?”

I raised my finger pointing to the opposite side of the valley.

-          “I see noth…”

-          “Rocks. Put into one, nice pile. Don’t you think that if someone would push them down, for example, an army marching down…”

-          “I see. Give us a second and we will get in there…”

-          “No. No need for that. Such “trap” requires only a few goblins or one ogre. We would waste more time relocating riders to the other side. My mobility is the best. I will take care of that. Keep moving. I will catch up with you in few minutes.”

She hesitated for a moment, but then she just nodded. The advantage of having an adventurer-girlfriend, when you say you will do something, she would just acknowledge it and do her part of the job.

The company moved alongside as I moved circling around my potential enemy. If that was indeed a trap and not some kind of extremely weird natural formation, the attacker would look at the valley below, maybe bit back to the East, to see if the dwarfs are marching. It means that I should be more or less invisible for him if I would move a bit further to the West before crossing the path… AH! FOR FUCK’S SAKE! LESS TALKING, MORE KILLING!

I rushed in that direction, running from one pile of rocks to another, just in case, I quickly started climbing over the almost completely vertical surface, both my legs and my claws did their job wonderfully. I was over two hundred meters from the target as I heard the slow breathing. His (because he was alone) heart beating could be heard from 50 meters away. He was well-hidden. His skin was brown, so it almost completely blended with the dusty ground around him.

… I was disappointed. As he was lying on his belly, he couldn’t put much of a fight. Some part of me wanted to let him know that I am few meters away, so he could get up, pick up his weapon lying right next to him.

But that would be simply foolishness. Tsh. I will have my fun. One way or another.



Same time – Gisele’s team



They have been riding for a couple of minutes before they spotted a small group of greenskins. They were able to see it only because they were traveling over the cliffs.

-          “Lieutenant? Are we attacking?”

-          “We should wait for Zari…” then she heard it. Actually, everyone heard it. A painful scream of agony from directions they came from “… You know what? Forget what I just said.” She said grabbing one of her axes. “Let’s paint the ground red.”

She didn’t know why, but she was a bit angry at Zari. Maybe because of her woman intuition, she felt that Zari was enjoying himself instead of being a “cold professional”. She decided to relieve her frustration a little on certain greenskins below.




Factory and Warehouse of Alexander Runner.




-          “Hey, are you sure it’s a good idea? I heard that Runner hired a new watchdog, some adventurer…”

-          “Easy, I asked about him. Jason Jasny. No one ever heard of him, and on top of that… he looks like a bloody homeless, he even smells like vodka! I am sure that he asked for this job to drink as much as he can!”

-          “If you say so…”

The group of four thieves started to lockpick the side door for the workers of the facility. It took some time (and quite a few lockpicks), in the end, Alexander Runner spent a small fortune to keep his products safe.

Yet the thieves were patient and skilled. They have also practiced for this particular heist. Eventually, a characteristic “click” sound could be heard as the door was opened.

-          “Ok. The recipe is supposed to be in the vault, in a strongbox. We will have to crack through several locks and doors. The position of the new sample is unknown, it should be somewhere in the warehouse. Follow the plan. If we wouldn’t kill anyone we would get a bonus, still, if you have no other choice… completing the task has priority. You know what to do. Spread!”

They walked in together, yet each time some a side corridor would appear one of them would leave the group. They needed to locate the spare keys to the vault located in the guard's room, that would greatly reduce the time they needed to complete their task. At the same time, one of them would already start lockpicking the doors to the vault, and rest would keep looking for the sample while providing a distraction. You know, knocking some bottles down to drag the guards attention and such.

One of the thieves, a self-named master of the shadows quickly located the guard's room, as usually – it was located near the entrance. The keys weren’t hidden well, actually – they were hanging on the hook on the wall. Easy. A bit too easy.

The door behind him was shut. This was when he noticed he was not alone in the room. There was a guard. Indeed, just like boss said – he really looked like a beggar.

He exhaled air in relief.

-          “Old man, you scared me. Look, I know you want to earn a coin too, but unfortunately for you – I am younger, faster, stronger and armed. No one needs to get hurt. Sit on that chair, I would tie you down. Tomorrow morning someone would find you…”

-          “Welcome in Runner’s factory and warehouse. Heaven of every adult man. State the reason for your visit, otherwise you will face the consequences.”

-          “Look, man, I really don’t want to hurt you….”

-          “You have entered heaven, yet you are not worthy. Thou art weighed in the balances, and art found wanting…”

-          “Ooook, I see you are already drunk. That will make everything easi…”

In the next moment, light filled the room blinding the thief. He closed his eyes by instinct. He didn’t even notice where the blow came from.

The old man surely wasn’t carrying any weapon. He also wasn’t wearing gloves to hide brass knuckles, so why were his hits so painful?

The light vanished and the thief could see again. At least a little. The old man was moving quickly, definitely not like an around 40 years old man. The guard shortened the distance and attacked from the left. The thief raised his guard to protect himself from the assault… yet he got hit directly in the chin. From the right? How?

The image of guard got blurry for a second. Illusion! He is a mage! Tsh!

-          “Thou soul was seen and it is covered in sin. Yet rejoice, for thee stand before me, the light of judgment, by my sentence you shall be purified of your impurity.”

AND HE IS INSANE!

-          “I am the protector of this world’s order!” another blow came throwing the thief across the room. “I am a soldier! A blade of the light!” the thief ran into a corner and raised his fists up protecting himself from attacks from every possible direction. “I am a sentinel! A divine Knight!” Yet no more physical attack came.

The thief noticed far too late that the words that the illusionist spoke were not just religious rambling… but a chant.

-          “Be purified by flames, for I am a fright!”



An explosion could be heard from far away, two thieves raised their heads looking in the direction of the sound.

-          “W..what was that? Alexander set some explosive traps?”

-          “In an alcohol storage? Impossible. Follow the plan.”

-          “But what if…”

-          “Just do it.”

What could he do? Disobey the boss? Thank you, but no. He just returned to looking for the sample. Before coming here they memorized every kind of label that was being used in the factory. This way they could quickly tell if the bottle they were looking at was their target. They were looking for everything not fitting the description of existing labels.

-          “BINGO!” boss hissed happily.

His companion quickly left his position to join him. Indeed, on a special-looking pedestal, a vial with “prototype” label was put. The boss, after double checking for possible traps, stretched his hand toward the bottle…

… and his hand passed right through it.

-          “What the…” once again he tried grabbing it, and once again there was no effect. “…AMBUSH!”

They managed to jump back in the last moment. A powerful beam of light crossed through the place in which they stood a second ago, leaving a burned trail on its path.

-          “Oh woe, woe me, the sorrowful one, for I was told to punish thee, who have drowned in the sin.  I will play you, oh lost lambs, my song of sorrow, praying that thee would find peace and redemption.”

A man clothed in old, dirty cloak stepped out from the shadows.

-          “HE WAS SUPPOSED TO BE HARMLESS!”

-          “FORGET ABOUT THE BONUS! KILL THE BASTARD!” the leader of the group took a knife from behind his belt and threw it at Jason.

-          “I fear no evil. Even though I would walk the valley of the shadow of death. She is with me, she is guiding me, yet not into fields of green, She leads me into evil’s lair, for I am her Sheppard, my duty is to protect my lambs, be gone, evil wolves, thou shall not feast on the children of mine...” the knife met half-transparent bright aura and melted after contact. “Foolish one, I am not merciful, I am not pure, my sorrow comes from my sense of duty. I am sorrowful, for I know what needs to be done… I FEAR NO EVIL, FOR I AM A FEAR INCARNATE! MY FAITH IS MY SHIELD! MY HATE IS MY WEAPON! AND IMMORTALITY SHALL BE MY REWARD!”

-          “FUCK IT! RUN!”

The light filled the room.



The last thief heard the footsteps behind himself.

 

-          “Are you done? Ha, ya did it quickly. Got the keys?” he asked without turning back.

Indeed, someone gave him the key to the vault.

-          “Sweet!” still, without turning back, he took the offered keys and opened the vault “DANG! Another door!? Alexander is one sick dude! You probably don’t have the keys to this one, do ya?” it was supposed to be a joke, yet another set of keys was given to him “Mate, you did magic here!”

Oh, poor bastard, he had no idea…

-          “Great, the vault is open now… wait, there should be a strongbox here…”

Indeed, the vault was completely empty. It was just a room, 5x5 meters, yet only a table and a few chairs were inside. And tools. Lots of nasty looking tools.

Then the body of an unconscious thief was thrown inside. And another. And yet another.

This was the first time when the thief turned around…. Aaaand as soon as he did that he “kissed a fist”.

 Dang! He felt as if he was punched by a minotaur.

One of last thing he noticed was that the doors were being shut behind the man.

-          “Now, poor sinners, poor lost lambs who put wolfskin on themselves, becoming evil… I will purify thee, I will turn you into lambs, even if it means that I will have to tear off the skin of the wolfs first…” the old man said picking up a sharp-looking tool “…but first things first. You knew what you were looking for… You know the labels, you know the security system, you knew the layout of the rooms. We know that there are spies here. I want a name. And a name I shall receive. Forget about lying, I can easily tell when somebody lies… Oh, just so nobody would disturb us…” he grabbed one of the chairs and put it under door’s handle. None could get inside even if they wanted to.

-          “Where were we? Ah, yes. WHERE ARE THEY?!”






Author is sorry for WH40k references. Chapter was written while listening to Litany of Fury on YT
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	You have slain [Mountain Tribe Ogre Level 24].
	You have obtained [411 exp].




I pulled my claws from the creature’s stomach. I surely took my sweet time here. Hey, I didn’t do that cuz I am some kind of sadistic psycho! I was interrogating him! Or was I? Never mind. Time to return to the rest of the squad.

Before leaving the place, I quickly destroyed the pile of rocks, pushing them in all directions. Now, even if someone would come here to throw a small avalanche at the heads of the dwarfs, he would need at least an hour or so to once again create a nice pile. As soon as I was done I started jumping near the edge, in the direction of Gisele’s team.

I came just in time to witness the dwarfs butchering a small group of hobgoblins sitting in a bunker-like formation on the side of the valley. Nothing really threatening, if they would take the main forces by surprise they could kill or wound a few soldiers marching in the first line. Still, they weren’t here to kill, but to slow us down. I cursed quietly.

-          “Look who finally came!” Giselle said after her axe made a certain greenskin a bit shorter. “Enjoyed yourself, did ya?”

-          “What do you mean? I am a proud hunter, I kill if I have to, but I have no joy for causing excessive pain and I think that such acts are simply savage.”

-          “We heard that ogre being skinned alive even here.”

-          “Because I was interrogating him, Gisele. I am sure that you also picked a few lesser goblins to ask them a question or two, right? It would be the best thing to do, could save us a lot of trouble finding other ambushes. Right, Gisele? Right?”

-          “Uh… I mean… Makrov! Is there any enemy left alive?”

A dwarf, one that was grabbing an axe with one hand and a goblin in the other, quickly looked at us, then back on goblin, raised his axe and quickly killed it.

-          “Not anymore, commander!” and then he added “No survivors, just as you ordered!”

-          “No survivors, you say?” I asked putting my palm all over my face.

-          “A…anyway! Any luck with your ogre?”

-          “The way you are trying to change the subject is just as cute as awkward, Gis. And no. It looks like our enemy is smarter than I want to admit. It’s just a single case, but the ogre had no idea about the other camps. But he could be lying. It’s hard to break someone in a couple of minutes, this is why I hoped to ask the goblins. They look like they are easier to scare.”

-          “He,he… sorry?”

-          “Just keep moving. Send someone back to inform them that we cleared the area up to this place. We are moving onward.”

The dragoness quickly yelled the order, and a dwarf on the back of the formation turned around and left the group, heading to the main army.

-          “We need to speed up. I don’t like the idea of playing as our enemy wants us to.”



Greenskin camp




-          “Report, sir!” a troll literally jumped into tent, kneeling before the Oni.

-          “Speak.”

-          “The enemies sent a small group of riders to scout the area ahead of the main army. They are clearing every garrison and every trap.”

The oni stayed calm. At least for the next second or two. Then he quickly raised from his throne and hit the table with his fist. It broke in half.

-          “Front guard! How could I miss such an obvious tactic! HOW FOOLISH OF ME!”

-          “S...sir?” The shaman, that has always been by his master’s side, tried to calm him down.

-          “I sent our people because I hoped that this way we could slow them down! Forcing an army into a set of small battle makes it almost completely paralyzed! To start marching just to stop after few hundred meters!... but now… I sent my people to die. For no reason at all.”

-          “There is something more, sir!” still kneeling, the troll raised his head.

-          “Continue.” The oni sat back on the throne, yet his anger did not leave him. His razor sharp teeth were bared as he was panting quietly.

-          “They are being lead by some kind of monster. I have never seen anything like that. I couldn’t get close, as it seems that its senses are quite superior. Every few hundred meter, it stops to sniff the area. And he always finds our squads.”

-          “How does it look?”

-          “At first I thought it some kind of werewolf, or something similar, but its ears are too big, his legs are too thick and there is something on his back. Maybe wings? After seeing that I checked twice if, by accident, I didn’t take vodka instead of water with me.”

The oni’s nails started rumbling at his throne.

-          “Gobraw, have you ever heard of something like that?”

-          “No sir. I am proud for knowing every monster, beast and bug that have ever crawled through these mountains. It’s not from around here.”

-          “You!” The oni pointed at the troll “How long before they would arrive here?”

-          “They don’t know the secret passages that we are using, they are traveling through the main valleys. In the best case scenario, by dusk, in worst… in a few hours.”

-          “Do everything to force them to come by dusk! They would be forced to wait until morning with the attack then. Also, use those passages to bring a few troops of the Night Clan behind those riders back. I want that beast dead.”

-          “As you command!”





Another bottleneck, another group of butchered greenskins. Yet that group was prepared for our visit. They were looking at mountains all the time, and after we were spotted, a volley of arrows was  sent in our direction. Was that a coincidence? Did one of those goblins simply had more reasoning than the rest? I would love to believe it, yet, to be honest, I started suspecting that they could have scouts of their own, that simply informed the rest of garrisons about the new attackers.

Not that it would make much difference, the garrisons were made out of only a few dozen to a hundred greenskin, ogres were rare. With our mobility, butchering those took up to a few dozen minutes as they were lacking any form of protection from an attack from above.

Yes, when you were shooting at an army of footmen, you simply aimed and shot. Soldiers have nowhere to run away. Even if they would move to the side, the arrow would hit those behind them. But goat riders on mountains? We could move up and down, left and right, barely any arrow scratched us. Indeed, there were a few less dangerous wounds, but when I suggested to one dwarf that maybe he should retreat and let the medics patch him us, he simply laughed at my face, pulled the arrow from his arm and quickly covered it with a piece of leather. Then he made a few moves with that arm, showing me that he still can fight.

Another few arrows flew over my head, but I paid no attention to them as I was charging down. With powerful leap, I flew over the primitive fence, made out of sharpened logs, landing between two goblins, having their jaws hanging low in awe. My claws ripped through the throat of the one on my left, picked up the one on my right from the ground and used him as a meat shield, impaling him on the spear of the hobgoblin that was charging at me.

I kept their attention on myself, letting the rest of the group to safely shorten the distance.

And then, everything rolled as all of the previous encounters. Goblins can have some chances against dwarfs, were they outnumbering them at least ten to one. Actually, goblins rarely stand a chance against anything without the advantage of the numbers. That’s how they were designed by nature. Weak breeding machines.

-          “Report.” I said to a dwarf at my side as his comrades were finishing a bunch of greenskin.

-          “Nothing extraordinary. They were meant to shoot a few times at the main forces, then make a crowd at the bottleneck pushing us away with spears. We should be done in a couple of mi…”

I silenced him by raising my hand. I thought I heard something. A whistling-vibrating sound, barely audible, almost like…


	You took [32] piercing damage.
	You are now poisoned with [Potent Damage Poison].





	[Potent Damage Poison]
	Duration: 05h59m54s
	Effect	Deal [3] damage every 10 seconds.




SON OF A…!

I turned my gaze at the direction from which the arrow came. It wasn’t friendly fire. One – dwarfs weren’t using bows but crossbows, and I was hit with an arrow, not a bolt. If it was a bolt from dwarven crossbow it would left my body from the other side! Dwarfs aren’t using poisons either. Why bothering with poison that takes hours to finish the target, if you can simply split someone’s skull with one blow?

Yet I saw nothing. There was literally nothing around. I sniffed nothing, I saw nothing… There was no magic being used…

I heard another whistling sound, and I jumped to the side. After that, the second an arrow hit the ground where I stood.

I activated the Echo of the Earth. Life forms, about a dozen of them. They were standing quite far from each other. Stupid mountains, because of the high differences in the terrain I couldn’t tell exactly where are they.

I may not know precise location, but it doesn’t matter as I can BLOW THE WHOLE FUCKING MOUTAIN AWAY!

A ball of fire started dancing between my palms, pulsating and rotating faster and faster. All this time, my eyes were scouting across the mountain, looking for my enemies. None of them moved. They were patient, they waited till I would look away before firing an arrow.

I throw the explosive bolt, it danced nicely on the sky before it fell, shaking the ground. The explosion was as big as one caused by a grenade, not very big, but just enough to send a few rocks flying. And big enough to make one of the attackers move.

I saw the bastard before. A troll, same as the one that attacked our carriage when we were traveling with Fional. But these bastards covered their bodies with mud. They were the same color as the ground around them and their smell was completely nullified.

But now I knew what I was looking for.

-          “Would you be so kind?” I asked the dwarf pointing my back at him. That’s where the arrow hit and unfortunately, in my current form, I couldn’t reach it with my own arms.

My response was a sharp pain when the piece of wood was forcibly pulled from between my wings, and another notification of damage taken.


	You casted [Viper's blood] on yourself.
	Effect of the poison has been reduced.

Duration of the poison has been reduced.






	You casted [Metabolism up] on yourself.
	Duration of the poison has been reduced.





	You are using [Regeneration] on yourself.
	Mp consumption	1/10 seconds.
	Effects	[Hp regen] up





	You are using [Detoxification] on yourself.
	Mp consumption	2/10 seconds.
	Effects	Poison effect has been reduced.

Poison duration has been reduced.





The Hydra’s Regeneration’s effects are great, pretty close to a miracle, but it costs a lot of mana. After a few calculations, I reached the conclusion that if my life is not at danger, using healing magic is simply better when it comes to mana consumption.

-          “Giselle!” I called without averting my eyes “Keep moving.”

-          “And you?”

-          “I will catch up with you.”

-          “I shouldn’t ask, but I will do it anyway: are you sure?”

-          “Yeah, sorry, but when it comes to a fight between assassins, having more friends on your side is disadvantage.”

-          “… Fair enough. Have fun! COMPANY! MOVE OUT!”

-          “Oh, I will.”

I threw an angry gaze in the direction of the cliff before I started shifting again.




Facility of Runner




Alexander Runner returned to his facility. The letter that came this morning told him that Jason caught some thieves and got some information about spies. That was fast!

He had to admit, he didn’t think that this man was able to do that. On the other hand, he knew Jericho, and Jericho was always sending people that were capable of finishing their jobs. He quickly moved past a few corridors. He saw few a knocked down bottles and here and there, melted ground. He didn’t mind it thought. The destroyed whiskey belonged to his cheapest sort and he would have the wooden floor removed by the end of the day.

He entered the vault. It was supposed to be empty, as Jason suggested removing the treasures, turning it into the greatest trap-room in the facility. Yet, as soon as his leg crossed the doorstep his heart jumped to his throat.

-          “For the sake of all devils, what did you do?”

Four shady-looking men were tied to the chairs, their gaze was dull as they were constantly shivering. The terror was much greater, as on the table in the room various… sharp objects were lined.

-          “As you asked, mister Alexander. Nothing. Oh, if you are concerned about the tools, rest assured. These were not used. They may have some broken bones, but the damage was done while capturing them. Nothing more was done.”

-          “Then why…”

-          “Why did I even bother bringing these little beauties here?” he asked, picking up a very sharp, very thin knife. “Cuz I needed to ask some questions. And from my experiences, I know that people are far more talkative when their conversation partner is a fanatic with a sharp tool in his hand. Anyway. Here is the list with the names of the people working with them. Unfortunately, they have no idea who hired them, it is very likely they were using some kind of broker.”

The owner of one of the greatest alcohol brands on the continent quickly picked the piece of paper and started reading it.

-          “Unfortunately, I know none of these names… on the other hand I can’t know every worker personally. The only thing that makes me happy is that none of my closest business partners are involved in that… I will check the those names… Mister Jason?”

-          “Yes?”

-          “I am sorry. And thank you.”

The old man only tilted his head to the side, asking a never spoken question.

-          “Thank you for doing your job. You did great. And I am sorry for…”

-          “Treating me as a homeless vagabond? Don’t thank me. I did that mostly for the money… and maybe some whiskey. And if you would see right through me, I would start doubting my skills! I spent the last eight years in the custody of the inquisitors, but before that, I was hiding from them for another two years. And I tell you, it’s something. Especially if you have the greatest priority on their list.”

-          “About your rewards… of course, there will be no problem with that!” he quickly added, after seeing the gaze of the magician change a little. “… but, as bonus, maybe you would be interested in taking part in tomorrow’s degustation of…”

-          “IWillBeMoreThanGratefull!” he bowed quickly.

Ha! To be one of the first to taste a new brand of whiskey! His life is complete.

-          “There would be only one thing I would like to ask you…” Alexander surely looked troubled by something.

-          “Ah, fear not. I will shave. And bath. I am not a savage, you know.”

At least not until you would drink too much, Jason…
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The order was simple – to kill the beast that was leading the front guard of the dwarven army. The monstrosity, no matter how twisted it was, had extraordinary senses that allowed it to find every ambush squad we had prepared. It was also moving through the mountains without much of a trouble. The questions remained – where did they manage to find it and how did they tame it? Having such a cute-teethed-pet would be convenient.

Still, an assassination is what trolls like the most. Especially those from the Night Clan. We prepared a special poison which we used to cover our arrows. All we needed was one good shoot and the beast would eventually die. It could take minutes, maybe hours, but the creature would surely die. Slowly losing its strength, falling into slumber. The more it would move, the faster the poison wound spread across its body. 

Still, ours bows’ quality is… let’s just say that there are better weapons in the world. Greenskins are not the best craftsmen. Most of the weapons and tools that the horde is using has been scavenged from plundered cities and caravans. And dwarfs are not using bows – mostly because they are short as hell! The bows’ power is often measured by its size – small dwarf equals to small bows which equals to small power. No, they were using crossbows! Tools too small to be used by ogres and too heavy to be used by goblins. I mean, come on! How do you even pull the string!? I personally saw a dwarf pulling it with one hand! ONE! As we tried doing the same thing, poor Gha’zhri almost lost his fingers!

Now. As we already knew that the dwarfs do not make bows, it meant that we had to create them on our own. And these can barely shoot straight! Poor bow quality, and thus poor accuracy means that we need to wait till they would stop moving. So we were waiting till they would attack our next outpost. Our brothers were informed about the new orders, they decided to sacrifice their lives to give us this opportunity. With pain in our heart we watched as our comrades, our family, were  being butchered. They remained brave till the very end. 

Just as we thought – as they were done finishing our comrades they stopped for a moment to regroup. That was our chance. I quickly gave the sign to Gha’zhri –our best marksman – to shoot. He raised from the dirt, pulled the string of his bow, stopped breathing, and released the arrow.

It flew wonderfully, especially taking in consideration the quality of those bended sticks we called bows. It raised in the air and started falling.

The creature stopped, its ears twitched few times moving in all direction. It must have heard the whizzing sound of the air around the arrow. My heart skipped a beat. Monsters have good instincts. They usually have two kind of reactions – either jumping to the side or turning back, to confront the possible danger.

To my great relief, it started turning around. Not fast enough though, the arrow buried itself deep in its back.

The monstrosity let out a half angry, half annoyed, growl-like hiss as it completely turned in our direction. Ha! He won’t find us! The red clay we used to cover our body makes us invisible for almost every creature! Our color and shape is same as rocks around us, we are odorless and we can even silence the beating of our hearts!

And the poison is already spreading across its body!

What will you do? Ha? Move out? Or try looking for us? Anyway, your fate is already doomed so… what? Why is it moving its mouth toward that huge lizard-lady? Is it… talking? Is it not some kind of tamed beast but an intelligent being? That would explain how could its actions be so precise… still…

… what is that? That red, shiny thing between its paws? It’s getting bigger? And brighter? And it’s coming our way? HOLY FU…!!!

An explosion hit the ground near Gha’zri. His body was sent flying a few meters in the air before it fell on the rocks below. His limbs were bent under him in weird angles. As he was standing the closest to the target,  the dust that raised from the ground after the explosion disturbed the vision of a few of us – those who were hidden behind the main marksman’s position.

With the corner of my eyes I saw that the goat riders are moving onward to the next location. He hid their position so they could escape without being shot down by our archers? Not a stupid idea! In the end it could not know about the poison, thus relocating away from the archers range is wise decision…

… I saw the dwarfs riding away, I saw that tall lizard-girl… but where is the monster? The dust had settled already, yet the creature was not th…

-          “GWAAH!” I heard the scream of one of one of my men from the side. Something slashed his belly open. Yet, there was no one there. Or so I though. For a moment there, I saw something, as if the rocks were moving by their own.

Impossible! How could it put on a camouflage in such a short time! Also, its body was big, twice as big as a troll’s, it is simply impossible for it to remain invisible! We would have noticed a one-meter in radius rock moving around! He can’t magically become smaller…


Or was it a completely different monster? When another one of my men cried out in pain, I managed to get a glimpse on the new attacker. Some kind of weird… lizzardo-froggo-bug? It’s body was long, but almost completely flat, it’s legs were shifted perfectly on its sides, so it actually moved faster by sliding across the dirt – like a snake. The rocky area was almost completely covering it most of the time.

Still, the question remained – HOW WAS IT ABLE TO SPOT US? No vision, no sound, no smell, no heat… how?! HOW!?

I got up from my position and started running – faster! Behind that rock pillar! My other assassins started forming two-men squads. Great, if one would be assaulted, the other one would be able to attack it, protecting his comrade!

I could only start climbing on the pillar; from it, I could look from above at the surroundings and maybe somehow regain our advantage. In our job many things could go wrong. Some stick could snap under our feet, the clouds on the sky could disappear, making the moonlight fall upon us, revealing our position… But what was happening right now? Have you ever heard about a target of an assassination, that after being shot, turned back on the attackers and started fighting with twelve skilled murderers? BAH! And to actually succeed in doing so?!

Of course that I became nervous, and yes, the rocks and dirt would escape from my grip, making me fall down few times, wasting precious seconds. Another scream. DAMN IT!

Eventually, I managed to climb to the top, and what I saw froze the blood in my veins. Previously, I called it long. But only now could I truly witness what we were fighting. Normally, I would never acknowledge that this is the same target as before – if not for the small wound on its back. If it would be a humanoid, then location of the wound would be more or less on its upper back – the place where Gha’zri hit.

It was a few, maybe a dozen meters long, and it was using both ends of its body at the same time. It would surround the squad, then started using the tip of its tail to distract the trolls – if something is killing your friends there is no way you would ignore something knocking rocks around you. After the assassins would turn in the direction of the tail, it would attack from behind. 


I have never seen something like that – it looked as if it had two lower jaws, when it opened its mouth, they would move to the sides, showing their insides filled with dozens of needle-like teeth. One bite was enough to tear off an arm, and that’s what it was doing.


Four men down, within two minutes it managed to kill a third of our forces.

Cursing nastily, I took the bow off my shoulder and started aiming. But where should I shoot? On its lower body to reduce its agility? It was covered in some ugly, overlapping scales, on the other hand, near its head, its form was partly humanoid – I could clearly see some primitive torso and arms – still, instead of hands, it had sickle like limbs. That part was not covered in natural armor, but as it was moving in all direction, the chances that I would hit it directly were constantly decreasing.

I can’t risk it. I aimed at its tail. If I could pin in it to the ground and regroup as a team, then we could finish it off by a tempest of weak attacks from all directions, wearing it down with arrows!

That was what I told to myself in my head as I fired an arrow and pulled another one from my quiver, reading for another shot.

But the projectile simply bounced off. The monstrosity raised its head, looking for the source of the attack. Looking for me.

Our eyes met. Its mouth twisted into a savage grin after it spotted me, just before it returned to finishing off another bowman. His comrade threw his bow aside, picked a serrated dagger from his side and buried it in the creature’s side, between the scales.

Its tail quivered in pain. The naga like beast, paying almost no attention to the attacker, started looking for another pray.

-          “JUMP AWAY!” I yelled. “MAG’RAGR! FALL BACK!”

All in vain, it was too late. By “paying no attention” I didn’t mean that beast did nothing to its opponent that repeatedly stabbed it. Its tail moved from behind as it imprisoned the other greenskin in a tight grip.

Mag’ragr kept struggling for a few more moments, but slowly, his movements were losing their vigor. His expression showed his pain and his eyes were almost popping out of his skull. Then a quiet “snap” proclaimed everyone around that his spine has been broken. Paralyzed, he felt on the ground.

-          “TAKE THISSS!” They were not idiots. In normal situation, they would never scream at the opponents while attacking.  But this was not a normal situation, after the creature shattered their formation, after it slaughtered half of the team and completely dominated the battlefield, my men became desperate, they made mistakes that even rookies should never do.

The beast opened its mouth and spat out some kind of liquid. It must have fallen into the attacker’s eyes, since he fell on his knees with his palms on his head.

What could I do? I kept firing, yelling commands that were either ignored or executed clumsily. Most of my arrows were missing their target. Why? I was never that bad in shooting! Ah, my hands are trembling.

So this is how terror feels like?

Once again, I witnessed as the tail grabbed the leg of one of my man, raised him in the air before throwing him on the rocks. The mountains were naturally red. Rusty-red. After the body hit the ground its red color became more… fresh, hypnotizing… alive. Scarlet-red. The beast didn’t stop pulverizing the body, until it was no longer recognizable. If a traveler would be moving across this place, he couldn’t tell if that specific carcass belonged to a troll, a human, a dwarf, or an animal. It was simply a puddle of red meat and bones.

And then it started moving in my direction, swaying its body to the sides in this awful snake-dance-movement.

I pulled the string and shot. And missed.

I pulled and released again. The sickle-like arm hit the arrow as it was still flying throwing it away.

I pulled again. The arrow dug in its lower body, yet it did not stop.

-          “Why?” I fired again. “How?!”

I tried releasing another projectile, but the monster already reduced the distance between us and snatched the bow off my hands. I saw my main weapon being crushed.

I pulled my dagger… but I didn’t use it. I couldn’t move. I was looking into his deep, weird, reptile eyes. So strange. So weird. One blue, one green. With vertical pupils… yet, the rest of its eyes wasn’t white, like dwarfs’, elves’, humans’ or greenskins’. It was unnaturally yellow. Toxic yellow. Angry yellow.

Dead yellow.

-          “How?” I didn’t even know if it was me still asking, as my heart kept beating furiously. My vision started playing tricks on me, i couldn’t breath properly...


...And then, there was darkness.




Zari’s POV







	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 18].
	You have obtained [210 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 19].
	You have obtained [220 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 18].
	You have obtained [210 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 19].
	You have obtained [220 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 18].
	You have obtained [210 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 19].
	You have obtained [220 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 18].
	You have obtained [210 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 19].
	You have obtained [220 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 18].
	You have obtained [210 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 19].
	You have obtained [220 exp].





	You have slain [Troll of the Night Clan Level 18].
	You have obtained [210 exp].




The penultimate fell dead on the ground. It meant that only their commander remained. Oh, I will take my sweet, sweet time. I will skin him alive, open his stomach, nail his guts to the tree and make him run around it! Human’s intestines are from 6 to 8 meters longs. It means that they could run ten times around the tree before running out of insides. I wonder, how many times I could make this troll do that?


He once again raised his bow and fired.

Hey? Are you aiming at the sky? Once again.

Ok, this time I will praise you. If I would be a training dummy, that arrow would actually hit me. Really? Another attempt? Just look how much your hands are trembling, there is no way that…


.	You took [19] piercing damage
	Effect of [Potent Poison] has been elongated.




SON OF A… calm down. It’s nothing.

One more time, he took an arrow from quiver, put it on the string… but he was already in the reach of my grasp. I allowed myself to borrow his bow and appraised it quickly.

Heh. Garbage weapon. If it says [Low quality goblin bow], where goblin stands also for [Low quality], it really means that this is an item that no respected merchant would ever want to sell. [Low quality bow of low quality]…

… What the hell? Why am I bullying him like that?! I should start tearing off his claws by now, shouldn’t I?

He picked a dagger from his side, took a step forward, looked into my eyes… and froze in place.


	You have inflicted [Fear] status on target [Leader of the Night Clan].





	You have inflicted [Panic] status on target [Leader of the Night Clan].





	You have inflicted [Terror] status on target [Leader of the Night Clan].




That’s better. You know, little one? I actually like your actions. Using your comrades as a decoy to land a poisoned attack? In human society, such acts of courage and sacrifice are rare! Who knows, maybe I would even admire you, if not for… you know, the arrow that you shoot at my back. Once again – I am not judging you for performing a sneaky attack! Damn, if I would see an opportunity to attack, I would do that too…! It’s just, you know, I have a habit of treating attempts of killing me quite personal! In another situation we could probably become friends! I have lots of greenskin friends, you know? In the Forest of the Dread! An entire village of goblins! Still…


	You have slain [Leader of the Night Clan Level 25].
	You have obtained [280 exp].




… Que? Pardon me? Excuse me? I didn’t lay a finger on him yet! A glitch in the system or what? I decided to take a closer look at the troll in front of me. 

He is short, twisted in posture and ugly, just like every troll!... on the other hand his gaze is bit… absent?


	Achievement unlocked: [Death Glare].
	You have LITERALLY killed someone with a glare. YOU MEANIE! <Psht.: good job!>
	Stats Rewards	+ 5 CHA
	Skills Reward	 New curses has been added to your [Dark Magic] branch:

- Basilisk's Glare

- Medusa's Glare






	Curse of Basilisk's Glare
	Mp cost	Effect
	20	- single target

- curse duration: 00h30m00s

- deal 5 damage every minute

- chances of inflicting [Fear] raised by 25%

	200	- single target


- curse duration: 24h00m00s

- deal 5 damage every minute

- chances of inflicting [Panic] raised by 50%

- chances of inflicting [Terror] raised by 25%

	1000	- single target


- curse duration: permanent

- deal 1+X damage every hour, where X is number of hours since curse started working

- inflict [Terror] with 100% chance (can be resisted)

- chances of inflicting [Paranoia] increased by 25%

- curse can't be dispelled using non-miracle level magic






	Curse of Medusa's Glare
	This curse is the higher tier of: [body of stone] curse
	Mp	Effect
	100	- single target

- curse duration: 01h00m00s

- reduces AGI and RFX by 20%

	250	- single target


- curse duration: 24h00m00s

- reduces AGI and RFX by 25%

- some points of AGI and RFX may be lost permanently

	1000	- single target


- curse duration: 07d00h00m00s

- reduces AGI and RFX by 50%

- some points of AGI and RFX may be lost permanently

- 10% chances of turning enemy into stone. This curse can't be dispelled without divine help.






	System note:
	You have just received access to Ancient-level curses (bastard, how did you do that?).

Take a note, that most of the spells have no cool down time. Unfortunately, if you were to cast Ancient curses for the maximal cost, you would have to wait a lunar month before you could use it again (this time refers only to 1000mp cost spell, you will be still able to cast cheaper versions of these curses).





OH FOR FUCK SAKE!!! I have no idea if I should be happy or furious right now! It’s a nice thing that I got these… but…

I looked again at the troll. He was standing. He died standing. Standing he is. And he is standing. And the thing that he does is standing.

-          “YOU LITTLE FUCK!” I punched the corpse. Unfortunately, this act did not satisfy me.

I was really looking forward to bullying him! And he decided to die! Just like that! Another reason to learn necromancy. Next time I won’t let them escape that easy! 
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When I was done with the group of unlucky trolls, heavily unsatisfied, I head onward to once again join the front guard. Thanks to my enhanced senses, I was able to hear them from afar, as they were picking a fight with another small camp. By time I caught up, they were mostly done. But, I made one little mistake. I didn’t morph back from my pseudo Naga form. Which ended in the dwarfs starting at me and yelling like they were mad.

- “MONSTER BEHIND OUR LINES! INTO FORMATION, BRING THAT UGLY FUCKER DOWN BOYS…”

On which I had to react.

- “MAKROV! YOU PROUD SON OF TWO MEN AND A GOAT! SHUT THE FUCK UP!”

- “Oh, it’s just a witch-boy, damn! I thought that previously, he was ugly. So, how did it go?”

- “I think I killed one just by looking at him.”

- “A-ha, great.” He responded while rolling his eyes.

- “Do I look like I am kidding?”

- “Wait, you really are serious, ain’t you?”

- “I didn’t even lay a finger on him.”

- “He could be playing dead, just to make you leave him be.”

- “Who do you think I am?! Of course that I double checked. He didn’t even blink when I slowly burrowed my claws in his guts!”

- “..t.thehe…hehehe…HAHAHAHA!” The dwarf burst into laughter.

- “Why the hell are you grinning like an idiot?”

- “You are so bloody ugly, that you managed to kill a troll with nothing but your face!” He turned back to Gisele. “How can you even keep spending time with him? Doesn’t his face haunt you in the dark?”

Cuz she loves me, idiot! Also, because she actually is a pure and honest girl, who is not influenced but such silly things like physical look. Also, it’s not like I am dating her while looking like bug or…

- “Booze.” She replied. I could not sense even a trace of joke in her voice. “Lot’s of it.”

I feel betrayed.

- “Here I thought, that after this war would be over I would cook you something nice.”

- “What do you mean by that?” She raised her brow.

- “Don’t know yet. Was thinking about something meaty and greasy.”

- “Well, you know Makrov, Zari actually is a decent person and…” She turned back to the dwarf, continuing as if she never said the previous part.

- “You know, I no longer am willing to waste my precious time to cook for someone as ungrateful as you?”

- “Honey, I was joking…”

- “Lieutenant. Give your squad an order to move out. I think I hear the main forces about two kilometers away from our position. We need to clear rest of the path.”

- “… Still, Zari…”

- “Lieutenant!” The tone of my voice clearly stated that I am not going to discuss this matter any further.

Ha! Booze! Lil ungrateful b… whatever. I will tease her about this for a while from now. The one who can cook something edible has absolute power over Gisele.

- “Witch-boy, how far are we from that main camp?” Markrov, the second in command asked.

- “Not that far. An hour. Maybe two, depends on how many ambushes we encounter. Stay focused, as we will be getting closer, the chances of meeting stronger groups will rise. Ha! They could even send a small army just to jump on us. Send a few boys back, in case if they wanted to attack us from behind by using some hidden passages. I will move in front, to scout ahead. I will also move away from a ungrateful wench.”

- “Darling…”

Yet I just moved away.

I know, I am acting childish. BUT, SHE WAS THE ONE WHO STARTED THIS!

I am kidding, of course. I am not even that mad. Simply – right now I need to focus completely on my task. One mistake and my little prank on Ironblood would end with the death of the whole squad.

Oh, I am also teasing Gis in the same time, it’s like killing three birds with one stone – annoying two people and getting the work done. I haven’t been this productive for a long, long time.




Adventurer’s guild





El and Rus came back after finishing yet another shoppin... I mean, task from Jericho.

- “Can we get something to eat?!” The young witch called from the door. “It took us longer than we were expecting and we’re dying from starvation!”

- “Will be served in a minute, sweetheart!” One of the maid-dressed waitresses called from the kitchen.

- “Hey, girls! Come to us!” Marika waved to the rookies from the corner table.


They happily complied.

- “Miss Marika, Mister Mrogul, Mister Loki, and Mister Pyrox! Thank you for invitation!” El performed a polite curtsey.

- “HAHA! I ain’t no miss, sweetie!”

- “Still.”

- “Just get comfy! We are all friends! Family! Except Loki. He is a bastard.”

- “Ho? Was that supposed to be an offense?” The hooded assassin raised his brow. Yeah, that was the only facial expression that one could see. The rest of his face below his eyes was hidden by a bandana. As always.

- “Incredible! You are now able to tell if someone is offending you! Your intellect must have at least doubled! If not tripled!”

- “That’s not the case. I merely implying that such bug like yourself is not even capable of offending me!”

- “You stole that line from Zari, didn’t you?”

- “Tsk” The rogue just turned his head irritated.

- “HA! You can’t even make your own insults! You are even more pathetic than I remember!”

- “M..miss Marika! Please! That’ not nice of you!” El never really had friends. Just her family and healers. This is why she hated when they were insulting one another. This little, pure birdie just wanted for everyone to get along.

- “Now a girl protects my good name. Even more, such a cute, little girl. I really reached the bottom.” The former assassin sighed heavily.

- “T..That’s not what..”

He silenced her by stroking her head few times.

- “El, you don’t have to say what you meant. We all know it. You see, there is a thing or two you need to know about our group. For example about me and Marika. I am a good man, I don’t mind when weak-minded and deprived people, such as this little fairy, insult me. If this is the only way such deviants can achieve pleasure – so be it. I will humbly take all the anger, hate and filth they are storing inside their dark, evil hearts to…”

- “HEY! I am not some kind of pervert!” This time it was Marika who was pushed to defense in this verbal-battle.

- “Pervert?” The blonde girl blinked twice in confusion. “What is a pervert?”

- “...” Literally everyone not-said as awkward silence take over their table.

- “Damn. She is too pure. I feel bad for bringing this subject in first place” The hooded man confessed.

- “W..w..what do you mean?” Ah, poor Elana was thinking that everyone are avoiding some extremely important subject. As if to keep her in dark for purpose.

- “Think nothing of it, young one.” The orc said with his growl-like accent. “The time will come when you would learn everything. Until then… Enjoy the peace…”

- “Yeah. Even I have to say that – if someone would tell me a year ago that I would peacefully have a meal with pig-face at same table, I would laugh him or her in the face.”

- “And if someone would even mention to me that I would simply let the insult of this bloody midget go, without smashing her face into dirt, I would probably challenge him for battle of honor.” For a moment a sparkle of old rivalry appeared in their eyes, but after a few seconds it died.

- “What a time to be alive. Huh?”

- “Indeed. Ah! It’s so wonderfully quiet without Zari and Gis…”

- “A..ah! Speaking about…” El brought THAT topic again. “… I couldn’t not notice that when Mister Zariel and Miss Gisele are spending night in same room they are yelling till morning.” If you could see the faces of everyone around the table right now. “ Is something wrong? Are they hurt?”

- “Oooh yes, they…they are in… great pain… you see, sweetie, they are… um… training! Yes! Ha-ha! Training! That’s what they are doing! And what they are doing is training! The training, that is! And, um… this is why they are moani… I mean, yelling! Because after that they are so very exhausted that they sleep to the noon, you noticed that, didn’t you? They raise very lately!” Marika did her best. She did terribly, but still, she tried best! Efforts counts! There is no way El would believe it th…

- “Oh, I see…” She believed it! “… they are very dedicated in being adventurers, aren’t they?”

- “Ooooh yeeees. Dedicated. To adventuring. Sure. That’s exactly the case!”

- “D…Do you think that I should ask Mister Zariel for the same training session…”

- “NOOOOO! NO! GOD! NO GOD PLEASE NO! NOOOO! NO! I mean… That’s a training designated just for couples! For the best teammates!” Rus raised her voice.

- “Like… Miss Gisele and Mister Zariel?” The young Scarlet wanted to be sure.

- “Exactly!”

- “Like Miss Marika and Mister Mrogul?” The fairy and orc were drinking beer. The first one choked and started fighting for air as the second spitted it away.

- “FOR MERCY OF GODDESSES! Never! I… I mean, we are actually adventuring together quite rarely, and…”

- “Then Miss Marika and Mister Pyrox!”

- “GOD DAMN IT! GIRL! PLEASE STOP!”

- “Mister Pyrox and Mister Mrogul?” The Blondie never stopped.

- “… actually, I would love to see that.” Fairy couldn’t stop laughing as Mrogul was trying to convince El that such thing would ABSOLUTELY NEVER EVER HAPPEN!

- “Then… me and sister Rus?” She finally asked looking with those pure blue eyes at her companion.

- “… My heart… My soul… Please… end my misery… She is… to pure… to cute… to…” Rus really put her palm on her chest near heart. “…El… I think that it is not possible…”

- “WHY!? Is it because I am lacking experience?! I…I… I will try my best! I will not fail you! I am sure that with little guidance I could please you and…”

That was the thing that crossed the line.

- “MAY THE ANGELS AND DEVILS HAVE MERCY ON US! I CAN STAND THIS NO LONGER! I BEG YOU! SOMEONE! TELL HER THE TRUTH!” The fairy jumped on the table.

Rus could barely stand her own. Her face had same color as ripe tomato. She grabbed her partner’s hand and move her to the side of the room where they could have little of privacy. Then she started whispering in her ear.

- “N..no, I don’t know where baby come from… I mean, sis told me that they are miracles send by angels but I doubt that… O..ok, I will listen… … …. …. …. W..why someone would do tha… p…p…p…put what?... P…P…PUT WHERE?!... B…BUT WHY?... then would do WHAT?! To WHO?! FOR HOW LONG?!... b..b…but the sounds? W..w..w…what about the…”

Up to this point Rus must have ended the general lesson of biology and got more into... details. Or so everyone thought as Elana’s lips started quiver a little, then her whole posture started trembling, few drops of sweat travelled down her forehead and she started getting red all over her face. From bottom till tip. That was a book-like definition of progressive blush. Climbing-up-blush. The kind of blush that makes senpai notice you more.

The redness completely took her over. She became one, standing monument of red, one could say that she truly became SCARLET!... you get it? It’s because her last name is Sca… Whatever. I will show myself out.

- “El? Sweetie?” Marika asked after Elana gave no response for over a minute.

- “I… I think I broke her.” Rus said with guilty expression. “I.. I will help her get into her room. I will be back as soon as I would be sure that she is all right.”

So she grabbed her gently by her arm and started leading her to the stair to higher floor. Poor little El was not responding at all.




Zari’s POV




I see trees, so dead!

Green goblins too!

I see them dig, 
deep in the core.

And I think to myself – what a wonderful war!

I see skies so blue,

and clouds so grey,

It’s about to rain,

We will fight in shade,

And I think to myself – shit’s about to get real!

The colors of blood, 
so pretty on the ground,

It’s also on the faces,

Of ogres walking by,

I see them preparing axes,

Asking: Are you ready to die?

And I think to myself – slaughter will be…

… fuck. I totally ruined it. And it was coming along so smoothly! Tsh, looks like I don’t have an artist's heart.

Good new, guyz, as I allowed myself to move alone by making myself a front guard of the front guard, I was able to spot the main camp, and damn, greenskin girls must be surely a bunch of fertile wenches. The whole valley is literally swarmed! From afar, they look like thousands of bugs creeping over the ground.

So, how many of them is there?

OVER 9000!... or more. Many more. I was never taught how to estimate the size of army by looking at it, bah, even when I was still in my previous world, I had problems with saying how big the crowd on an event was. Maybe because the media was lying? You know, things like that – there was some event against the government. Anti-government media – there is over 100,000 of us, pro-movement media : the crowd that has gathered around the building X is estimated to be around 15,000.

That would mean that the crowd in real life was around 50,000. You get my point.

The sun was still high and I could felt vibration in the ground. These vibration was caused by one thing – thousands of dwarven feet hitting the ground in same time. The army was approaching.

Then I noticed it. From the swarm, a few “people” came and started moving before it. Far away from the range of possible archers. Three creatures. A huge ogre, a small goblin… AND THE RED BASTARD THAT HURT MY BIRDIE WITH THE STONE! We will see how would you enjoy having your skull crushed!

They are carrying something? A table, a few plain chairs and… a white flag with the symbol of a black sword hidden partly in the ground? Well, calling that a flag is bit of exaggeration, it’s some old rag and the picture on it was drawn with coal by unskilled hands.

Actually, you couldn’t really tell if that was a sword by merely looking at it. It is more what I think it should be. A black sword in the ground, on the white background means that they want to negotiate before battle. Civilized kingdoms used that to establish some basic rules, like: no matter who would win, they would take care of the wounded, or that they would treat captured soldiers (or at least knights) with honor.

Or to buy yourself even more time. Damn. If someone asked me, then my advice would be that we should attack them right away. They are goblins, even if they are acting bit more organized, they do not posses “honor-ability”, which would put them in the place of being worthy negotiations partners.

Would I be heard out? I doubted that.

I left my scouting post and headed back.

- “Witch-boy! You saw someth…” Makrov asked me, yet I kept moving, ignoring him “.. HEY! That wasn’t nice!”

- “Ain’t got time! I need to talk with your queen.”

- “They should be here in hour or so!”

- “Can’t wait for that. Just keep your ground.”

- “What if their army would make a move?”

- “They won’t. The fuckers want to negotiate.”

- “TO DO WHAT?!”

I didn’t even bother to reply him further.

- “Gis, no charging. Just wait.”

- “So, it means that you are no longer angry on m…”

- “I am furious.”

- “Tsh.”

I need to speed things up. If our enemy wants to gain time, it is our duty to keep pushing and make him feel pressure. Where pressure is, there is room for mistakes.
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Meanwhile, as the evil Zariel was butchering the pure, innocent greenskins, who, until he appeared, were slaughtering and plundering dwarven cities peacefully and minding their own green businesses, the Chairman of the Magic Senate was, as always, buried in paperwork. But hey! He is the big boss here! So even if he couldn’t skip his duties completely, he had a small legion of willing slaves… I mean, assistants.

These foolish, miserable creatures were working like machines, rereading important texts twice, then telling him in a few short words what were these about, and then the wise archmage would eventually sign it. That really speeded up the process. Who knows – maybe he would be able to finish his work for this week earlier? That would allow him to visit his granddaughter and…

Someone dared to knock at his door! Bah! Someone dared to walk in without waiting for his approval! Who have such a balls to…

Ah. Of course.

-          “Senator Mirana! How many months ago did I have the pleasure to host you in my humble office?...” oh, the main chairman’s office could be called in many ways, but humble was not one of these “… I am sorry that I can’t welcome you in the way you deserve it, but as you can see, we have lots of work to be done!... Still, can I help you? I assure you that I would do everything, that needs to be done as soon as I could find some spare time…”

That was a polite way of telling someone that he or she came in the wrong moment, is disturbing him and… that he have no time right now and SOMEONE should leave.

-          “Drop the act, Polimus, I came just to inform you about the actions that I am about to take, just so you could prepare the paperwork…”

After hearing the word “paperwork”, the archmage grimaced.

-          “Feel free to continue… I hope you would not cause problems for the Senate, you are too smart for that, aren’t you?”

-          “I have told you that on the black market, someone started to sell crappy potions. I think that we have located their factory in the slums, we will say hello to them. This evening…”

-          “If they are selling crappy potions, as you called it, why do you even bother? If these have no real value, then they wouldn’t last long!”

-          “Think about the people that are drinking those poisons!”

-          “Really? People? Since when do you care about people?... Wait! You would just send some mercenaries if that wasn’t serious… Their potions aren’t that bad, aren’t they?”

-          “… they are offering prices below the cost of production.”

-          “HAHAHAHA!”

-          “This is not funny! Do you think we want to set such high prices for our goods?! Paying for the building, paying for the tools and vessels, paying for the ingredients, and paying the alchemists for their job and educations!”

-          “Ok. Ok. We will try to convince the king that it was nothing serious AND inside the business of mages. Still, try not messing around.”

-          “I will deal with that matter in the way I would find the best!” The Alchemist Guild’s owner acted rather aggressively to the archamge’s remark.

The woman left the room as she entered it – waiting for no one’s permission, in a prideful manner.

-          “That woman is driving me nuts… Ruby? Are you going somewhere?”

-          “Ah, yes, I am sorry chairman, I am afraid that I forgot to inform you that I would have to leave earlier today.” The redhead bowed slightly.

-          “Ah, think nothing of it, dear! You have already done plenty! Have fun!”

-          “I am afraid, I am not going to the private party!” she smiled politely.

-          “Hard worker, aren’t you? Remember to rest! Otherwise I would have to look for a new assistant, and that’s quite tiresome!”

That was supposed to be a joke, but the young ice mage knew that the old man, despite his smile, was dead serious.

 

 

 

About half an hour later, Daralon raised from his bed with a hangover, that was about to split his head in half.

-          “For fuck sake, Morgan… Morgan? MORGAN!? Where are you?! Are you all right, mate? Yesterday’s night was crazy, are you alive?” he yelled, looking for his skull-companion. He eventually find it, laying under a piece of female’s lingerie.

-          “Here you are, you old perv! Nice spot you found yourself to rest for the night! Fear not, friend, I will make some nice herbal drink for us to deal with this hangover, and then we will call the hookers!...” someone knocked at his door “… He? Hookers already came? That’s what I call right customer service! I am coming my beautiful ladies!”

He eventually answered the door. He looked at the woman. His gaze went down from her head to her legs, just to slowly return back to her face.

-          “Are you my hooker? Damn, I think I know you from somewhere… And I don’t usually call the same girl twice… except Amgara, but damn, that exotic chick was…”

-          “With all due respect, I am most definitely NOT a hooker.”

-          “No? You sure? But I know you from somew… Wait? Ruby? That lil bitch, that Zari-kun pulverized into dirt in front of the whole Senate? Hehe…hehehe…”

-          “Yes, you can laugh, or hear me out… I am not supposed to be here. Look, Zari is running an illegal alchemist guild in the slums, isn’t he?”

His gaze turned sharp for a moment.

-          “Where did you hear that?” there was no point in lying.

-          “Who do you think I am? After Zari, who is quite a decent alchemist, came into the city, a new underground organization emerges. The only thing that doesn’t sound right is that the potion they make are… bad quality goods. And Zari is a perfectionist so…”

-          “He is not making them. Not in person.”

-          “What? Then how and why?”

-          “You tell me. You just claimed to be intelligent.”

Rubi shut her mouth for a moment or two. Then she answered.

-          “He is an adventurer. It means that if he would make them himself, he could only cook them while he is in the city, so about… five days in a month? The Senate would quickly discover that the potions are made in same time as Zari stays in the city…”

-          “Clever little girl…” the dark mage nodded. “…But, to the point. Why did you come here?”

-          “I am working at archmage Polimus’s office as assistant…”

-          “Oh! Carrier-girl! Who could have guessed…” he rolled his eyes with a mocking smile.

-          “If…If you could not disturb me… again…”

-          “Oh, I beg your pardon. Continue.”

-          “The alchemist guild’s leader came today. She said that she will send few people to the factory this evening. The Senate will try covering this up before the king but…” Ruby had no idea how to continue.

-          “So? What do you want me to do?”

-          “I don’t know.”

-          “What?”

-          “I DON’T KNOW? OK?! If I knew what could be done, I would do that personally! And you are the only friend of Zariel that can somehow help him!”

-          “Why are you doing that? Why are you helping him?”

-          “… that’s not concern of yours.”

-          “Ya have a crush on him?”

-          “WHAT?! NO!... I screwed up once. Because I was afraid. And stupid.”

-          “You want to repay your debts? Looking for redemption?”

-          “No.”

-          “What?”

-          “I am just doing what needs to be done. I am a mage. Mages are people with a gift, that should be used to help people. The cheap potions, that Zari makes, help those who cannot afford the cures from the guild….”

-          “Boring.”

-          “P… pardon me?!”

-          “I was hoping for some love triangle. It would be funny to look as Gisele is crushing your skull. But NOOOO! You must be a fucking ideologist! Doing something because it’s logical! Because it’s right! Where are the emotions? Where is the place for being spontaneous? Where is the place for madness? Shesh. Is Zariel the only person who understands me in this bloody town!?”

-          “… Speaking about Zari…”

-          “Ah, yeah, yeah. Fear not. I know who to talk to. Zari is not alone in this shit, he has friends. Just find a comfortable place and enjoy the show.”

Rubi wanted to say something more, but Daralon shut the door before her nose. Once again, he turned to the skull, which somehow changed its location. Instead of laying on ground, like before, it was sitting on the desk – in the opposite side of the room.

-          “Morgan! I am sorry, the hookers will have to wait!” the skull angrily started raising and dropping its jaw, letting out angry clinging sounds.

-          “Oh! Come on, you little bastard! You know me! Bros before hoes! Zari is bro!”

Click-click-click!

-          “What! No! You are my bro too!”

Angry click-click-click!

-          “Now! Do you hear yourself!? You sound like a spoiled lady!”

The skull turned to the side and let out one final click.

-          “Oh, sure! That’s what you want to do now? Throwing temper tantrum! Whatever. I will be back in an hour or so. You want something from the shop?”

Click-click-click

-          “Yeah, hookers. I could have guessed. I will see what can be done. Be nice, and don’t open the door to strangers! These times, there are a lot of sick perverts, walking from house to house, targeting such pretty, naïve skulls like yourself!”

Daralon gathered his things and left his room.

 

 

 

 

Factory in the slums

-          “Pay attention, lads, they are coming!”

One of the thugs said to his companions. Indeed, via the main valley, quite a large group was marching towards the factory. Lots of these peoples were mages.

-          “We are here on behalf of the Council of Mages! We know that you are running an illegal operation here! Open the gates and surrender!” Senator Mirana yelled from the middle of the group.

-          “Easy boys, leave talking to me…” the same thug as before said “… DO YOU HAVE THE CITY GUARDS PERMISSION? IF YES, SLIP THE PAPER UNDER THE GATE! WE ALSO WANT TO TALK WITH ONE OF CITY GUARDS, THAT NEEDS TO BE PRESENT DURING THE REVISION!”

-          “Jesse! You will get us killed!” another thug hissed angrily.

-          “Calm your tits! I know what I am doing!”

-          “ARE YOU CRAZY? You trash? This is the matter of the mages! No guards! Open up, or we will burn you down!”

-          “This is my own private domicile and I will not be harassed!...” he waited a second before adding “… BITCH!”

Oh, if you could see the face of the Senator!

-          “Burn it down.” She said quietly.

-          “Wait for the first spell boys…” the thug called Jesse said.

The first fireball flew across the air, and hit the solid frame of the gates, shaking it a bit.

-          “NOW!”

The gate opened and two rows of thugs with crossbows appeared from behind it. The same thing happened with all the houses around the factory.

-          “TURN THAT BITCH INTO A HEDGEHOG!”

No more commands were needed. Few dozen of men fired at same time. The mages tried to quickly raise a shield. They managed to block most of the projectiles, but still, a couple of them managed to wound a few casters.

And then, as in a badly scripted movie, city guards appeared.

-          “THE FUCK IS GOING ON!?” the captain of city guards – Edon, asked.

-          “It’s not of your concern, soldier, turn back and…” the Senator started.

-          “Sir! We wish to report that we have been attacked by that Bitch! All we did was defending our home!” Jesse said.

-          “… You all are living here?” Edon asked, looking at the few dozen of men.

-          “Sir, yes, sir! We are family!”

-          “All of you? What about him?” the guard asked, looking at the thug on the left.

-          “That’s my brother, sir, we just have different mothers!”

-          “I can bet that fathers too…”

-          “Sir, I like to believe that family is not restricted by blood!”

-          “Whatever, what do you have to say in your defense, Senator? Did you attack first?”

-          “Once again, this is the matter of mages…”

-          “The people you attacked are not mages. These are just citizens of Neira. Citizens you attacked.”

-          “They are nothing more than thieves and cutthroats!”

-          “Then there should be no problem. I am sure that you have an allowance from the king to perform this operation, don’t you?”

-          “Tsh…”

-          “Oh? You don’t? Pardon me, but can you tell me who is the thief and the bandit now?”

-          “How dare you?! In the name of what? Of protecting some prisoners? Scums from the slums?”

-          “… You should watch your mouth, Senator, they are not the only ones that were raised here. You and your people are under arrest.”

-          “WHAT? How dare you?!”

-          “If you would resist, your actions would be viewed as crime against the crown. Take them, boys.”

In the end, the Senator followed the guards.

 

-          “Thanks Edon! We knew we can count on you!”

-          “I wouldn’t even spit for you, Jesse, Rogue is paying me, that’s the only reason I came. Still, you got lucky only because that whore is arrogant, and thought you wouldn’t resist. I got you day or two. Even the king can’t keep them in prison forever, in the end they are the only potions makers in the kingdom. She will get out, she would prepare and come again. We will try to slow them down, but…”

-          “Just wait till the boss is back! He will do something about it.”

-          “You better pray he will. That cunt is stubborn. He would better be returning with something to bribe the king. Or you are dead.”

The captain of the guards turned around and walked away.

-          “SURE THING! SEE YOU LATER, EDON!”

-          “Fuck off, Jesse!”
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The archmage was laughing like a madman. He simply bursted, and couldn’t stop.

- “What a time to be alive! They really put you in jail!”

Oh, yes. Right now he was mocking his old friend behind the bars. An ugly grimace appeared on the beautiful and young face of the potion-maker. Be not fooled, my dear, she maintained her beautiful and young look only by drinking hectoliters of herbal infusions.

- “I am more than happy to know that you have time to mock me instead of doing your bloody job!

- “You think I didn’t try? I was just talking with the king.”

- “And?”

- “He wants to keep you here for few hours more. Maybe days.”

- “You must be kidding!”

- “I am dead serious. Arthur is angry. Like, really-really angry. Maybe even furious. He just asked me why didn’t you even bother leaving a note, informing him about your actions. You seriously damaged his patience toward your organization. I think that I don’t have to point out that our king, may he live long, have never liked you in the first place.”

- “I never wanted his affection. It’s just business.”

- “See? That’s what I am talking about. Maybe if you weren’t such an arrogant bitch, you would be free already.”

- “I shouldn’t be here in the first place! Those bastards must have bribed the guards!”

- “You didn’t realize it? Tell me – if you wanted to start an illegal organization that would, let’s say, create potions, where would you locate it? Right under the headquarters of the monopolist? The Magic Council that supports that monopolist? And in the capital, ruled by a King that is also getting lots of potions from that monopolist? It was more than obvious that they had something up their sleeves. Something that countered all these disadvantages. It would be smart to suspect that not only the guards are on their side.”

- “You mean the king?”

- “No, I think that’s too much even for them.”

- “Wait! If you knew about it…” She threw an angry gaze at her conversation partner. He could have warned her.

- “Oh, don’t get me wrong! I first heard about that organization this morning – from you. I started wondering about their circumstances much later – when you already started your little… adventure behind the bars.”

What could she do? Without the chairman, she would spend much more time in this place, so she just clenched her teeth and swallowed the insult.

- “After you leave this lovely place, his majesty will want to talk with you. Did I mention he is really pissed off? He will ask you a question or two. Prepare for lots of scolding. And maybe losing a few benefits that he was offering you before. What can I tell, Mir? You fucked up.”

- “Don’t you fucking dare calling me like that!”

- “You know, it’s bugging me for quite some time. How is that possible, that such a great alchemist like yourself is such a hot blooded, dense, short-sighted idiot?”

- “That’s actually a requirement, if you want to be good in alchemy.”

She replied with weak smile after a few moments.

- “This is the true secret of alchemy. This is what differs a herbalist from the forest and a real genius. This is the first thing I tell to people I recruit to my company. Alchemy – the art of miracles. The art of changing properties. Adding at least two elements in order to create a third, or improving the effects of one of it. What is necessary? What is important? Ingredients? Yes, they are vital. Without them you can’t even start. Water? – the liquid in which the two are merging together? Tis’ but catalyst. Also, these two elements can be gathered by everyone. Now tell me – can everyone, who gathered the ingredients and put them into a pot with water, be called an alchemist?”

She rarely talked about her job from this side with someone that did not belong to her guild, so the archmage said nothing, he just listened.

- “No. It’s all about fire!” She said opening her palm, on which a small flame started dancing. “The fire that boils the water! The fire that push ingredients into dance! It’s like with two people. With a man and a woman. Without the fire of love, no new life would be born. Without the fire of passion, the ingredients in the pot would turn into nasty soup. I have spent my whole life looking in the fire. Fire, which is changing everything. Fire, that destroys two and creates one...”She looked at him. “… I have seen the art of gods. I have seen the art – the origin – in which WORLDS can be born. But, I need to waste my time to create potions for a noble-men’s hangover. To make potions that will make noble-ladies kill the babies they are carrying in their stomach, just because they weren’t faithful to their husbands and wish to avoid scandal. Then some fuckers dares to come up from nothingness, start selling some half-assed potions and DARE CALL THEMSELVES ALCHEMISTS!?”

She needed a moment or two to calm herself down.

- “But you will not understand.” She said weakly.

- “Yup. Sorry, but you just sounded like a maniac with issues. But you are OUR maniac with issues. I will once again try to calm Arthur, maybe I will offer him the usage some of our researches on an economic field. I have just one thing to ask you.”

- “What is it?”

- “Stop being such a bitch. Honestly, we are in the same team. You, me, the Council, the Academy, the Senate. Maybe if you came to us before making move, we could have thought of some better solution?”

She didn’t reply. She was to proud. The archmage doubted that she would listen to his advice, but it didn’t matter. He made his point. From now on, the owner of the Guild would think twice before taking some radical measures, which could harm the Council’s good name. That’s what he wanted to achieve.



Red Mountains



Faster, my fiery steed! To the main forces! They can’t be THAT far away! I could sense the ground shaking under the feet of the marching army, yet because of the canyon-like terrain, my sight was limited. Crossing one natural corridor after another, I eventually left the labyrinth of rocks and joined the forces.

Or I almost rode right into the first line of the walking infantry.

The goat dug its legs into ground, trying to stop before the collision, sending me flying in the process. I turned in the air and with grace, I landed with my foot on the face of some solider. I quickly jumped again, using the heads and shoulders of soldiers as platforms to get into the center of the formation as fast as possible. On my way there, I was rewarded with a few quality insults, a few were quite good. I needed to remember those, will be nice to use them on Loki.

As I was passing through the third squad, I noticed the Ironblood prince. I just yelled to him to follow me.

His father, riding side by side with the queen, was furious after seeing me. He started shouting yet I paid almost no attention to him.

- “What were you thinking taking the whole squad without having valid.” He kept yelling.

- “We have a small problem…” I said to the shield maiden.

- “DON’T YOU DARE IGNORING ME? Where are our riders?! If your lost any of those great warriors then…”

- “They are all alive. No casualties. Few wounded, most of them are able to keep fighting. Now, if I have already satiated your hunger for information, I would allow myself to make A FUCKING REPORT THAT WOULD LET YOU KNOW ALL THESE THINGS! Can I? Thanks.”

Ah, the furious clan head wanted to yell some more, but he was stopped by the gesture of the queen.

- “We are not happy with your actions, Zariel, I needed to say that. We will have to discuss that…” I gave her THAT look. “… but as we are on the front of war and you leaded scouts, it is only smart to hear you out.”

Oh, the old fart was not pleased.

- “Our enemies did as I though. They set up a chain of camps and ambushes to make the army stop in as many places as possible. They wanted to play with the time, and as they noticed that they current strategy was seen-through…”

- “GOD DAMN IT! DON’T YOU KNOW HOW TO MAKE A REPORT?! TALK LESS AND GIVE MORE INFORMATION!” Guess who yelled? I will give you a tip: up until now we have met only one yeller in the whole dwarf-race.

- “SIR, THEY WANT TO FUCKING NEGOTIATE, SIR!” I added <sir> like soldier on both ends of sentence, but mostly no annoy him even more.

- “The hell? You sure?” another advisor asked.

- “A flag with a buried sword? Three individuals in the open field with a bloody table and chairs? The front of their army was around two bow-ranges away from the negotiation spot.”

- “Bastards. How can they actually know the tradition of nobles war?”

- “Probably from one of your cities, that they plundered.” I suggested. “The question is, what now?” I asked looking at the queen.

- “No brilliant idea of your own?” The old dwarf mocked me. “You sure you don’t want to take control of the whole army and…”

His son wanted to interfere, but the queen was faster.

- “ENOUGH! Both of you! I don’t need fights in my own bloody camp! If you are so full of energy, feel free to use it on our enemy!”

Hooo? She finally started doing what she was supposed to?

- “But all this little rascal do is…”

- “Fine by me. So. I am waiting for orders. Do we negotiate? We can always send my riders. We should be able to easily butcher these three down, before the rest of their army could react. Without main commanders, and these three looks like the main commanders, dealing with rest of them would be much easier.”

- “Do you suggest we should act like savage barbarians? To trample the memory of our ancestors and…”

- “I suggest nothing. I have no idea how your tradition works. All I did was pointing out a possibility. And we are back to the question I am asking for the… third time? What. Are. Our. Orders?

Vakirra bit on her lip. I knew what she was thinking. One: if she should risk life of her men just to honor the tradition of the greenskin, which are honoring it for the first time – only because it suits them. If to honor it – isn’t it a trap? Many could lose their respect to her if she would not honor a negotiation. Same if she wouldn’t take opportunity.

- “I will talk with them. You said there is three of them?”

- “Ay.”

- “In that case I should take two advisors to.” The old Ironblood looked like a donkey from a certain animated movie. He was almost yelling <me! pick me!> “ Did you see them well?”

- “Sub-commanders? I did. Some bulky ogre, covered in scars from nose to heels and a goblin, most likely a shaman.”

- “In that case I will take the leader of our forces…” She said looking at head of bulldozers. “… and our guest.”

Oh, another smack on Ironblood’s nose! Still, I was more than sure that she picked me not because she liked me that much. I was simply her protection from the magic that shaman could have prepared. Thinking quickly on many fields, are we? Damn, she is a bit too soft, but if she would get enough experience… she would make a worthy queen. And a worthy ally-to-have.

In the end, the much smaller army of dwarfs formed its own lines behind us – as we were slowly riding to the meeting place. My companions were afraid that it could be a trap. Me - I was not. Why? Despite the fact that our enemy is greenskin (despite being red. I know.), he proved multiple times that he is quite intelligent. His goal is still unknown to me, but he wants to delay us. If he would kill the dwarf’s commanders, the armies would clash. But the dwarfs have many more strategists than goblins. So, using basic math – if we all would kill each other there, the greenskins would be in a far worse position.

- “Agn Arvall, meh aidis.”

- “Great. Do we have someone speaking goblin-ish? Or whatever it was?”

- “Actually, it was dwarfish.” The general of army whispered to me.


Woopsie. Faux-pas.

- “… well, as for me, he can as well talk in their own speech. I still don’t get what he is talking about.”

- “It was just a welcome. A polite one.”

- “Hjuman dozin’t spik darzish?” The oni asked. “But darz spik hjuman. Den we spik hjuman. I spik hjuman.”

… a fucking big-ass goblin speaks more languages than myself. Ok. I am officially embarrassed. I will have to learn a language or two…

~ And dark magic.

~ And fire magic.

~ And nature magic.

~ Swordsmanship?

~ Did you forgot about the spear?

~ Do you remember you can use Holy magic since you have eaten the angel? You didn’t really use it yet.

~ What about hand-to-hand combat?

~ Also, Sebastian still wants to train your body

~ Do you remember to meditate frequently? It’s a workout for the soul.

~ Pay in mind, that source of your powers is shape shifting. When was the last time you hunted something useful? Angel does not count. It was a fluke.

~ Last but not last… Me. I just want to let you know, that I feel neglected.

I GET IT! I! GET! IT! … Damn, I need to learn shadow-clone-jutsu or something.

~ One. It won’t work this way. Two. If it would, actually brain exhaustion would kill you.

Damn it. Some time dimension magic? You know – bubble in which times passes 10 times slower?

~ It does exist. But I hope you know that creating such think is peak of magic itself? There are very few Devils and Angels that can do such things.

Sebastian?

~ I doubt it.

Dang. Any ideas what should I do with that, folks?

~START FUCKING TRAINING, NOT JUST PLANNING!

Ha! To repeatedly do something to you learn it – it is something that every idiot can do! I look for something more… fulfilling!

~ That’s one way of saying that you are too lazy for that.

Ok, ok! I will think abou… DAMN IT! Don’t disturb be! They are talking and I am spacing out because of you!

- “Why did you call us?” The queen asked calmly.

- “I thought I stated myself clear! We wish to negotiate. No spill of blood in needed!” The oni said. I allowed myself to pay no attention to his bit rusty human-language.

- “Don’t make fools of us. What is the reason for your negotiations!? What do you possibly want from us, and what can you offer us?”

- “We merely wish to know the reason of your aggression.” The oni said with a dead-serious face

- “I can give you plenty! As many reasons, as many women, men and children that died as you attacked our outposts, mines and cities! We are merely avenging our families and make sure that nobody else would suffer from your blade.”

This time the young prince was the one talking. He also remained calm. He knew, that he will have plenty time to bath in the blood of his enemies – as soon as this charade is over.

- “And what about our families? Our brothers? You think we formed this… horde, just because we were bored? You are hunting us as if we are some kind of animals! Have you ever heard the phrase – Green hunt?”

- “What is it?” I asked quietly queen.

- “… At least once per year, a group of soldiers leaves the cities to… get rid of bigger tribes in the mountain. It’s not hunt. It’s pacification. Or – village slaughter.”

I nodded. Once. Twice. Then I talked.

- “Tell me, war chief, what do you usually do for living?” I tried using simple words, so he would have no problems understanding what I said. Still, the nature of question made him raise his brow. “…Are you farmers? Traders?... Scholars?”

- “Hunters.” He replied calmly.

- “Exactly. And now, tell me – how fast do you reproduce? As you just said, dwarfs are hunting you down regularly, slaughtering you in the thousands each year. Yet, look at you and your army. How much bigger is your army? Ten times? More?”

- “What do you mean?”

- “It will sound cold. Cruel even: but, if dwarfs wouldn’t keep killing you for those past years, decades, centuries. What would have happened? I will tell you. Take no offense, but you are like a disease – you reproduce in an extremely fast tempo – you can breed with most races. You are capturing women and raping them. No, I am not telling that you did that personally. I am generalizing. But. How long does your pregnancy takes? Months? Weeks? And how many babies does one pregnancy give? And how long does it takes your children to grow up? A hundred days, isn’t it? The more of you lives, the more you eat. And what are you doing when you have no more food around you?”

- “… We raid.”

- “Exactly. Do you wish to tell me, that you have a way to feed all of your people? Or – do you have a way to… decrease your birth rate? It is cruel. It is not fair. But in the end, to protect ourselves from starvation, the population needs to be… reduced.”

- “You mean butchered?”

- “That’s exactly what I mean.”

- “What makes life of dwarfs better than life of goblin? Why won’t YOU die instead?!”

- “Life itself holds the same value, especially at the beginning – that’s answer for your first question. The answer for your second question is – because other races learned to be self-sufficient. Dwarfs are not plundering your villages, because they learned to satisfy their needs on their own…” the oni opened his mouth yet again, but I didn’t let him start a new sentence. “… but now, before you continue. Do you have some actual things we could negotiate, or will you just keep occupying us with philosophical discussion, waiting till those little workers behind your lines would finish their job?” I asked.

In same time Remus landed on my arm. The same poor Remus, whose skull’s the Oni that sits in front of me smashed with a rock.

Red-skinned only gritted his teeth.

- “I will tell you what you are about to do.” I said to the Oni. “You will tell us what exactly are you working on. Then, you will proceed telling us how are you going to make greenskins self-sufficient, or how do you intend of keeping your population from expanding. Otherwise, we will help you with the last thing.”
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The Oni angrily bared its teeth at me.

- “I am simply speechless and furious.” He said “You think that we decided being born as a greenskins? You think that we wouldn’t want to be born as bloody dwarfs?! You said how many of us are being born, you said how quickly we grow up. But do you know about what you have forgotten? How many of us survive. Less than half of the breed lives long enough to become mature – or as you said, one hundred days old. And if some of us would be lucky enough to grow old… do you know how long it takes? 15 years. Sometimes 20. We live for a blink of an eye, and that spawn, which is as long as the life of a candle, is spent in the dirt. My first memory from my so-called childhood is digging bugs off the ground. Why did I do that? So I could eat. Yes, I was eating maggots while you were rejoicing in your taverns drinking beer. And you dare to…”

- “The difference between your personal opinion about this world injustice AND about what are your workers are now doing is… that I asked for the second.”

I stopped him rudely.

- “I thought I mentioned that – we won’t let you play for tim…”

- “It’s not our fault…” Vakkira said, stopping my impolite remark. “… it’s no one’s fault. You can’t blame anyone for such silly things like the place of birth. All we want and will do is protecting our families and houses from your rampage. Mountains are huge, you could have easily left these parts habituated by dwarfs and find…”

- “What? Places habituated by Gairarans? Hunting grounds of Goliaths? No. There are chances of surviving your hunting parties, and after one of these beasts would learn your smell, they would never stop hunting you.”

- “Also, if they would find a place that they could use, they would once again start reproducing like rabbits and in no time they would once again start attacking cities, looking for a new ground on which they could settle.”

I added at the end. This earned me another hateful gaze from the redskinned beast.

- “Are you holding grudge against our race?”

- “Quite the opposite…” I said pulling my sleeve showing him tattoos. “… I am a friend with a small goblin village in the forest. Well, they did try to kill me first, but after I murdered the chieftain’s daughter in a duel, we became best friends… Or was she his granddaughter?” I started wondering. “… the point is, that they are keeping their population in check. Do you know why? Because they are small, weak goblins in a big, bad forest. They can hunt only some Horned Rabbits and smaller animals. If they would make their population bigger – they would have problems with feeding their children and would attract predators to their home. They learned a lesson you refuse to understand. That if you would abuse nature around you, then nature would abuse you.”

- “It’s not the nature that is abusing us. It is you!”

- “I am the nature.” My eyes shined with bits of irritation. “By the grace of fire and flames, of tempest and wind, of flood and rain. I came bearing the word of my goddess. That word is <Begone>.”

- “Zariel!” the queen hissed angrily. “… trust me, chieftain, the last thing we want is bloodshed. We would love to turn around and walk away. But, we have to be sure that my people will know no more harm!...”

- “…And then there are those who want to avenge their families, who were slain in their raids…” I simply couldn’t stop myself from adding those.

- “… this is why we came to talk instead of raining your positions with our crossbows. If there is a way out of this mess, a way that does not require blood – we would be more than eager to…” 

She continued her polite tone ignoring my remarks. Still, this conversation made us lose precious seconds.

- “… but, in that matter, I have to agree with Zariel. We need to know if you can live in such way that wouldn’t threaten us. Tell me, warchief - can you guarantee me that?”

- “It is almost impossible.” He admitted after a moment of silence. “ The culture of war is buried within our hearts too deep.”

- “If I am correct, you have just admitted that you will keep attacking dwarf’s settlements, yet you are furious when they look for vengeance!” I could barely hold my laugh. “Only I find it unreasonable?!”

- “THAT’S NOT THE CASE!” the beast roared.

I knew it. I was just trying to make him lose his temper. To anger him. Then, he would break the negotiation and we could finish what we started. Sorry, Vakkira, I know you want the best solution, but dealing with them is pointless. There is no way they would obey rules, that could be eventually set here. Try explaining an ogre warrior, that from now onward, he is not only supposed not-to-rape, but he would have to reduce the time he normally spends with their tribe-wives. Good luck with that. Unless…

- “…There could be a solution.” The Oni finally said, when the shaman told him something in the speech that hurt my ears. After a quick confirmation from my companions, I realized that his time they were talking in their own language. “You suggested habituating lands of stronger predators. It is an impossible task for us. These beast are living deep in the caves and woods, we would have lost a hundred men trying to find it, then another hundred to clear but one liar… but, with your help… Tell me, are you willing to lend us your strength and technology to get rid of those beasts? To establish small community far away from your lands?”

Something was off. If that was the case why didn’t they ask about it at the very beginning?

- “Before we continue…” Vakkira stopped the tempo of conversation. “… we demand one thing. We trusted you and honored the negotiations by this we proved our good intentions. It’s your turn.”

- “What do you want?”

- “The thing that Zariel asked three times already. What are your workers doing?”

- “Fortification. We wanted to build a small town.”

- “Underground?” I was skeptic.

- “Just like the dwarfs.” The Oni nodded. “It’s hard to seize the city you can’t completely see.”

Aha. Sure. You read book or two and bah- you are a master architect, that can build a city in stone? Every bigger construction would collapse right on your head. It would require calculation beyon the ability of goblin.

- “With all due respect, I think it may be bit too much for you.” Vakkira must have reached the same conclusion.

- “Not if we are mimicking the same layout as in the cities we plundered. There is no need to make calculation if these were already made.”

- “And there were no casualties?” I raised my brow. “In the end, each city and mine is unique, mostly because each terrain has a bit different kinds of rocks, and earth, because of that, the density and weight will be a bit different and then it can lead to… Oh, you did have casualties.” I noticed as expression of Chieftain changing a bit.

Yet I knew everything I needed. I am here only as advisor, so I allowed myself to remain silent for the rest of the conversation.

There was one big flaw with this plan – the place that was considered as the new home of the greenskin was separated from Red Mountains by only one, narrow passage. That meant that after they would cross it, dwarfs could build there a garrison cutting them off and thus providing security. Why is that a flaw then? Because I did not believe that Oni. There was something off. I really would prefer just getting rid of them.

But, unfortunately – politics. Vakkira was young (as for dwarf), was elected to be a clan chief few months ago (thus she had almost no experience), and was a queen for… three days? Four?

She wanted to be a good queen, so she tried picking reasonable choices.

And reasonable choices are predictable choices. One could easily use those to fool the young dwarf girl.

And that Oni was smart. He proved that by delaying our actions and getting rid of his inside enemies without dirtying his own hands. Is that what he really wanted? Help from dwarfs at creating his own home?

Or was he thinking one step ahead? Or two? Damn it! DAMN IT! I can’t see through him!






The negotiations, much to my dismay, ended reaching agreement. The greenskins retreated, leaving their current camp. It was supposed to convince us, that what they were working for was really nothing more than fortification – no war – no need for them and they could easily leave them behind.

Me, Gisele, and few other dwarfs moved there to investigate if they didn’t lie to us.

Indeed, the in mountain, a few deep corridors were dig, yet they layout was so weird to me! Built in an almost random pattern. At first I thought that it was supposed to be an ambush and soon, the corridors will collapse on my head, but I quickly abandoned this idea. There were too few of us. What’s the point of wasting a few days, and the energy of so many men to kill less than 10 enemies? I could only swallow my insults.

Stupid Vakkira. You want to be a good queen. The problem is, that being good and being efficient are not necessary identical words.

Later, I will have to take care of it.







Two days later, the two armies marched out in the direction of the dangerous Mountain parts. The greenskin marched first, mostly because the dwarfs were afraid of being backstabbed (and trapped on the other side of mountain by some trap). Well, at least they were not completely deprived of common sense.

There was much more of both flora and fauna here, the formation of high mountains trapped most of the rain clouds on this side, leaving much more nutrition on the ground below. I asked Ironblood (the old one) why didn’t they build their cities here. After calling me uneducated brat, he finally revealed that these parts had barely any ores. No ores – no metal. No metal – no job for dwarfs.

Damn it. Later on, they could even set a merchant route to them in order to lay their hands on fur and plants that there was plenty here.

But, our admiration for the landscape didn’t last long. Merely after a few hours after crossing the passage, both armies were attacked multiple times. Stable-sized, green and brown dinosaur-like lizards in packs of few started charging from narrow dens and deep of forests.

The beasts were actually quite frightening, bolts and arrows did barely any harm to them, maybe annoyed them a little and reduced the comfort of their movements, but to kill the bastards you needed to surround them, and using axes to chop them bits by bits. The task was that much harder, because, as I already mentioned, they never were alone. In the moment you would surrender one, its friends would come to the rescue.

Extremely violent, brutal and persistent. Just like Gisele, after seeing the last piece of meat during supper, and someone trying to snatch it. Jokes aside. The bastards were really tough. We needed to set up camps for the night. Twice. And if you think that we were allowed to rest then, boy, you are sorely mistaken.

Big army means big camp. Big camp means big fire, and fire means light. And the light attracts monsters. The voice of the soldiers raising alarm, and the sounds of the battle woke me up quite a few times. After a few hours, I got an idea of creating wisps of fire and sending them in all directions. Since then, the number of attacks was reduced greatly, yet sounds of monsters, roaring in irritation after they were discovered, and were lead into random places, tripled.

Our destination was yet half of a day away – on a flat piece of ground, directly under the slope of the mountain. A little stream, traveling down from the rock provided a stable source of water and the forests around were rich in many huntable animals. It was also rich in natural hunters, that would love enriching their diet with goblins and ogres, but, hey – it was no longer my concern!

Still, the oni pointed out a place good for creating a new village a bit too accurately. I asked him how he knew about this place. In a few (impolite) words, he told me that trolls are great scouts and they scouted every piece of mountain and the lands around it, looking for new sources of food for the horde.

Apparently, from these parts of the mountain, the fewest of them returned home.

The dwarfs quickly begun to raise plain, yet sturdy buildings and walls, mostly from wood. Looking at them working resembled Amish people, they just swarmed the construction site and raised house after house, wall after wall. The greenskins were used only to chop down wood and carry materials to the specified places.

Oh, a few ogres and goblins were eager to either help more or learn from them, but at very first, communication was a problem, and even if a fewer understood what they were told, they were simply unable to comprehend the new data.

Separation of duties? Specializations?! Working in shifts? These words were like magic to them, they were used to doing everything by themselves, for themselves. Thus, they could more or less survive on their own in forests – hunt, cook a little, build a basic shelter, but when it came to coordinating their actions in larger groups, everyone was doing everything… and you know how it ended.

We spent there three more days. In that period, Vakkira was telling the Chieftain about the concepts of modern politics, and other dwarfs were teaching to goblins the basics of building, and to ogres, new forms of hunting. Then the concept of breeding a few herbivores were shown to them.

The Idea of catching a few dozen of bunnies or deers, locking them in some kind of wooden area and then taking care of them in order to consume them later left them with eyes open wide.

A funny reaction, indeed.

- “Zari, you are far too tense.” My dragoness said to me when I was watching the new city raise from a nearby hill. “Still not trusting them?”

- “No.”

- “After spending some time with them, I can tell that they are actually a funny bunch.” She said sitting next to me. “They just want to live. Like you and me.”

- “The problem is that in lots of situation it is either We or Them.”

- “… I think that one ogre even proposed to me…”

I turned my gaze and look to her.

- “Which one?”

- “Jealous?” She teased me with a wide smile.

- “Furious. You just gave me another reason to annihilate them.”

- “I think it will be my sweet little secret then! But fear not. He wouldn’t take no as an answer, so I broke his jaw.”

- “Good girl.” I exhaled the air I held in.

- “Zari, I know that you are smart and all… But seriously! Overthinking things like that won’t help you! Can’t you just accept that not everyone has some secret motives and someone takes simplest path?”

- “Then I would already be: killed by some inquisitors in forest, killed by the villagers as I saved them, hired by the alchemist guild and spend my whole near a pot, cooking potions for a huge company, killed by…”

I started counting on my fingers.

- “Ok. Ok! I get it. Stop it!” she pouted. Of course that I knew what her point was, but damn, I enjoy mocking her.

- “And finally, if I wouldn’t be that caution, one thing would have never happened. A thing, one without I can no longer imagine my life.”

I said while laying on the ground and looking in the stars.

- “What is it?” she asked curiously. I smiled and ignored her. “Come on! Tell me” I just chuckled. “I won’t leave you until you tell me!”

- “I think it will be my sweet little secret then.” I smiled back.

- “YOU LITTLE!” she tackled me back as I was raising from the ground.

Little naïve fool. I was talking about meeting you. Well, there is no way I will tell you that. You would just puff your chest and walk around, teasing me about it.

The trolls already scouted most of the nearest forests, finding lots of hunting grounds. Well, quite few did not return, so everyone just presumed that the places into which they were sent were not exactly safe.

The village (that actually was finished) was actually a small wooden fort with quite tall walls and watchtowers. It had everything that was needed in order to survive (as long as you wouldn’t fuck up things by your own).

The terrain around actually ensured that their population was more or less in check. If they would reproduce too much, they would simply run out of food, and the formation of high mountains was shutting the whole area from all direction, except the small passage. Maybe a single scout could somehow leave this little hell-hole. Maybe two. But an army? Never.

After few agreements we left the area, traveling back to the passage. The oni, with a few dozen of trolls as escort, walked us back to the passage, which was established as the new border.

And once again we were attacked multiple times. During the whole campaign, from more than a thousand soldiers, we lost around 150, where half of them died during fighting with the greenskins, and other half during crossing the dangerous land.

Damn, living there was pretty much a death sentence. This is why I kept feeling uneasy about it. I simply didn’t want to believe they agreed to being cast away.

When we reached the passage, the first thing I noticed was a huge stone gate with ballista towers, pointed in our direction. Dwarfish job. I looked confused at Vakkira.

- “Did You really think we were helping them building this whole town out of our own good will?” she whispered to me quiet enough for the chieftain not to hear our conversation. “We sent messengers to few nearest cities with the order to rise it. Still, transporting the stone and the workers, then setting the garrison took some time. So we established somewhat friendly bonds with the greenskin and taught them a lot so they could survive. In the meantime this little beauty was being built here.”

… Damn. DAMN IT WOMAN! Couldn’t you tell me that earlier!? I was panicking like I was mad! DAMN IT! I focused my attention on the warchief so much, that I forgot that the game of thinking two steps ahead could be played by more than one party! Clever little girl!

The oni wasn’t pleased seeing it. Of course that they did agree on setting a garrison in the passage, but he clearly didn’t expect that!

Some more polite words were said, and an agreement was signed, that once every month, the two parties would meet here, in order to negotiate the future of bonds between the dwarfish clans and… the horde.

We said our farewells and headed behind the gate, which shut itself as soon as we crossed the border.

- “… So? This is it? The end? To be honest this is not how I imagined the war.” Gisele admitted.

- “Neither did I.” the queen nodded her head. “I was prepared for far more bloodshed. It was but luck that this oni wanted to outsmart us. He wanted us to play his set of game, yet he forgot that chess he found were made by dwarfs. Still, Zariel.” She turned back to me. “I want to thank you. Your actions made it possible. You were the one who found the camp, helped us on the battlefield and lead negotiation is such a manner that this outcome was possible.”

- “So, I will be rewarded?” I not asked nor clarified rising my brow.

- “On the other hand you balanced on the edge of our hostility and goodwill by taking our troops without permission and set dozen of inside fight in my own camp, especially with the Ironblood, which gave me headache.”

- “… So, I will be punished?” I asked again.

- “But it’s a joyful day, when the conflict ended with very few casualties. So, for now, let’s head back and rejoice. Then, we will gladly call the two of you to be the friend of every dwarf living in these Mountains.”

- “I think I can agree on that…” yet after I made few steps, that little needle in my heart answered again. “… I will catch up with you.”

I said, turning my face back to old greenskin camp.

- “Something wrong?” Gisele asked.

- “I just want to be sure. I told you, go first. I should catch up with you before the dusk.”

I started running, when I was far enough I morphed my body, growing wings and flew to the old negotiation point and beyond.







Reaching tunnels took me about two hours. I landed quickly with full speed which made me roll over my shoulder to reduce impact of collision with the ground.

The tunnels. These bloody tunnels they were working on didn’t let me rest. I checked them once again. And again I found nothing suspicious. But the lack of suspiciousness was the most suspicious!

Just in case, I kneeled near the deepest part of it, and chanting quietly I set up fire rune-trap. Then, I took step back and set another one chaining it with precious one. Within a few hours I turned the whole place in one huge minefield. Stepping on one would trigger all, changing the whole place into a raging inferno.

When my job was done, I turned around and left same way I came.








- “Stupid dwarfs.” the oni grinned as he reached back his new home. They lied a few times, they knew this place perfectly. The system of the tunnels they have been building for the past few months lead from this place to their last camp.

They barely made it, if not for the negotiations that took those few sweet hours, they couldn’t cover the entrances. Now, with barely any effort they could use it to regroup their forces back in the Red Mountains.

They would wait a few days, maybe a few weeks – till their forces would shatter and return to the other cities. From their previous raids, they learned the whereabouts of the other cities. When time would come, they could attack all these places in the same time, crushing the clueless dwarfs.

They returned to the village before dawn, mostly because they travelled in a smaller group and previously, they lead dwarfs through a longer path to eventually slow the future advances of their army.

- “Tah’vu, I presume the preparations are finished?” He asked the troll of the day watch.

- “Yes, my lord. I sent few people to uncover the tunnels. Starting from tomorrow, we should be able to relocate our forces.”

- “Good, as soon as they would be back, I want the report.”








I landed between the rocks about kilometer away from the main forces. I didn’t want too many people to know about my abilities. Well, I am sure that as soon as the goat riders would get drunk, they would talk about it to everyone near them. I only hoped that these would be treated only as the exaggeration of drunk veterans.

It took me about twenty more minutes to meet again with the traveling commanders.

- “And? You found something suspicious?” Gis teased me.

- “Oh, I wasn’t looking. Vakkira, would ya be so kind and tell your people not to come close to the old ogre’s camp?”

- “Why?”

- “Becau…”

In that moment. And explosion could be heard. Then two more, then four, and eight. Come on! They didn’t even wait a day!

- “Good news. The place is safe again. Ignore my previous remark.”

- “The hell!? Zariel!? What did you do!?”

- “I have two more news! Good one: you will be safe. For now.”

- “And bad one?”

- “Oh, there is no bad one.”

- “But you said…”

- “I said I have two news, not that one is good and second bad, I merely used that fact that…”

- “ZARIEL! FOR FUCK SAKE!”

- “Ok, ok! So, I was right and you were wrong. I will dance my dance of victory in a minute. Apparently tunnels weren’t dead ends at all. The whole negotiations were nothing but a game to fool us, and what they were really working on was a chain of tunnels that would allow them to attack us as we would be sure that they are locked in the valley. But I set a trap there. Or two. Ok, ok maybe a few dozen. This is why we can see our second sunset today.”

I said pointing with my head at the red afterglow on the west.

- “If that didn’t collapse the tunnels, then nothing will.”

I just smiled widely ignoring the notification of killing a few dozen trolls.

For the last time, I turned my gaze to Gisele.

- “Don’t you dare to say a word!” she threatened me with a finger.

- “Why don’t you trust them Zari? They seem to be nice people, Zari!” I mocked her.

- “SILENCE, I SAID!”

- “Why do you always thing that everyone always have hidden intention, Zari?”

- “GOD DAMN IT! ONE MORE WORD AND I WILL KILL YOU” she was blushing.

- “Are you sure? How about your ogre-boy? They are so trustworthy that maybe you will reconsider marrying him?”

- “THAT’S IT!” she really started chasing. Well, I was exhausted from my little journey back and forth, so she eventually caught me. Then she hit me a few times, painfully.

Still, it was all worth it.
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The oni quickly walked across the camp. Oh, the sweet irony! The camp was built mostly by dwarfs! They made a base for the greenskins, which are preparing for a quick series of raids.

-          “Gobraw, how are the preparations going?” He asked when the tiny shaman caught up with him.

-          “We have finished collecting the weapons and tools. Right now we are gathering food. Then, we should be ready.”

-          “Perfect. We will wait a whole week, let them lower their ground, and make them feel safe. I want the attacks to be swift and ruthless. We will be a flood that would wipe them off the mountains…”

As he was finishing his speech on dark horizon a fire glow appeared, followed by an echo of explosions. After couple of minutes, from the entrance to the tunnel, a wind blew away the dust.

-          “What was that?! Send a few people into the tunnels! We need to know what happened!”

Indeed, a small party has been set and send inside. They returned after an hour or two, carrying a heavily injured troll from day’s watch. One of the few that were sent previously, to make sure that tunnels were still open. His body was in a mess, his limbs were twisted, and his whole body was covered in blood and bones from his legs.

-          “GIVE HIM WATER!” He roared. “Gobraw, can you heal him?”

-          “Too late, my lord, the wounds are too serious. Even if by some miracle he would survive, he would never be able to fight or scout.”

-          “Look at me, soldier!” He said, kneeling next to the barely conscious man. “Tell me what happened!”

-          “… Fire… everywhere… Tra’grix was… first… He opened… corridor… fire. Everywhere fire… Rings of fire covered pillars holding the tunnels… everything collapsed.”

-          “You did well. You didn’t fail. You saved your honor and you deserve a warrior’s death.” He said with actual grief in his voice. He quickly pulled a small dagger from his belt and pierced his soldier’s chest, delivering a quick death.

-          “Th..ank….ouuu…” These were the last words of the unlucky troll.

The warchief raised from the ground.

-          “Apparently, we lost the tunnels. Report our situation, Gobraw.”

-          “Sir, without the tunnels our only way out is the passage, but you saw what they built there. They would decimate us before we would reach the gate, and even then I doubt we would be able to get past it. We are trapped here… and our food resources will last for a couple of weeks.”

-          “…We will actually have to fight for hunting grounds with Goliaths and Gairarans…”

-          “Sir, the dwarfs before leaving showed a few tricks to our people. We could try breeding some herbivores.”

-          “We are warriors and hunters! Not farmers!” He hit one of the buildings with his fists, making whole structure shake. “To fall so low. Gobraw, I want scouts to take their time. We need to know our surroundings and our neighbors. I want all ogres to come to me in the morning, we will have to train them to fight in groups to face those beasts. This misery. I was sure we could outsmart them…”

-          “The scout said he saw a ring of fire. That white-witch, he was a fire mage.”

-          “It was his doing?!”

-          “Most likely.”

-          “The time will come when he will pay!”

-          “Anger is a great source of motivation, yet beware, for it can cloud your mind.”

-          “Fear not, old friend…” He said through his teeth. “.. my mind has never been more focused before.”

Somewhere in the distance, a roar of some huge beast could be heard. The night-time predators have awoken to start their hunt.

City under mountain

It wasn’t much of a war, much more a quick pacification raid, that ended after the negotiation session. Still, if no action were taken, the greenskins would continue their raids on unprepared cities and mines, harming the production and trade between clans.

One needs to remember, that such an outcome was possible only because their leader thought that he was smarter than the rest of the world. His overconfidence was the only reason that the army, made from the strongest warriors got trapped in a valley, habituated by fearful beasts.

The only thing that keeps me awake in the night is that one day, I could once again hear about them, and what they would gain by struggling in that dangerous land.

Damn it! I gained a wonderful ally, but maybe also a dangerous enemy. I will have to take that in consideration while planning my future now.

-          “…RI! Zari! You are spacing out again!” Gisele poked the side of my head.

 

Instead of her usual leather armor, she was wearing some casual brown cloth. In the end, we did not intend to fight anytime soon. Not in the guest rooms in the city.

-          “Sorry sweetie. Many things happened recently and…”

-          “Again? Analyzing every move? You will stress yourself to death!” She stroked my head a bit violently. “… but, I have to admit it! It was fun!”

I looked at her bit confused.

-          “Those few battles we had. Ogres are not that common in Neira! Because of their violent nature, they are being wiped out by an army of adventurers as soon as they are spotted! I actually tried myself quite a lot! Nice workout!”

I chuckled.

-          “Really, Gisele, only you can think about slaughtering armies as a workout.”

-          “At least I was not thinking about eating corpses!”

-          “I did not eat any!”

-          “But you were thinking about it! Disgusting! A bloody greenskin?! They must taste like mud! May the day I would have to choose between starving and eating ogre never come!”

-          “I did not think about eating them!”

-          “Zari, you were drooling. When you mentioned that red skinned Oni, you were actually licking your lips!”

-          “You are making this up.”

Damn it. She just wanted to tease me. Foolish girl. I will have my revenge soon.

-          “Anyway, lover of mine, I have little question… How long are we going to stay here?” The dragoness asked. “… don’t get me wrong! I love this place, I simply want to know how long I can laze myself around!”

Indeed. The “room” that was given to us could be actually called a small mansion. Rich wooden furniture were plated in gold, a huge fireplace was warming us up as we were sitting on a bed so big that it could hold a whole division of dwarfs. We were even using the furs of some beast as bedding. 




Every once in awhile, I could see Gis with her eyes glued to some decoration that happened to have a gem stuck in its frame. When she would notice me watching her on this shameful act, she would start pretending clumsily that she was watching something else. Cute.

-          “We need to partake in the official coronation of Vakkira, she said that it would mean a lot to her. Then Fional still needs to finish my armor. I have no idea how long it would take. Maybe three days?”

-          “So….” She said purring to my ear. “You want to tell me that we have about three days to spend here? Just you, me and this bed?”

A week of marching with an army and battling for your life keeps your mind occupied. Now, as you know that your life is no longer in danger yet adrenaline is still flowing through your body, what will you do? What, indeed?

I planted a light kiss on her lips, in response she pulled me closer as she embraced me. We took our time to slowly build the lust in us, while once again exploring our bodies with hands. We were not in hurry, we had three loooongs days to…

Someone opened the door and walked inside.

-          “Hey bastards! I was wondering if… Oh. ‘Scuse me, I guess I will be going…” Fional was about to leave as fast as he came.

For fuck sake! The feeling of intimacy perished, leaving only annoyance.

-          “Fional, I hope it’s something bloody important. Also, did your mother not teach to you knock before entering?”

Gisele hissed a bit angrily. For the first time we wanted to try doing things slowly instead of jumping on each other like animals and it ended this way.

-          “Nah. My mother taught me how to throw axes and brew vodka. I was also returning home, covered in dirt and with my suit tattered, she would lost her mind and beat the shit out of me. Eventually she would say <learn to fix your own bloody cloth!>, forcing me to patch it up by my own. I guess I became armorsmith because of that… Golden woman. May she rest in peace…”

 

-          “FOR THE SAKE OF… FIONAL!”

-          “Easy there kiddo, just messing with you. I just wanted to tell you that because you finished that whole silly war-thing, I could stop forging swords and such, leaving me with more time to work on your gear. I should finish it tomorrow’s evening.  I will just need your help once again – in the end this shit is bloody difficult to adjust and I would require you as a model. In the end you will be the one wearing it! Mind coming with me?”

I cursed under my nose.

-          “Will be there in a minute…” Gis gave a light punch in my arm. “… or an hour…” another punch “… You know what? I will be there tomorrow.”

-          “Youth.” the dwarf rolled his eyes “Ok, I will just  keep working on other things.”

-          “Also, Fiona…” I yelled after him.

-          “What?”

-          “Do you mind putting a “do not disturb” plate on the door?” I yelled after him with irritated voice.

He only snorted in response. As soon as he left the room I felt pressure on my shoulders. Looking back at my lover, I was able to witness once again her gaze filled with lust. Also annoyance. Her skin got bit flushed and her breath was ragged.

-          “Give me a moment, pet, I will make sure no one will disturb us and…” I raised from the bed with the intention of locking the door, something we didn’t have to do up until now as everyone left us in peace.

Yet to my own surprise I noticed that I was dragged back to the bed. Her face was directly over mine as she was looking in my eyes. Actually, it was almost as if she wasn’t looking at me, but in me. Those playful green eyes were looking directly at my soul.

This time she kissed me, but not gently. It was a furious, passionate kiss that was depriving me of air. I felt her skin on my skin, I felt her heart pounding like mad, it's beating was resonating through our bodies, forcing my own to start beating in same tempo.

Taking advantage of the fact that she was focused so much on me I quickly switched our positions pinning her to the bed. I broke out of the kiss. At first, the dragoness let out a little cry of dissatisfaction, but as soon as my lips started attacking her neck she started purring again while moving her head back showing me more of her skin.

Her finger dug in my hair as she pressed me even more forcefully in her body, she was trying to enjoy this teasing as long as it was only possible, fighting against her nature.

But, eventually, her dragon’s blood took control over her, making her gaze blank. She started acting violently, demanding an other kind of attention. In the end, she pushed me off her and started pulling off my robe. But, robes aren’t really meant to be pulled of quickly, getting dressed and undressed actually requires some time. Irritated she slashed it with her claws.

Here goes my other set of robes. This is another reason why I am not buying an expensive one.

Once again she landed atop of me. For the final time she grinned at me and dug her nails painfully in my shoulders. Just like a predator she double checked if I am not in position to free myself before we made actual love.

Of course with a lot of effort I could free myself, the question was, why should I? I just smiled back and focused on those beautiful jade green eyes in front of me waiting for the moment she would lose her strength. Then I would simply take my turn.

In the passion, she would actually tighten her grip and pierce my skin, yet after noticing my expression she would remove her claws and lick the cuts as if saying her apologizes to me. Slowly she was getting better in controlling her nature.

How could you not love this silly creature?

As always, I woke before the dawn. Exhausted, yet focused. Somehow I managed to slip from my lover’s embrace without waking her up, get dressed and left the room, leaving small note where I am heading to.

Very few people were walking upon the street-bridges of the city, mostly some physical workers that needed to prepare themselves before work. Yet even those people, the one that never met me before, were smiling to me. Not with cruel, twisted smiles, but with a polite one. Few nodded their heads in acknowledgment and respect, and one elder woman actually gave me a light hug. She didn’t speak in human speech, I didn’t speak dwarfish, so this only made our conversation that much more awkward, especially as she simply didn’t want to let me go. After a moment a man, probably her son, actually managed to drag her away.

Then the reason of woman’s affection outburst became clear to me. That man was one of those I patched up on the battlefield. Because I helped him soon enough, his hand is still working.

Gratitude. The purest gratitude. Being watched and praised like this is quite refreshing… and…

~ Addictive?

A little.

~ I am sure it’s more than a little.

Maybe. But I can’t get distracted by such silly things. Not now.

I continued my march to the lowest level of the city. As I was told, under the mountains there was a river flow. But there is not water in it, it is a river of lava and fire. They are the so called veins of the Mountains. Most of the cities were built over them, only in the heat of those flames could one melt meteoric metals and change their form.

This is also where Fional was working right now.

He was just like me. An artisan in his job. Or a madman. The line between those two was very thin. If we would start working on something, we couldn’t stop. We couldn’t sleep, we didn’t even notice if we ate something or not. A little curse that pushed our creation on yet another stage of perfection.

-          “You busy?” I asked the dwarf that was currently inspecting a piece of leather, stretched between two pillars.

-          “Look who finally decided to show THE FUCK up?” He growled. “I couldn’t get to the next phase because of you! Well, I myself don’t give a damn, but you could think a little about my helpers!”

Helpers? What helpers?

Then I noticed them – previously I thought that they were some kind of wasted piece of leathers thrown here and there forming a piles. But no – these were people. Actual living being, deadly exhausted.

-          “…er… Wa…ter… Ple…”

-          “Oh, for fuck sake! Benjamin! Don’t you pretend you got tired already! Ok. Five minutes break for you guys, I will quickly finish my business with the kid and we are going back to work... Now, wear this..”

He throw at me some kind of suit with dozens of straps and buttons. It was ugly as hell, but apparently it could be worn by dwarves and ogres at same time. By regulating pieces of leather, you could make it fit perfectly to your body. Yes, unused pieces of cloth would simply hang from you making you look like a fool, but because of it Fional could perfectly measure the pieces of leather that needed to be cut off.

His five minutes lasted over two hours.

-          “Aren’t you treating those measures too serious?” I asked after he told me to take yet another pose in which he double checked the reach of my arms.

-          “Listen kid, do you know what is stretched on those pillars?” He responded almost offended.

-          “Leather.”

-          “Leather, indeed, you know who's leather it is?”

-          “You mentioned that you wanted to use a gryphon’s.”

-          “Exactly. And you know what are the properties of a gryphon skin that was soaking in devil’s oil for a month?”

-          “Not really.”

-          “Exactly. So shut the fuck up and let me work. If I would make a mistake – cut a centimeter too short, it will be fucking unwearable. This is why no one uses gryphon skins to make armors. Buuut nooooo. You needed to pick this one…”

-          “I picked the form that you have drawn in your sketchbook. Admit it – you were dreaming about making this armor.”

-          “…”

-          “Fional?”

-          “Shut the fuck up, brat!”

I just hid my smile and let him continue his work.

His students weren’t pleased hearing that the armorsmith finished the measures and he is ready to finish his creation. He kicked me outside, telling that I would disturb him. After the door shut behind me I heard a mad laugh and some words in dwarfish. I had no idea what was he talking about, but his tone betrayed excitement.

I couldn’t really tell what hour was it as I left the workshop as I couldn’t see the position of the sun, but as my belly rumbled a little, I decided to visit the local inn.

Gisele was already there, partaking in a drinking contest with some veterans. I just waved to her. She waved back without taking her lips off the glass. I sat next to the counter.

-          “What can I give you, lad?” The dwarfish woman asked me with a bit twisted human language.

-          “Just regular breakfast.”

-          “Coming right up!” She cheered.

After a moment or two she pushed a glass with whiskey my direction. I looked at it confused.

-          “That’s whiskey.” I noticed.

-          “I know, sweetie, I know! Bean and bread will be served in a moment.”

Whiskey and beans. A regular breakfast... I discovered Slav’s Eldorado.

When I was eating peacefully someone almost collapsed on the chair next to me

-          “Hello honey!” Gisele’s greetings was followed with a quiet <hic>. “Hey, come drink with us!”

-          “I fine for now.”

-          “Hee? Afraid of losing? Chickening out?”

-          “Gisele, you are a half-dragon. Your blood accelerates the removal of toxins from your body, and yes, alcohol actually is treated as a toxin in this matter. Asking someone to partake in drinking competition with you is like asking a human child to fight against centaur veteran in a hand-to-hand grappling fight!”

-          “<hic> You are such a killjoy!” She said laying her head on my shoulder. “Come on! I am sooo lonely! Sweetie?”

Don’t be fooled. Despite she being drunk now, in five minutes she will be all sober. She is using this state only as an excuse to drag me in. I learned it in the hard way.

-          “Not now, sweetie. Today is Vakkira’s coronation. I need to be in good shape.”

-          “Just one drink!” She started rubbing her cheeks on mine.

-          “Gis, it never ends on just one drink.”

-          “This time I promise! Just one !”

… I can give it a try, can I? I will quickly cast on myself a few spells boosting metabolism, then morph my guts… Also, I am a reasonable individual that can stop drinking when he finds he had enough.

-          “DRINK! DRINK! DRINK! DRINK! DRINK!”

In no time quite few people gathered in the inn, and they just kept pouring me glass after glass. Oh, I did try to stop, a few times I even covered the top of my glass with my hand, stopping them from pouring even more liquid in it, but them someone would just force a completely new glass in my hand… Or mouth. There was simply no way out… at least I kept the rest of my dignity by drinking in a civilized way…

… Wait, why am I standing on the table? On one leg? Half naked? Why is the table on fire? Oh, I was the one igniting it? Daaaamn.

In front of me, Gisele was drinking mimicking my stance – drinking on one leg in the middle of a burning table.

Gis… just what did you drag me into this time?!

-          “ANOTHER ONE!” Someone yelled.

Some brave soul actually managed to get past the flames and push another glasses in our hands. No, I have to stop. There is no way it will end well…!

-          “You are one behind, Zari! Come on! Put on some fight, not like in bed!”

Her insult made all patrons around burst in laugh. And tell me now, what could I do? OF COURSE I DRANK IT!

And as I told. It was bad idea. The world spun around me as I changed my location from the burning table to the cold floor right behind it.

No more drinking with Gisele!







	“... and as our father before us have stated, today we shall celebrate…”  The Rune-keeper was speaking with manta-like tone bringing me on the verge of madness.



 

Blah, blah, blah. Why can’t they just skip to the point?  Bloody politics! At least his voice was bearable. Boosting your metabolism wasn’t as good idea as I previously thought. Yes, I did get sober faster. But it also meant that I got a hangover. Every sound that was made, every whisper said was resonating in my head like a church bell. I was getting mad at people around me for breathing too loudly! I throw angry gaze at Gisele. She noticed it and smiled cheerfully to me. Why isn’t she suffering as I do?!

 


	“Zari, you said that yourself! Your friend is becoming a queen, why such a sour face?” She asked with innocent tone.



 


	“One more word and I will cut off your head.”



 


	“Feeling ill?” She kept teasing me.



 

I took breath in trying to calm myself down. It was not working.

 


	“Next time if I am saying that I don’t want to drink… just don’t force me!” I hissed quietly.



 


	“Next time you decide not to do something, keep your word.” She said that smiling with corners of her mouth.



 


	“A-ha. Sure. You know it is impossible.”



 


	“Why is that so?”



 


	“Because I would do everything for you, idiot.” I said that throwing her a hateful gaze.



 


	“That would be quite sweet if not your murderous aura. But I do appreciate your words.”



 


	“Gisele…”



 


	“What?”



 


	“Payday.”



 

I focused my magic. Without looking at her I started channeling a lesser curse upon her.

 


	“What are you doing? H...Hey! Why am I feeling funny?... what is going on with my skin…” After a moment her eyes widened. “... you are not fucking serious! Stop it!”



 


	“Just bear with it. It’s a lesser time-based curse. It will perish in a minute.”



 

But she already started scratching her hands

 


	“Really? A rash curse?”



 


	“I can change it to diarrhea…”



 


	“DON’T YOU FUCKING DARE!”



 

People around us turned around to looked at Gisele with concerned gaze.

 


	“S..Something wrong, folks?”



 


	“I just asked if some of you see this woman as unworthy of receiving the crown…” Rune-keeper repeated again.



 

…. Damn it! SHAME ON YOU, GISELE! That;s what you get for using my innocence against me! You simply couldn’t yell at better time!

 


	“Gisele…?” I asked pretending being surprised. “... I hoped you don’t have anything against our friend being elected?!”



 


	“You little devil!” She hissed at me. “... No, of course not! She is great! Really! 10 out of 10! Would elect again! Don’t mind me! Ha-ha!”



 


	“Well… in that case I think we can continue…” Rune-keeper proceed to once again read the words of the coronation. 



 


	“.... After this show is over. I will bloody kill you!” she said right in my ear.



 

It was my turn to smile widely. 

 


	“... As our tradition says: when the threat would struck our homeland, a leader would emerge that casting our differences aside would unite us and lead to victory and prosperity. Lady Vakkira, despite your young age you have showed us wisdom. Despite not being warrior you showed us courage. Most of all because of you our home is safe again. You have proved to be worthy of wearing an obsidian crown. Now, kneel, for the last time.”



 

The queen stepped forward to the old dwarf, after taking few steps, she kneeled in front of the man holding a really well made diadem.

 


	“Now, you kneel in front of the the crown. But why do you do so? You are already our queen! It is so you would remember. You came from the people, the people elected you and for the people you will serve. Since this day you will be mother to all of us, and we all shall be your children. We bow to you showing respect, we bow to show you that we appreciated your efforts.We hope that you will lead us in prosperity same way as you lead to victory in recent battles.”



 

The elder slowly put the crown on her head, then took few steps back.

 

As she raised from the ground, everybody else kneeled. 

 


	“All hail the queen!” The rune-keeper yelled.



 


	“LONG LIVE THE QUEEN” The sound of thousand voices shouting in unison shook the mountain. It was as if the earth itself proclaimed her the new monarch.



 


	“Please, raise, my friends.” She said with smile. 



 


	“I was nothing more but a voice that called you before me. You were the one who won this war. It was your hands that spilled the blood of our enemies, it was sound of your feet traveling across the land that our enemies feared… It was all your doing...Yours and our friends.” She eventually said looking at me and Gis. 



 


	“You came to us as our guest. You were expected to do nothing. Instead of welcoming you with feast and cheering, we welcomed you with grim expressions. Yet you, instead of being offended by our lack of hospitality, offered us your services, expecting nothing in return. You traveled with us, you fought side by side with us and you risked your life for us! You were so good for us when we were in need. This is why I am asking you, sons and daughters of the earth! Aren’t actions of our guests remarkable?”



 


	“AYE!” A thousand voices echoed through the ground.



 


	“Won’t you raise a mug in their name?”



 


	“ÄYE” A thunder of shouts resounded throughout the grand hall.



 


	“Aren’t they dwarfs in everything but blood?!”



 


	“ÄYE”



 


	“Zariel called Whiteraven, Gisele Redwing - your friends are our friends, your enemies are our enemies. May you know, that you have gained our sympathy and trust. May the sky above and dirt below forever tell your tales, of two of you, that from this day. are friends of Dwarfs.”



 


	“AYE! AYE! AYE!” Their booming voices ranged out than they started to cheer again.



 


	“Now, i believe that up until now you did not witness our proudest act of hospitality! Let the feast begin.”



 

Then, the inferno of my torment begun. Out of nowhere, dwarfs carrying tables appeared. In a couple of minutes the ceremony hall has been turned into a bloody canteen. Even worse! BARDS!  A fucking bards with their flutes and balalaikas came and started playing those lively songs! The horror!

 

Much to my demise, as a guest of honor I couldn’t leave! I excused myself only for a minute or two to quickly get to my room and drug myself with as many potions as I could.

 

The coronation started at noon and as I was later told it lasted for almost three days. At least the rest of the feast was meant to be mostly for the people, as the clan heads left it merely after a day as they needed to take care of their businesses. So did Vakkira. 

 

Gisele was still feasting in the hall as I was sitting in front of her in her chamber. Only a wide table was separating the two of us.

 


	“Now, as we have the show-part over. Let’s talk about politics and your rewards, mister Zariel.”



 

She smiled at me.

 


	“You did us a favor. If not your unpredictable actions, the outcome of this war would not be decided. To be honest, I wanted to talked about your rewards with Gisele too…. but…”



 


	“Let me guess, you didn’t manage to pull her from table with meat? Or beverage?”



 


	“...Kind of. Indeed, she was leaving one of them only to get to the another one and she acted bit violently when we tried persuading her to.”



 


	“Very well, I think she won’t get too mad if I would pick her prize in her name. But, at first let me know. From what am I allowed to pick?”



 


	“To be honest, I personally would love if you would pick gold. Right now our situation is too unstable to grant you the help of our warriors, I can’t really gave you our runic artifacts as, once again, we would require it in the nearest future. But, our wealth should be more than enough to make a human live his whole life in wealth.”



 


	“Or it could be used to feed Gisele once or twice.” I added quietly. 



 

The queen chuckled hearing my little joke. “Tell me, how about your meteoric weapons? Just a two handed sword. For Gisele. She prefers her armors light, so we would take only that.”

 


	“Consider it done.” She didn’t even blink. “..Normally I would have to discuss such things with other clan heads… but we were at war recently. One sword could simply disappear in chaos of the battle, don’t you think?”



 


	“How lucky for us!” 



 


	“Lucky indeed! But, now what do you want?”



 

Okay, now I will allow myself to push the line of her generosity a little.

 


	“Vakkira… tell me, how much do you value my services?”



 


	“VERY much… but not too much.” 



 

Haha! That’s one hell of an answer.

 


	“Would you mind if I would ask you TWO things? One shouldn’t be much of a challenge… but I have no idea if there is a kingdom or merchant guild capable of doing second.”



 


	“Now you peaked my interest. Tell me, what is that supposed to be?”








The next morning, we were packing our things to the carriage which was supposed to take us home.

 


	“CAREFULLY, YOU MAGGOTS! THAT EQUIPMENT IS WORTH MORE THAN YOUR LIFES!”



 

Fional yelled at his helpers, who were carrying boxes with my armor. Guessing by their expressions boxes were heavy… but they can lift the whole barrel of beer with one hands… just what did you put in those boxes, Fional?!

 


	“Remember, that you are always welcome in our home…” Vakkira was saying her goodbye to us.



 


	“BUT NOT IN MY WORKSHOP!” The armorsmith yelled .



 


	“Now, as you were too busy with feasting, I was talking with Zariel about your rewards.” She said while looking at Gisele. “He picked something for you.”



 

The dragoness threw an uneasy gaze at me. She wasn’t sure if I didn’t prank her. In the end, lately we weren’t in the best relations.

 

A dwarf carrying an object under white sheet stepped closer to us. The queen pulled the cloth, quickly revealing a human-sized, two handed, red sword.

 


	“If this won’t kill your enemies with a single blow, then nothing will. May it serve you well.”



 


	“T..thank you!” She said while taking the weapon with both hands. “Damn! It is heavy… but so well-balanced! It lies in my hand as it was forged for me! Ha! If someone would tell me two years ago that I would be wielding a meteoric sword!”



 


	“Two years ago? Why not a year ago?” The queen asked, more from courtesy and not from real interest.



 


	“A year ago I already knew Zari, and damn, I quickly learned that with this guy around, everything is possible! Thank you, Vakkira, and thank you sweetie.”



 


	“As about your reward… Here is the first part of it.”



 

She handed me very small package. The one i could easily hide with one palm.

 


	“Just asking, how about second?”



 


	“Ah, yes. Consider it done. The information was already sent to some bank owners.”



 


	“Hey! What is it?!” Gisele asked. “It’s unfair! Lemme know!”



 


	“Turn around.” I said while unwrapping a package.



 


	“But why?!”



 


	“Do it!”



 

With hesitation dragoness actually showed her back to me.

 

From package I picked a small necklace with a small gem and with quick, skilled movement I put it on her neck.

 


	“Cold! What is it!” She yelped as the metal touched her skin.



 


	“A so called fiend-flame gem. Pretty rare. You wouldn’t get a broken copper coin for it at most jewelers, and then there are those offering a whole treasury. Unlike most of the gems, it has absolutely no magical potential, you can’t enchant it, nor use it as a mana storage. It is also very fragile and it is extremely hard to make a ring or necklace with it. There used to be a tradition between dwarfish jewelers - a final test before obtaining the Master Jeweler title - to made a ring or necklace with this stone. There is only one thing good about this stone, it is…”



 


	“Beautiful…” Gisele let out a quiet sigh watching the twin colored gem. It was toxic green on the outside, near the ages, and with a deep infernal red near the core.






If one would look within it, his senses would get confused, the green and red would seem to dance together, replacing one another.

 


	“But… it was supposed to be your reward…” She looked at me confused. “...why would you give it to me?”



 


	“Do you remember? Before we left you showed me few chests. You said that you intended to fill one with gold and other with rare gems. This one may not be worth much, but it’s some kind of start, isn’t it?”



 

She opened her mouth. Then closed it. Then opened again just to close for the second time. 

 


	“... But… I don’t know what to say…”



 


	“Then remain silent!” I got irritated. “The world would be so much better place if people would remain silent while having nothing wise to say and…” She gave me a hug. While tackling me. With her whole body weight she pushed me on the ground. Did I mention that she was wearing her reinforced armor on herself? She also put meteoric sword on her back? 



 

And are you aware that I am trying to tell you that SHE WAS HEAVY AS FUCK!?!?

 

He? What was that sound? Something snapped? He? My spine?






Same time - Capital of Neira






Jericho was walking cheerfully though the town. This was a good day. He cheated a fish seller of 4 copper coins and he forgot to pay a crowded bar making 12 copper coins and then won 25 silver at a gambling house. He only cheated a little. His day couldn’t be any better. DAMN IT!

 

He quickly ran behind a wall.

 


	“Drop the act, Jericho, I saw you, come out!”



 

He was the only man in the whole kingdom, no - the whole world, he didn’t want to meet!

 


	“Ah! Luigio! Good to see you old friend! Unfortunately I am in hurry so…”



 

Luigio Gazwari - a higher ranked man that worked at Ouroboros Bank. He is also the man whom Jericho owes a lot of money. An insane amount of money.

 


	“Oh, sure, I was also just traveling by, but then I spotted you and wondered. “Crap! crap crap crap crap crap. Would you like to borrow some money? 



 


	“HAHAHAHA! Great joke. Totally not funny, but great! You were the one who told me that you wouldn’t give a loan just to cover an already existing one!”



 

Luigio blinked twice.

 


	“You don’t know?”



 


	“Know what?”



 


	“Your debts have been paid.”



 


	“Ok. I am dreaming. Or drunk. Or dreaming while being drunk!”



 


	“No, I am completely honest. Your debt of 1752 gold 33 silver and 18 copper coins has been paid yesterday. Today I got the message via communication crystal. Oh, there was a message attached to it.”



 


	“What kind of message?”



 


	“Now you owe me. Greetings from Red Mountains to which you didn’t want to let us go. Z. W.R.”



 

The old man become red all over his face. He pinched himself. It hurt. He quickly regained his composure.

 


	“Ah! That! Of course I knew about it! You said you want to lend me some money… didn’t you?”



 

The former adventurer hugged the banker’s side and lead him toward local bar where they could have peaceful negotiations.
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It was a peaceful ride home, the scenery was slowly changing – dull red and yellow wasteland slowly turned into greenish planes. The road was completely flat, literally nothing that could make the ride uncomfortable… but….

<Thud>

-          “A-ha-ha! Sorry there! That rock appeared out of nowhere! I swear!”

But Gisele was driving. And as we all know, she had this rare, yet irritating ability to locate and HIT every possible obstacle. So, we would hit rocks, logs, pits. We almost fell off the road twice – before leaving the Red Mountains.

-          “KHAAA!” I heard a painful yell.

-          “Gis?! Did you just ride over someone?!”

-          “Yeah! Don’t worry! That was intended!”

-          “HOW COULD YOU DRIVE OVER SOMEONE AND…”


	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Wasteland Bandit Level 11]
	You have obtained [45 exp]




… oh.

-          “Anyway, I was wondering… do you want to stop for a moment?” she yelled at me.

-          “Don’t tell me that you are hungry already!” Impossible, she ate before we left. Miroslav and Aloizy wouldn’t be able to eat for a week with the same dose of food she devoured!

-          “… Ok, I won’t!”

She really is hungry.

-          “Mind reminding me which one of us is a mythical beast that is supposed to devour the world?!”

-          “You are exaggerating! I am not eating THAT much!”

-          “Gisele, you ate a whole roasted pig!”

-          “It was small!”

-          “Then you drank a barrel of beer and a pot of meat soup!”

-          “… These were tiny too?”

-          “No, Gis, they weren’t.”

The cart stopped.

-          “I am going to have lunch anyway! With or without you!”

She really started unpacking a crate of food that dwarfs gave us as provisions.

-          “Besides, there are dungeons rides during which I am starving! You need to eat a lot because you have no idea when you would be attacked by fire giants! I once spend almost a week eating barely anything! And…”

She kept justifying her appetite. It was actually cute. The act of her munching a piece of boar like a mad animal covering herself in fat… not as cute.

I ate half of my rations. Mostly because I knew what she would ask for.

I was right. After a moment or two she looked at my food, then at me, then at the food, and once again at me before asking:

-          “Will you fini…”

-          “No.”

-          “Can I ha…”

-          “Yes.”

-          “Love you!” she yelled jumping on my plate. I still remember that she got me a chocolate bar on the battlefield. I was merely paying my debt.

-          “Zaaariiii?” she asked, elongating my name like a child.

-          “What now?”

-          “Aren’t you curious how the armor that Fional made looks like?”

Indeed. I did not check the boxes that the armorsmith’s helpers put on our carriage.

-          “No, I am waiting till we would get back home.”

-          “Put it on!” she demanded as her eyes sparkled.

There was a reason why I didn’t want to try it on. I was most likely… not able to wear it right now. Florian told me that the materials were very durable… and heavy as damn. Most mortals wouldn’t be able to fight in it efficiently. I wanted to appraise it at home, check how much stat points I am missing, and then force myself into a few powerleveling sessions and trainings.

-          Put it on!” the dragoness was not letting go.

No sweetie there is no way I would…

-          “Put it on!”

No. That’s my final answer. There is no way I would….



... I put it on.

-          “Looks great on you… but… your expressions! Zari, are you all right?!”

-          “Yeah! I am all right!”

Narrator: Zari was not all right

SHUT THE FUCK UP! Go break the 4th wall somewhere else! Indeed, the armor was a piece of art. Sturdy, but also very elegant. Most of dwarfish armors had some adornments. Each of them could be exhibited in a museum as a piece of art, not just war tools.

Their helmets had either horns on the sides, or would resemble faces. On their breastplates and pauldrons, they carved heads of animals – usually wolfs and bears. But this… How could Fional finish it within a day? Without killing his helpers?! No. That level of details! This precision! I doubt he would let anyone finish his masterpiece.

The armor was black like Night itself, maybe even darker, only here and there you could spot some brown stitchings, that were holding pieces of leather together. It was fitting to my skin perfectly, when I breathed in and out, it was either stretching or shrinking. The only problem was… the difficulty while breathing. Yes, it was such a tight fit, that moving my diaphragm was painful, as if I was in an anaconda’s grip.

The armor’s set was made of: a hood with a bandana-like mask, which was protecting my face below my eyes; a leather gauntlet, reaching my elbows; spaulders; a knee-long boot and greaves. And a torso protector too, of course.

Did I mention the ornaments carved in it? Someone (Fional) carved patterns in it with some thin and extremely sharp tool. If someone would look from afar he wouldn’t see gloves, put beast like claws. In a way, they resembled to a certain comic book hero. On the torso, two howling wolfs raised their heads.

But, the most unique was the head-set, both the hood and the mask. The mask, covering the lower part of my face, was stylized into a wolf’s open mouth, and if I would put on the hood, which was made into a wolf’s head, I would resemble a huge, bipedal devil-wolf.

Fional also attached a wide, black coat. Unlike the rest of the set it, was made out of common cloth, simply colored. It wasn’t supposed to protect, but hide most of my body. Tha-ha! I could use it to hide my whole body like bloody Batman! No, it wasn’t put there so I would look cool. The armor itself, from boots to gauntlets had dozens of smaller and bigger pockets and straps. I could put in there lots of weapon, mostly short swords and throwable daggers. Using a coat, I could hide them. Trust me, you wouldn’t like if someone threw a dagger at you out of the blue.

I could sense dozens of invisible gaps in the suit. Two on my shoulder blades, a few running down my spine, one directly over my a… I mean, at the bottom part of my back. These would allow me to grow wings, some spine bone-spikes and tail. There was one on each of my finger tip, I tried to quickly pull off and hide my claws. Yeah, it worked perfectly.

Fional… I would never tell you this right in your face, mostly because you are an arrogant, spoiled asshole… But damn, you are good. Amazing even.

There was oooone little annoyance though…


	Jackal's Armor Set
	Base Defense bonus:	225
	Requirements:
	STR	120 (or higher)
	DEX	40 (or Higher)
	RFX	40 (or higher)
	Resistances:
	Slashing type of damage reduction:	75%
	Piercing type of damage reduction:	50%
	Acid resistance:	50%
	Fire resistance:	50%
	Cold Resistance:	50%
	Bonus effects:
	Chances of casting [Fear]-based effects:	+10%
	No penalties in movement while wearing it (light armor trait).
	Item Description:
	Leather armor made by Fional Redbeard, one of the greatest smiths that ever lived.

To create it, he used the best quality materials and used all of his skills and knowledge.

Still, he made it more as if to test his abilities, as he doubt anyone would ever be able to wear it (efficiently).






	Your [STR] is far too low to wear your current [Armor Set]. Penalties will be applied:
	Stamina Consumption Up:	All activities consume 2000% more [SP]
	You can't run. Till you wouldn't get rid of the extra ballast, you can only walk.
	Dexterity and Reflex Down:	Your reaction time has been lowered.
	RFX:	-50%
	DEX	-50%
	You now walk [75%] slower.




Yeah. Outstanding, isn’t it?

I took a step, then another and yet another. Each time, I felt as if I was carrying an elephant on my shoulders. Oh, I started sweating too. Even such a simple task, like raising my leg, felt like another torture session in the Inquisitor’s castle.

-          “Damn, it really looks good on you!” Gis gave me a light punch in the shoulder.

<THUD>

But, as she did, I was in the middle of making another step, thus my posture was bit out of balance. That light punch actually sent me to the ground. I tried raising from the ground…

… Exactly. Tried. The ground was simply running from below my feet. After two more attempts, I gave up.

-          “Gis… Would ya… consider… Giving me a helping hand?”

-          “Why? You got that lazy recently, or can’t you get up by your… No… No way! You really can’t…?”

Her eyes widened, cheeks reddened and in next moment she burst into a hysterical laugh.

-          “Yes, very funny! Now, if you could…”

-          “BUAHAHAHAHA…!”

-          “Come on, you will be able to laugh later on!”

-          “…AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA….”

-          “You are hurting my feelings, Gis!”

-          “…AHAHAHA…Ahaha…ha…eeeh… ok. I am fine now… MUAHAHAHAHA!”

Aaand she started from the beginning. After she calmed down, she did gave me a hand, and pulled me off the ground. Or, that what she intended to do. Because when she jerked my hand… she fell on me.

-          “What the hell?”

-          “Told you! It’s heavy!”

-          “Ok,ok. I was not prepared for that! I will just have to change my balance… One… Two… THREE!”

She dug her feet in the ground and tilted her whole body in the other direction. I actually raised from the ground. A centimeter, then two, five, ten… and when I was already thinking that I am about to raise… her hand slipped.

<THUD>

My ass landed once again on the dirt.

-          “Sorry Zari. I think you have to stay there. But fear not! I will return in a couple of days with help, and hopefully we would…”

-          “Or you could help me taking off this armor piece by piece. Then we would put it back in the box and drive home.”

-          “I think this can work too!”

So she bent over me and began pulling the straps apart. The mask and the hood hit the ground first, then the pieces from my legs and arms. When most of my body was free, I could get rid of the torso protector by myself. Once again, I put on my comfortable robes.

We resumed our journey, but before I got in the cart, I noticed that the dragoness’ lips were still curved into a wide grin.

-          “This thing from before… it never happened.” I said to her before getting inside the cart.

-          “What thing?” she asked innocently.

-          “Good girl.”

Oh, I was more than sure that it will be the first thing she would tell everyone after getting back. Not about war, not about battles nor feasts, no politics, no reaches she saw. All she would talk about will be “Zari couldn’t get up from the ground.”

I should have foreseen this. I shouldn’t have put it on myself a the first place! Not before appraising it!





Few days later. Neira.


We actually lost one more day to get back home because of the weather. Out of nowhere, grey clouds covered the sky, unleashing rain – rain that made traveling harder. But it doesn’t matter! I have completely no idea why I mentioned such unnecessary fact in the first place! It sounds as some author that has no idea about what he is supposed to write, so he just throws out of place, random facts just to hit the word count! Pathetic action, I tell you!

The first thing Gisele did after returning was kicking the guild’s door open and yelled:

-          “SURPRISE EVERYONE! GUESS WHO IS BACK!”

Her response was cacophony of sad moans and irritated whispers.

-          “They are back? Already?”

-          “Ah! And it was so peaceful!”

-          “And once again we won’t be able to sleep at nights!”

-          “I just hope Gisele won’t force me into a training session again!”

-          “No! Please! Don’t let this beautiful dream be over!”

-          “HAHA! That’s why I love you guys! You are such a jokers!” the dragoness chuckled. I am afraid that she really treated those yells as jokes.

-          “Sister Giseeeeleee!” Oh, my least favorite guild assistant is behind the counter today. “Gimme a hug!”

The cat girl had some weird affection towards Gisele. I didn’t mind it, as long as she would eventually die in some pit, lonely and forgotten.

-          “Aww! What a wonderful necklace! Show me!” she quickly noticed the new piece of jewelry hanging on her neck.

-          “Beautiful, isn’t it?” Gisele beamed with pride.

-          “Yeah! Cuuute! It looks just like you! Green and red! It must have cost a fortune!”

-          “Maybe, I got is as a gift from Zari!”

-          “… On the other hand I can bet it is worthless…”

Oh, you little!

-          “Hello, Kimi…” I greeted her. “.. .still breathing? I hoped you ate some sick rat and died.”

-          “Greetings, Zariel, unfortunately no, I didn’t meet your family members yet!”

-          “Aww! Kimi! That one was good! How long were you making up this little insult? Good job, good job!”

I patted her head. She threw at me hateful gaze, I responded with a mocking smile.

-          “Ah! I forgot!” her eyes shined. I didn’t like that. “…You became quite popular, Zariel, lots of people wanted to meet with you as you were away! One person was coming eeevery single day. Even today. She would wait for a couple of hours before leaving. Very dedicated, I tell you. You can consider meeting her now. Like, right now. In the inn section.”

I felt Gisele’s grip on my shoulder.

-          “She? Another woman?” she smiled at me.

-          “God damn it! Gisele! Morgana hates me, and trust me, this hate is mutual. And Elana was my ticket home AND is too young! You know what kind of relations I had with Ruby. Plus it is not my fault that I am an attractive partner for magicians, and as you know, most of the magicians are females. I can bet that this lady, whoever she is, had exactly the same kind relations as the ones I have already mentioned!”

She sighed.

-          “I get it. Sorry sweetie.”

Gisele apologized to me. I won argument with my girlfriend! Hallelujah!

Gis said her farewells to the catgirl as we went to meet with the mysterious woman. And as soon as I saw her, my heart jumped to my throat.

That very pale-white skin, making her blood red lips and jet black hair even more exotic. She was beautiful, breathtaking beautiful. She was so beautiful that most of the males (and females too) in the guild couldn’t avert their gaze. She was clearly enjoying the attention she had.

There was but one problem. Her name was Diavora. The lady from the brothel I slept with.

-          “Ah! Mister Zariel!” she raised gently from her chair, greeting us. “… I was hoping you would come soon. Please, I have very urgent matters to discuss, if you could find us some private place to talk…”

I wanted to suggest some cafeteria in the city – or speaking in other words – place far away from guild AND Gisele. Yet the dragoness was faster than me.

-          “How about my room on the floor? The three of us could have peaceful conversation without worrying of being eavesdropped.”

-          “Umm…” the beauty got confused for a moment. “… pardon me, but who are you? And what kind of relations you have with Mister Zariel? I am afraid that I will be talking about bit intimate matter…”

Her claws dig deeper in my skin.

-          “Intimate, you say? Well, he is my mate!”

-          “Oh… OH! Pardon me, now I see that you could confuse what I was talking about right now! Pardon any possible misunderstandings I could cause! Our relations are strictly regarding businesses… yet may not be completely… legal…” she added the last word as a whisper “… this is what I meant by intimate!”

-          “Oh. I see.” The grip on my shoulder was no longer painful. Good job Diavora! Well, technically you didn’t tell her a lie even a single time!

-          “Actually, Gisele, I would prefer not dragging you into this. My relations with this lady contains lots of scheming, so nothing that would interest you or…”

-          “No. I appreciate that you kept that secret to protect me, but I want to partake in your life, no matter how hard it is. Actually – I am very nervous when you disappear on the verge of the slums every few days. At least I want to know who should I hit if you would disappear!”

-          “You found yourself a very interesting partner, Mister Zariel.” The hooker said with a warm tone. “Very dedicated. Well, I will leave decision to you, Mister, if you are all right with her company while discussing… specific events, then so am I.”

Damn it. DAMN IT! It’s bad! Of course that Diavora will keep her mouth shut, in the end, privacy is the main policy of her profession, what I am afraid about is ME being the one that would mention something wrong! … And the whole mess with the Syndicate. Gisele! Damn you! Why do you have to be so pushy!

I could either take her with us – getting her involved into this mess, or make her stay, then she could become suspicious…

No. She is a clueless brute. Rogue would eventually try to use her to do a dirty job… Or to threaten me a little. I can’t risk it. I can’t risk her.

-          “Sorry, Gisele. I will tell you everything about it, but not today.”

-          “Not trusting me, are ya?” she puffed her cheeks, irritated.

-          “Quite the opposite. And this is why I need to keep you away from this.” I gave her kiss on forehead “Miss Diavora, there is a cafeteria a few minutes away. I am sure that no one would be able to spy on us there, also, I could really eat some cherry pie.”
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Me and Diavora took a stroll down the street as we were heading to the cafeteria. Why the cafeteria? Maybe because from the tables, you could see if someone is not eavesdropping on you? Maybe because using a few back alleys, one could quickly get to the most important buildings in the town? Or maybe because they were serving very decent pies? Pies I missed?

-          “M..Mister Zariel…” Dia (yes, I allowed myself to shorten her name. It’s cuter this way, isn’t it?) started, yet I stopped her in the middle of her sentence.

-          “Drop the formalities. As long as you are not a noble that needs to learn a place, Zariel is enough. Or, as I hate my name, Zari is more than enough.”

-          “In that case, you can call me…However you like.” Oh, was that a blush? “But that’s not the case! I think we are…”

-          “Being tailed?”

-          “So you noticed!” she frowned. Apparently she didn’t like the fact that I did not let her know right away.

-          “I am a bloody adventurer! Of course I noticed, that’s what I do for living!... Or actually, as hobby as I am making actual money from illegal transactions on the black-market… Fear not. It’s just Gisele.”

-          “Your girlfriend? Didn’t you ask her to stay?”

-          “I did, but what made you think that she would listen?”

-          “She doesn’t trust you?”

-          “It’s not the case.”

-          “Then… what is it?”

-          “She is just a little… overprotective. And… Um… I am lacking a word.”

-          “Overly attached?”

-          “Yeah, I blame the dragon’s blood. There are times she sees me as… once again I don’t know how to call it.”

-          “Her property?” there was some mocking sparkle in the eye of my conversation partner for a second.

-          “Hey! Don’t deal in absolutes! That could be at least an exaggeration! …On the other hand, she called me her treasure once… and tried to lock me in a chest.”

-          “Hahaha! You are such a joker!”

-          “Actually, I am quite serious.”

Eventually, we reached a cafeteria in the university part of the city. The one I visited a few times already. The chestnut haired waitress smiled a little seeing me.

-          “Isn’t it our favorite customer? And with another lady?!”

-          “Hey! That’s what I get for bringing you a new customer? Slanders and insults?! What a time to be alive. Betrayed by the people I trusted most!”

-          “Fine, fine! Not my business! Your regular table is free right now. Let me guess, the cake of the day and black coffee for you?” the waitress quickly followed us to the table at the corner of the little garden. From this place, we could easily look at the rest of the guests. Because of the hour, not many people were sitting here.

-          “You know me too well. I should change the pattern.”

-          “And what will your friend have?” the waitress asked.

-          “Oh. No, I am fi…” Dia raised her hands in polite refusal.

-          “If you won’t share the joy of the cake with me, you are free to go and consider our negotiation to be finished.”

-          “I expected nothing less from our favorite client!” the waitress raised her thumb.

-          “I… don’t really eat sweets…”

-          “Another cake-hater? What did I do to offend you!?” I asked looking at the sky above me

-          “It’s not like that, I just have to keep my body in shape… You know the reason, Mis… Zarie… Zari.”

-          “We are not negotiating this matter, Dia, we won’t start talking about the job before you eat at least one slice. Mika…” I called the waitress’ name, that I learned during the countless visits here “.. Get her some cake with baked apples and cinnamon and tea.”

-          “Coming right away!” the waitress vanished in the little building.

-          “M… Zari, as much as I enjoy visiting such fancy places I am afraid that we have to talk about business.”

-          “I told Madam Godamn, that as soon as the receipt would be done I would start sending potions to..”

-          “I was not sent by the Madam. I mean, yes, she was the one who gave me the direct order but I was told to deliver a message from the Syndicate.”

-          “Why you?” this just picked my curiosity.

-          “Well, mostly because we know each other, he didn’t want to think that the message is some kind of provocation...”

The HE was probably Rogue. Smart of him, indeed, if some random guy would show up around, and started giving me some twisted data out of blue, the first thing I would do was looking for some agents around.

-          “… also, they were thinking I would not draw too much attention…”

Now I needed to snort.

-          “Girl, when was the last time you looked in mirror? Drawing attention is exactly what you are doing right now! This is why the most beautiful woman in the city is a poor deliveryman.”

I noticed someone sitting on the table near ours, right behind the little tree that covered most of her body. SHE was holding a huge book. A book with two hollows through which she was looking in our direction.

-          “Here, fruit cake and tea for the lady…” Mika put the little plates in front of the prostitute. “… and a chocolate dream for you! And as always, your boring black coffee.”

-          “Thank you, one more question, do you have anything NOT sweet here?” I asked, taking my share.

-          “HE?! Why would you ask that? Well, we do. We recently started making meat-pies, mostly as male academy students wanted something more… substantial to eat.”

-          “Great. Serve it to the lady on the table over there… Also, ask her to turn the book for she is holding it upside-down. And it looks ridiculous.” As soon as the cafeteria worker disappeared I once again resumed our conversation “So, what our Friend wants from me this time?”

-          “… Can I repeat the message word-to-word or do you prefer a version more suitable to this lovely place?”

-          “Don’t water it down.”

-          “Very well, in that case, he said: Zariel, do I have to fucking remind you that you are supposed to be responsible for the whole bloody institution?! And it is something you demanded? We would be very, very grateful if you would consider DOING WHAT YOU PROMISED! Right now we are in deep shit. The Guild not only started to sniff around but actually attacked YOUR facility as you were away. We managed to stop them, at least for now, but in a couple of days, they will try again bringing us down and this time, they won’t repeat the same mistakes. For now, we did as you asked, but we hope that somehow you can embrace this burning brothel you call a drug factory. We would really appreciate if you could take a closer look at this case soon, and by soon I mean immediately. Prove that I didn’t waste resources on pulling you off the Inquisitor’s castle. Not Sincerely. R.”

-          “That asshole forgot to mention that he could WASTE those resources because he had them. And he had them because of me!” I really was offended. “Leaving those girls alone for a few weeks and what I got? Quality drops, production drops and we have the local authorities looking for us. Oh, I will give those chicks a good spanking.”

-          “So, what will you do?” she asked me, resting her chin on her palms.

-          “For now? I will finish my <chocolate dream>, I suggest you doing same, then, I will show you what I am about to do.”

The timing was perfect – we finished out treats right when Mika brought Gisele the food I ordered for her.

We raised to leave as the dragoness started to devour the pie from her plate, still hiding behind the book.

-          “That should give us a minute of a head start.”

-          “Not more? That pie was quite large.”

-          “You are underestimating Gisele’s appetite and her lack of manners while dining. I hope we would lose her in the back alleys.”

I smiled widely. When was the last time I had this much fun? Running  away from someone, but not to save my life. Running just for fun! And imagining the dragoness’ face! Ah, pure bliss!

-          “Come on, Dia, faster!” I chuckled. The woman, despite being fit, was most certainly not a fan of excessive training. Her cloths were also not made for any particular activities.

From the university town to the merchant section, from the merchant section to the “crossroad” and then to slums. Just like I predicted – Gisele eventually caught up to us, keeping a safe distance from us, as if she was still pretending that she works “undercover”. Unfortunately for you, Gisele, the slums are my territory!

As we were passing a certain group of people, I gave them a “nod.” They nodded back and prepared to stop the chase. One man picked a cart with some cargo and slowly started walking, shutting the road. We heard a loud slamming noise behind us and an angry scream.

-          “MY CABBAGES! MY CABBAGES! YOU RUINED THE LABOR OF MY LIFE!” the old thug raised his voice. “YOU WILL PAY ME FOR IT! THOSE PRECIOUS GREEN BEAUTIES! WASTED!... How much!? HOW MUCH YOU OWE ME, YOU ASK?! YOUR LIFE! NO, NOT EVEN YOUR LIFE WILL BE ENOUGH TO PAY FOR THIS CRIME! Ah, my little children! I watched them grow! I was taking care of them for so long, ah, I remember when they were but a little seeds I put in ground…”

-          “It’s the first time… I hear someone… being so passionate… about vegetables…” Dia said, catching her breath.

-          “I think he earned us another 10 minutes. Then Gis should have noticed that she is being stopped on purpose.”

-          “… Now, I think you are too optimistic in your calculations!”

-          “I am most certainly not! Maybe I shouldn’t be saying that, but Gisele is very, very dumb.” I smiled once again. “I am more than sure that those little gears in her mind will take their sweet time before they would start working.”

Eventually, we could slow down a little, as we reached the gates of the factory.

-          “Salute! Boss incoming!”

Some cheerful man that apparently worked for me (I can’t bother to remember all of them) yelled, taking a soldier’s pose.

-          “Shut the fuck up, Jesse, you will get us killed!” another one whispered.

-          “You, Jesse!” I pointed at the saluting man.

-          “Finally, someone will shut his big mouth…” another thug whispered happily.

-          “I got job for you, it is possible that someone will come after us here…”

-          “Fear not boss, we will stop them…”

-          “No. You will let her through. Even more, you will be acting as if you are clueless idiots that can’t do the guard duty properly. She may try to sneak in, but damn, she is clumsy. I don’t want any conflict in here. Just avert your eyes.”

-          “Sir, yes, sir!”

Ok, one problem down. 665 more to go.

-          “Ah, my second home…” I said after a moment as we were getting on the floor of the factory. “… Every time I come here my mind is put at ease. Everything is so much simpler here. Ingredients, process, potion. Repeat. I think that I can officially welcome you in my little castle.”

-          “It is… very… very… impressive.” Dia really wanted to be polite.

-          “With all due respect to you, lady, bullshit. It’s an old, wet storage. Unfortunately, for now we can’t change our location. One: because we need a spacious building, two: because we need to stay hidden. Ah, I think the second point is no longer valid, is it? To be honest they acted much faster than I thought. That makes things far more complicated… but now, my assistants!”

I said and put my finger on my lips, showing my companion to be quiet. Then I opened the door to the cabinet.

 



 

Morgana and the girls were inside. They were sitting at the table, near the center of the room. The potions that they were creating right now were slowly boiling in the pots, so they didn’t have much to do. Only Morgana could see as I was entering, the rest of the girls had their back turned to me. Once again I made a silencing gesture as I kept approaching the group.

-          “… and everything is going quite smoothly. Still, I am happy that Zariel is away, he would be mad that we wasted so many ingredients.” One of my students said.

Hoooo?! Wasting my precious herbs?! And calling me just by name? No “Master Zariel” no “Teacher Zariel?”. Am I your colleague, or what?!

Morgana made an ugly expression, probably to warn the rest of the students.

-          “Yeah! He is getting mad at such trivial things! I am happy he is away! As for me, he can never get back!” Another supported the first one.

I smiled wider. The demoness eyes almost popped out.

-          “Don’t be ungrateful! He was the one who showed us everything we can do!” This time Clarice spoke up. Ah, I am proud of you, lass. “…Yes, he is quite… too rough with us, he definitely could appreciate our work more… maybe reward us… or he could be less of a jerk…” she noticed Morgana expression. “… he isn’t standing behind me, is he?”

I put my hands on her shoulders.

-          “Soooo, my little birdies need some more attention?” none turned back to me. They just stiffened completely and started turning pale. “…You want some more love from me?”

I kept talking in a sweet-toned voice.

-          “But… how am I supposed to do that… If I am not supposed to return? To my own facility, that is? And how could I be happy knowing, that you are wasting my resources left and right? As you are calling me such a nasty names…”

The girls shivered. The last one was a bluff, but guessing by their reactions, I hit the spot.

-          “You are breaking my heart. My soul is bleeding painfully because of you, not only you are disrespectful to me, but you are failing in your duties! Did I leave you alone for three weeks? Four? And what I come to? To a messenger waiting at my home telling me, that Rogue is very, very displeased with the actions of my humble factory! Do you know what it means? That I need to once again teach you a few lessons.”

Oh, they were shivering so delightfully!

-          “Clarice!” I called her mostly because I kept forgetting the names of the rest of them. And using appraisal over and over again is exhausting my eyes so, so much.

-          “Y…YES!?”

-          “How many potions do we have in stock?”

-          “Four crates of high-quality health regeneration, eighteen of medium quality and…”

-          “That’s enough.”

-          “… we also have quite a lot of low qua…”

-          “Move low quality to the back room.” The back room is where we usually get rid of wastes.

-          “Sir! With all due respect, but we can still sell those! We could at least cover the expenses we wasted on creating those.”

-          “Clarice, do I have to repeat myself? This is why I prefer spending time with adventurers and soldiers over spending it with scholars and nobles. The first one does not disobey commands. Do you know how terrible it would be if every soldier would question the decisions of the commanders?! Can you imagine the catastrophe?! You see the enemy cavalry charging at your forces, so you yell <Shield wall, spearmen on the front> and then everyone would ask <why? Why do we need that? Isn’t our formation good like it is? What’s going on?>, before the commander would have time to tell them that they are about to get FUCKING BUTCHERED, they would be long dead. Get it, Clarice? This is why everything here is so horrible, you are not trusting me!”

-          “Weren’t you the one who told us to think differently?! To always ask questions?!” One of the girls, damn, I really need to learn their names, shouted out.

-          “Can you give me a receipt for the improved Stamina regeneration potion I gave you before I left? Without looking at the notes, of course.”

-          “… That’s… River grass…” she looked at me uncertainly. I nodded. “… Aurora root… and leaves of mandragora?”

-          “You missed by <this> much.” I said, raising my hands showing her close she was. “You failed to even list the ingredients, not to even mention the process. Congratulations, you just made something that would most likely paralyze someone a little. Maybe their tongue would get numb after drinking it? If you would so eagerly remember the receipts as you remember my quotes I use to motivate you, maybe you would be a half-decent alchemist. Maybe. If you weren’t that clumsy, that is!”

Once again I looked at Clarice.

-          “Starting from, tomorrow we open a little hospital for the poor. Rogue was supposed to organize the rest stuff before I returned. We will give the <lows> to people that need it.”

They looked upon each other awkwardly, Morgana raised her brow.

-          “WHAT?!”

-          “Sir, you never appeared to us as someone who would…  voluntary help people in need.” One of them spoke up.

I shivered.

-          “M..me?! Helping out?! No! Nonononono and no! Wasting my precious resources is the last thing I want! I will use them! Use the people! That’s right! I am almost sure that those craps you made have no real value and no one would ever pay a copper for it, and this way I will be able to get a few friends in the Senate! You know, they like good deeds. This will help me to keep this little institution running!”

That really was my intention. Yet I said my little monologue in bit shaky tone as if I was making it all up. The girls don’t like me, I can’t blame them as I was more than just harsh on them. Oh, I regret nothing! It was needed for this little operation to start working in the first place. Maybe I will try changing my attitude a bit and this little show could possibly help me in that. You know, the image of someone that is harsher in reality so he could force you into getting better.

-          “A..Anyway!” I coughed up few times as if I wanted to awkwardly change the subject. “Listen up, you lil’ ungrateful wenches! I will use my precious time I should be spending with my friends to show you how you actually are supposed to make those potions! And you better pay attention or I will spank the hell out of you!” I growled pretending to be angry at them.

I can’t tell if it worked, a few girls indeed looked upon each other again, with a confused gaze. Even the demoness titled her head to the side. Still, she remained silent and just joined the girls in my little lesson. Oh, I bet her skills in alchemy were far more superior and she did not need any more tips. She probably was more interested in my ways of teaching, in the end she also was a teacher of the first magicians.



Same time, the lower level of the factory.



Gisele glued her back to the wall letting, a few thugs walk past her. Getting in here was extremely easy! She was so, so proud of herself! She never thought about herself as a sneaky person, yet apparently, all those years in the dungeons made her pick up a few tricks!

-          “Ya heard what Jesse said? The boss’ new orders?”

-          “Ay, some half-dragoness entered the facility. But, why for fuck’s sake are we supposed to ignore her!?”

… What?!

-          “Apparently she is the boss’s woman. A bit overprotective or something. Right now she wants to spy on him or something like that.”

-          “THAT BASTARD IS FUCKING A DRAGON!? That’s a man! Just look at him, smart, rich and covered in chicks!”

-          “Ay, I wouldn’t mind quick one on one with that Clarice! Damn.”

-          “Next thing you know after touching her is waking up with sliced throat!”

-          “Ha! I would love to! I doubt Rouge would be that merciful.”

-          “Well, I prefer that girl he brought today with himself! Man! Who is that girl!”

-          “Tell me you are joking! Wait, you really don’t know?! That’s miss Diavora! From the Pink Ether!”

-          “That brothel!? So she is just a whore!”

-          “You can call your mother a whore! She is a high-level prostitute!”

-          “Actually, my mother was a whore! What’s the difference?”

-          “The difference is that she takes 20 times more coins than your average port wench! Man, if you think that Clarice is out of our league than that girl is yet another ten steps above!”

-          “How much money would I have to make to spend a night with her?”

-          “Money ain’t everything dummy! To step into the Ether, you need to have the right position first! That’s the place where aristocrats go!”

-          “… or the boss.”

-          “… You think he… and her… you know?”

-          “Well, she was quite polite with him… and it needs to be said, if someone in this bloody building could get in there and afford her, that would be the boss.”

-          “…lucky bastard.”

-          “Yeah, I hate him.”

-          “But he pays us a decent wage for an easy job.”

-          “… that makes me like him.”

-          “But still, he shouldn’t live every male’s dream life in front of us!”

-          “… in that case I hate him just a little.”

A whore. SHE IS A BLOODY WHORE! And they even said that right to her face! They share nothing but BUSINESS! Their interaction may be ILLEGAL!

The gears in the dragoness' mind started turning.

Business = prostitution

Illegal = illegal brothel

Gis blew steam through her nose. And then by accident, she hit a bucket with her tail causing quite a noise.

The thugs looked right at Gisele, then upon each other, drew their swords and started walking all around the place.

-          “WHO IS THERE?!”

-          “Get out, you coward!”

They were walking literally around the dragoness.

-          “You can’t keep hiding forever!”

-          “Hm… they are gone.” One said, pushing his sword back in his sheath.

-          “Must have been the wind.” Another followed his comrade’s action.

-          “It was nothing.”

They resumed their awkward patrol.

But Gisele didn’t care. Her blood was simply boiling. She quickly inhaled and exhaled air few times and returned to the guild. Oh, may Zari just return to the guild, she will show him the definition of hell.
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As usually, I didn’t even notice when the middle of the day turned into evening. When I start working, such trivial things like time seem less important to me, of course I do measure time! The time needed for a potion to boil, the time needed before adding new herbs, the time needed for the fire to gain the optimal heat. But… I am simply not adding those separate periods together, thus the only way I can tell how much time actually passed is by watching my students. When they collapsed, it is time to stop!

Diavora stayed all this time in the room beside Morgana. Later, she would leave the factory to tell her report to Madam Godamn, who would later repeat it to Rogue. After a few hours, the first “patients” had arrived. Dirty, exhausted men and women, mostly elderly – people that no one would hire and thus, they were struggling to even feed themselves. Many of them suspected the worst after coming here, yet they simply had no other options. Oh, the look on their faces when they discovered that someone is actually willing to help them, wanting nothing in return!

For me, this was first step I needed to make to step out from the shadows and open a fully functional and LEGAL facility. Medium quality potions would be sold to the adventurer’s guild, high quality to nobles. At first, the idea of selling lows to cover the expenses was not that bad, but I decided to change the income into investment. For now, as the sun was setting down, I headed back to the guild. I need to rest well, in the end soon I will have visitors in factory.





Adventurer’s Guild





It was actually quite peaceful in the guild. Most of adventurers already heard that the infamous-duo has returned. Most of veterans paid barely any attention to this fact, even more as they were sure that they left for nothing more than a vacation.

Still, the mood got a bit heavier when Gisele returned once again, this time alone. Oh, her expression frightened most of the people that wanted to greet her. The only person smiling widely after seeing the dragoness in this state was the catgirl. She was the one who originally convinced Gisele to follow her boyfriend. She, as many other beastkins from Neira, was raised in the slums. Pink Ether was one of first places in which she was looking for job. Back then, she was sent away for she was far too young, yet she remembered one thing – a little, cheap necklace that every “worker” of the Ether was wearing. The same necklace she saw on the neck of the girl that asked for a meeting with Zariel. She actually hoped that things would end this way.

Why? Maybe because it was her nature? Yes, cat tribes was never a noble society. When you were thinking about a catman, the first thing that came to your mind was either a thief, a bandit, an assassin or a fencer. They were weaker, but far more agile than most of the races. They were witty, sly… and had one ugly vice – they never forget and forgive if someone wasn’t kind for them. They would spend every single minute of their free time imagining torturing those they didn’t like. Yes, because of that, most people were treating their kin with distrust. It was very hard for Kimi to get this job. And this is why she promised herself that she would never, ever, be disgraced or disrespected in her job.

-          “Gis, honey!...” she stepped to the dragoness’s table as she had her break in. “…why such a sad face? Something happened?”

-          “I don’t want to talk about that right now.” She said and took another gulp from her mug.

Her eyes were burning as she used every single bit of her will to keep her anger inside. Even if Kimi hated Zariel she needed to admit it, because of him Gisele became far less… “passionate”, which was a good thing.

-          “Come on! We are friends! Who will you tell if not me!” She didn’t lie. She really loved Gisele, she was like a sister to her. When she started working here, Gisele was the first person that started treating the catgirl as a friend. Right away, with no prejudice. She simply couldn’t stand that filthy, cheeky brat around her! Even more as from time to time, he used advantage over Gisele’s naivety and foolishness to openly joke about her. He pretty much offended her right in her face, but she wouldn’t understand it. And that was one of the many things that she couldn’t stand.

-          “You remember when you jokingly said that I should check on Zari and the other girl? How you said it? <Trust him, yet check him>? That’s what I did.”

-          “… No way! Don’t tell me that you actually saw them two doing… you know?” Ha! If so that would be better than planned! If he was cheating on her then…

-          “No… I mean, no exactly. But I found out that girl is a… WHORE!” Last word she yelled drawing attention of every in the inn. “You get it? Just like that! And the worst thing is that they said it right in my face! I simply didn’t understand it back then!”

-          “Who could have thought?” the catgirl covered her mouth in disbelief. “Who knows what they are doing right now…”

That was the last push that Gisele needed. She grit her teeth and dug her claws in the table, leaving long scratching marks.

She got up from the table and moved to the section yet behind the inn – the training one.

-          “If he would return… tell him that I am in the training room… and that I am waiting for him.”

She took her meteoric blade and walked toward the rooms in the back.

Things were going much better than expected!

Couple of hours later.

-          “Home, sweet home! The smell of beer, cooked meat and unwashed dirty adventurers! I know that you are there, Loki! No point in hiding now!” I yelled as soon as I entered guild.

I really smelled Loki, why don’t use this possibility to insult him a little?! A few people chuckled hearing my words.

-          “Oh, fuck off, shorty!”

… what did he say?

-          “WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU CALLING A SHORTY, YOU PIGFACE, GOAT-FUCKING PIECE OF TRASH!? WHO IN YOUR OPINION IS AS LITTLE AS A SEED OF BEAN?! TELL ME! I DARE YOU! I DOUBLE FUCKING DARE YOU!”

Ok, I could overreact a little, I admit it.

-          “Oh, friends! Why arguing right after reuniting!” Aloizy hugged me with one of his hands and forced me into moving closer to the assassin “Loki, you shouldn’t neglect your hygiene, and you, Zari, shouldn’t worry about such silly things! It doesn’t matter how tall you are, but how big your heart is!” he smiled at me

-          “… so you also think I am small?” my eyes shined dangerously.

-          “Oh, as I think about it, I think you are shortest male adventurer! Only Mike is as tall as you, but he works at the reception, you know – whole life in books…”

That was too much.

-          “I AM NOT SHORT! I GENERATED ADVANTAGE BASED ON THE FREEDOM OF MOVEMENTS! SUCH A CLUMSY, FAT MOUTAINS OF MUSCLES LIKE YOURSELF MUST TRIP OVER EVERYTHING!”

I started to jerk my body in all direction trying to free myself from his grip.

-          “A-ha! You have good attitude about that!” a bald, mustached man cheered. “… indeed, it must be quite useful to be able to fit in every rabbit hole!”

… rabbit hole… so tiny that fits in the rabbit hole… seed of bean… rabbit hole… cute little boy… rabbit hole…

… rabbit hole…

.. rabbit h…

OH YOU LITTLE PIECE OF… NOW YOU’VE DONE IT!

-          “THIS BODY IS PERFECT, YOU BASTARD! IT WAS DESIGNED BY A GODDESS HERSELF! WHO ARE YOU TO JUDGE IT!”

I am bloody 172 cm tall! I am not THAT short! BAH! In Asia I would be more than in average! You are oversized beasts here!

-          “Having fun?” the catgirl came from the reception.

-          “Ah, Kimi! Everything is allright! As you can see, we are getting perfectly along…” Aloizy tried to say something in a peaceful manner.

-          “BEGONE, SPAWN OF SATAN!” I yelled still struggling in his grip.

-          “Who the fuck is Satan?” the oversized cat titled her head to the side. “…Doesn’t matter. I am here just to tell you that Gisele is waiting for you in training room at the back, she said it is something important.”

-          “Ah, then fear not, madam, I will personally deliver this boy to his lady!” he changed his grip and threw me over his back. “Ah, your size is indeed very <handy>, Zari! Ho-ho-ho!”

-          “LIES! DECEPTION!” I managed to yell before being carried away from the inn.

Despite the fact that door behind us were shut I managed to hear Kimi purring to herself.

-          “Awww… they are both in such wonderful states! I wonder what is about to happen!”

No one was supposed to hear that. Still, what did she mean by that.

-          “Here you go, lad!” the frontliner said, kicking the door open and throwing me inside. “Whatever it is, you should never let your woman wait! And remember! In the end, swords, bows, magic! They are all unimportant! Your strongest muscle is your heart!”

-          “FUCK OFF, BRAUM!”

-          “… Something wrong with your head? You forgot my name?”

-          “… and no one here to understand my puns. Again. Damn it!”

He shut the door behind himself.

I get up from the ground and turned in Gisele’s direction. She was having her back pointed to me. Over and over again she raised her huge, heavy, two handed sword and hit the dummy in front of her. If not for the magic that was imbued into the wood, it would have been destroyed years ago.

Something was wrong with her, the air around her was different. After fast appraisal I saw that her “rage bar” was actually quite filled. 57 points? If she is not fighting with real enemy it should be below 10! Something is wrong. Maybe if I will try making her laugh a little…

-          “Sweetie!” I called from afar. In the end room was very, very spacious and she was focused on her training “…You need to tell me something. Actually, I am quite sure I am right, yet I still want to hear about it! Imagine that this fucker Loki called me short! Tis a blasphemy! Even more, that bird-brain Aloizy said same thing! … Now it is time when you are telling me I am perfect. Come on, don’t be shy!”

-          “So maybe that’s the reason… ha? You hang around girls smaller than you because it makes you feel more comfortable?!”

She actually yelled at me.

-          “Honey, is something wrong?”

-          “Wrong? No! Everything is just FUCKING perfect! Mind telling me how your date with that whore went?!”

-          “One, it was not a date, two, calling people you don’t know names is at least impolite. Unless you are me, but I can offend whoever I want.”

With a smile I shortened distance between us.

-          “I am not calling her that to offend her, I am simply stating her profession! Am I not right?”

… A-ha. So she knows. Fuck, it is bad. Think Zari, think. How to calm her down? The problem is that she is not willing to listen. As soon as I would start talking she would disturb me and yell some more.

-          “Ah. I see. So you found out. Yep, Diavora is a w… courtesan. You have no idea what a vast knowledge women of her profession ha…”

-          “Oh! Suuuuure! That must be why you are spending time with hookers! To open a fucking philosophy research group!” she literally boiled with anger.

-          “Gis… That was… Sarcasm! You actually used sarcasm! I am so proud babe!” hey! I really was!

-          “… pick a weapon, Zari.” She said through her teeth.

I looked around. Every wooden imitation of a weapon that we were using for training has been replaced with their metal cousins. Hey, she is joking, isn’t she?

-          “Gisele, I know I shouldn’t be saying it because it usually has the opposite effect, but please, calm do…”

-          “DON’T YOU FUCKING DARE TELLING ME TO CALM DOWN! You are mine! You get it!? MINE! And I will remind you about it! Painfully!”

-          “I am not going to fight you.” I said, crossing my arm on my chest.

-          “Indeed, it would not be a duel. It will be a one sided punishment!” She yelled, charging at me with her sword bit behind her back

Quick lesson about two handed swords, kids! They are very nasty weapons to deal with, especially if your opponent is a dragon mutant with genetically re-engineered muscles, and was studying using this tool for most of her life.

Do you know how to recognize if you are truly fucked? By the position of the blade of the charging individual, for example, if someone is carrying a sword just like Gisele now – along her body – then you are usually dead.

How will she attack? This very position lets her pick the type of the attack at the very end, giving almost no time for reaction to the poor bastard that stands in her way. She can slash from over her head, from the sides, change the grip and pierce. As long as you are in front of her, you are in the radius of her attacks.

I decided to trust my reflexes and wait till very end – to the moment she would perform an attack.

It was wide, horizontal slash. I ducked under it and rolled behind it.

-          “God damn it, woman! That was dangerous!”

-          “It was supposed to be!” she screamed, turning in place, dragging the sword behind her and attacking from over her hand.

Each of her moves lasted a split of the second, pushing me back. She was serious! She wouldn’t be able to hold these blows, which meant that if I wouldn’t parry or evade I would be cut in half.

-          “You are overreacting! You will admit that yourself after you would listen to me!”

-          “Then I simply won’t listen!” vertical swing, change of grip, thrust.

At first, I saved myself jumping back. As I tried to avoid the piercing attack, I moved to the side… just to remember that Gisele likes to fight dirty. I was foolish thinking that I got in her blind spot. She moved her whole body and attacked me with her shoulder.

I was sent flying about meter or so.

I quickly inspected my body. Nothing seemed to be broken. I looked at the dragoness. She was walking in circles, looking for an opening. If you were curious if I had any openings… I did. Many of them.

-          “Gisele, stop it! You are acting like spoiled kid! I did not cheat on you!”

-          “You never slept with that woman!?”

-          “Technically…”

-          “AND YOU DON’T CONSIDER IT TO BE CHEATING! YOU LITTLE BASTARD!”

-          “D’IABEL! FUCKING SWORD!”

-          “Command <Fucking sword> was not recognized. Summoning ordinary sword.”

A metallic like voice in my head whispered.

I raised my own blade in the very last moment. Fighting in close combat with Gisele was foolishness! She was much stronger, and each time our swords met I was pushed back. Each strike was shaking my whole posture to the core.

-          “You have no bloody idea what are you doing! Stop it right now before you would hurt som…”

Lesson number two, guys, if you are in the middle of a fight, don’t talk. It is disturbing your breathing, and breathing is the key to every physical combat.

Once again, Gis got closer, far too close for swords to be efficient and ram her body into mine.  Once again I was pushed back with my balance out of place. I barely registered the blade that was falling from above.


	You took [128] slashing damage





	You are now [bleeding]




Once again I landed on the ground, but this time I noticed something laying next to me. Pain came after the moment, as soon as shock left my head. I yelled in pain. In actual pain. At least it wasn’t arm with tattoos.

-          “GISELE! FOR FUCK SAKE! YOU CUT MY ARM OFF YOU STUPID BITCH!”

-          “S..So what! It will re-grown!”

-          “You hurt me!”

-          “You hurt me too a…”

-          “Can you hear yourself! I keep talking to you that it is misundersta… No. It is no longer important. Do whatever you want, but only after I would be done with you.”

I wasted around 150 mana points to instantly grow a new hand. Liquefied calcium started recreating the structure of the bones. Then, like a flood of serpents muscles, veins and nerves started to entwine around it. Then everything was covered by skin. I still felt the phantom of the pain.

-          “I wasn’t fighting back only and ONLY because you were wrong. But apparently someone needs to remind you that you have advantage only when it comes to close range. You are right it will be…”


	[Morphing in process]




-          “… one sided…”
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-          “… Punishment.”

I felt that my hair was vanishing into my skull, an additional pair of hand was growing, and wings were appearing on by back.

I lost all my teeth, my tongue got morphed into a weird organ. I simply knew I could use it to drink blood.

My skull turned into a weird insectoidal shape and parts of my body got covered in an exoskeleton.

I was hovering over the ground. My wings were nothing more than symbols. A status. Additional six eyes opened, enlarging the pool of my vision.

Gisele once again tried jumping at me. All I did was raising my hand and casting the first Light-based spell that come to my mind. From the tip of my fingers, a lighting bolt was fired, hitting her body. [Minor Paralyze] status appeared under her name.

At first, the momentum of the spell pushed her back. She grimaced in discomfort as she resumed her march onward. Step after step she kept coming closer. I already started preparing another spell in my other hand.

Funny. Double casting used to be my weakness, yet in this form it is as natural as breathing. Two meters, I empowered that lighting, one and half, she was shivering, one meter…

I stopped my assault of electricity. Gisele, not prepared to be released from magical obstacle dropped forward… exactly in front of my other hand, that I was rising. I used the first magical attack that I ever learned. The one that saved me multiple times.

A mana shock wave pushed her to the wall.

-          “I am not done!” I clasped my hands together. “oh, bellowed light, Shining down upon us, mark impure, tainted by desires, chained their wicked bodies, so they would not harm lambs of your no more…”

It must have been the light version of <dark binding>, chains of light, like serpents, moved through the air towards Gisele, catching her by leg. She had no time to react as I pulled the spell to throw her to the other wall, and another. Her body knocked dozens of weapons from racks to the ground.

-          “May the heaven above, Forgive you, oh cruel wolf,

For you used to be a lamb that lost her way,

May you know the mercy of the beloved sky…

For I have none for you…”

One last spell crossed the air. The beam of light was shattered into a dozen needle-like bullets and fell on the girl. I made all the spells disappear as I shifted back to my human form.

The dragoness slowly raised from the ground, she kept gazing at me angrily.

-          “Now, as you are less eager to jump at me. Yes, Dia is a whore. Yes, I slept with her. No, I did not cheat on you. How it is possible? Very simply – because I slept with her before the two of us started dating.”

-          “But you said you two are having intimate business relations! What kind of intimate relations can you have with a hooker!?”

-          “That’s what I wanted to keep a secret from you – have you heard about the Syndicate?”

-          “Who didn’t?! They are assassins and…”

-          “No. Not only. They rule the criminal world. Actually, the Syndicate is a cluster of dozens of lesser organizations. Thieves guild, assassins guild, smugglers, fencers… whores. And since a year or so, a drug store. I am making potions for them, you silly idiot. Dia was send to deliver message from Rogue – the guy that could be called as the king of the underground.”

-          “… but it doesn’t make any sense!”

-          “It does. You simply don’t want to believe it as you are refusing to take a blame. Stupid, stupid girl.”

-          “But why did you start working with them in first place!? When did you want to tell me!?”

-          “Because there are many people after my head. I used the Syndicate to: one – find out, who precisely wants me dead, two: send fake messages to those people. In return, I got rid of their financial problems. And when I wanted to enlighten you? Never. I wanted to keep you away from this. And now, be a nice girl and pretend this whole… grotesque event did not take place. I… I on the other hand need to have a drink and rethink a few things. Somewhere away from here. And away from you, before you would cut my other hand off.”

-          “W…Why? Why weren’t you telling me about these things?! I hate it! You know everything about me! I just… I just want to know if I can help you a…”

-          “You were, Gis. You were helping me all the time. More than you can imagine – just by being near. Now, ‘scuse me. We will continue this conversation… tomorrow. For now I will take my leave.”

-          “W…where are you going?”

-          “Told you, to have a drink. With Daralon, if he won’t be busy.”

-          “C…could we…”

-          “Talk about it? Really Gis? Now?... I wonder, could your tail regrow if I would cut it off? In the end you are partly a lizard… You get what I am trying to say?”

The dragoness lowered her head.

-          “I was just afraid that you are no longer interested in me and…”

-          “And cutting my arm off would help you keeping me?”

-          “I did not intend to do it… maybe bruise you a little…”

-          “With a meteoric sword?!”

-          “I… wasn’t thinking clearly, I guess…”

No. This conversation will get us nowhere. She needs to rethink a couple of things. And I need a drink. Pain is still pulsating in my arm.

I turned in place and walked away, slamming doors. As soon as I left the room I stumbled on Kimi.

-          “You? Where is Gisele?” she asked surprised.

-          “And what are you doing here?”

-          “Checking on my friend, of course!”

I wanted to just walk past her dropping an insult, but then, the realization hit me like a train. She was teasing me near Gisele about Dia coming to me. She stayed with her as I left the guild and she was the one who told me that Gis was waiting for me.

Gisele is overly attached, but she would never spy on me by her own, not after I calmed her down and asked her not to. She needed a push, from someone. And who, for fuck’s sake, would ask her to follow me in the entire guild?

-          “What did you do?” I asked with a dead-cold tone.

-          “Nothing. You did everything needed!” she puffed her chest proudly. “So? She dumped you already?”

The desire to cut her stomach open and bury my head in the wound as I would slowly feast on her liver was so very tempting.

-          “Well played, Kimi. Because of you, Gisele has depression. Do you know how our little sparing ended? Check on her. Oh, and don’t forget to tell her it was all your idea.”

As I walked past her I allowed myself to hit her with my shoulder.

I hate her, I really wouldn’t mind if she would trip over a pebble and snap her neck. Heck! I would be the one who would put that pebble there! But despite being bitch, she is a good worker and one of the few true friends Gis has.

Once again, where does Daralon live?
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Kimi rushed into the training room to check on her friend. In the end, it was at least worrisome. As soon as she got inside her gaze fell upon her battled friend.

-          “Gisele, sweetie! Are you alright?! Who did that to you!? I don’t believe that this skinny brat is responsible! You could just sit on him!”

-          “You call me fat?” Gisele managed to smile through a grimace of pain.

-          “Ah, so you are all right…” she sighed with relief. And then her gaze fell on a certain ITEM on the floor “.. HOLY SHIT! IS THAT AN…”

-          “Arm. Yes.”

-          “WHOSE?! OH MY GOD, IS IT YOURS?! No, you have both,  thank goodness.”

-          “I am afraid it belonged to Zari.” Dragoness said with grief.

-          “… He passed me a second ago. He also had both…”

-          “It’s long story, Kimi, ok?!”

-          “Ok, ok. Take your time. Come, I will give you a hand. Let’s go to medic room, we will patch you up.”

-          “Those are only little bruises…”

-          “These are not only little bruises, Gisele! These are flaws on a woman’s body! We gotta hide them as fast as possible, if you want to find yourself a new mate soon…”

Gisele gave her half angry half surprised gaze.

“… because you two broke up, did you? Please, tell me you are no longer with this jerk!”

-          “I don’t know… he said we need some time…”

-          “.. HE?! HE SAID!? He cheated on you and then just like that he said he…”

-          “Kimi, he didn’t. I yelled at him, I attacked him and even cut his arm off and I was the one mistaken.” Gisele was almost crying. The legendary Gisele! The best adventurer around! The one that Kimi was admiring for her strength and bravery that she was lacking! The one that killed thousands beasts in the darkest dungeons!

She was crying because of some second grade boy! The catgirl was almost insulted by that!

-          “… But you were the one who said me that girl was a whore…” oh, she knew that long before, but still..

-          “It’s far more complicated… Zari is working with the Syndicate.”

-          “… You mean, for the Syndicate?” This is bad. She knew how this organization worked. Now, everything depends on how high the brat was in hierarchy.

-          “No. He said that the Syndicate is a cluster of many organizations… He made a new one. He is not IN the Syndicate. He is the syndicate. 2nd after the main boss, or something…”

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck FUCK!

A Shadow! She messed with a fucking Shadow! One of the Kings of the underground society!

-          “..A..Anyway! What’s good about him! He is a douchebag! Why won’t you take his advice and… take a break?”

-          “… He isn’t that bad. Actually, he doesn’t like only you and Loki…. And Ruby… And nobles… And mages from the Senate… and… Oh, there is quite few people he doesn’t get along with… But, he really is nice.”

-          “Ok, how does he treat you!?” he was mocking her precious Gisele in front of everybody. As soon as she would say that herself, this silly relationship would be…

-          “He shares his food with me…” Ok. Never mind. Now, this relationship would be never over “… he hugs me when I am sad and tells me how great I am…” she said all of it as she nervously hit her fingers together. Gisele never intended to share those memories with anyone else. Not even with Kimi.

-          “H…He once told me I am his sun and moon… his everything… He double checks my equipment, if I would forget about a piece he would just put it in my bag without telling me, he trains with me and keeps me away from many dangers I would get myself into…”

-          “But he makes fun of you! He openly mocks you among other adventurers!”

-          “… He is calling it <training my awareness and intelligence>, later he would explain me what he meant… and since we are together I actually started controlling myself more…”

Yeah. The last thing was really true. Normally, Gisele wouldn’t let Kimi finish before grabbing the sword and running into the city, looking for her prey.

-          “… he is also nice in bed.”

A-HA! Now we are talking! As much as the catgirl didn’t want to hear a thing about Zariel, she was more than just interested in the dragoness’ sexual life. Even more as their libido was supposed to be… ridiculously insane.

-          “…. Go on!” Kimi’s eye sparkled. “… continue this subject!”

-          “… Damn it, Kimi! I have serious problem now!!”

Tsh. She would make her talk about it later.

-          “…Can I help you with this?” the beastkin asked. “… In the end it is partly my fault. I was the one telling you about this girl and suggesting you to follow them…”

Oh, it was COMPLETELY her fault, but there was no way Kimi would tell that. She treasured her friendship far too much to risk it, admitting that she did everything she could to break Gisele’s relationship.

Maybe she was a bit insecure too? Seeing Gisele having a good time with somebody else?... Nope. Zariel is an asshole. That was her main reason to influence few things to happen!

Still… if she is enjoying having a relationship with this bastard… she could allow him to eventually, by some occasion, from time to time, meet Gisele. Because she is a generous friend.

 



 

Entrance of the guild

 



 

Jericho walked in the guild in an extremely good mood. Literally nothing could destroy it. He was even whistling a very happy song under his nose as he walked across the halls.

-          “You are far too cheerful. I don’t like it.” His old companion – Alesia said as she walked from one of the back rooms.

-          “Oh, because we had quite a reason to celebrate! Guess whose debts are gone!”

The eyes of the elder woman widened in shock.

-          “Don’t tell me you killed the banker?!”

-          “Oh, come on! Of course I didn’t! But I met him few days ago. Imagine, that Zari bought all my debts. I have just returned from the bank facility. Every single copper coin!”

-          “You sure that’s right formula? He BOUGHT your debt, not PAID them?”

-          “Hm? Yes, why?”

-          “… Oh, Jeremy… what you got yourself into…”

-          “WHAT?!”

-          “You should know best what those phrases mean. Your debt was not eradicated, it would be if he would PAY your debts, but BUYING it means… that now you owe that money to Zariel. He pretty much owns you know. And the guild.”

-          “Ah, that’s what you mean! Fear not! You must have forgotten that I am pretty much his father-in-law! Ho-ho-ho! There is no way he would ask me to pay as long as he is with Gisele…”

In that moment, the mentioned dragoness stepped out from her room.

-          “D…daddy. I fucked up.”

-          “Language, young lady, language! Now, take a deep breath and tell me what happened! It surly can’t be that ba…” and then his gaze fell upon a long thing that Gisele was carrying with herself. “… sweetie, is that an arm?”

-          “Y…yes. You see… I think I was mistaken about a thing or two… You see, Zari was meeting with one girl and I…”

-          “Tell me you didn’t accuse him of cheating!”

-          “I did… and then…”

-          “He wanted to talk about it, and you surely did listen to him completely and thoroughly!”

-          “…Yes to the first part… and about the other one…”

-          “… No! NO! But… as both of you calmed down you had nice, calm discussion and everything is cool now, right? RIGHT?!”

-          “… He said we need to think about… us, and we need time as both of us have trust issues…”

-          “But you didn’t let him go?! No before repeating thousand times you are an idiot and you love him…”

-          “… He went to drink with Daralon.”

-          “DAMN IT, GIRL! YOU REALLY FUCKED UP!”

 



 

Daralon’s apartment.

 



 

Now as I recall, I have never been at Daralon house. Still, finding it wasn’t very difficult, all I needed to do was to ask about the house of a crazy dark mage. He was living on the verge of the University and the noble district. Once I located it, I started furiously knocking at the door.

-          “I am coming! I am coming! Oh, come on! Stop it! My head is about to split!”

The door opened, yet what I saw wasn’t quite the image of Daralon I used to know. Yes, his “beauty” was completely in the middle of average, but he always dressed at least properly. Now, his eyes were reddened, hair completely in mess and I definitely smelled alcohol from him.

-          “Zaaari! My favorite abomination! My beloved chaos caster! Things in city surely did change because of you, and damn, I love changes! Still, with what can the good, ol’ Dara  help you with?”

-          “I thought we could go for a drink, but looks like you already had one without me. Well, I will look for someone else who…”

-          “What are you even talking?! Of course I will have another one! How my babushka used to tell to me before she died, drinking herself to death – hangover is not caused by drinking alcohol but by stopping drinking it! Come on, the day is still young…”

-          “… It’s evening. Almost night.”

-          “In that case the night is still young! Day, night, who cares?! Every moment is good to have a drink with friends… speaking about friends, you ever met by bestie – Morgan?”

The dark mage rushed inside and returned after a few moments, carrying a skull.

-          “Morgan! That’s Zari, the crazy bastard I told you so much about! Zari, that’s Morgan! Good old friend of mine!... Well, I killed him and then trapped his soul in the remaining part of his body, but it was long time ago, the two of us eventually started getting along, right Morgan?”

The skull, much to my surprise, lowered it jaw and before hammering it back in its upper teeth, as if it wanted to talk or laugh. Of course this movement was followed by the sound of bone hitting bone.

-          “Awww! He greeted you in such a sweet way! He told that if he could he would cut off your head and push it in your butt! He never greets anyone so passionately! I was right about you two from the start! Ok let go to… wait, what is this smell…”

He brought his face closer to me and started sniffing my robe.

-          “Do I smell light magic?! Zari, I hope you don’t cheat on me with some priest?!”

-          “Remember the angel we killed in the forest? I morphed into him recently. That’s probably what you sense. Also, I did meet one photomancer in the Holy Kingdom and brought him with myself. But fear not, he is cool. You two would get along.”

-          “With a filthy photomancer?!”

-          “He used his magic to burn an inquisition office and the people who burned his wife. He spent a few years in prison.”

-          “… in that case I won’t kill him a second after meeting him…. But once again… why did you come h… OF COURSE!”

He grabbed my hand and started running in a direction unknown to me.

-          “We are heading to the bar now! Once again, why are we drinking?”

-          “Cuz I had an arguement with Gisele…”

Daralon stopped.

-          “Damn… in that case mere bar is not enough… Let’s go to the striptease club!”

-          “There is one in this city?”

-          “No. It is in Gerwah tho!”

-          “That’s almost a week of travel by carriage!”

-          “Or five minutes with the teleport gates!”

-          “… You are going to use the gates to bring us to a bar?”

-          “Just watch and learn!”

We quickly moved past a few streets and got to the Senate’s building. Daralon quickly moved past the guards, heading to the little facility under the building. Once again I stopped in front of the room behind which the Gates were placed.

-          “This place is off limits without the Senate’s permission…” a guard raised his staff.

-          “Name is Daralon Harbinger. Senate’s Sentinel number 213, codename Dark Jester. I want to use my special permission to travel via the gates.”

-          “State your business… and companion.”

-          “This man here…” he pointed to me. “… reported suspicious activity of dark rogue mages in the capital of Gerwah. We need to investigate it as fast as possible. He is coming with me. Move, quickly, soldier. There is no time to waste.”

The guard moved into the room, leaving a few of his friends to look over us. He came back after five minutes.

-          “Your identity has been checked, permission has been granted. The watchers on the other side of the gates has been warned about your arrival and are expecting you. Watch over yourself, sentinel, citizen…” he said, nodding at both me and Daralon.

We stepped into the room. A few mages around the altar were already warming up stones.

-          “Seventh symbol locked! Gates is open, tunnel stable!” oh come on! Stargates reference?!

What’s next? Goa’uld invasion?!... how much exp would I got from such creatures?... On the other hand… what would I get after consuming parasite-type beasts?

Once again, the beam of light covered me. I was following the tunnel that looked as if it was made out of stars. I remembered the advice given to me by the archmage on my first journey – ignore the shapeless.

This time also – through the semi-transparent, blue and white tunnel, I could see the shapes and tried clinging to it. Dozens of tentacles, claws and teeth that were growing out of ridiculous bodies were being shoved into the stardust that surrounded us.

I saw all of this in the corner of my eyes.

After a few minutes, the gates spat us out on the other side. Daralon landed with grace, mostly because he was used to it. I landed on my face as I forced myself not to puke.

We quickly finished the formalities and walked outside. Here, the gates were built under a small magic school.

-          “Surprised? Neira has the biggest magical facility in the world. Don’t expect other places to be on a similar level… maybe the obsidian tower.”

It was much warmer. The streets were lightened with many torches, making it almost as bright as in the middle of the day. Somewhere lively music was being played. The owners of the inns were yelling at everyone, encouraging them to get inside. People were wearing colorful, light robes and generally they were very happy.

At least a few of them.

Slaves. There were so many of them. They were hiding in the dark, as if they didn’t want to offend anyone with their existence. Another thing, almost every single one of them was a beastkin.

-          “… offended?” Daralon asked. “… beastkins are very valuable. The stronger ones, like minotaurs are used for physical labor. Smaller ones, like rat kins are great I cleaning the severs. Pretty ones like the cat tribe… do I have to tell you?”

-          “That’s how the world rolls, isn’t, it?” I asked.

-          “You know… these people here believe that one day a god beast would come and free them…” his eyes were sparkling.

-          “You didn’t bring me here so I would cause a riot, did you?!”

-          “See-eecret!” he cheered. “I am just showing you a thing. Not telling you to do anything!”

-          “Just like Kimi, huh?”

-          “Who the fuck is… ah, that little kitty from the Guild?”

-          “Yeah, you see…”

-          “Not just yet! Wait till we get into the club!”

We were heading into richer districts. As we did, people became more and more cheerful, the music louder, and the smell of alcohol from local inns seemed to be stronger.

-          “Soooo… no murdering intentions? Not even the smallest desire to cause a riot?” he asked innocently.

-          “I don’t know these people. The life of strangers have no value to me.”

-         “Ha! That was cold! Even for me! Now, push aside your worries, we are getting into one of the nicest places on the continent… as long as you don’t mind salves, that is.”

We got into a big building almost at the center of the district. Right away, we were greeted by a lad behind counter.

-          “Ah, mister Daralon! We are happy to see you again. Mind giving us your preferences this time?”

-          “Lodge for two. Quite one, we don’t want to be disturbed.”

-          “Very well, special services or just dancing?”

He quickly looked at me. Oh, I knew perfectly what they meant by that.

-          “Not for me, at least, I am not in the mood.”

-          “Then we will roll just with a dancer. And alcohol, lots of it.”

-          “Very well, any particular preferences regarding the dancer?”

He bowed to the woman and whispered something in her ear. Because of the music in the background, I couldn’t hear it.

-          “It can be arranged. Please, follow Amgirio.” She pointed on the slave/worker that quickly showed us the direction to one of the smaller rooms in the facility.

Inside it, there was very large stone table, to which the workers already started bringing bottles and glasses.

-          “We will have to wait for the girl a moment or two, so we could start… now, what happened?”

The dark mage asked, pouring whiskey to the glasses.

-          “You know Diavora?”

-          “Who doesn’t? At least from workers of the Syndicate.”

-          “She was sent to me to deliver a message and…” in that moment, the door was opened once again and girl in exotic suit entered the room.

I looked at her, at Daralon, at her and once again at Daralon.

-          “What? I thought you were into scales!”

It was a lizard girl. Unlike Gisele, her body was slim.

-          “I don’t care. I am here to drink anyway.”

The girl got on the table and slowly started moving in the rhythm of the music in the background.

-          “… Ok, continue. Tell everything good old Daralon, as I would be pretending to care, using this opportunity to drink to my heart’s content. Later on, I will have a few things to tell you. Your old friend stopped at my place, damn, what was her name again? Something with garbage in it… Trashy? Rubbish?”

-          “… Ruby?”

-          “… close enough! But that’s for later. First, your sorrows!”

So I drunk and talked. At first it was awkward, mostly because of the woman in the middle of the room. After a few glances at her and a few more drinks, I got into the conclusion that she was far too focused on her own movements to pay us any attention.

So I started talking. At first, about everything and nothing. Then, slowly, more and more.

-          “She cut your arm off! Haha! That’s a girl! Damn, you surely fit each other well!... the problem is, that you get along too well, you know what I mean? What pulls you two together are your differences – she is a warrior, you are a mage, she is blunt and you are sneaky… you are simply covering each other’s backs perfectly… but then you are the same in a few things – you are both leaders, you are overly prideful and stubborn. And jealous.”

-          “I am not jeal…”

-          “I heard that as you were on quests, there was some knight boy hitting on Gisele. What did you do? Casted a diarrhea curse on him? Oh, if I recall you two weren’t even dating back then!”

-          “…. How do you know about it?”

-          “Oh, come on, Zari, you really were thinking that I wasn’t stalking you!? Also, you killed my dragon. Not nice, Zari, not nice.”

-          “What are you talking about now?”

-          “Nightmarewing, remember? The beast corrupted on the secret level of a dungeon…”

-          “You were the one that corrupted it?”

-          “I would love to. No, some other necromancer did that. Then he died, leaving an unbounded dragon. I merely… accelerated the process of the corruption. Then I could fuck a thing or two, that made beasts in that dungeon spawn faster…”

-          “Couldn’t you take care of it yourself?”

-          “I could, but I then I would have lost my cover. You know, I often work on the edge of… legality… I didn’t want to be associated with this little event. This is why I set the quest in the guild…”

-          “… I thought we were hired by the villagers…”

-          “And how could it be, that those dirty villagers had enough coins to pay for the dungeon purification?! I will tell you, a traveler warned them about the danger and gave them a few coins so they could pay for adventurers. Even suggested a specific guild... But it’s not like I was using you! You liked my gift? I thought that you could use some dragon meat..”

-          “The flesh was already decayed and useless for me…”

-          “Fuck. Didn’t think about it. Sorry…”

-          “Don’t think about it. Nothing happened. In the end, it was a nice lesson, and gave me a higher rank in the guild right away.”

-          “… ok, recalling the original subject… What are you going to do with Gisele?”

-          “A break.” I sipped another glass.

-          “Ho?! You sure about that? I get your intentions, but you can reach the opposite of the effect that you wanted to.”

-          “Then it wouldn’t matter. You said something about Ruby visiting you…”

-          “Yeah. She is working under the chairman. Ba! She was the one that warned us about the alchemista raiding your factory. This is why we were able to react. But also – the Council wants to recruit you. Now more than ever.”

-          “Balls!” I cursed under my nose.

-          “Indeed.”

-          “On the other hand, the idea of infiltrating to the Senate is quite tempting…”

-          “Hahaha! Scheming even now? Think carefully.”

-          “Do they have something to force me with?”

-          “Actually yes, according to them, a mage is a gifted individual that helps those in need. They want to question if you are fulfilling your role in society.”

-          “I am an adventurer. I help people by burning beasts.”

-          “There is one more. To help according to your possibilities. And you may not know, but they ranked you pretty high.”

-          “And this way, they can make me their hunting dog?”

-          “Oh, no! Not from the start! You will begin with small things. But in year, two or five, you will eventually be the same as me. Trust me. The fuckers are patient and persistent. This is why you have to act quickly. Do something nice for society, mostly so they would lose their point.”

-          “… I am about to make it official, that I run factory. I have built a small hospital, back at the slums, and treat poor for free.”

-          “That should be more than enough… of course only if they would give you permission to continue. But it will take time and you need to do at least one thing earlier. Or, they would send an official note. And then the events would roll by themselves.”

-          “… any ideas?”

-          “You have friends, Zari. Your old master, her crazy friends. Ask if you can help them.”

I took another glass.

-          “Thanks, Daralon.”

-          “The pleasure is mine!... and the bill is yours. You were aware we were drinking on your cost?”

I giggled. I did take it into consideration.

-          “‘Till very last moment I hoped we would at least split the bill.”

-          “Hey! You are the one earning a shitload of gold! Also, I showed you this place, you really could show some appreciation!”

-          “Don’t sweat it. So, we will be going?”

-          “Already? Meeh. Very well. Afterall, you do have some businesses to take care of! Ok. Take it easy, mate, I will go talk with the guards to open a portal for us. And you, take your time. Finish your drinks.”

And he left.

I was left alone with the dancer. She was flushed from the constant dancing. Now, as I focus my gaze on her, I have to admit – her dance is hypnotizing… I bit my tongue painfully, mostly to wake myself up. I said my thanks for her services, finished my drink and left. Oh, and of course paid. Quite a lot.

It was already the middle of the night and the air was much colder. Only the alcohol in my veins was giving me a fake impression of warmness. I waited in front of the facility, waiting for Daralon to return. And as I had nothing better to do, I started looking at the slaves.

A young girl of the cat tribe was struggling with putting some heavy bags at a carriage. After a few more minutes, a boy came from some corridor.

-          “Atia! Leave it! It’s too heavy for you!” he quickly finished his job, and took the heavy packs from the girl’s hands.

-          “Sorry, brother…”

-          “Not your fault! You are still young, just wait, in no time you will be as strong as me!” he showed a big, bright smile to his sister.

That boy earned my respect. I noticed that when his sister wasn’t looking he was grimacing or holding his stomach, either because of hunger or pain. In hard times, in a difficult situation, he was able to show confidence and give hope to others.

Such people were making this shit hole at least less shitty.

But then his hand slipped, and a pack fell on the ground and broke. It was containing some seeds that right now was thrown in all directions. And right at the same time, their owner stepped out from the inn.

-          “You shitty beast-spawn! Can’t you do anything properly!?” he had a stick and hit the boy in the back.

Poor kid collapsed. But if you think that this made man stop, you clearly don’t know human’s nature.

A seed of anger started blooming in me.

-          “Are you an idiot?” I asked the slaveowner. “…You want them to be productive yet you don’t feed them well and hit them?”

-          “Fuck off! They are my property…”

-          “I am not talking about them, but you. Would you burn your own house? Or damage your own cargo?”

-          “I am motivating those lazy bastards!”

The seed of anger started growing into a plant of wrath.

-          “A-ha. And you think that he would work more effectively if you would break his hands? Then he won’t be able to work for weeks, or months.”

Speaking about good or bad deeds with this man was pointless. I was trying to touch his economic nature.

-          “No working, no food. It’s as simple as that!”

The plant of wrath showed beautiful buds of madness.

-          “They are not efficient because they are hungry, so you hurt them, so they can’t eat and will be not efficient in the future? Are you mentally retarded? It’s like killing cow for meat and being surprised it no longer gives milk!”

The problem was, that my words made him frustrated. And he released this frustration on the boy even more. I wanted to made his situation at least a bit better… looks like I failed.

-          “Please! Stop it!” The girl grabbed the man’s leg, trying to pull him away.

-          “You little bitch, don’t touch me!”

A smack that sent the girl on the ground.

I didn’t react because I wanted the boy to keep his dignity in front of his sister. But now…

The flower bloomed, showing petals of hatred. I looked around. How convenient. Because of the late hour we were alone on the street. I moved in his direction.

He raised his stick once again, yet it never fell. I grabbed it.

-          “What are you doing, ha? Fucking outsiders, melding in not their businesses! Ha, you will be in trouble as I would report you to the guards…”

-          “Then, there will be not trouble if you would be unable to report it, right?” The alcohol made picking radical decisions easier. Normally I would not react. Normally, I would just move along, for such actions could be dangerous for me in the future. I shouldn’t make myself a wanted criminal.

I mean, technically I already was a criminal, just not wanted!

I turned my grip twisting man’s arm back forcing him to kneel. He was about to scream from pain, but he never did. Not after my claws danced on his neck.

The realization of what I did came to me after a moment or two.

-          “Balls.” I cursed again.

Now I am stucked with two slaves. If the guards would find out that their master is dead, they would either kill them, or these little ones would betray my identity. And no, I couldn’t take them with me. Simply not.

-          “A human helping out beast-kin slaves? That’s rare.”

A hooded figure stepped out from the back street.

-          “Yeah, it was an instinct. Now I have no idea what to do with those two.” I allowed myself to admit. The person either wanted to help me, or to blackmail me. If the first, I would gladly use a helping hand, if the second – well, there would be one more body on the street.

-          “If only more people had such instincts… Fear not. We will take them. Oh, and you can blame this murder on us. We were about to kills this bastard anyway. He earned it, the only thing that irritates me is that you gave him to fast death.”

-          “And by <we> you mean…”

-          “Oh, we are just group of slaves that no longer wish to remain slaves. We will remember your act, stranger… Now, come children..”

In a moment hooded man’s tone softened, showing concern. He helped the boy raise from the ground and took the girl in his arms, carrying her.

-          “It’s good to see that just people are still walking this earth.” The man said before vanishing.

Daralon came soon after.

-          “My, my! Guess who smells like blood?” he asked with a smile.

-          “It was your doing, wasn’t it?” I wasn’t ever surprised.

-          “Aw, man! How did you know?”

-          “I noticed after I cooled down. But such a scene? Let me guess, this merchant got a fake delivery request?”

-          “Amazing, wasn’t it?”

-          “And then those rebels got an anonymous information about his location?”

-          “Very convenient for them.” the dark mage nodded.

-          “I hate you, Daralon.” I sighed with resignation, not anger.

-          “Aw, that’s sweet of you! You can’t be mad at me for your actions! I told you! I just…”

-          “… influence things to happen, not making them happen.”

-          “Exactly. If you didn’t want to kill him, you wouldn’t… now, how do you feel?”

-          “Actually…”

-          “Yeeees?”

-          “Liberated.”

-          “Bingo! Nothing eases nerves after a quarrel with your lover like butchering bastards! This is why I picked this job! Come on, Zari, the Gates are almost ready. Damn, I will miss visiting this place.”

-          “And why won’t you come here any longer?”

-          “Zari, zari, zari… I know you are drunk, but answer this question by yourself.”

-          “Ah, indeed, we just stepped out from a facility in front of which, someone got murdered.”

-          “Exactly. Got to stay low for some time. Come on pal, let’s go.”

-          “Very well, mate, thanks for today.”

-          “Don’t even mention it, friend, the pleasure was mine.”

-          “Bro…”

-          “Dude…”

-          “Guy…”

-          “Buddy…”

You know, there is a saying from my previous world, that a real friend will help you hide the body, Daralon is even better, he will give you a target to kill, then someone to blame and then would help you hide the body. All of this after a drinking session.

-          “Zari! Before returning, mind if we cast a few spells?”

-          “We should not be casting magic as we are drunk…

-          “… But you are drunk, so you shouldn’t listen to yourself!”

-          “… true.”

Oh, it was such an enjoyable event!

 

            

    
        Zariel

    
    
    
    
                AAAAND ANOTHER PICTURE! It's mine! Completely mine! I really mean it! In the end, the story is mine, the character is mine and description is mine too! The picture itself was made (again) by Rossa, but she was nothing more than a vessel of my divine inspiration! A tool in my hands!

... ok, i better give her some credits or she will start nagging. 

Praise me a lot, and Rossa just a little. Also, if some of you missed my last comment under the previous chap, another one is coming soon (i am waiting just for proofreading).

And once again, look at this beauty. Look!
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        Chapter 233

    
    
    
    
                Edited by Solyom

 

Another relatively peaceful night at the Adventurer’s Guild. Someone was dead drunk under the table, two people were fighting at the corner of the inn, and lots of people were cheerfully insulting each other. Yeah, a classic, quiet night. Bah! You could say that it was almost full of harmony as a certain dragoness, instead of joining the brawl, the argument or starting a drinking contest was quietly, peacefully sitting by the bar and drinking her glass of ale.

In the next moment, two girls entered the inn, a bit tired, but very happy.

-          “It was fun!” Rus yelled, stretching her arms. “… I didn’t know that such simple tasks could be so tiresome! Also, you are much stronger than before, El, good job!”

-          “Y..You think so?” the blonde girl smiled shyly. “T..to be honest I don’t think so…”

-          “Don’t you remember? A month ago, you could barely took a few steps! Now we leave at dawn and return by dusk…”

-          “I still have to take breaks!” Elana was trying her best to downgrade the view on her progress.

-          “In two more weeks you won’t be taking even those breaks, and in two more we will start running! Then we will think about taking some basic real quests!”

Rus gave reassuring pats on the rogue-to-be’s shoulder. Then her gaze landed on the dragoness.

-          “Ah! Sister Gisele! You are back! It was so quiet that if I wouldn’t saw you I would never believe you are back!” the young fire mage came running to dragoness’ table. “Hey! Tell us about the dwarf kingdom! Not many are let inside! How did their cities look like ?! What did you eat?!”

-          “… Um… and where is mister an… Zariel?” Elana simply had to ask.

After hearing her boyfriend’s name, Gisele’s expression changed a little for a moment.

-          “It was great.” She replied, hiding her sorrow “As always, we couldn’t not get involved in a mess. They had a conflict against the greenskins. One of the chiefs united the tribes and formed a horde. The dwarfs had s clans heads’ meeting and elected a king, or this time a queen. Then we had a quick war, Zari, as always shined and somehow we managed to end it without much casualties. Their cities are incredible, somehow they are similar to a bee nest from the inside or a dungeon, you can easily get lost inside, and they are feasting like nobody else, I really enjoyed meals, Zari a bit less, mostly because they were serving meat, meat and some more meat… And about the last question.. I don’t know where Zari is… He said he will drink with a friend somewhere else…”

-          “Oh! That’s not very nice of him!” Rus pouted. “… he could at least say hello!”

-          “I…I am sure he had good reason to do so!” Elana, as always, did her best to protect his good name. Unknowingly she made Gisele grimace even more.

The door opened once again and three more people came inside. An older adventurer – Gustav, and following him, the dark twins.

-          “… but your control is still lacking! I hope you will remember that! Damn it, I start thinking that you didn’t mentally crippled that cat by accident! Mind is like… like… CLAY! You want to shape it! You need to use barely any force to change it, but if you were to squeeze too hard, it would crumble! Even more, you shou…”

But then the twins noticed the dragoness.

-          “Sister, sister! That’s the dragon lady!”

-          “Brother, brother, so what?”

-          “Sister, sister! Big brother and the dragon lady are usually together!”

-          “Brother, brother, what you mean is…”

-          “Sister, sister; that if the dragon lady is here, then big brother too!”

-          “YOU LITTLE UNGRATEFUL BASTARDS! AT LEAST PRETEND THAT YOU ARE LISTENING TO ME!”

-          “Sister, sister, old man is grumpy again…”

-          “I AM NOT OLD!”

-          “Brother, brother, this walking corpse is always grumpy…”

-          “Now you did it! I am going to… HEY!”

But the kids already ran toward Gisele’s table, still holding each other’s hand.

-          “Lady, lady, where is big brother?”

-          “Lady, lady, would you mind if we would play with big brother for some time now?”

-          “I.. I am afraid he left some time ago, I have no idea when he would get back… probably late at night or tomorrow morning…” Gisele did her best to keep smiling. The problem was that she was trying too much. Everyone could easily tell that she was on the verge of crying.

-          “Lady, lady, does your belly hurt?” Darik asked.

-          “Lady, lady, did you eat something bad?” his sister followed.

-          “It’s nothing like that, I just…”

And once again, the door opened.

-          “… THAT WAS HOT!”

-          “No, Pyrox! We were told to deliver warg’s fur!... THERE IS NO FUCKING FUR IF YOU BURN BEAST TO THE ASHES!”

-          “Pyrox does things either in HOT way, or not at all!”

-          “Why the hell am I keep taking you on such quests!? Tsk, I thought that Zari would thank me if I would teach you some reason! Do a good deed, Marika, take care of new adventurers! Once and for all, you are beyond redemption!”

-          “Hmph. Stupid fairy can’t hold Pyrox’s hotness…” and then he looked at the small crowd forming around a certain table. “… HOT WOMAN!” he shouted. “…Hey! You! Hot woman! You are back! It means that Hot Boss is back too! Pyrox is… ALL FIRED UP!”

The wild pyromancer literally breathed fire.

-          “Can Pryox go see Boss?! Pyrox wants to go on big-hot quests with boss! Pyrox will do KA-BOOM, then BA-DOOM, and finish with grand, grand…”

As Pyrox was yelling, his eyes almost popped out of his eye sockets, then he started having problems with breathing and talking in same time, which resulted in hyperventilation.

-          “… You will have to ask him yourself…”

-          “WHERE IS HE??? WHERE IS HEEEEE?!”

-          “.. I don’t kn…”

BAM! Once again, the door opened.

-          “Hello folks!” another adventurer greeted the people inside.

-          “Hello Jason!” a few responded him.

-          “Ah! Gisele!” he said smiling at the woman. “… what’s going on? You hold some party there or what?... brats, make a place for your elders.” He said, sitting by dragoness and stroking the twins’ heads.

They pouted, displeased.

-          “Aww, good to be home! I moved not long after you two, old man Jericho gave me quite a nice task. And the reward! Not only gold but even these beauties!”

He said, pulling three bottles of alcohol from his backpack.

-          “Souvenirs!” he said, proudly puffing his chest “This one, it’s for Jericho, for giving me quest, this one is for you to try…”

-          “And the last one?” Gustav asked with curiosity.

-          “For that brat Zariel. If it wasn’t because of him I would never be here… speaking about the devil… Miss, don’t you know where is h…”

Enough was enough. The dragoness raised from her chair saying nothing. Her lower lip was vibrating as she was holding tears. She loudly inhaled and exhaled loudly… and then.

-          “I… Have… NO FUCKING CLUE WHERE HE IS, OK?! YES, WE HAD AN ARGUMENT, YES, I FUCKED UP, YES, HE IS AWAY BECAUSE OF ME! I AM A DUMB IDIOT, ARE YOU HAPPY!?”

-          “Whoa! Lady, calm do…” the photomancer raised his hand, trying to ease her nerves.

-          “I AM FUCKING CALM! CAN’T YOU SEE!? I AM A FUCKING OCEAN OF CALM-NESS! I AM FLOATING FLOWER OF LOTUS ON THE LAKE! I AM AS FUCKING CALM AS WHOLE MONASTERY OF CASTRATED MONKS, YOU FUCKIGN GET IT!?”

The guild went completely quiet. Completely-completely quiet. It never happened, since the day it was built, there was no such thing as a completely-silent-second in this building. Until now.

-          “Very… well…” Jason continued with veeery long pauses between words, and spoke in a completely neutral tone. “…We…Get it… Maybe… You would… Consider… having… A drink… With us? It is… a very… pleasant… liquor…”

-          “…  No. I am fine.” She moved toward the stairs to the higher floor, but she didn’t go to her room. She went to the young magician’s. She was more than sure that she won’t be able to fall asleep without him, and this way she could at least lay in his bed, filled with his smell.

The awkward mood in the inn-section lasted for a couple more minutes.

-          “So… it’s bad.” Marika said after a moment.

-          “They didn’t argue before?”

-          “Not like that. Zariel never spent a night outside of the guild. Bah, since they are together he never spent a night without Gisele… I hope they won’t break up…”

-          “That would be terrible…” Gustav whispered to himself.

-          “Tragic indeed…” Marika nodded with a serious expression.

-          “Horror… Horror…” Elana said with a blissful expression.

Rus needed to hit her lightly with her elbow at her side. The blonde girl coughed a few times.

-          “I mean, horror, horror…” she repeated, this time with a serious expression. But after ten or so seconds a bright smile returned to her face. Really, all that was missing were birds and butterflies flying around her.

 



 

Same time, Far to the South-West

 



 

A lady screamed as she ran in panic towards her house and shut the door behind her.

-          “Is she fucking crazy?” Daralon asked from afar. “… I know that people being chased by monsters aren’t thinking rationally… but come on! She really thought that beast would be stopped by some doors?!”

He rolled his eyes. The illusion of a twisted beast vanished in the air.

-          “I am still winning, Zari! Fourteen to nine! Come on, put some of your heart into that! I know you can scare them better!”

That’s right, we used our magic to create illusions of monsters to scare people. Then we gave each other notes depending on the following: the quality of the visualized beast, how much our target was scared and the place where the scare occurred.

-          “Shut up, I am not really into illusions, if not my birdie, I wouldn’t even be able to participate in this stupid game!” I pouted, scratching one of my ravens under his neck. “I would win if I could shapeshift myself…”

-          “A-A-A!” Daralon raised his finger. “… Where is the fun, Zari? You can’t do everything by yourself! Illusions may be more than useful! Imagine that you want to cause a havoc yet to remain anonymous! If you were to shift, you would risk that someone would see you, and if you are using an illusion? – <It wasn’t me! All this time I was at the bar, bah! I even caused a brawl! Thirty people can witness that I couldn’t be responsible for that!>”

-          “I get it! Now, shut up and watch this…” I raised my hand again, yet the dark mage smacked it down.

-          “You just had your turn! Now is mine!... Fuck. Someone alarmed the guards. Fun is over, let me settle this mess.”

Daralon jumped off the building’s roof, landing in front of the guards.

-          “Stop right there! Tell us what you know about the eve…” Someone, that looked like the Captain of the guards started.

-          “Calm down, guard, I am a Senate Sentinel. You had some rogue mages here but me and my partner get rid of them. We wish to sincerely apologize for the havoc, yet we made sure no one was harmed.”

-          “… You could warn us about the operation, Sentinel…” he lowered his weapon.

-          “No, I couldn’t. We were afraid that they might have friends among the city’s official. We decided to get rid of them at one night. They appeared to be better organized than we thought… a few of the escaped and we were chasing them all over the city.”

-          “… But it is safe…”

-          “The whole cult was neutralized.”

-          “…You have our gratitude, Sentinel…”

-          “It’s just our job, don’t mind it.” Daralon patted man’s shoulder twice. “…Zariel! We are done here! Let’s go back!”

I also jumped off the roof. All this time I was staying a bit in the dark, as my condition was bit worse than Daralon’s – and I am talking about alcohol.

-          “Sentinel, your partner doesn’t look good…” The guards noticed, probably because my steps were a bit shaky.

-          “It’s just mana exhaustion. Poor bastard is barely standing still. Come ‘ere, I will give you a hand.”

The dark mage said, grabbing me by an arm, supporting my whole body.

-          “Once again, thank you for your hard work, Sentinel.” the guards lowered their heads.

Daralon just waved his hand as he lead me toward  the gates.

The portal once again spat out two certain mages – me and Daralon. The guards at Neira’s side of the portal looked at us.

-          “Welcome back, sentinel, I hope your hunt was splendid as always…” he looked at me and raised his brow. “.. isn’t your companion… drunk?”

-          “You see, he was…” Daralon tried to think some excuse quickly.

-          “Poisoned, you fucking bastard!” I said with a painful expression. “… Then I got myself drunk. The alcohol is slowing down the effects of the poison.”

-          “Ho? How is that so?” he didn’t really believed me.

-          “You want to know? I could tell you that alcohol is widening the veins in the human body, and that this is cooling down your body – wider veins means that you are losing body heat faster, and in certain temperatures certain enzymes tend to work slower. But, pardon me, I am fucking dying here, so I will allow myself to skip teaching such a dense fucker like you!”

I hissed through my teeth. It was quite complex sentence so I bit my tongue once or twice.

-          “Less talking, more walking!” Daralon decided to play along “What will you need?”

-          “I have all ingredients in my room. Just lead me there…”

-          “Is he… an alchemist?” the guard raised his brow once again, this time not in disbelief but surprise.

-          “Not associated with the guild.” Daralon yelled as he walking me to the door.

-          “Illegal alchemist?” that once again raised the guard’s suspiciousness.

-          “HEY! I cook for personal use!” I yelled back.

-          “Right, right, come ere’ personal-use-alchemist. Ya want to be healthy? So heal yourself. Atta boy, don’t puke here…”

Eventually, we got out of underground and the Senate building. After moving a few more streets and making sure that no one was following us, we stopped pretending.

-          “So, to the guild now?” the dark mage asked.

-          “No. Not just yet. I think I will spend this night at the factory. It has been ages since the last time I could work peacefully without getting interrupted. <Teacher! My potion isn’t changing colour, can you please take a look?> or <Teacher, could you please repeat what was I supposed to add after the wolf’s bane?> or <Teacher! Something is happening with my pot! Please! I am afraid it will explode!>” I started imitating my students.

That actually made the Sentinel chuckle.

-          “I shouldn’t be telling that, but aren’t you too harsh with them? I tried alchemy a few times. It is much harder than it appears. Mess with it a little and BAM! If you are lucky – the potion is wasted, if you are unlucky, your whole workshop explodes…”

-          “… still, I would expect more from people that are making potions for over a year now…”

Daralon walked me to the edge of slums.

-          “I hope you will find your way home?” he asked teasingly.

-          “Fret not. I doubt anyone would attack me.” I just rolled my eyes.

-          “You never know! The streets are full of perverts, lurking for such defenseless little abominations like yourself! Tsk, tsk, don’t you know the story of the big bad wolf?”

-          “Yeah, I actually saw it. Some guy with an advanced stage of lycanthropy curse was trying to eat a little witch as she was walking through the forest…”

-          “Bullshit! But you almost got me!”

-          “I am not lying. That dude taste was bit sour…”

-          “BWAHAHA! Oh my, you really ate him?”

-          “Well, nope. I didn’t want the girl to have even worse nightmares than the one I gave her.”

-          “Ph. You are growing too soft. First rescuing a little girl from the big bad wolf, then saving kid slaves from an old, perverted merchant!”

-          “I wasn’t saving kids. I was getting rid of assholes.” I pouted.

-          “Suuuure. Well, whatever. If you would want to have a drink… you know where I live.”

-          “Admit it, you just hope for another free drink.”

-          “Hey! You make me sound like a bad guy!... well, technically… Ah! Screw you! I won’t get into a philosophical and sociological discussion about the nature of good and evil and their perspectives as I am drunk!... Till later!”

He waved to me and turned into mist. Ha. Neat. The bastard was surely showing off. I just shrug my shoulders, turned around and started walking to the factory. Indeed, the streets were dangerous. A few guys tried to mug me, mostly because it was dark. As soon as they got closer, they retreated peacefully, a few after saying their greeting and a few after apologizing for disturbing me.

To be on the top of the criminal word… what can I say: I may be bad, but it makes me feel sooo good!

-          “Ha! Boss! You? Here? At this hour?” One of the thugs greeted me.

-          “Ha! Jesse? You here? At this hour?” I mimicked him. “No, really, I thought you have day shifts.”

-          “Kind of. I decided to take break tomorrow, so I am taking a double shift now. An other guard would come instead of me at the morning.”

-          “If you want to take a day off just say it to one of the girls. Lacking on just one guard wouldn’t make much of difference.”

-          “… And you would really be ok with that?” he really was surprised.

-          “That I take care of my people? If I want you to be efficient, you need to be well rested. Next time you will need something, just ask. Either me or one of the girls. I will talk with them about this matter later.”

-          “A boss, who is nice to his employee? Did I actually fell asleep?”

-          “Manpower is also one of the company’s resources. If I want my company to be effective, resources need to have the highest quality.”

-          “Now, you sound more like a boss!” he still gave me a thumb up. “Also, a few girls are still inside.

I moved past him. It was really late, so the presence of the girls was more than just a little surprise to me.

I took my time getting on the floor. Indeed, Clarice and two other girls were cleaning their pots.

-          “My, my – staying so long at workplace? You didn’t start living here, did you? If you do, I will have to start collecting rent from you!”

I joked from the door. The girls were far too focused on their tasks, so at my words, they almost jumped in place. Well, one of them actually hit the pot with her head as she was kneeling next to it. The dull sound of metal being hit resonated through the room, followed by a nasty curse.

-          “T..Teacher! We.. no! We are not… We just.. .We…”

-          “Prrr! Walk! Walk! No gallop! Calm down. You are after working hours, if you decided to stay longer, it is your business. But you could tell me what were you doing here.”

-          “We had… some problems with your last receipt, so we stayed longer to practice a little more…”

-          “…and waste my precious herbs?” I allowed myself to tease them a little.

-          “WE ARE SORRY! WE…”

-          “Oh! Come on! Calm down! Jesus! Trust me, the last thing I intend to do is punishing you for practicing. Actually, it is quite admirable!”

-          “…What is Jesus?”

-          “Just.. just pretend I never spoke that word? Ok?”

-          “V..very well.” I could easily tell that Clarice was still confused. “… But, why are you here?”

-          “… It is not concern of yours!...” I came because I had an argument with my girlfriend – so I decided I would come here and cook some potions to calm myself down AND sleep here.

Normally, I would probably go to sleep on the couch, the problem is – that in the guild, I could only sleep on table.

There is no way I was going to tell her that.

-          “I beg for your forgiveness! I did not intend to pry too much!”

Ah, I really trained her well! … too well. Maybe I should show them bit more gratitude?

… the hell am I saying?! I am seriously drunk.

-          “I came to train a little too. Maybe try some new recipes?...” they raised their brows in shock. “… what!? Don’t tell me you thought I am so brilliant in alchemy only because I am smart, wise, godlike and so very handsome!? Yes, I am a genius that learns almost instantly, but I still do practice! In the end perfection is forged in the fire of efforts!”

At least I made them smile. I turned around and started preparing some basic ingredients.

-          “Teacher, would you mind if we were to stay and watch?” the other two girls grimaced a bit.

-          “Feel free to do as you please. Told you already – you are after work hours. Still, you look a bit exhausted. It is not wise to push yourself too much, otherwise you will be tired tomorrow and make even shittier potions than usually.”

I gave an excuse to the other girls who looked like they had enough. They seemed happy. After saying their farewells, they left the room. Little Clarice stayed.

-          “I have high expectation from all of you.” I said after we were left alone. “… listen carefully, because I am saying it only this time. If you would tell anyone that I have said those words, I would simply deny: You did a great progress. All of you. I am not the best teacher, we are working with low quality equipment and we are lacking books from which you could learn. To be honest at first I didn’t have much hopes for you, I thought you would end as low class herbalists that could only bring me the right ingredients. Be proud of yourself, you are a more than a decent apprentice. You have everything a real alchemist needs: curiosity, persistence and an open mind. I look with anticipation into the future to see what wonderful alchemist you would become.”

If Clarice was in shock before, then right now she was simply awe-struck.

-          “I will try changing our situation in the next few days. If I would succeed we would become a legal organization – that would allow us to improve the equipment and gain access to the knowledge that is in the possession of the Alchemist Guild. In those next few days, I really count on your hard work. Being good won’t be enough. You will have to be perfect. Clarice, I am about to give you a private lesson. I hope you will share this knowledge with the rest of the girls in those following days.”

-          “I.. We.. I.. I mean… I think… You.. You just… I hope… We… I…”

Damn it, I broke her.

-          “I WILL NOT DISAPPOINT YOU, TEACHER!”  she eventually yelled, bowing her head.

-          “You will never disappoint me. You already made me far too proud.”

She almost started crying. I frowned and patted her head.

-          “Now, now! Don’t make such a scene. Put yourself back together. We are about to start.”

-          “Y…YES!”

So for the next few hours, I repeated the basics of alchemy, but this time from a different perspective. It indeed is a complex art – previously I just told them what was necessary to made potions – basic instructions. This time I decided to touch the philosophy behind it.

-          “Alchemy was, is and will be, the art of deities. It affects and changes reality. We are switching solid matter into liquid and liquid into gas, gas into liquid and liquid into solid matter. Solid matter into gas and gas into solid matter. We turn harmless weeds into cures and poisons. Memorizing receipts will only allow you to make some average potions, bit will never let you create something new. It’s an art. Just like music – you can teach how to play a lute from a book, memorize the chords and the strings you need to hit, but you will never make a breathtaking masterpiece by yourself until you let it flow through you! What do you feel when you think of alchemy?”

-          “… It is something that allowed me to escape poverty and the life of a simple thug…” she admitted after moment.

-          “An answer so very wrong and good at same time!” I smiled. “… you are looking at it as a source of money, try changing the perspective a little! It didn’t help you to escape poverty – it changed your life! It gave you perspective! It gave you reason!”

I continued my lesson, slowly depriving it of philosophy and using actual examples. As she learned to question the nature of every matter, she slowly started opening to questions! Questions breed a desire to gain answer, and that is followed by anticipation. And as you await for the outcome you start predicting it!

And then you finally find yourself still sitting in same chair as an hour ago, with the idea of making a new potion. In your mind you made it thousands of times, you FEEL what this potion is supposed to be.

That’s the beauty of alchemy. You can only predict what you will achieve, and what you achieve is made from your knowledge, passion and efforts.

Clarice stayed till morning. As soon as she tasted the real nature of alchemy, she didn’t want to let me go. Just like a hero-loving kid that makes the bard sing more and more stories about legendary warriors, as she was making me share more and more of my own predictions and possible combinations.

It was refreshing – having someone to talk about all the ideas that were swarming in my head.

Eventually I kicked her out of the factory, telling her that both of us needed some rest.  As I was finally alone I took pieces of fur, laid them on the ground of the room and fell asleep.

I was awaken by a light kick in the guts.

-          “Everyone was worrying about you!” It was Morgana. “…Really?! Sleeping in the factory? You are acting like a spoiled child.”

-          “Shut up.” I groaned covering my ears. The sickness of the previous day finally hit me. It wasn’t as bad as usually.

-          “You could at least inform a few people where are you going!”

-          “Ok, mom, I am sorry mom. From now on I will behave.” I hissed sarcastically.

I was rewarded with another light kick.

-          “Gisele was crying because of you, you better apologize her!”

I just snorted.

-          “You have just acted like classic ignorant, who has no idea what is going on yet decides to interfere. For what am I supposed to apologize? That I was falsely accused of cheating? That she didn’t gave me an opportunity to tell her how wrong she was or that she cut off my arm?!”

-          “… Your arm looks fine to me.”

-          “I am monster, Morgana. I re-grew it. I am pretty sure that my other arm should be still somewhere in the guild.”

-          “… Whatever, it’s a problem between you and Gisele. Running away from the problems won’t make any difference.”

-          “I am not running away from it. I am tormenting her right now. She needs to suffer a little and rethink her actions. That whole mess wouldn’t occur if she would just sit and listen.”

-          “I know no women that would just sit and talk as she would think that she is being cheated.”

-          “Even after the other side would yell that she is mistaken?”

-          “To be honest? I don’t give a damn. I am just living in the room next to yours and I couldn’t sleep because Gisele was crying loudly all night.”

…. So that’s why she acted. She doesn’t give a damn about our relationship. She just can’t sleep at night. To say the truth I am relieved, I started thinking that Morgana changed her behavior pattern, but she is still a bitch. Good to know.

-          “… also, you shouldn’t be sleeping all day, you should…” her words froze my heart.

-          “What did you say?”

-          “… That you should take care of yourself?”

-          “No-no-no! Once again, what time is it?!”

-          “Hm? It’s already four hours after noon…”

I bolted from the room outside.

-          “HEY! WHERE DO YOU THINK YOU ARE GOING?! I DIDN’T FINISH WITH Y…”

But I was already away.

If I wanted to react to the Alchemist Guild’s aggression, I needed to care of a few businesses. At first, they reacted quickly for they thought that we wouldn’t resist, now they would take care of all the formalities in the Senate. So I need allies.

I walked from slums to noble district, yet I didn’t stop there, I kept moving onward – to the king’s palace. I walked to the front gates.

-          “The hell do you think that you are going?!” a guard politely reminded me that I don’t look like aristocrat with formal business.

-          “Tell Arthur that I came.”

-          “For you, KING ARTHUR, and what kind of matter could his majesty has to discuss with…”

-          “Just tell him I came to discuss the recent commotions in the slums.”

-          “And why would…”

I started focusing my mana.

-          “FOR FUCK SAKE! JUST MOVE!” I slowly lost my patience. “…Do you know what’s the problem with the city guards? You are fucking no one, what was your story? Lemme guess, son of a merchant, your father was failing miserably to feed his family so you started looking for a job. You weren’t smart so you could just work with your muscles. You joined the guard where you were treated like shit by your sergeant, then by nobles whom you were serving, you try to boost your ego by bullying citizens? Do you know what is the other problem with you? That all this time I was talking you did not react, which gave me enough time to cast a curse on you…” my last sentence made his eye widen. “… Legs filling wobbly?! Breathing gets bit more difficult? And all of this could be avoided if you just send someone with a fucking message.”

I snapped my fingers breaking spell

-          “So… I would be very grateful… If you would… Please… consider… sending a message to the king… That <Zariel> Is waiting in front of the gates?”

The guard moved behind the gates in a hurry. I heard him telling the butler to deliver a message and organize a group of guards in case I would appear to be a persona-non-grata. Ah, I would do everything to see that guards face after same butler returned telling that I am supposed to be let in.

-          “His majesty is pretty busy, so we do hope that you came with a really serious matter, sir… “ the butler allowed himself to say in a harsh tone. “… also, we would truly be grateful if you would restrict yourself from casting spells upon the palace guards.”

-          “My business is kingdom-changing and trust me, I have no intention of wasting my mana just to prove my point. Your people should be better trained.”

-          “We will take this into consideration, sir, but you also have to understand that many. many people wish to see his majesty, and you… well…”

-          “Are looking like a scum?”

-          “...Are not exactly looking like a serious conversation partner.” the butler agreed with me in a more polite form.

-          “I was dining here a month ago, I doubt that in this country there are many white haired mages. You could remember me at least.”

-          “Many different individuals are coming here, it is hard to remember all of them, even so…”

-          “Weird?”

-          “… Exotic like yourself.”

-          “You. I like you. You are insulting people without letting them know that you are insulting them.”

-          “Sir, it was never my intention to…” I just give him my irritated look. “… this way, sir.”

I was lead into a private office. The king was sitting by a table covered in papers.

-          “Zariel, in the future, restrict yourself from causing a havoc on my property.” Arthur said without looking at me. He was lacking his usual politeness mixed with arrogance.

-          “Ho? I came here from the dwarfish kingdom with some juicy gossips and this is how you are welcoming me?”

He smiled with the corner of his lips. He appreciated my tease.

-          “Is that so? You witnessed some important events, didn’t you? Some events you want to share?” he looked at the butler. “… thank you, you can leave.”

-          “Sir!” butler hit his boots together, bowed and left the room.

-          “Feel free to start.” the king said, inviting me to the table in front of him.

-          “Before I start, there is a matter I want to discuss...”

-          “Let me guess, as you said to the messenger – certain events in the slums?”

-          “Indeed.”

-          “Involving illegal activates?”

-          “Unfortunately.” I let out a weak sigh.

-          “You know that this matter will be discussed by the Senate, not me?”

-          “I do, but I came for your… possible… willingness… to start a new company. Legally.”

-          “The alchemist guild has a great influence. Even on me.”

-          “But lately they lost your sympathy by acting without your allowance.” I pointed out sweetly.

-          “You sly bastard.” He smiled widely. “… You want to turn the tables during the Senate meeting… You really want to challenge them?! It is sooo tempting to let you do as you please, mostly to see that bitch’s irritated face. The problem is, that your organization would be weak, especially at the beginning – unable to fulfill the army needs. And as you know, we are at the state of war. We are sending supplies to the border. It is the BEST time for the alchemist guild to hold the kingdom under  their boot…”

-          “And here I start talking about the dwarfs…” I thought that he couldn’t raise his brow any higher. I was mistaken. ”… you see, a certain event took place as I was there… A local warchief of the greenskins united the tribes and started attacking weaker cities and mines. They were a whole army, so each clan separately couldn’t stop the invasion. So…”

-          “… Don’t tell me they elected a king…”

Arthur already started joining the threads. Indeed, there was a problem with dealing with dwarfs – they didn’t really act like one kingdom. If you would deal with one clan, an other would try to harm your contacts. If you were buying or selling a good from them, and your trade route would follow though the land of other clans, you would have to pay insane taxes.

But, as a king was elected…

-          “Even better. One clan head died without a male offspring, so his clan was represented by a woman. She won election.”

-          “Aaand this is where I stop you. They are highly patriarchal society, there is no way that they… wait, you are serious!”

-          “Of course I couldn’t let such possibility go, so I got myself and Gisele involved in the war. I would allow myself to skip boring events from the front. In the end everything ended nicely and both me and Gisele were named as friends of the nation.”

-          “NO!”

-          “Yes!... and, after a feast I spent some time one on one with the queen and held some political conversations… I could have… suggested… that starting a trade with you could be beneficial for both sides…”

-          “… She agreed?”

-          “Of course that no. She never saw you before. But… I was asked to deliver this letter.”

I gave him a little envelope.

Oh, he jumped on it like a kid on Christmas presents. I knew what was inside. An invitation to start a diplomatic conversation. Or in other words: an invitation for a meeting to know each other better. Later, if he wouldn’t screw up anything, they could start having trade pacts.

-          “Want to have my advice?” I asked the king who put the letter down. “They are proud, so show respect to their culture and elders. But if they would offend you, just answer with the same. They may try checking if you are a good material for a friend or just a bootlicker. Don’t try to please them too much, don’t make deals that would benefit only one side. Instead of saying humans and dwarfs while discussing business keep talking <We>. Oh, and I hope you don’t mind eating fat meat from day to night.”

-          “…Kid. How much of this did you plan in advance?”

-          “Oh, most of it was just a lucky coincidence.”

-          “… Kid. I have the right to appear on the meeting of the Senate. I will be there and you will have my support… Just, bear in mind that I will not help you in any way. It will be all on you. I simply would proclaim that I have no problem with you starting an organization on my ground. You have to deal with the mages by yourself.”

-          “Fret not, Arthur. I have everything prepared already.”

I smiled widely. Gaining the favor from the king will make everything easier. I put the first piece of the domino on the board.
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The conversation with Arthur went much better than I presumed. To be honest, I merely thought that he would stay neutral in that matter, yet he decided to support me! Because if a king says that he is more than alright with new organization being raised in the city that would threaten the monopoly of another company. It would literally mean that previous company is no longer in favor.

Just as he said, the alchemist guild is strong and if it was to disappear the Kingdom could lost a lot – one, they would lose their supply of potions. They would also have to look for a new supplier from afar, then the prices of potions would be higher as they would have to pay transporting costs as well. Unfortunately, me and my girls will be able to cover only a percent of Neira’s potion requests.

But, in the end there are at least few manufacturers of potions on continent, even if they would have to pay more, there is always a solution. On the other hand countries that have stable political connection with dwarfs are far fewer in number. Actually, I can’t name even one such country. What I offered was opportunity that happens once per millennia. There was no way Arthur would throw it away. He has too much to gain.

Now, the next business I need to take care of. I headed toward Magic Academy. There are two specific personas I need to meet. One of them I should have met earlier. Much earlier. Once again I was stopped by guards, in the end I was not student nor lecturer. This time I couldn’t threat them, guards of academy were no ordinal city militia. I patiently stated my business.

- “So, once again, who you want to meet, lad?”

- “Either professor Kleir or Hanna.”

- “PROFESSOR Hanna. Pay attention to honorific, lads, lecturers loves being reminded of their achievements.” Guard said those words without hatred. He just wanted to give an advice.

- “For me she is either Teacher Hanna, or Mother Hanna. She took me in when I was but a lost child.” I replied with smile. “On the other hand I helped professor Kleir with his researches, so he will be more than happy to see me.”

- “Fair enough kid, will need some of your data to write in guest book before… name and family name.”

- “Zariel, no family name, only guild nickname: Whiteraven.”

- “Ah, you are that kid that caused commotion during Senate meeting year ago? Fair enough. Come on in, just don’t disturb classes.”

- “I won’t”

- “Professor Hieronymus and Professor Hanna are both in their classes for now, but there should be hour long break between classes soon. You should wait for them in staff room. It’s in the tower in the middle of facility. If you would get lost, just ask golems.”

I bowed my head with gratitude and walked inside.

The academy was like second city within a city, protected by high wall covered in glyphs and runes. Sneaking inside was probably bad idea. Soon, I noticed another problem. I was drawing attention. Mostly because of my appearance. Students, depending on classes they were taking were wearing colorful robes. Either blue, green, brown or red. From time to time some patterns were visible, yet no one, absolutely no one was wearing completely black, sleeveless robes like mine.

- “The academy teaches necromancy? Since when?” I heard whisper of some girl.

- “Since never. If someone would ask for permission to self study then he would be simply granted access to restricted sources of academy, but not his own robes set.” The boy responded.

- “Fools, you know nothing? He is not studying here. That’s Zariel. Don’t talk with him.” Another girl joined discussion.

- “Who?”

- “He came to Neira about year ago, The Senate summoned him. He was asked to show his battle capability. All alone he defeated group of top Academy graduates. He didn’t even broke a sweat. Aunty told me to stay away from him…”

A-HA! Got you! Guess who is about to get bullied!? I quickly moved in their direction.

- “Hey, you!” I yelled getting closer to them. “… mind showing me way to teacher's lounge? It’s my first time here and I got lost a little.”

- “S..sir, we just started our break…” She tried to excuse herself. Silly girl.

- “That’s just perfect. It means that you have no classes to attend and you are free. Just do it, girl, the faster you would show me the way, the faster you would be free to waste your time.”

- “…B…but why me?”

- “You have problem with that? When one of your teachers asks you to bring a material he will need during classes you also question every order?”

- “You could just ask the statutes.” She said looking at one of figures made of clay staying still every few dozen meters.

- “The last golem I met tried to kill me. I feel strong aversion toward animated armors and such.”

She didn’t say anything more, she just stood up and moved in some direction. I started following her.

- “This will also teach you to keep your mouth shut next time you decide to gossip around someone you never met.” I added as we were walking.

She turned around with her eyes widened.

- “Yes, I heard that. Now, move.”

- “B..but you where more than thirty meters away! I also whispered.”

- “Spending time in dark dungeons helps to develop your other senses. So think twice before you insult adventurer.”

Oh my! Her expression! On the other hand, I am bullying kinds. How low can I fall? I am curious and willing to check, how about you?

After a moment I understood why she didn’t want to show me way personally. It was quite a distant. We walked for over fifteen minutes, the break lasted for hour. If she wanted to return to same group of people she would waste half of her break.

It pleased me greatly.

We stopped in front of tall tower that was raised in the middle of plaza. Damn, because of dozen lesser building raised here and there you really wouldn’t notice it before “walking” on it.

- “Great. Thanks. You are free to go, brat.” I said and walked inside without turning back.

Now, up. I started climbing stairs. 1st floor, 2nd floor, 3rd floor, 4th… 1st floor, 2nd floor 3rd…wait. What the f…

Somewhere is the distance I heard quiet giggle.

Brats. Some first year learned lesser illusion spell called confusion. It gave wrong idea of walking in the circle, or in this case, starting from lowest floor.

I exhaled air annoyed.

- “Kids, you have this one chance to dispel this hex. I am bad with counterspells, so if I were to deal with it, I would rewrite it structure and trap YOU inside…”

- “…What are we going to do?”

- “Shh! He is bluffing. Haha! Elder student that can’t deal with such a easy spell, it will be fun!”

Fun? FUN!? You little brat.

I sighed exhausted.

- “Don’t blame me for what is about to happen…” I closed my eyes entering mediation state.

Then I launched echo of earth, localizing the foolish kids. Life and magic appeared in darkness around me. The spell was actually nicely done, the threats were solid and glyphs were put in places that maximized the effect. Some young prodigy was showing off his skills?

- “Zari?! What are you doing here?” I was stopped in the middle of my little vengeance.

- “Teacher Hanna.” I smiled turning back. “I wanted to visit you and discuss few matters. Preferably with Professor Kleir. But, before that, could you please give me a second?”

- “Ho? What do you want to do?”

- “Teach somebody a lesson…”

I returned to analyzing the spell structure. Then, I started corrupting it.

I have never seen this spell before, but it didn’t matter. Advanced mage is hiding structure of their spells so other mages couldn’t counter it. But these kids? They were taught basics, I am more than sure that they won’t start learning battle aspects of magic in at least three more years… which means that I have more than needed to play a game with them.

Now, reverse structure, mirror threads, relocate points, change form, double magic consumption, stabilize… and hide form under few riddle-spells.

- “W..What is going on?!” I heard voice from before.

- “I.. I don’t know! I can’t control it!”

- “Really Zari, Really?!” Hanna seemed to be bit disappointed.

- “It’s education.” I frowned.

- “What if they would hurt themselves in this illusion?”

- “Then it will be important lesson. A LESSON TO NOT IRRITATE STRONGER MAGES!” I yelled so they could hear me. “Fear not, I messed with mana consumption, the spell won’t last long.”

- “But won’t it make illusions.. stronger?”

- “Oh, yes.”

- “What are you showing them?”

- “Nothing just yet, but in moment they should…”

I was disturbed by most horrified scream I ever heard.

- “Voila, 50th floor of Tower of Despair. With all its habitants…”

- “PLEASE! SIR! LET US GO!”

- “Free yourself. I told you I am bad with couterspells! I could have messed something with spell structure!” I lied. Then, once again, I showed my most innocent smile to Hanna.

- “I didn’t raise you to be such person.”

- “No. You raised me into person that pays their debts. For kindness I will pay with kindness, for hostile actions.”

- “Whatever. You sure it will vanish soon?”

- “Ay. Ay!” I ensured her. To be honest, I casted this spell for the first time, I was also lacking skill that could tell me exact duration of my this little spell.

- “Come with me. Kleir should already be there.” She started climbing again.

In few more minutes we reached the top floor of the tower. A few other teachers were already there, sipping tea and having late lunch. Professor Hieronymus Kleir was there too.

- “ZARIEL! Good to see you! Long time not see! I must give you my thanks! That lady, Morgana, has really rare bloodline. Partly Asmodian! You know how rare Asmodians are?!.. Good to see you too, Hanna.” He greeted my old teacher without same enthusiasm. “How can I help you?” the last part was addressed to me again.

- “Do you have here some place where we could talk in private?”

- “My office should be more than enough. It’s also fairly close.” Kleir said right away.

Indeed. Few teachers had their offices in the same tower. Kleir’s was even on same floor. He quickly grabbed few books that he brought with himself and left the lounge.

- “Please, pay no attention to mess!” He said making some space on the table.

The whole room looked just like I imagined it to be. Covered in books about different races and sketches of monster. I picked one paper from the chair on which I was supposed to sit.

… It was sketch of me. Have you seen Leonardo da Vinci Vitruvian Man? Similar sketch, except that my body was “cut” exactly in half. On left side I was described as human, on right I was some weird combination on every possible nightmare. Everything was there, my reaction time, speed of adaptation, maximal and minimal sizes I could morphed into during examination.

The piece of paper was quickly taken away from my hands.

- “Please, pay no attention to it. Just as you asked I did not intend to publish it. I used it as background for my other researches. It actually speeded up my other projects regarding chimeras.” He cough few times awkwardly. “So, how can I help you?”

I allowed myself to inform them about my little enterprise. They quickly found out that my little company is in slums and that recently certain senator, owner of alchemist guild, visited those areas trying to shut competitive illegal organization. They quickly informed me that Senate gathering will discuss this matter in three days. But, then again I had one more matter to discuss.

- “You see… Daralon told me, that Ruby told him, that she had conversation with the chairman regarding… me. He wants to recruit me. I need to show myself as individual who in helping the society, preferably before next Senate meeting. So I have a question to you two: do you have some nice labor for me?”

- “Aaand.. what exactly you have in mind?”

- “Don’t know. Clean Academy, collect trashes in park?”

- “If that would be that easy.” Hanna snorted amused “No. Usually we require magician to perform on level of his abilities…”

- “Which is a problem, for Daralon told me that I was given one of the highest danger ranks.”

- “… I can always bring the topic that you helped me with my studies.” Kleir said after moment. “Not only you let me examine you, not only you send to me that half demoness and protected our research group in old city of ancients. Hey, aren’t you honored as a Senate ambassador?”

- “Since Ancient’s City I talked with Mantis Queen only once.” I grimaced. “It may be wise to meet her soon. Ask if she needs anything.”

- “Is there something you do extraordinarily well?” Hanna asked.

- “I kill, burn and destroy.”

- “It won’t do.”

- “I’m an alchemist, but I can’t tell everyone about my little company until meeting day. I am not sure, I think I am decent summoner. Last time I checked summoning six familiar was quite spectacular.”

- “Yes, but how would that help y…” Kleir froze in place. “… Lecture.”

- “What?” Hanna and I asked in unison.

- “You can have your own lecture! From time to time the Academy invited mages to have their own lessons to teach certain subjects. Last time we were hosting Archmage Tonilla, expert of material animation and enchanting! She talked about very interesting differences between those two arts! When does simple enchanting ends and not-living object animation starts?! What differs animation from necromancy and…”

Normally I would actually like to hear more about it, the problem is that I was lacking time.

- “Professor… Please…” I groaned quietly.

He coughed again.

- “Well, what I mean is that we could ask head teacher to give you your own lecture. Ha! If someone would educate our youth about summoning it would be viewed as something more than a courtesy! Also, you would be paid.”

- “Money is not a problem.”

- “Oh, in that case head teacher will like…” Of course. As an director he needed to take care of finances. As much as he would love raising prestige of his Academy by hosting as many lecturers, he also needs to count every coin he has.

- “That is actually quite nice idea.” Hanna nodded. “Summoning is a difficult art, mostly because it has no formal text book. There are dozens of researches about it, but all of them are mostly hypothesis. Because of that many students are having problems with summoning their first familiar.”

That should be more than easy… especially that… Cooo-dee-x-chaaan.

~Hooo? Look who finally remembered about my existence!

Don’t be like that! I always remember about my sweet, little codex! I merely don’t want to waste your precious time with my humble persona!

~ Ha-ha-ha! Oh, that one way to excuse yourself. You really think that flattery will get you anywhere with me?


… I do

~Good. Flattery WILL get you everywhere with me. Keep spoiling me and I will consider sharing my boundless knowledge with you, peasant!

Good, Codex is in good mood.

You know, I was just reminding how you saved my life the first day we met! And all those wonderful ideas about alternative usage of the spells.

I heard her snort and chuckle in my mind with disbelief.

~Ok, ok. I will share my knowledge about it even as I hate idea that you will later repeat it to some ungrateful, shitty brats. This is why I have condition!

Just name it, oh wise and merciful Codex-sama! And so very pretty!

~ You will do research in the library about summoning first!

This time it was my time to protest. Reading theoretical divagation about certain matter meant that I would spend long hours in library reading about boring shit that some second-grade mage wrote. Summoning was a mystery! Forgotten art! I was more than sure all their book were nothing more than gibberish!

~ That’s my condition! Take it, or leave it!

Dumb bitch.

~ WHAT DID YA SAY!?

Nothing, miss. I love you, miss.

~ Good

She is just curious how human’s knowledge about summoning currently looks like.

I exhaled air annoyed.

- “Something wrong, Zari? You don’t like the idea?” The teacher asked me after seeing my reaction.

- “Hm? No! It’s great! I love it! Even more, I can lie all I want and no one will be able to prove me wrong! It’s just… I need to read about those hypothesis to have some foundation…”

- “Ah, I read few of those. If you ask me, these are thrashes…” Kleir didn’t help me at all! “Garbage studies written by garbage people that wanted to get famous yet failed miserably. Their prediction and theories had absolutely no scientifically proved background! Atop of that…”

Hanna kicked him under table.

- “I… I mean… it is ok… as long as someone likes fantasy novels… FOR THERE IS NO BLOODY SCIENCE IN THOSE!” Another kick.

- “Anyway… You can just take of your studies, sweetie, we will talk with head master about it. There should no problem. We will ask for minimal possible payment. This way director would send you invitation via letter with attachment containing his personal thanks and words of gratitude…”

I raised from the table.

- “Very well… Thank you, professor… teacher…” I bowed my head to both of them.

- “Zari!” Hanna called one more time. “Be careful. Also, take care of yourself. I know the Senator is in charge of the Alchemists Guild. She is overly prideful, she may want to have her own revenge on you.”

- “I am always careful, teacher. But I will keep it in mind.” I smiled one last time.

Flashbacks on this nice, warm feeling, of days I spend in village having lots of friends and something similar to family. The feeling of someone really worrying about you. Unconditionally and always. I love you too, teacher. You are my second mother.

I left the tower, then the Academy, and headed toward Library. In the end I had quite a lot of research to do.

…

…

…

FUUUCK! These books really are filled with gibberish!

The summoning, or so called forgotten arts, still remain a mystery. Up until now none definition was found to be sufficient to fully describe mentioned subject.

Blah blah blah. Fucker is speaking about nothing! Most basic knowledge dressed into scientific babbling to make it look like actual scientific paper! Do you know what it remind me?

 And the LORD spake, saying, "First shalt thou take out the Holy Pin, then shalt thou count to three, no more, no less. Three shall be the number thou shalt count, and the number of the counting shall be three. Four shalt thou not count, neither count thou two, excepting that thou then proceed to three. Five is right out. Once the number three, being the third number, be reached, then lobbest thou thy Holy Hand Grenade of Antioch towards thy foe, who being naughty in My sight, shall snuff it

Actually, the second one still makes more sense to me!

~ Less whining! More reading! Actually, if you would ignore those less specific parts you could get the idea that author was looking in right direction.

Really?

~No. I am messing with you. It really is gibberish.

FUCK IT! CODEX!

~ Thehe. Sorry, couldn’t restrict myself. Go on, go on! You still have… 11 more books to read.

Mercy! Please?

~ Knowledge given without efforts is worthless. Prices needs to be payed!

You are just bullying me that lately I didn’t gave you as much attention as you wanted!

~Damn. You already know me so well… Go on! Books-books-books-books!

Ha. Very well. At least those books have a nicer cover than your manifestation!

~It’s not the outside beauty what matters! It’s inside!

That’s exactly what every ugly woman would say.

~… Zariel. Put away that bitch.

You mean this certain book? It lays nicely in hand, I have to admit!

~ Put aside this whore or I will never talk to you again!

But, I need to prepare myself to the lecture!

~… very well. Find yourself some quiet, sheltered room and enter meditation stance… And Zariel.

Yes?

~ Don’t you even consider calling other books but me pretty! Get it!?

Yes, yes, miss Codex.

I did not believe it would work. On the other hand because of Morgana Codex gain girl’s mentality. Still, those hard backs of the book and nice silk cover were…

~HEY! I can tell where your thoughts are wandering to!

Yeah, sorry, sorry!

~ Ya relocating already?!

Yeah! Give me a minute!

~ Make haste, or I will change my mind.

I put books back on their places before leaving and once again moved toward factory, find myself empty room, sat in lotus pose and let my mind drift into darkness.

~ Now, bite the pillow. I could make it longer and a far more comfortable session, you know, like sex with foreplay. I just don’t want to. Now, raise your butt, I am coming in dry!

That was a lame comparis… OH YOU LITTLE BITCH!

I reminded myself as I was watching group of dwarfish blacksmith working over piece of metal. In perfect unison they were hammering it down, they moves were completely and perfectly coordinated.

I felt as my head changed places with that piece of metal – now I was the one being hammered down.

Worse hangover after drinking session with Gisele was better than this!

~ Actually, those other books were supposed to prepare you for that. It’s like a new physical activity, first you need to warm up the muscles or you may overwork and rip them. The brain isn’t much different in this aspect from muscles. You are gouging on aspects that until now where but a ambiguous concepts. It’s like riding a rollercoaster without a belt. Try to not fall out.

I WILL GOT YOU FOR THIS, YOU LITTLE BIIIIII!

The arcana. The forgotten. But, is that true? Summoning have many meanings, many branches. What does it mean to summon? Mostly, to relocate objects, things, spirits and beings without interferences of physical powers. Despite similarities to many similar forms, summoning is,

The vision was much clearer than precious one. It descended upon me between waves of pain. Head splitting agony and blissful knowledge. Soul crushing pain and then wonderful enlightenment.

Eventually I almost stopped registering pain as I started anticipating another fragment of knowledge, another note, another page.

Two days later.

FUCK! I am late! My first lecture ever and I am already late! WHERE THE FUCK IS ROOM 350?!

I came running toward the classroom, and slowed down right in front of it, mostly to walk inside with dignity. Whatever, I will teach few kids few tricks. Show few familiars and walk away. Nothing to stress about. How many kids can one small classroom hold in worse-case scenario? Thirty?

I got inside.

Room 350 was not a classroom. It was a whole auditorium, and my audience wasn’t made just out of kids, I saw few teachers and even few Senators. I even recognized Senate Chairman, mostly because he was sitting in the special lodge. Was it a good thing or bad thing? I had troubles with telling it. Whatever, one hour of shame and I will be able to move on.

I moved to the table in the middle.

As I got there I started putting opened books in order on the desktop, I will be using few quotes from those. Then I stared blankly into the crowd for some time before starting.

- “What is summoning?”

Everyone thought that I was going to answer the question I just asked. Well, they were wrong.

- “It’s the moment you are telling me the answer.” I said after a short pause. “Also, put your quills down, it’s not a theory lesson so no definition will be dictated. I prefer holding a conversation with you, this way I will be sure if my point of view is understandable. So? What comes to your mind when you hear word summoning?”

After an awkward silence.

- “I can tell you my own view about this matter, but most of you will forget about it after five next minutes, I prefer making my own description of summoning together with you.”

Finally a few people raised their hands.

- “The girl in red.” I said pointing to a girl with my head.

- “It’s an art of forming a pact with familiar…”

- “Yes, go on.”

- “… There isn’t anything more, I think.”

- “Technically you are right. Partly, but right. Summoning is much, MUCH bigger term than that. Tell me, only familiars can be summoned? Actually, what is a familiar? Oh, don’t be afraid, I will answer this one. My favorite definition is one suggested by Archmage Solomon is his <Lesser Key>. Oh, this position is illegal, so you probably won’t know it.” A few higher mages frowned. “In this book he describes a familiar as 


<A guiding spirit that formed a contract with a mage, in which he promises to fulfill mage’s will. In return mage forms a vessel and sustain it, in this vessel familiar shall remain in this realm>. But, does it mean that you can’t summon anything until you from a pact?”

The same girl answered.

- “I think it is impossible.”

- “Then you are wrong, but feel no shame, barely anyone knows about it, and far less are actually using it, but have you heard about so called wild summoning?” Oh, another few grimaces of older mages.

- “Wild summoning is a form of well, summoning being that is not bounded to you, one of my friends, so called Pyrox, used it once near to me. He summoned a fire higher spirit – salamander. Wild summoning allows you to summon beasts much, much stronger than regular familiars, the problem is that because of its power you will rarely have power to control it, in most cases summon will try to rip you apart. Oh, and there is one more special case of Wild summoning. I can bet that all of you heard about it. Hero summoning, as we know it took place over 200 years ago during last Demon invasion. On the other hand, how many of you used Gates?”

Only Senate members and a few teachers raised their hands.

- “Tell me, isn’t that a summoning?” I asked.

- “No one knows, these are altars built by Ancients, we barely know how to use it, how it works lies outside of our knowledge.” One of teachers yelled.

- “Yet the similarity is uncanny, isn’t it? One could say that only thing that differs travels via gates and summoning familiars is that mage is transporting himself, not the other being. Actually, I think that Gates are more advanced form of summoning, can I proof it? Absolutely no. This is but my speculation, like everything we know about summoning. But, as we can’t really say anything more in the matter of Gates, let’s focus on our favorite part – familiars. As far as we know the number of familiars we can have is unlimited, it more than hard to expand it – people having three are rare, but it doesn’t matter that there are not people with four, five or even six.” Here I made a pause “Or more. Also, a problematic aspect here is necromancy, for reanimated corpses are not treated as familiars, but what if somebody would corrupt a soul that didn’t yet left this world and force it back to some vessel?”

Yeah. That’s what I did to Greg. I didn’t know it would end this way still, I would be damned by every legal organization if they knew that Greg isn’t just a twisted treant but an undead in a tree-vessel. It’s darkest under the lamp, maybe if I would openly speak about such possibilities no one would suspect me to actually commit this crime.

I continued lecture for longer than intended, I pointed out how first summoning is special, for your first familiar resembles you or your needs the most and I pointed out how important connection with the spirits is.

- “Yet I have a warning, never try forming your first pact when you are angry or furious, as I said, familiars are reflecting who you are, but a human’s nature isn’t steady. It is violent, dictated by emotions. If you would for a pact after argue, or worse, with desire of vengeance, you will end up with creature that would whisper in your ears about desire of blood. It would be always there poisoning your mind. Eventually, your anger will turn to hate, hate into aggression and this would lead you to madness. The changes would be slow, you wouldn’t even notice the influence. This is why I suggest: your first summoning should take place under supervision of teachers after meditation session, or even better, after pilgrim to a calm place – sanctuary, church, monastery. Don’t get me wrong, I hate religious organizations of any sort, but one thing I have to admit, no one knows definition of purity better than them, no matter if they are worshiping Sun, Moon or life itself. That would be enough. Any questions?”

I shouldn’t have asked this question, for I was not prepared for what happened. Literally everyone had question. From silly questions of 1st years kids like <What was your first familiar> or <what kind of familiar is the strongest> to teachers, like <You mentioned that summoning is form of shattering dimensional structure of time and space, yet you didn’t say how you reach such conclusion, mind elaborating this subject?>

In the end I needed to last in the chamber almost twice longer than I was supposed to. As students started leaving the room few teachers and Senators came to me, mostly to congratulate my fascinating lesson. I was mostly answering with polite jokes of how I am not finding in-door lessons fascinating at all.

I hoped I would teach some kids of the Senators before tomorrow’s meeting, wishing they would say my name once or twice during supper. Meeting them in person was much better, at least in short-time period.

As last the headteacher came, mostly to ask me if I am willing to come one more time in the future.

- “I won’t mind, but I need to find something worthy wasting other people’s time. Repeating same things over and over again would make people bored with me and thus – with summoning.”

- “You are far too harsh for yourself, on the other hand I heard you are perfectionist, so this attitude is understandable.”

- “I thought I would have about thirty or so students, I was not prepared for such crowd.”

- “Ah, I am afraid it was my doing. Not many experts come to share their knowledge about this matter, so I allowed myself to make it a public lesson. Still, it ended with few teachers bringing their classes to you.”

- “Haha, I could predict that people prefer to work less than more and they would use such possibility to relax a little watching somebody performing their job.”

- “I would love to deny, but I am afraid you are at least partly right.” The older man sighed exhausted. “Still, if you would ever consider finding more stable life.”

Here it starts again. A job offer.

- “Sir, I am honored, but as I said few times already – I prefer practice over theory. Adventurers rarely live long enough to retire, and I am completely fine with this idea.”

- “It’s true that as adventurer you save life of hundreds, but as teacher you can affect lives of thousands, and change the lives of millions.”

- “Yet I am narcissistic egotist and I am not doing my job to help others but to merely enjoy myself.” I needed to cut this quickly. This sly fox is doing his job for much longer than I live.

I was afraid that if I would let him continue his polite monologue he would eventually made me promise a little thing. Which would lead to slightly bigger thing and in result I would waste my life behind a desk.

Mages. How can you not hate them?

One last time I left University and headed toward factory. Tomorrow is my great day the confrontation at the Senate. I couldn’t return to the Guild yet. In the Guild Gisele is waiting for me, and with her drama I will have to handle. That would exhaust me and I need to stay focused. Just one more day. Either we would become an open facility and gain access to the library and better tier equipment, or I would have to formally disband my group, stay low for couple of months and start same factory somewhere else.

Doesn’t sound bad, does it? In reality, this delay would be a tragedy. The Syndicate losing their financial backbone for those few months could collapse. Right now, Rogue was doing great job by keeping every possible ally in iron grip. Everyone though the Syndicate is back for good, this is why they weren’t restricting and helped us hoping for better treatment in the future, if we would slow down for those couple of months everyone would know how fragile the new Syndicate still is.

So, putting it bluntly: I am walking on a razor’s edge.
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It has been three nights since Zariel left the guild and didn’t come back. Most of the adventurers didn’t mind it, in the end he was a warrior from flesh and bones, baptized in the fire of the battle, he could survive without supplies of food and water in dungeons filled with hostile beasts. The town was actually rather peaceful place comparing to those.

Yet Gisele started worrying. At first night she was just sad, in the end they had argue, at the second she was almost mad again at Zariel for leaving her for so long, she learned her lesson, he could already stop playing jerk and come back! Then at the third night she started wondering, “what if”? He was working with Syndicate, so what if somebody decided to eliminate him? What if he was arrested by alchemist guild? What it…

Morgana entered the inn section with an annoyed expression joined dragoness at her table.

-          “I hate Zariel, but one thing I have to admit, he really can teach others.”

Gisele raised her gaze confused.

-          “Ah, he introduced me to Academy, so I am using my free time to study today's magic there. He had his own lecture today. Even if I disagree with what he said, the way he held his classes was quite good. Damn it, he knows how to make people listen to him. Rhetorical questions, asking people to form their own definition of certain terms. He would make a great scholar.”

-          “He left guild and became teacher?” Gisele gasped.

-          “What?!” It was half-demoness time to be confused.

-          “He started teaching in Academy because of me… what have I done?!”

-          “Wait! No! It’s not the case! It was just a one-time l… GOD DAMN IT, LISTEN TO ME!”

But she was no longer listening. She raised from her chair yelling in despair. She bolted from the guild yelling <Zari, come back!>. She was probably about to start looking for dark druid. Inn section of a guild once again was left completely quiet, as everyone inside was trying to comprehend what just happened.

Only Morgana was shaking in anger.

-          “These two morons are worth each other!” She hissed to herself.

 



Illegal Factory



I was walking across the room, as I would reach one end I would turn around and walk once again on exactly same path. My steps were slow, very slow. The girls standing facing me were getting nervous. Good, it was exactly my intention.

-          “Ladies, tomorrow is our great day. I want all of you, and each of you, to accompany me at Senate’s meeting. But, there is one thing I need you to do. Don’t talk. Even if they would ask you a question, if I wouldn’t give you a permission to talk your mouths are supposed to be shut! These bastards probably may try asking you questions, tricky questions,  in the end you would be forced to lie. I will prepare you some answers for basic questions. One thing can remain unchanged. You don’t like official mages. They casted you aside, refused to teach you only because you are not from noble houses or couldn’t pay the entry fee. Don’t try pretending or lying, otherwise it could be used against you. Also, I think that Alchemists Guild will try to a little trick. They may start questioning if there is a sense for two companies exist near each other. So they would offer you a job.”

Her eyes widened. Alchemist from the guild are like nobles among mages, right now they are officially the best paid group in the city. Here… they were paid good, but only good. If you would compare average wage salary and living at the top of the society for doing exactly same job, what would you pick?

-          “I know what you are thinking, and I don’t blame you. You were living in poverty and now you have a chance to live a life of your dreams. Can I ask you to follow me? No, I am aware that you have your own ambitions and now you are offered a leap to your goal instead of crawling to the top. I can only say one thing: picking this option will make nothing to change. I was also offered this job once yet I refused. If I didn’t, I would never meet you and thus never teach you. I offer you the possibility to make a difference, to throw those who once shamed you and turned away their head while you needed help. Whatever you would choose. I will accept your decisions. Just like that. For now… go back to your homes and rest well. I need you in best possible condition tomorrow.”

-          “Sir, what if they would find our action illegal and try arresting us?” One of girls asked.

-          “I will take all the blame. I am stronger, smarter and have connections with underground. You are just some homeless people with a small talent in magic I picked up and forced to working for me. Or that’s what I will tell them in such case. Now, anymore questions? Good. Dismiss.”

I was left alone in the laboratory room. Once again I faced my desk. Pots, vials, herbs… everything was there. I once again raised a single plant from the table, picked a knife and started separating the flower and leafs. I had trouble sleeping without someone to cuddle. I simply got used to other’s people body warmth. Alchemy helped me to calm down. Few quick potion-making sessions and I will sleep like baby.

-          “ZAAARIII!” Someone yelled from lower floor.

-          “Intruder! All to arm and…” I heard one of thugs yelling.

-          “Calm your tits! Let her in….” It was Jesse, the only guy with brain among thugs.

-          “But…”

-          “Which one of you will stop dragon with meteoric blade? Just let her to the boss, is something would turn nasty I will take a blame…”

See? This guy has a head on his neck for a reason. He already knew my relationship with Gisele and remember my lesson about her battle capabilities.

At first I heard Gis running through the production line, then through storage room as she leaped on the stairs. Them very fast <thud-thud-thud> someone as she was getting on the floor with speed that should be impossible for mere mortals.

And then the door was slammed open.

-          “ZariDon’tDoItPleaseDon’tLeaveTheGuildIt’sMistakeYouWIllRegretForever!”

-          “Say what!?”

-          “You heard me well!”

-          “No, I didn’t! Easy there! Follow me, inhale-exhale-inhale-exhale….In…hale…ex…hale… Calmed down a little? Yes? Then please, repeat yourself.”

-          “Please…don’t leave… the guild…” She said panting exhausted.

-          “… which one? What are you talking about? I am not leaving anything.”

-          “So in the end you decided to stay? Thanks the goddesses…”

Her expression was so relieved.

-          “And… why was I supposed to leave anything?”

-          “Morgana said you started teaching at Academy…”

-          “That’s what she said? Why would she…” Then I just remembered what kind of person Gisele is. “… please, tell me – did you perhaps let her say everything or did you leave the room as she was in the middle of sentence?”

-          “Heh? I think she could be still saying something…”

-          “Gisele.. I was never going to leave the guild. I had one time lecture so mages from Council would left me alone.”

-          “R…Really? Haha… I see… Um… eh… I mean…” She started awkwardly laughing.

-          “You learned nothing, did you?” I sighed exhausted. “You are still a blooded brute that would hear half of the sentence and make her own opinion without hearing out rest of it.”

She lowered her head down.

-          “Zari… I am sorry… but… could you please go back to guild with me?”

-          “No. No just yet. Tomorrow is my great day. I need to prepare myself.”

-          “What is tomorrow?” I just rolled my eyes. “Tell me!? How can I not be suspicious if you are not telling me anything?!”

 

-          “It’s nothing you want to hear.”

-          “Try me!?”

 

Oh, you silly girl, you asked for it.

-          “Very well. So, right now I am working on the edge of law, as I have permission of the king yet my enterprise is considered as magical labor, which means it needs to be restricted by Senate’s law. Now, I am about to…”

I described my current position using as many law-terms as possible, I told her what I want to achieve and what can possibly go wrong, also my anticipation of other’s Senate fractions moves.

Oh, brave girl, she tried her best to pay attention.

-          “This is why I am trying to change their opinion, and possibly a law regarding certain institution… “

-          “Yes…” she said mostly to convince me that she is listening to me.

-          “This way we will be able to start our candy manufacture, as we would open the market we could hire lamas to work in our factory, this way we will increases means of production making communism prevail.”

-          “I see…” She said with same dull expression

-          “That would be all, do you have any more questions?”

-          “Hm? Ah, no. See? Was it that difficult?! I am interested in everything regarding you!”

Was I supposed to be angry? It’s was bit sweet of her.

-          “But now as you know how important it is for me… I need you to leave me alone. For today.”

-          “But you will come back tomorrow, will you?!”

-          “In the end I live there!”

-          “…Good.”

She moved to the door with mixed feelings.

-          “Gisele, wait.” I yelled once again.

She turned around. I allowed myself to get closer and lightly kiss her on her lips.

-          “Don’t get it wrong. I am still mad at you.” I poked her forehead.

She smiled one last time and left the room. Don’t get wrong idea! I needed to cheer her up or she would be ready to get on tomorrow's meeting and try convincing every Senator that I am a peaceful person by force.

 

Yeah, it’s not like I did that for my own pleasure, it’s not like I missed her soft lips or anything. It’s not that I almost forget her smell which was driving me nuts. I definitely did not want to look her deep in the eyes again. Into those silly, beautiful eyes which were hypnotizing me each time I looked in them, eyes that weren’t looking at me, but within me, eyes that…

…

… Fuck.

Next day morning.

In the company of the girls I left the factory heading toward the Senate’s building. We got in there a half hour earlier, mostly so we could ensure having the right seats. Oh, the guards didn’t want to let us in, we were not members of Senate, but as meeting was supposed to clarify the legality of certain organization I invoked the law which stated that the accused have right to personally hear out accusation and defend his position.

Ah, it was problematic, we wouldn’t enter with the <Bang and boom>, as the guards were more than likely to inform everyone that I am the one responsible for this mess. Well, most of smarter magicians knew that already, or at least suspected it. In the end when did organization first time appeared? More or less year ago, when did certain alchemist(me) came to this city – about a year ago? Still, without evidences they could suck my…

The chairman raised from his seat announcing beginning of the session.

-          “Before we start, everyone, please raise - His Majesty, King Arthur the Gray called Wise.”

He proclaimed as side door was opened by guards letting in King and four of his personal guards. We all raised, courtesy required it, with grace king moved to the seat next to chairman’s, yet put in even more “honorable” spot, exactly in the middle of the audience.

-          “Senator Mirana, you can start.”

The leader of the Alchemist Guild moved to the center of the room, facing everyone who gathered.

-          “Your Majesty, Chairman, Senate’s member. You must have heard about my actions in Slums recently.” Of course they did. You were put in prison for three days. Idiot! “You must be wondering why I decided to breaks law of neutrality.” Because you wanted to get rid of people stealing your customers. But let’s hear about philosophy a little. “It is because I wanted to respect other law – the law which states reason of our existence. That as mages we have moral duty to help those who can’t help themselves.” So this is why you charge ten times as much as you could for potions? “Recently a new organization emerged – illegal potion factory. Their so called <potion> are nothing more than herbal infusions barely working, they have no certificates, which means to no one can verify if they aren’t selling poisons instead of medicines. Not to even mention, that alchemy is treated as a magical job, which means that it needed to be registered in council. They are violating our laws, poisoning our people. We know their exact location so we can, and have moral responsibility to take actions against them immediately. Do I have to state what am I asking for?”

-          “Very well. Does anyone have any questions? In that case we can start a v…”

-          “Chairman…” I got up “According to the law an accused can defend themselves.” I looked at him.

-          “Indeed. The accused can state their point of view. If they would stand in front of Senate that is.”

The rest of my girls got up and we moved to the middle. On the stairs me and the Head of the Alchemist Guild met.

-          “What a surprise…” She said without having a hint of being surprised. “A few months ago you told me you have nothing in common with this company.”

-          “I lied, of course.”

-          “I wonder in what other cases you would lie…” Our conversation was loud, she wanted to reduce my trust of other Senators. If I lied then, why won’t I lie now.

-          “I hope to actually helped as many people as I could before your greed would kill even more civilians, but that it’s something I will tell the Senate.”

I moved past her and stood in place occupied by Senator Mirana just a moment ago.The Girls formed a line behind me.

-          “I was told that I run an illegal organization. It’s true. I was told that my potions are lower quality than those made by the guild. It is also the truth. But, I was told that my potions are poisons and no one can check their quality. This is a lie. But, first things first: Senator, You said that mage’s duty is to help other people. Those who can’t help themselves. Tell me, what’s the average price of your health regeneration potion?”

-          “I see no connection between.” She started.

-          “No? Then I will show it right away. How many people can afford your potions? Nobles? Yes. Rich merchants? Yes. Now, lower merchants? Those who sell fish outside of the inns? No. Adventurers that are risking their lives in dungeons? The one that right now can possibly bleed to death as we are speaking? The farmer whose daughter got sick? The poor girl is probably dying, but he can’t afford it, for one potion costs about half a year of his salary? The homeless people in the slums? The one that are eating trashes? Senator, how many people you actually helped? None. You helped no one – you are talking money for you services, a ridiculously huge amounts of money! You are not helping, you are merely running a business. You said that no one checks our potions. Clarice, mind telling me what we are doing with every potion we make.”

-          “As an alchemist we can’t risk the lives of other people. We don’t sell or give other people potions that you would hesitate to drink. Alchemists are bounded to try each of his creations from the pot before putting it into vials and selling or giving away.”

-          “That’s a law we made and law we respect. If there would be some side effect of the potion, because of its poor quality, we would flush it down. Now, how much our potion costs? Around five silver for those of higher quality. For a medium quality a silver coin. Low quality? Low quality potions recently started being given for away. On the back of our factory we built a hospital opened for all. We are healing people that can’t afford being healed. We are taking care of people our beloved Senator wouldn’t even look at. Even more, part of our funds are being kept to build an orphanage. A place where orphans could rise, grown up and get at least basic education. But that’s also for later...

Senators. You forced me to come to you a year ago. In that year quite few of you tried using me, but there were also those who helped me. Who showed me kindness - and I will return that kindness. So I decided to sell goods for a tenth of the Guild’s prices..

Those girls behind me had magical talent. Did you offer them education? Why not? In a year I raised them into splendid alchemists ready to serve other people. Ready to serve those who can’t help themselves. I raised them into mages respecting YOUR laws more than you!

I fed people, I cured people, I am working to make Neira a better place. Yet some of you dare to call me villain? Someone who is charging half a gold coin for a life-saving drug, as I proved that you can run a company successfully for a tenth of their income? Someone who is refusing to share their knowledge, shutting books about alchemy in a special section?

Senator. Look at your doing and mine, look what you achieved and what I achieved… and tell me in the eyes – that my actions are unnecessary. Take a stroll through the slums, take a look at hungry and dying people. Tell them, that they are about to die because number of gold in your treasury must increase. Take a look at a gifted individuals living in there and tell them they can’t learn same art because they were born in wrong place. This is a injustice I cannot forgive!

You started excusing yourself for your actions – you said that in time of need one have a moral obligation to break a law for greater good of other people. That’s exactly what I did.

Senators. I stand in front of you today. I dare you, I dare all of you and each of you. Tell me that whatever I did was immoral. Show me ONE person that suffered because of mine potions. Then tell me lives of poor people don’t matter. Then, I will gladly embrace punishment, if you would see one to be necessary.”

-          “Very well, Mister Zariel…” Chairman said. “… yet the problem with your organization have two faces. It is magical case, indeed, but you were working on territory of Neira so.”

Ah, he hoped that king would say that he know nothing about it. This way the Senators would be forced to vote against me.

-          “I am not going to punish someone who all alone did more for my people in a year than whole Senate in a decade.” He said with serious expression. “Indeed, until a few days ago I didn’t know about this factory. This is why I decided to start an investigation. Yet my people told me that what they say couldn’t be described with just a word, so I put on rags and in disguise I moved into slums. I saw a building giving food to the people for free. Giving potions for free. There was one certain man – homeless, I talked with. He was dying. And even after taking Zariel’s potion he still died. But, you know what I witnessed?  The man was in pain. He was groaning all the time. In his final moments he was laughing! He said that for the first time ever nothing hurt him, that for the first time in weeks he was given a warm meal As a king I felt that I failed. I failed my people. There are hundreds of people living in misery I cannot help, for I am lacking tools and measures. How can I punish someone who did for other something that I was supposed to? I know what you mean, chairman, that he wasn’t paying taxes from his income. I simply will consider that his taxes are being paid in alternative form – in the form of his free services. This is why no, chairman, his situation doesn’t have two faces. For from my perspective it is more than legal and just. In my eyes, he would be better king than myself.”

Oh, thee gazes of everyone! I was officially exempt from paying taxes.

-          “V..very well… in that case… Anyone has a question?”

Oh, they did. Just as I predicted, these questions were mostly asked my students. All the questions I already prepared them for.

And then, one last question asked by Senator Mirana

-          “The existences of two same companies next to each other would harm development of both. We could withdraw the accusation if you would consider joining the Guild.”

That’s what I was waiting for.

-          “Withdraw the accusation? Senator, are you implying that no law was broken as long as crime was committed by member of the Alchemist Guild? Because this is what you are offering us! So called forgiveness for joining you! You asked me once already, and I refused. However, my students aren’t my slaves.” What the fuck am I saying? “If they would join you, I wouldn’t oppose. Girls?”

Now, girls, make daddy proud!

-          “We decided to refuse. Teacher Zariel casted aside this opportunity to teach us. If he wouldn’t, we would still be nothing but beggars, thieves and whores.” The last word shouldn’t be spoken in this form. Not in this hall. But, maybe it’s a good thing? A shock-effect? “There are more girls and boys like us on the streets. We will continue our work on his side to make our home place shine. We won’t abandon people in need, we will leave shattering other people's dreams and ambitions to Senate. You are good in sentencing others people fate, ain’t you?”

Now, that’s what I call an end.

Mirana bite on her lip. She was mad. Everything was going badly for her. The chairman decided to make a break for a consultation. Only Senate members and the king could remain inside. Which means we were asked out. Oh, it was nothing more than courtesy of the Chairman to the Alchemist Guild. He needed to take all the actions needed to support the Guild, in the end Guild was financing part of the Council expenses. This time Mirana was supposed to tell how prices of her goods would increase because of it OR that she would need to relocated factory – scare people with withdrawing her services. It was supposed to scare the King – they were in state of war, so her potions were more than just valuable.

The problem was that she didn’t know king already sits in my pocket thanks to connection with dwarfs. As the time passed I was asked inside.

-          “The Senate reached an agreement… Zariel, actions of your organization were found illegal.” A few of the girls gasped. I calmed them with gesture of hands. It was far from over. “Yet because of its effects and greater good it caused, The Senate will restrict itself from punishing you. But, as you are offering magical services you will have to be supervised by the council, one of members of the Alchemist Guild would come to you once per month for visitation to see if you aren’t abusing your position.”

I needed to protest.

-          “These actions will allow Guild to learn all our receipts and production methods.”

-          “That means that they prices would possibly go low, whole society would be benefit with it, and benefits of our society is what you treasure the most, isn’t it?”

Two can play this game

-          “Very well, using exactly same logic and reasons we wish to ask for Guild to share their knowledge with us. Receipts, books, list of merchants from which they buy supplies, materials and accessory, list of…”

I started to count of my fingers.

-          “This would allow us to expand our services… don’t you think?”

-          “This matter will have to be discussed later on.”

-          “Very well. Then we will discuss it together with matter of our supervision. In the end those matter are bound together.”

At least I bought myself a few more weeks or months.

Eventually the meeting ended, from now on we were supposed to simply write reports from our actions at the end of each months. There was also case of taxation for the council. As it appeared when work is considered as magical Council also taxes the organization. Slowly I started seeing why prices of Guild potions could be bit higher.

What can I say? Sucks to be them!

We left the building.

-          “What now, teacher?” Clarice asked.

-          “Now, we run.”

-          “What?”

-          “We have just become official player on the market. Senators, nobles and organization will come to us with offers and small requests. We will need to hire someone to talk with them. They will also need to start building relations with other materials providers. We gotta buy better pots and vials. Fuck so many things to do. Clarice, I wish you luck dealing will all those matters.”

-          “W..What?! Me!?”

-          “Of course, it is because you are the most reliable person here! I trust you! Don’t disappoint me!”

Now, I need to go to some inn, eat something nice. Maybe some pork? Yeah, pork sounds good.

 

 Oh, and cheesecake for dessert! I deserve a treat! Well, even if I wouldn’t I would get one anyway.

-          “Zaaa-ri!” A sweet-toned voice could be heard from back alley. “Missed me?

A girl showing a bit too much of her body came from the shadows.

-          “Ay, why are you here?

-          “Aw! You have horrible way of talking with the ladies! Soooo mean! I was just passing by and thought that…”

-          “Ay?”

-          “Tsk. Rogue wants to see you.”
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Daralon entered the guild’s door with a kick as he quickly went inside.

-          “Zaaari! You son of a dog, I knew it would end this way!” He yelled.

Few adventurers looked at him confused. He paid them no attention and continued his march inside.

-          “Umm, pardon me?” A little blond girl came out from inn section. “Do you have some business with Mister Zariel?” She asked.

-          “Ah! Little El-y! How have you been? Not that I care or I am trying to be nice, I am just trying to get you leading me to Zari!”

-          “Y…You know me?!” Ellana raised her brows.

-          “Ah, yes, you were unconscious all that time, I helped Zari removing this ugly shit from you, feeling grateful? You should. You would never pay off this debt to me, but you can start doing so with telling me WHERE. ZARI. IS?!”

-          “Ah! T…Thank you sir! You are mister ange. Zari friend then! It means you are a good person!” She cheered.

Daralon zoomed out for a moment.

-          “Whaaaat?”

-          “Mister Zariel is a great person! It means that you are too! It’s as simple as that!”

-          “Oook, listen to me, ya little ungrateful bastard, you are going to take back your words, and you are going to do it now! I wasn’t working my ass for some brat to call me a <good person>, ya hear?!”

-          “The-he-he! You are so humble! This is so sweet of you!”

The dark mage put his hand on his chest, as if his heart was hurting.

-          “…I’M HAVING A STROKE WOMAN! I AM DARALON! THAT DARALON! The Devil’s Jester! The crazy mage! A Curse Speaker! How can you call someone like me a g…”

-          “Ah! I know how much you did for me! Let me start repaying you with this!” She yelled and hugged mage. “The world would be a nicer place if everyone would show a bit of kindness to each another from time to time, don’t you think?!” She said lifting her head and looking him in the eyes.

With those pure, blue eyes.

The dark mage hissed, freed himself from embrace and jumped on the table.

-          “KEEP HER AWAY FROM ME! How can you be SOOO pure?! It’s even more corrupted and twisted that I am!”

-          “…I… I did something wrong? I am sorry if I offended you!”

-          “BEGONE, YOU DEVIL!” The dark mage yelled from the table.

-          “A…about Mister Zariel…” The blonde girl continued with a sad expression. “He didn’t yet come here. He had an argue with Miss Gisele few days ago and since then he did not return.”

Eventually, Daralon got off the table, so right now the furniture was separating him and blonde beast.

Weird. Zari didn’t return mostly because he still had a few things to do. Now, as these things are over he should get back to share news with rest of adventurers, in the end, he wanted to supply the guild with cheaper potions. Whatever, he would just wait for him in inn sipping beer or.

-          “El, what was all this commotion about?” A man came after Elana from deeper parts of an inn.

His gaze fell upon Daralon and Daralon gazed upon him. And they both froze in place. It was like a meeting of a cat and a dog. Jason sensed the dark aura of Darlon, in same time dark mage sensed the holy aura of a photomancer.

They stood there gazing upon each other, their very presence offended each other. For a few moments, they were standing like that without any actions, until Daralon said.

-          “I think there is only one thing we can do right now…” He said squinting his eyes.

-          “I am afraid you are right…”

-          “Ha, shivering on the mere thought of defeat, ain’t ya?” The dark mage teased.

-          “No, I am shivering on the mere thought of gazing upon your defeated carcass.”

Shit was about to get real.



In same time – path to slums

-          “Ay, what is going on?”

-          “Du-nno!” She sang.

-          “You do, you are far too cheerful for simple message delivering.”

-          “He? Maybe I am just that happy because I could see you again, ya didn’t think about it this way, did ya?!”

-          “No. I thought you were a better liar.”

-          “Awww, you can see through me so easily! We know each other sooo good already, ain’t we? I think that...”

-          “Aiele. What. Is going. On.”

-          “Don’t look at me like that! You are oppressing me! This is making me hot! Ha-ha-ha!”

-          “Aiele!”

-          “I can’t tell! It’s a surprise party and… Dang it. I told already!”

-          “What kind of…” But, she made a gesture of shutting her mouth with key and then throwing it away.

-          “So? How are we going to talk through the rest of the way now, as your mouth are sealed?” I asked mostly to tease her.

-          “Mhmhp? Yh Myghy! Mhhmpym, mhymmmgh! Umg, ymhm-my-my, umy…”

She started talking with her mouth closed, making her mumble some impossible to understand gibberish. She never stopped. For next thirty minutes, I heard word “Mhmph” in all possible form and dialects. Actually, few times she required me to answer, as she finished her “Mhmph-ing” with a question mark.

In the end we moved into city under city, headquarters of Syndicate. Everything was looking weird. It was much calmer. The lower rank thugs vanished, for a moment I even suspected an ambush, but I quickly get rid of that idea. It was pointless, not now, not after such a great success.

As I was moving closer to Rogue’s room I noticed people in dark cloaks covering their whole body standing under walls. They looked like creepy version of royal knights guarding the throne room. After one moved past them they would hit the ground beneath them with their swords.

Five steps, and the figures on my sides gave their honors, another five steps another two thugs followed. Another one and another one.

-          “Savor it, Zari.” Ay walking few steps behind me finally said. “Not many Syndicate members can attend this event. Even less are main guests.”

The last two thugs grabbed door and opened them before me, letting me in.

Rogue was there. Madam Godamn was there together with few others figures in the middle. The same hooded individuals where standing under walls of this room, like lifeless statues.

Finally, Rogue looked at me.

-          “Zariel. Up until now you were merely working with us. You were helping us out, and we tried to help you. But, the time came, when the Syndicate can no longer exist without you, you became one of its foundation, a pillar that holds it in place, preventing it from collapsing. Then you moved even further than this. By your actions. You made your organization a legal one. The possibility it gives are limitless. Your achievements are worthy something more than praise. Syndicate, is a group of organization that works in shadow for common benefits, he help each other, we care for each other. We pay debts of each other. All this time, you were helping us like one of us. You proved to not be our friend. But, also a brother. It is time to repay you for your deeds. Brothers and sister, do you view this man, Zariel Whiteraven, as one of us?”

-          “His actions benefited our society, lifted us from misery and pushed us into direction of regaining our former glory. Because of him, the name of the Syndicate is whispered again. I, Madamn Godamn, owner of the Pink Ether, see this man as my brother.”

-          “He proved his cunningness multiple time, he himself move like a shade between his enemies, my daughter here – Aiele, can prove it, he is a man that pays his debts – for blood with blood, for fire with fire. I, Avikus from Assassin’s Guild, see this man as my brother.”

-          “The coin needs to pass, from hands to hands, from merchant to merchant, from city to city. His action reopened long forgotten trade routes, once again there are people that wish to pay for goods that should never belong to them. The coin flows, and soon we will have yet another stable source of income. I, Maffia from the Thieves Guild, see this man as my brother.”

-          “Information is POWER. Knowing yourself and the enemy can let you win every battle before it would even start. Where to strike? What to steal? When to hide? This information saved the lives of many of our children. Of my children. Because of him, once again we could spare a coin to make people talk, for nothing makes people more eager to talk than a handful of coins. I, Igor from the Spy Guild, see this man as my brother.”

-          “Those who managed to arrive spoke their minds, and the rest of our brothers and sisters that couldn’t make it due to their obligations, assured me, via letters and communication crystals, that they share your opinion about this individual.” Rogue said once again.

-          “All of us shared same opinion, Zariel, you are no longer just a friend. From now on, you are member of our family. Our brother. You are free to order every member of our organization, you will be taught to recognize them in the crowd, you will learn about location of our hideouts. You will be given free access to our wealth, which recently, because of you, increased nicely. From now on you are not just a helper ruling a company that was made together with us. You are Zariel, Master of the Apothecary Guild. Brother of the Syndicate. Be proud, my brother, and never lower your head to anyone. You are on pair with kings. With so called royal blood. But, what they got via succession, you earned with your own hands, sweat and blood. You came into darkness as a friend, you left as it child. Fret the night no longer, for you are its son. You are a shadow now.”

Hooded people once again raised their swords, before pointing them to the ground and kneeling.

-          “We wear no crown, no rich robes and hold no scepter. We are clothed in respect of our people. Now, as tradition dictates, you will be gifted by your siblings.”

Godamn and Spymaster stepped out

-          “The two of us frequently work together, when you would finally learn how to recognize our people, you will gain free access to every information we stored. From riches of nobles to steal to locations of people that either want you dead, or you may want dead. It’s humble gift, still, we know you would use it well.”

They took their turn hugging me in formal way and kissing my both cheeks.

Leader of thief stepped out

-          “I heard you are looking for some ingredients and equipment for your factory. Look for marks – if you would ever noticed a symbol of night written into protection runes of the house, it means that the merchant in working with us. Show them this.” Maffia put a single coin into my hand.

A copper coin, but carved strangely, instead of usual gentle plant ornament it had a thorny rose on it.

-          “… With this you may get access to goods that. They should not possess in eyes of law, as you would be also allowed to gain discounts. The merchant may ask you where did you found this coin, you are ought to answer that it was in your family for generations. This way he would know that you didn’t merely found it somewhere or stole it.”

This was one hell of a gift. Sometimes merchant guilds signed a contract that would force them into selling certain goods to only one buyer – this is what the Alchemists did – they were paying more to make sure that no one could get access to higher tier equipment. But, with this. Not only I will get what I want, but fairly cheaper! Ah, I almost feel worry for Miss Senator.

Avikus stepped out.

-          “There isn’t anything I could give you, no object you wouldn’t already have or could use. No dagger will reward your efforts, nor poison – for those you can make by yourself. The only thing I can offer you, is one of my daughter. You already saw Aiele with action, she is one of best I have.” Wait! I don’t like where this is going! “… use her as yours. She will be your private blade. Your possession. Use her however you want…”

-          “I am more than honored with this offer, but won’t she be needed more on services of the Syndicate?” I DON’T WANT HER! I DON’T WANT HER! I DON’T WAN…

-          “Oh, but she will be. You are now a Syndicate. Keeping you safe is right now task far more important than anything else.”

Ay jumped on me from back giving me a hug, pushing her chest on my backs and rubbing her cheek on mine.

-          “Oh come on! It will be such a fuuuun! I will behave! Promise! I can promise you a lot, for I am not going to keep my word anyway! Mmmm, being your possession, you getting naughty thoughts, are ya?! I will tell you a secret.” She got even closer and whispered right in my ear. “I don’t mind it!”

She giggled. With few quick movements, I escaped her grasp.

-          “You have to forgive her and me. I didn’t train her in those aspects of loyalty, as it would harm her ingenuity”

-          “I am ok. Ay, I am wondering how should I tell you something without offending you. So I will simply cut straight to the point...”

-          “Fear not, Daddy, I know, you got a woman. Teasing you near her will be a bliss!”

… I think she was the one asking to be handed over as a gift… just so she could make scenes.

-          “One, try something weird, and you will end dead in some back alley…”

-          “And who would ya hire to kill me?” she teased. She was good at her job, and she knew it

-          “Noone. I would do it myself.”

-          “Aww! You are willing to show me that much attention!? Daddy, you are making me blush!”

-          “Two, don’t you dare calling me daddy again.”

-          “Why not? That’s how we are addressing our bosses! You heard papa Av... I mean uncle Avikus. He addressed me as a daughter a moment ago too! Now, come on, call me your daughter, I know you want it!”

A small bolt of fire appeared in my hand. I fired thrice, each of them was skillfully avoided by the nimble assassin. The last one - barely. Her hire caught some fire. She put it down with few quick pats.

-          “Hey! Hair is a woman's treasure. Still, I can already see you will love working with me! Well, at least I love idea of working with you! I will be always somewhere nearby! Remember about it when you would be having your time with that fat dragon! On the other hand, maybe the idea of being watched will get you even more excited?! Daddy! You perv!”

-          “AIELE! SHUT, THE FUCK, UP!” I lost my composure.

-          “Ah, make daddy angry… very well, I deserve spanki… Hey! Where are you going!? HEY!?”

I headed toward exit. The ceremony was over. Normally I would be overjoyed. The possibilities that I just got where more than simply wonderful. After I calmed down a little I got irritated at myself. A mere crazy girl was enough to push me off balance. Will have to learn to ignore her presence. For now, I headed toward Guild. In the and I had some great news to share.

 

I got there in less than hour, I kicked the door open, said my greetings to Mike and moved into inn section. In the middle I saw a small crowd.

-          “DRINK, DRINK, DRINK, DRINK…!” They were chanting like mad.

I got bit closer. Sitting at the table, facing each another Daralon and Jason were gulping glass after glass.

-          “You done yet, Priest?” Daralon asked having troubles keeping his head in vertical level.

-          “Not even <hic> close!” Jason yelled. He wasn’t in any better condition.

-          “Drinking without me? How could you?” I asked both of them. “Still, I think the two of you have enough.”

-          “Inoff?! What da ya min by inoff?!” Jason had troubles talking. “Can't you zee ajm finizhing him. <Hic>!?”

-          “ZAAAARI!” Daralon yelled. He wanted to get up from the table, and in drunk affection hug me, yet his plan failed at its 1st step – he didn’t manage to get up. He fell under the table.

-          “MUAHAHA <hic>!!!” Jason burst cheerfully. “Ju zar done for! Ju can’t iven get u…” he raised from the chair...

... and he shared Daralon’s fate.

-          “Ok! The show is over! This little struggle is finished with a draw!” I yelled forcing two men back into chairs. “But don’t leave, I have some important news to share!”

As soon as I finished my tasks with two mages, I climbed on the table and yelled.

-          “Adventurers! Mighty mages, sneaky rogues, powerful warriors… and you, Loki! Hear me out! Recently, you could obtain potions as part of your reward after finishing certain quests. Will pleasure I can finally admit, that those were my creation. I just returned from Senate meeting! They allowed me to legally create and sell potion, so soon I intend of making a small store here, inside guild, that would sell you potion for more than decent price!”

They indeed were enthusiastic

-          “You sure? I mean, you have guild’s allowance to set in-door store? Or those are just your speculation?” One of the adventurers raised his hand.

-          “It’s more than sure.” One, Jericho already was partaking in potion distribution, two, even if he wouldn’t, because I bought off his debts he pretty much belongs to me!

I wanted to say something more about his little store I am about to set, but as my voice was hearable, from higher floor the twins came out and rushed my direction.

-          “BIG BROTHER!” They yelled as they kept running.

But after them, from same stairs, Gisele bolted. She was bigger and faster than twins, she easily moved past them continuing her charge.

-          “ZAAARIIII!” She yelled almost with tears in eyes.

But it was not over. One more person came running from a higher floor.

-          “BOOOSSSS! PYROX MISSSSEEEED YAAA!”

The Crazy Pyromancer using his fire magic to speed himself moved left twins behind, the last part he was running my direction head-to-head with Gisele, they were gazing upon each other angrily.

Yet in the end, Pyrox cast explosive spell which pushed him even more onward.

-          “BOOOOOSSSS!” He yelled as he trashes on me, pushing me off the table. I landed on my backs. It hurt like bitch.

-          “BOOOSS! IT WAS SO UN-HOT HERE WITHOUT YOU! DON’T LEAVE PYRO BEHI…”

And then Gisele landed on us.

I was pushed even deeper in the ground. A mighty hand grabbed fire mage by his collar and throw him across the room

-          “HE IS MINE! OFF YOU GO, LEECH”

His weight was lift off me. I was grateful. For a moment. Before Gisele once again slammed herself into me.

I take back my words! I prefer Pyrox at this point!

But Pyrox did not give up, he raised once again and pounced at us. In same time Twins managed to get closer and joined us on the floor.

-          “What is it?” Elana asked as she walked inside the inn. “Ah, Mister Zari is back! Oooh! A group hug! I wanna join!” She cheered as she got closer to our tangled group.

-          “EL! NO!” I wanted to protest. The pressure on my body was already critical.

Yet to no avail. She took few steps to accelerate and jump into us. Her body pushed on body of twins, which pushed body of Pyrox, which pushed body of Gisele which pushed me.

I heard wooden floor snap under us.

…

No wait. It wasn’t floor. It was one of my rib bones!

-          “BLONDE DEVIL! BLONDE DEVIL IS HERE!” I heard Daralon yell frightened. It was first time I heard him being afraid of anything.

-          “WHAT IS GOING ON?!” Mrogul who entered the guild yelled from the doorstep.

-          “A BRAWL!? WITHOUT ME!? I FEEL BETRAYED! NO TAVERN BRAWL CAN HAVE A PLACE WITHOUT IRON TUSK CLAN! FOR THE HOOORDE!”

I heard table being snapped, bottles being crushed, moans of people that were thrown across the room, as madness took over guild. Again.

Ah, guild was being as guild. It’s good to get back home.
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How did the brawl end? The same as usual. After a few minutes, Alesia came down from the higher floor and yelled. It was a bit too late thought, the whole inn section was already in a mess. Not a single chair was left unbroken, almost every bottle was crashed (usually on someone’s head), and almost no face was left without a bruise.

-          “THE FUCK IS GOING ON IN HERE?!” She roared, and that sound was more frightening than the scream of an Elder Black Dragon “AGAIN!? AGAIN!?!? Very well. Apparently we have to shut the inn for a few days… maybe weeks… Or months? We will have to hire workers, buy furniture… Ah, of course you won’t be able to buy drinks or food ‘till then…”

This worked on the adventurers better than any kind of motivation, every single one of them rushed in some direction. One of them started collecting coins from havoc-makers, a small group formed that started cleaning up the broken pieces from around the room.

-          “Come on, Zari, drop a coin…” the coin-gatherer shoved a hat in which he was collecting money under my nose.

-          “I didn’t break anything! I am a victim here!”

-          “Come on! Don’t be such a miser! You are the richest one here! Come on, come on…” he poked me with the hat.

-          “Why am I supposed to pay for your debts!? Next thing I know is you sending me a bill for your hookers!”

-          “The-he! Good one. But now… <poke> <poke>”

I groaned and dropped a few silver coins.

I was amazed by the tempo of the adventurers. In less than an hour, they managed to replace every broken chair and table.

-          “How did they do that?” I asked Alesia.

-          “In every bigger city, a carpenter had set up his business somewhere near the guild. About thrice a month, they can expect getting a bigger order. A few dozen simple chairs, tables… they can make it pretty quickly for a reasonable price…. Oh, I almost forgot! MARIKA! MROGUL! To the corner! And put on your get-along shirt!”

-          “But we weren’t even fighting each other!” The fairy groaned.

-          “Then you won’t mind wearing one!” the elder woman didn’t want to discuss it.

Eventually, I sat near a brand-new table, on a brand-new chair and ordered something to eat. A few of my friends quickly joined and started discussing different matters loudly. I saw Gisele pushing her chair to me. Very closely to me.

-          “I think that’s enough.” I said with a neutral tone, stopping her. Oh, she was so very confused.

-          “I… I thought that we are ok…”

-          “Oh. We are. I told you, I love you. But in the same time I am very, VERY angry at you.”

-          “Actually…” Marika asked. “… Why did you left a guild, Zari? You didn’t even say <hello> to us! It wasn’t nice!”

-          “Oh, I had… a HANDFUL of problems.” I said looking at the dragoness. She lowered her head a little.

-          “Is that so?”

-          “Ay. Needed someone to give me a… HELPING HAND, so I met with Daralon, then things rolled by their own and needed my attention. I didn’t want to rush things, in the end you know this saying: <The devil takes a HAND in what is done in haste>”

-          “I see…” Marika finally noticed that I am putting too much accent on hand-related aspects and how Gisele reacted to those. “… but everything is fine now, right?”

-          “I think so… By the way, El, I see you no longer have troubles with moving?”

I raised my gaze at the blonde girl located few seats away from me.

-          “It’s n-not l-like that! I am still having troubles and I am g-getting exhausted q-quickly…”

-          “She did great progress!” Rus yelled from the chair next to Elana’s. “… we can walk from dawn till dusk and El needs only a few breaks during that! She even started stretching again! Such a hard-worker she is!”

-          “T-that’s only because e-everyone is helping me!” she blushed slightly.

Aww, come on! How can you not love this little adorable pup?

-          “It’s good to hear that, but don’t force yourself. Take your time. In a year or two, you will be able to join regular adventurers…”

-          “A-a-a-a-a-actually…” she got suddenly nervous.

-          “We want to take some easy quests next month.” Rus finished what El didn’t want to.

-          “Isn’t that bit too soon? Being physically able to attend it is one thing, you may still be attacked by bandits or some weaker monster and… Let’s say it. El, you would hesitate to kill a mosquito.”

-          “I…I would be prepared…”

-          “Or I will do to her what you did to me…” Rus said, looking me in the eyes.

She meant when I forced her to finish off a stray wolf.

-          “W-w-w-w-what did mister Zari do to you?” Elana got really concerned about it.

Still… can we tease El about it a little?

-          “You sure?” I asked Rus ignoring the blonde. “… the first time in such a young age… It can be a bit challenging.”

-          “W-w-w-w-WHAT!?”

The eyes of Rus sparkled. She decided to play along.

-          “Yes, at first I was very tensed… and then I had mixed feeling about it, but now I can say it clearly, it all went so smoothly only because you were the one guiding me!”

-          “I-I-I-I-I-I I don’t understand what is g-g-g-going on!”

-          “Oh, I picked you only because I saw that… sparkle deep in your eyes. I knew that you were ready. You just needed someone to deliver one… final… push.”

-          “And I am happy it was you. To be honest, I don’t imagine anyone other in this role… Can we… Would you mind if we would repeat it? Not now, I know you are busy, but maybe one day?”

-          “Of course, but you need to gain some more experience. Try it with different people till the day you would be on my level.”

El started getting redder and redder, her lower lip was already trembling and she tightened her hands into fists.

One final strike? Hell, why not!?

 

-          “Still, it was quite bloody after that.” I sighed. “… Well, I think that every first-time looks like that.”

Rus, probably because she felt sorry about El, decided to destroy my fun.

-          “But I won’t use a wolf on El! Maybe a rabbit? Less dangerous, less bloody. Yeah, no point in starting with predators right away. I couldn’t stand the thought of putting my El in danger!” She hugged her friend.

-          “W-w-w-what? What wolf? What rabbit? What are you talking about?”

-          “About the first kill, of course! Big bro Zari crippled a wolf and asked me to finishing him… Hey, I did tell you about it already! A few weeks ago! Don’t you remember… wait, what did you think that we were talking about?”

-          “N-n-n-n-nothing!”

Rus continued mocking El for some more time, Marika was making fun of Mrogul, Mrogul was making fun of Loki, Loki was telling unfunny jokes, Gustav was boasting what a great progress did twins have under his guidance, the twins were making fun of Gustav. Pyrox was playing with fire and Daralon and Jason were still sleeping on the floor.

… Peaceful. It was so, so peaceful. The fireplace was crackling, our bowls were full, music was being played somewhere around. I allowed myself to relax.

My family. My silly, goofy family. My eyes started growing heavy. After a few more moments, I excused myself, went on the higher floor, entered my room and lied on my bed. After some time Gisele came in too, and lied next to me.

We didn’t say a word to each other. We just put our backs into each other, to feel our warmness and fell asleep. I embraced the warm, cozy darkness.

…

I woke up in the middle of the night with this awkward sensation. This weird, crawl-like feeling on your back, as when you know that someone is watching you. I opened my eyes and gazed across the room.

There was no one here, no one but Gisele. She must have twisted her body as she was sleeping and right now she was hugging my chest from behind.

It was nothing. Must have been the wind. Just my imagina…

Wait.

I gazed again. On one of the very few furniture in the room, a single, huge, black raven was sitting and looking at me.

Sebastian?

He flew through the room and left it through the window. I don’t remember opening it… Still, the message was clear. I freed myself from dragoness embrace, got myself dressed and left the guild. Sebastian was waiting there, circling in the air. As soon as he noticed me following him, he started flying away once again. The bastard was leading me out of the city.

We were slowly getting to the town gates. The raven flew over the guard’s head. In the next moment, they fell on the ground.

Holy sh… He didn’t kill them, did he? No, after quickly appraising them, I saw that their status showed the “asleep” effect on them… I didn’t know you have such an ability, you sly bastard!

We moved from the main route and stepped into the plains, then into a small forest growing nearby.

I left in the middle of the night, when we stopped, the sun was slowly raising on the horizon.

He started turning into his guard form… or so I thought.

-          “Sebastian, I don’t want to sound like a jerk, but… you had some reason to wake me up in the middle of the night and leading h…”

But he didn’t stopped changing after he reached the form of a humanoid bird. His feathers started melding together, turning into leather clothing, his talons, beak and wings retrieved into his body.

Soon, it was not my bird-familiar standing in front of me, but some man, unknown to me, around his 30’s. With hair darker than darkness itself, red eyes with vertical pupils and pale-sick looking skin. His body was thin, yet he stood tall, easily over 1.9 meters. His expression seemed to be tired, exhausted even, yet his eyes were focused. Like a predator that hunted every possible pray in his life and had no more challenge awaiting for him.

-          “Sebastian?” he asked. “You are mistaken. Sebastian is the name of your familiar. My name, is Bahoru.”

I shivered. Not because I was afraid, but simply because his presence was overwhelming. I had troubles with breathing.

-          “S..Stop it!” I hissed.

-          “Oh, pardon me.” he smiled. Like a wolf playing with crippled rabbit.

Yet in the very next moment, that sinister aura disappeared.

-          “What do you want?” I asked, mostly to get rid of the awkward silence.

-          “To save you. Again. And I need to quickly figure out how to warn you without being punished. You see, we can’t get involved into lives of mortals… too much. Aira prohibited us. I am walking on thin ice by talking to you. This world is going crazy. Things that never were supposed to happen ARE happening. I watched this world, this universe die and reborn over and over again… yet I never saw angels being BORN into this world. I have never seen  god-level rituals being used without their blessings… yet it is happening. Zariel, you have pissed off someone. And someone is coming for you… The measures has been taken. You can’t afford inactivity!.. I trusted that you can change the world, but world is changing to remove you. Don’t know who, don’t know why and how. But you promised me something. This is the last time I am putting myself in danger because of you. Either you do what you promised… Or I will break the contract…”

That was… alarming.

-          “… I don’t understand what is going on…”

-          “Of course you don’t!” the devil hissed, annoyed. “No one does! Neither you, nor me, nor the gods! This is why you need to be prepared! For EVERYTHING! Start taking measures. Now.”

The devil turned into a pile of feathers, that were blown by the wind.

What the fuck was that supposed to mean?!...

… Ha, apparently here goes my whole lazy weekend. <I would get back from the dwarvish kingdom and rest> or <I will just finish all the legal issues regarding my company and then I will rest>.

Bullshit. In the end I will never fucking rest. Yet, if there is something I learned in this world, is that celestial beings rarely share their secrets with mortals, and they tend to act a bit violent when their warnings are being ignored… So… Training. Again.

And now I needed to get back to the town in next three hours, because some fucking stupid raven couldn’t just drag me into some back alley, like a civilized thug. Nooo. He wanted to play a fucking Robin Hood! Meeting in the bushes like animals. Tsk.

As I got to the Guild, I met Mike.

-          “Hey, would you please consider doing me a favor?” I asked with a sweet tone.

-          “Haha, what do you need?”

-          “Provision and tran.. Nah, forget about the transport. Just food. I will pay while collecting it.”

-          “How much?”

-          “One full bag. Aaaalso… would you consider preparing few quests for me?”

-          “For you? Everything!” the young noble smiled at me from behind the desk.

-          “Aw, stop it you! You will make me blush!”

-          “Any specific requirements? Locations? Type?”

-          “Killing or raiding. Hard ones.”

-          “You are… C rank? Are you?”

-          “I wonder…”

-          “Damn, did you know that the letter C looks like the upper half of the S? I could mistake those two, for example if a part of the quest rank was covered by paper…”

-          “Thanks, Mike, You da best, Mike.”

-          “You owe me.”

-          “Whatever you want.”

-          “You bring me a bottle of booze. We will drink it later, as you would share tales about your adventures!”

-          “Angel among mortals. See ya!” I moved toward Slums and Library.

From the library, I picked a few books about languages. (I still remember about the Ogre knowing more languages than myself. What a humiliation.) Then I quickly moved to the factory to inform Clarice that she will be responsible for the whole newly formed Guild.

-          “SAY WHAT!?” she didn’t like the idea.

-          “Fear not. It is easy. Just don’t blow things up, keep selling stuff to the usual people… or you can double delivery to the guild…”

-          “And if someone would come to negotiate new terms? New delivery?”

-          “Depends on your mood. If you think the deal is good, take it, if not, then don’t. See? Leading a business ain’t that hard.”

I gave her a pat on the shoulder.

-          “Soon, you should gain access to the library, take your time studying there. Ah, also, if you would do fine, you will be rewarded, if you would fuck something up… I have a friend. Zanes. You don’t want to meet her.”

Another pat. I turned around and left again.

Oh, the poor girl wanted to stop me, another little torment I enjoyed.

Once again I entered the guild, sneakily, I hoped that I would avoid meeting with…

… guess who stood near Mike’s desk with TWO bags of food.

-          “I heard we are going on another adventure!” Gisele smiled shyly.

-          “Reaaaly?” I looked at Mike.

-          “Sorry, she was asking and asking and asking...”

-          “The bruise under your eye tells me that these questions could be… hard.”

-          “Oh yes, very hard questions.” Mike said with a sad expression. I don’t blame him.

-          “Gisele, I go, you don’t.”

-          “Yes, I do.”

-          “Gisele, it’s not about you or me! I have… obligations, and…”

-          “These obligations require you to be alone?”

-          “Well, no but…”

-          “Perfect. It is settled, then. Pick a quest, for we are ready to move out!”

-          “Giss-eeel!”

-          “Zaaari! I will behave!” I already heard that somewhere. “… please?”

Absolutely not. No. No way. I am a man, and I value my own word! I already said no, so…

-          “Promise?”

-          “Promise!”

Fuck.
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So once again I moved out, this time for the purpose of training. So be it, I will meditate under a waterfall or on the peak of a mountain to reach inner peace, dive into the deepest dungeons to challenge the most frightening bosses and train my body by lifting stones thrice my size. That’s the plan.

For now, we were traveling side by side… by foot.

- “Zaaa-ri?!” o-ho. Here it starts.

- “What, sweetie?”

- “Where are we going?”

- “West, sweetie. At least for now. Then we will hit south, get to the deserts just to head west some more.”

- “Wouldn’t it be faster to travel through Dwarvish lands?”

- “It would.”

- “So why aren’t we heading there?”

- “Because we would be welcomed again and would waste a few days feasting. Maybe even a week, as we wouldn’t want to offend our host.”

- “Fiiine!” she sighed displeased. “… So, what quest did you take?”

- “None. I couldn’t find one that would fit me, so I simply asked Mike to update our status to Wanderers.”

Wanderers – the kind of adventurers that decided to travel across the land. Normally when the adventurers of a guild visit another, it is treated as a little challenge. But not in this case. We are simply traveling through the land and want to earn a coin from time to time. Wandering in the peak of adventures’ freedom. The ability to freely cross most of the borders, freelancer job types. You literally go where you want and take quests that you want from the guild you actually visit. Well, there are little paper problems on the way, usually the registered adventurers, or the ones visiting can pick quests right away. We may be asked to wait up to the hour (verification of identity and such. No one wants civilians to barge into the guild, call themselves wanderers, pick a quest and die after an hour. These would cause a massive amount of paperwork, and nobody got time for that.).

- “Haha! That reminds me my youth!” Gisele smiled to herself.

I only raised my brow. I allowed myself not to mention that as a girl around her 20s, her youth did not end just yet.

- “Papa Jericho signed himself and me as wanderers too, then he proceed to train me in different environments. Ah, the giant reptilians in the northern swamps! The wild beastmen in the western mountains, the insects lurking in the sands of the deserts, mo…”

- “I get it! You enjoyed yourself.”

- “Enjoyed? You must be kidding! There were times when I was starving, for Jericho decided that I did not deserve food as I <did not put my whole heart into training>. But as I look at those days from perspective of time… it was worth it… Hey, what are you going to train?”

- “Everything. From body to mind. Fighting, magic… languages.”

- “Why do you have to train your body? I mean, can’t you just do that with your whole ugly-morphing and grown muscles?”

- “Sweetie, these are simply rewriting already existing ones. If my own would be stronger, then the changes after morphing would be bigger too. Think about it like… dunno… coins? The coin is the equivalent of muscle strength. If I have 5 coin now, and morphing gives me 10, then after it would be done, I would have 15 coins, but if I would start with 10 of my own using same shape shifting would leave me with 20 coins in total?... not too difficult?”

- “I AIN’T THAT DUMB! Seriously I get it without your explanation!”

- “…” I just gave her THAT look.

- “O…ok. Maybe your explanation was a LITTLE helpful?... Sooo, can I train you? Come on! I have a far greater experience when it comes to the body!”

- “No thanks.”

- “Why!?”

- “Cuz you just want to bully me.”

- “I have no idea from where you get that idea from…”

Here we come again…


	Via performing a special action you have gained a new skill.





	[Doubting gaze] active
	Cost	None
	If users [WIS]+[INT] is greater than target's [INT]+[WIS], user can activate the following skill:
	Effects	- Let the target learn the colossal intellectual advantage that the user has over the target.

- Make the target admit he/she was wrong.

- May cause [Minor confusion].






.[i]

… the hell?

- “…Ok. Maybe just a little! I am sorry… but you were so mean to me lately…” she puffed her cheeks.

… I don’t believe it. How many times I needed to mock Gis like this, that I actually got a skill out of it?

- “Whatever.” I decided to cut this subject.

- “So? What is our first destination?”

- “To Gerwah.”

- “Desert country. Tsk. Hate that place. Slavery, hot weather, expensive food… Please. Don’t waste too much time there, I already wish to leave that goddess-forsaken place.”

I think that the last argument has the greatest impact on her opinion about Land of Sand – as Gerwah was called. I also had my own reason to stay away from there – I killed a merchant in the capital during the night out with Daralon. Well, only a few mages know that I was there that night, there were almost no witnesses, and those witnesses are keeping my side. As long as I would stay away from the Capital, everything should be fine.

Still, we had a few more days before we would reach it. I will have to carefully plan my next few days. It would be advised to meditate for an hour before sleeping, maybe some overall stamina building exercises and…

- “Zaaa-ri?!”

… GOD DAMN IT! What now?!

- “Yes, sweetie?”

- “… When will we have lunch?”

- “At supper.”

- “It’s not funny!”

- “I am not joking. Somehow you will have to satisfy yourself with two meals a day – at dusk and dawn. We need to keep marching.”

Some monster roared nearby. Sounded like thousands of lions. Was that an injured wyvern nearby? A dying manticora? A gairaran bleeding to death?

- “Thehehe, sorry! Damn, it was embarrassing!” my partner smiled shyly.

It was the sound of a beast far more dreadful than those that I named just now. It was Gisele’s empty stomach.





I needed to set our dusk-break in the middle of the day. We moved off the main road and stepped into the forest, after taking some more steps, we started setting up our little camp on a small glade. We had everything here, shelter from wind and rain, we were far away from the road so the fireplace wouldn’t be visible at night, and just enough place to set a couple of tents, a campfire and gave me some place for training. Apparently, our journey to the desert would take a few days more than I planned with.

- “Meat, meat! Meaty-meat! What’s the best soup? Meat-y soup! Yey!” Gisele was singing under her nose as she was boiling water and adding ingredients to create a dish. Meat, carrot, meat, garlic, meat, parsley, meat, bean, meat…. Meat, meat, meat… meat again?

- “I think I forgot something…?” Gisele said, looking into the pot.

- “Salt?” I asked from the other side of camp. I was in a half squat with my hands stretched onward for balance. “You may also add some flour too, to make it thicker.”

- “Ah, that’s too… but there is something crucial I for.. Ah, silly me, what’s a meat soup without meat?!”

She will get rid of our food supplies meant for four days in two meals! We will have to chew vegetables. I don’t mind it, but Gisele would get a heart attack after being served a vegetarian dish.

- “Sweetie, we will run out of food if you would keep that temp of yours.”

- “Fret not! I thought that over! I knew you would take some tasteless weeds as food, so I packed by bag only with meet! I am a meat-cargo tank!” she hit her breastplate with her fist proudly.

I just snorted and focused back on my body. My knees already started trembling a little. I once again balanced my body to let it rest a little as I was still performing a simple exercise. We are down to the basics. Now, maybe I would need to…

- “Zaaa-ri?!”

WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT FROM ME, YOU SILLY WOMAN!? WHAT IS SO ABSORBING AND DIFFICULT THAT YOU REQUIRE THE ASSISTANCE OF ANOTHER PERSON IN PREPARING A SIMPLE BLOODY DINNER?! I KNEW IT WAS BAD IDEA TAKING YOU WITH ME, I JUST WANT TO FOCUS ON THIS FUCKING TRAINING! WHAT DO YOU WANT WOMAN!? WHAAAAT!?

- “Yes sweetie?” I asked again.

- “Mind taking a bite? It’s good for me, but I will eat all meat in every form. I just want to know if you like the taste or I should boil it a little longer?”

Oh.

I mean… Oh. That’s actually nice.

I raised from the ground (on which I managed to fall already) and took a few steps in her direction. I took a sip.

- “Is it good?” she asked tilting her head a little to the side.

It was quite decent. The experience of traveling for weeks, if not months, forced most adventurers to cook food for themselves, thus they were quite good at it.

- “Just five more minutes… You don’t have some pepper? Or spicy paprika?”

Best goulash is spicy goulash!

- “… I took only meat…” Gisele said after a moment with a sad expression.

And I took only a few basic kind of food and ingredients.

Whatever. It happens. I didn’t come here to relax and eat fancy food.

- “Eat up! I will help you with training soon!” she said as she already started munching from her bowl. Once again, I raised my brow – this time it was silent question. “… Oh, it’s because I think that from the two of us I am the one with greater experience regarding physical training. Take your time. We will teach you with the school of Jericho!”

I didn’t like the way it sounded. But who else can be my teacher… Sebastian? For a moment there I got a war-flashback.

A raven, standing over me as I was covered in ballast, running in circles over the glade, doing pushups, squats… without breaks. And if I would fail…

Cawing like evil, the laugh of Bahoru resonated through my head.

- “Thanks darling. I will be counting on you!” I said after a moment.

There is no way I will let Sebastian guide me in physical training anytime soon.

Back then I didn’t know it was my last break before hell would break lose.





Once again, why didn’t I decide to train with Sebastian? Ballast, right? What do you think, what did Gisele decide to use? Ha! I bet you would never guess!

A ballast.

- “But why a ballast?!” I groaned. “… I am sure there are some better ways of training the body!”

- “Actually, no. That’s the most exhausting and the most efficient method!” She said as she was tying specially designed sand bags to my body “… Papa told me that muscles have unlimited potential, but you need to take care of them. The fastest way is by abusing it. If your body is 70 kilograms, then your muscles are used to perform tasks under the pressure of your body and your equipment. So, if we would attach to you bonus 10 kilograms? And after a week, another 10 kilograms? And so on? Your body would slowly get used to work under greater pressure! You will see, in no time you will be able to wear your stupid dwarven armor!”

She attached to me 10 bags, on each of my limbs and a bag pack.

… Hey. It’s not that bad. Comparing to the stones that Sebastian forced me to wear it’s nothing! Like really nothing!

- “Great. It is done.” She said with a smile as she draw her meteoric sword. “…Now… Run.”

- “What?”

- “Oh, these exercises you started performing were silly! Also, you need to learn your new reaction time and the tempo of stamina consumption! You may be a split of second slower than usually, but that second for us may be the difference between life and death!”

- “… hey, it’s not like I will dive into a dungeon with those!” I tried to argue with her. Yet her expression changed to complete confusion.

- “What do you mean by that? Of course you will! Have you seen those clips near the bags? They are enchanted. They will let you go exactly after a week. Then you will have time to take bath and… we will put heavier one on.”

- “What?”

- “What?”

- “I mean… I DID NOT AGREE ON THAT!”

- “Stop whining! You agreed on me training you! And this is how I am going to do that!... Now, what were we talking abou… ah. Yes. Run.”

She raised her blade and crushed the ground.

In the end she really just wanted to bully me. Damn it! What else could I do? Of course that I started running! The only positive aspect of this situation was that Gisele wasn’t serious about it. She really just wanted to get me used to new sensation.

Bags weren’t getting in the way I was moving at all, but fairly quickly, I noticed the difference. My muscles were getting stiff faster. 10 kilograms. It’s nothing. It was the weight of my dog from my previous life, the one I loved carrying on my hands around the house.

But there is difference between peacefully walking with a dog, and running from a blade...

- “Come on! Put some spirit into those moves! What if I were a beast?”

The dragoness laughed, slashing horizontally from her belt. I ducked and rolled under her blade. I heard as the sword hit a tree, previously located behind me. I raised from the ground by jumping in the air. The muscles on my backs burned for a moment with light pain. It was like a reminder <hey, you rarely use us this way!>

<How long would that torment last?!> I was wondering, moving to the side, letting the huge sword pierce the air near me. Gisele changed her footing and attacked me with her shoulder.

She was bigger, heavier, and her balance was much better than mine, so I was pushed on the ground. I groaned with pain, yet I had no time to savor my irritation as I saw the tip of the sword heading my way. I rolled to the side in the last moment.

- “ARE YOU NUTS?!” I yelled.

- “Ok. That will be enough for today…” thanks god! “… now, do some pushups and squats. Then we can start cleaning the camp and preparing for night…”

Que?

- “Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked again. “…Which part of <making muscles used to new pressure> is that hard to understand?”

- “… why aren’t you wearing the same ballast?” I groaned annoyed. I know, I acted like kid… BUT IT WAS SO UNFAIR!

- “Mostly because I don’t need to get any stronger… When I already was stronger than most of the adventurers, I decided to focus on learning swordsmanship. You know, skills are as important as strength!... But… on the other hand… Damn! I really could use some good workout! ...But I only took those bags that I attached to you! I know! We will buy some as we would find a bigger city! Then both of us can train! We could actually spar! Oooh! I am all fired up on the mere thought of it!”

Indeed, sparkles started burning in her eyes. She was serious about it! I have just dug my own grave!

Good job, Zari, you can’t say a word without worsening your situation, can’t you! Stupid Zari! Stupid Zari!

I scolded myself inwardly as I started lifting myself up and down while performing pushups. My muscles let me know that they didn’t like that idea. After this session, I would have to give myself a massage. Dang it!

After the pushups, the time has come for squats, and then some other basic tasks. As I finally raised from the wet earth, I noticed how most basic tasks became extremely painful. I needed to bite on my lip as I was lifting the little pot off the fireplace, cleaning it, and packing back.

Gisele was looking at me with satisfaction.

- “Go take a rest. I will take first watch-shift.”

I only nodded in answer, still I was quite grateful for this little act of kindness. I lied down to rest. The idea of continuing tomorrow’s march to the hot land with muscles yelling from pain wasn’t letting me lay my head to rest for a couple more minutes, but eventually, exhaustion and the ability of adventurers to fall asleep under every circumstances let me drift into sleep.

Why was I thinking that today’s day was nothing more than a warm up before tomorrow? And the day after tomorrow? And the day after the day after tomorrow? Once again, what did I put myself into!?



[i] The skill [Doubting gaze] was intended to be joke and nothing more. I doubt it would appear at any other point of the story.
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Just as I predicted, the following day was far less pleasant. My muscles were a little exhausted. Oh, it was nothing serious. I could move without any problems, my reaction time was pretty much same and I could lift as heavy objects as usually, the only thing that was bothering me was the fact, that each of my moves meant dealing with irritating, dull pain.

Each time I made a step, I felt as if dozens of little needles were poking me in my feet. Each time I lifted my leg, my thighs were burning a little, and all this time my back was sweating as I was wearing not only food supplies but also something extra. Stupid ballast. What was driving me mad even more was Gisele – and to be precise – her mood. SHE WAS SO CHEERFUL! WHY!? It’s hot! We are sweating like pigs and we still have a few more days to waste before we would get to the nearest city!

- “Ah, Zari!? Why such a long face?”

And she even decided to tease me. Bloody perfect.

- “Nothing.”

- “There must be some reason for your sadness!” she kept talking with that wide smile.

- “There isn’t. But at same time, there also isn’t any reason for me to be happy.”

- “You must be kidding! Look around! Such a peaceful day! The weather is perfect, the view is wonderful… and you are traveling with the most beautiful woman on the world! How can you be sad in such a time!?”

I only snorted as a reply… but she actually managed to make me smile a little. Silly girl.

- “Hey, hey! Zaaa-ri?”

- “Yes?”

- “… You forgot about <sweetie>!” That’s what you get for spoiling your woman too much.

- “Yes, sweetie?” I wasn’t in the mood to argue with her, so I decided to roll with her demands. Once again, she cheered hearing my response.

- “There should be a little village on our way to the border. I had quest there once. People started vanishing and suspected some monster appearing nearby… well, in the end it was just a bigger pack of aggressive wolves that attacked every lone traveler…” I coughed a few times, reminding her that she is losing the track of her own thoughts. “… W-w-what I am trying to say is that they like me there. We will reach it by evening and can stay there for night. They won’t charge us much, and it is always better to sleep on hay than on the ground…”

- “If they are liking you that much why won’t they let you sleep on a bed instead on hay?”

- “Be-cauuuse…” she said teasingly. “… I will ask them for hay.” She ended with delighted purr.

I see…

- “You know I am still mad at you, do you?”

- “This is why I want to apologize.” She followed trying to sound innocently.

I see. Indeed, I won’t mind stopping in a village. It means both food and beds… or hay, which was equal to not wasting the time required for setting a camp (and then packing it back as you would move on). It was idea I could get behind.

And just as the dragoness suggested, I tried relaxing a little and enjoying the “view”. And by view I meant that we get off the main road and started walking on a narrow path in the woods. And I let Gisele walk in front of me. Yeah. Those views.

But as always I got distracted easily. I needed to fight back the urge of getting deeper into woods looking for some herbs. Some parts had a nicely hydrated ground, thanks to a few lesser rivers and brooks, the trees were giving lots of shadow, which meant that it was an environment wonderful for shade-liking plants. Oh, how could I forget!? MUSHROOMS!

- “What are you doing?” Gis asked curiously, seeing me picking a few small plants and, yeah, mushrooms.

- “Something we may use during… the night.”

- “What do you mean?”

- “You will see.” I teased her. There is no way I would spoil that little surprise.

- “We agreed not to have secrets!” she yapped, irritated.

- “It’s not a secret if I am going to tell you. Just not yet.”

Oh, she was in the mood to have a little argument, but with the next few sentences, I cut the subject.

As we traveled, my mood was constantly growing worse and worse, mostly because my little exhaustion evolved into a medium fatigue. Also, now sweat covered my whole body and as you know, I consider myself a civilized being that enjoys baths (even while living in the forest I took as many lake-baths as possible)!

We were moving west, because of that I had a perfect view on the sun, that was slowly setting down. Very slowly. Very, very slowly. I did my best to restrict myself from asking “are we there yet” for 274 times. But my patience finally hit its limit.

- “Are we there yet?”

- “Almost. It should be over the next hill!” I decided to look over Gis’s shoulder to see how far the next hill was.

And once again, I swallowed a curse.

- “… maybe I will summon Kaito? He may have troubles carrying both of us at the same time, but it should be bit faster than…”

- “Absolutely not!”

- “But why?!?”

- “It’s another part of the training! Tell yourself that you are training stamina! The last part, the one that is the most exhausting is the most important! Bite those lovable lips of yours and count steps. It helped me.”

This time I didn’t swallow the curse, quite the opposite – I vocalized it. Loudly.

But in the next 30 minutes or so, we reached our destination. The village was pretty well hidden. If someone wouldn’t know about it, it could be easily missed. It was average at very best. Not rich, like some villages near the capital, that actually were resembling small cities, but it was far from being poor too. A completely average settlement that was living humbly. What I noticed, and what surprised me a little, was an altar exactly in the middle. An altar of three women standing in a circle, looking at the rest of the village. Three goddesses. That was rare.

- “Is that… Miss Gisele! Mama, miss Gisele is back!” some girl stopped playing with the rest of the kids, yelled to a group of women by the well and started running toward us with a bright smile.

With impetus, she hit the dragoness’ body as she tried tackling the warrioress down with a hug. But she stopped on her leg as dragoness didn’t even budge.

- “Katherine! Good to see you, little scrub! Look at you! You have grown up soooo much since the last time I saw you! How is Mathew?...”

Crap. She is really good with kids.

- “You think so? It is because when I am not helping mother and father I am training to become as strong as you! You will see, soon I will join the guild and join you on your adventures!” the little kid beamed with pride after hearing Gisele’s praise. “… and who is the man following you?” she asked.

- “Ah, it is my companion and mate – Zariel! Zariel, meet Kath, this little rascal has some guts! She actually may join the guild in a few years… if her parents won’t prepare an other future for her, that is…”

- “Nice to meet you.” I kneeled a little bit to be on the same level as the kid.

- “Tsk!” she gave me hateful gaze and refused to shake my hand.

Oh, you little!

- “He looks weak!”

… Hold me, or else I will do exactly the same thing that Anakin Skywalker did to certain younglings. I was never good with kids, but that little bitch is walking on veeerry thin ice.

- “Is that so?” Gisele asked. “…It means you are still not ready to become an adventurer.” She said letting out a sad sigh.

- “Eh? What do you mean by that?”

- “Zari is one of the strongest man I know. A-a-actually… he may be almost as strong as me in certain aspects…”

- “Almost?” I decided to tease her a little “… if I remember correctly we had a fight a couple of days ago. Mind reminding me who won?”

- “Pfth! You took me by surprise! In a real battle, I would win!”

She was right. I gambled turning into angel-form as I never used it before. I am pretty sure that in a real, fair one-on-one she would still proved to be a bit stronger than myself.

- “Jericho was teaching us that monsters will always try to take us by surprise. Demanding an honorable duel with a Manticora is pointless and foolish.” I quoted the old man. “… But I will give you that. It was a little fluke indeed.”

Still, it was enough to make Katherine’s eyes widen a little. She couldn’t comprehend that someone could stand on equal ground with her heroine.

- “Kath, darling, mind telling me if the elder is at his house? I would like to ask him a little favor.” The dragoness decided to get back to the main reason we came here.

- “Yes! I bet he will be happy to know you stepped by!”

- “Zari, can you please start taking our bags to the warehouse?”

It was clear that she preferred asking for the favor alone. I had no idea why, but I didn’t really mind it. I just wanted to get rid of the backpacks as soon as possible, so I headed towards one of the biggest building in the village, where hay was stored. But not only! There were also a few barrels (probably with beer), some packs of leather and a few other goods that were probably destined to be sold. I got rid of our equipment there and also started taking off my shirt. In the end it was hot as hell. I saw a few of the village males not bothering themselves with wearing upper clothes, so I was sure that I would cause some moral disturbance.

- “Hey! You! Sis Gisele asks you to…” the little bug Kath barged in the building, delivering a message, but her gaze fell on my body. Or to be precise – on my scars.

- “Adventuring is a tough job, you know…” I decided to educate her a little. “… each scar is a lesson, but also a trophy. It says a story of meeting a worthy opponent and leaving victorious. Gis also has quite few of them. If you would join us, prepare yourself of gaining a few.”

- “… did it hurt? When you got those?” what a silly question. She is still a brat thought.

- “You tell me. Would it hurt if wolf would chew off part of your body?” I asked pointing on my side. “… or would it hurt if bandit would pierce your calf with a spear?”

It wasn’t a bandit, but an inquisitor. Still, I didn’t feel like sharing my whole life history with that girl, so I decided to change few facts.

- “There are two kinds of adventurers. Those covered in scars and dead… Now. Once again. What did Gis want?”

The girl had that “hah?” expression for a moment, before she slapped her cheeks twice and answered.

- “Sis Gis said that she finished talking with the elder and wants you to come.”

… But I didn’t even manage to sit! Why did she send me away if she finished “negotiating” in less than two minutes? Groaning in my mind I headed outside.

As I stopped in front of Gis and some elder man that was… well, probably the Village Elder, she said to me.

- “Good news, Zari, I will tell you more. Perfect news! We can stay for a night in the warehouse and will be able to eat in inn for free…”

… there must be some “but”.

- “…but…” I fucking knew it. “… we will have to help them a little. And by we I mean you.”

- “Sure. What is it? Blessing crops? Summoning rain?”

- “Chopping wood.”

…

…….

……………

You little ungrateful wench. You did that on purpose! YOU DID THAT ON PURPOSE! Why else did you send me away while going for “negotiation”?! You had it all prepared! They love you here, if you would ask they would give you everything you wanted for free, just so they could listen about your adventures in the inn!

- “Young miss, your friend doesn’t have exactly happy face… maybe it was a bad idea, you must be tired after your journey and could use some rest, I will a…”

- “No need!” Gis stopped. “… This man here decided to go on that journey to train his body! What is better way of training body than the good, old fashioned chopping?!” She grinned at me.

I will get you for this, Gis! I promise, I will have my revenge!

I wanted to protest! I wanted to scream and kick!... But it would be a “little” pathetic. They love Gisele here and I didn’t want to make her embarrassed.

But I will talk with her about it! And for purpose of this conversation I will once again borrow Zanes’s whip!

- “Kay. Just give me an axe and point in which direction the wood is.”

- “Oh. Oooh. Thank you, young man. You give this old man the joy letting him know that there are still such a good younglings in the world.”

The older man’s face brightened a little.

- “Everyone is so busy lately because the celebration of three moons is coming. They started making decorations and gathering food. But the celebration won’t be possible without a huge fire! Once again, thank you!”

Three moons? It’s soon? I didn’t even know about it.

At night, two moons are shining on the sky, but in reality there are three moon floating around this planet. Simply one of them is hidden behind its bigger brother most of the times. It appears only for one day every few decades… or centuries. Of course, it is also a perfect time for Sabbaths. Witches are gathering, for that night magic in far more potent…

Still, I didn’t pay much attention to astrology. I have no use for it. Yes, those simple, humble people at the celebration will perform a simple, mana-less ritual that could possibly bless their land for some time… for them it may be a life changing event.

I moved behind the elder’s house, were villagers moved wood.

And then I almost got a heart attack. Saying that there was a lot of it, is like saying that there are a lot of grains of sands in the desert.

- “Just how many forests you destroy to collect this much of wood?” I asked with awe and terror.

- “None. But indeed, we have been gathering it for quite some time. Lumberjacks would cut trees down, then chop it in a bit smaller pieces and carry it here, so the wood could dry… But somehow none of them is eager to finish their jobs. Can’t blame them. Their wives must be occupying them with house cleaning… The-the-the, I can tell it from my own experience, that old hag - my wife isn’t giving me time to take a breath! The- the-the!”

- “Honey, who did you call “old hag”?” the man froze as he heard a voice behind his back. Behind him, a woman was standing, around same age as him. She was smiling brightly, like a kind grandma.

Don’t make this smile fool you, one could easily sense a bloodlust coming from that unobtrusive body. The man shivered.

- “Old hag? You must have heard me wrong! I said golden wife! I really did, right, right?!” he asked, looking in our direction with a silent cry for help.

- “Oooh, is that so? I seeee…” oh, she let us know that she didn’t believe that at all. “… darling, come with me for a moment. As those lovely people would help me, we should at least make them some tea. I could really use your help with that, darling…”

I will re-translate for you what she just said: <Come with me, you old fart, I am about to beat the shit out of you, but as I still need to pretend being a gentle lady, I will have to destroy you as no one is watching. Now.>.

Poor fool. He deserves that, mostly because of his foolishness. The same lady told me where could I find an axe and excused herself and her husband, telling that she will be back with tea in a minute.

I was left behind the Elder’s house all alone with the wood… an axe …. and Gisele. For a moment I wanted to use the tool on Gisele, but I decided to bravely start the task. Gisele sat near, watching me flexing my muscles as I kept raising and lowering the sharp object and dividing pieces of wood into eight smaller parts. Cut long trunks in two, then taking each piece to the chopping spot as I separated it into quarters.

- “Now as I am looking at you, I can tell, that you indeed could use having some more muscles…” she said, not to tease me, but to merely state her thoughts. And exactly because of that I cursed quietly.

- “Damn! How are you holding it! You can’t chop wood this way! It is not a beast’s head! Damn! You will break the handle! No-no-no! You are making unnecessary movements! On the one hand, it is good – because you train even more… But then once again I am happy that no one is watching you! Damn! When you are raising it, move your hand near the blade, this way you require less strength to move it! Then, as you are bringing it down put both of your hands on the opposite part of the axe! You will make the blow the strongest this way… Craaaap. If you would be living with your wife at some distant place in snowy mountains, and you were responsible for keeping up the fire, you would die because of cold!... Wait, in that case I would be your wife! I don’t want to die because of such silly reason! Zari, put your heart into th…”

I stopped. Put the axe aside and took a few loud breaths. In. And out. Iiiiin. And ouuuut. Iiiiiiin…. I started walking towards Gisele. She was looking at me confused, now knowing why I stopped after chopping just a few pieces. I put my palms on her cheeks and lowered my head to her. Right now we were looking at each other’s eyes.

- “Gisele. Sweetie. Darling. My love. My most-treasured-thing. Shut the fuck up, pretty please.” And I kissed her nose.

She indeed went silent after that, probably because she saw my gaze – the gaze of a man on the verge of madness.

I returned to my monotonous task, making my muscles roar in true pain. Just as I thought, yesterday’s training was nothing. I felt as if my back was about to tear into pieces. There is no freaking way I will deal with all that wood. The red sun was shining low on the horizon. I decided I would keep going either till it would get dark, or what was more probable –till I would collapse.

I will tell that once again – fucking ballast.
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In the end, I didn’t last until sunset, my arms and back didn’t let me. I looked at my stamina bar, it was dangerously close to 10%. Any less than that and I would faint. With a groan, I put the axe down and looked at my work.

I wasn’t lazing around. Quite a big pile of nicely cut wood was erected near the elder’s house. Indeed, lots of it was still remaining, but I was more than sure that the villagers won’t have much problem finishing the work. Gisele looked at me with mixed feelings.

-          “Well… good job, I guess? You sure you can’t do any more than that?”

She didn’t ask that to be mean.

-          “Nope. I am done.”

-          “On the one hand, I am proud of you, baby… but…” I knew what she wanted to say. She expected more from me.

Yes, my strengths and endurance were bigger than those of average humans, but as they did tasks like chopping woods their whole life, they got jobs like <lumberjack> and skills like <wood cutting> that greatly reduced their stamina consumption and strength requirements during certain activities.

…

BUT I AM SURE I STILL DID MORE THAN THEY COULD!... still, it’s a poor excuse. I moved in the direction of the village well to get some water so I could wash my body, yet Gis grabbed my hand and lead me towards the warehouse. Apparently while I wasn’t looking, she borrowed a wooden basin  from someone and already filled it with water. I appreciated it.

I quickly took off my clothes and got inside, with the bags of ballast still attached to me. Stupid enchanted gear. At least it’s not bothering me at all. I stretched my hand in the direction of a piece of cloth I wanted to use as sponge, but once again, the dragoness proved to be faster.

-          “What are you doing?” I asked.

-          “Told you. Apologizing.” She said somewhat happily. “… just relax, I will take care of you from here…”

She put it into the water and started gently wiping my back. It was nice, really nice. She combined washing with a simple massage, kneading my muscles. Each time she buried her nails in my shoulders, I would felt a very quick, almost unnoticeable pain before my plexus would completely relax. I groaned with delight.

-          “… You know, I am sorry if I appeared to be mean to you lately, I didn’t even bother to think how my words could sound until you told me to…well…”

-          “Shut up?” I asked with an emotions-deprived tone.

-          “Ha-ha! Yes.” She answered awkwardly.

I wasn’t angry at her. Not now. I got used to the idea that she is just a kind of person that always speaks what she thinks. Her hands continued to travel across my body. The warm water and her gentle treatment made me almost melt from pleasure. Because of it, I didn’t notice when she stopped washing me and instead hugged me from behind burrowing her nose in my hair.

-          “Zari. I am sorry.” She said. Again. How many times she uttered those words in past few days? But this time I could tell the difference in her tone. Before this, she was saying her apologies to merely reduce my anger. This time she really meant it. She really felt bad.

-          “I am sorry. I know that my words won’t reward you what i did. I won’t undo the damage I have done… but… please, understand me. I…I love you. When I thought that someone might take you away from me something in me just… cracked. I don’t want you to leave me… I won’t let you.”

She tightened her grasp, but not to cause pain. Even her last sentence wasn’t said with possessive desire, but with affection. I waited for a couple of minutes.

-          “Sweetie. Next time you would want to accuse me of anything, hear me out before delivering a punishment, would you?”

-          “Will do… so, your forgive me?”

-          “No. And probably never will. In the end, you completely lost your faith in me because of nothing, but gossips. That’s something I can’t forget…” she trembled a little. “… but I can give you another chance, if that’s what you mean. Somehow I will ignore the fact that you are a brutal, violent psycho that wish to chop me in half bec…”

Because of her happiness she once again tightened her grip, this time she lost a little her definition of “affectionate hug” and gave me her bear-smasher hug. I quickly patted her thrice in the hand to let her know that her grip restricted movements of my diaphragm and thus she is depriving me of air.

-          “S-sorry!” she yelped, completely withdrawing her body… and making me lost my support.

I slipped and fell inside a basin. Of course with my head under the water.

-          “Baby!” she yelled and tried pulling me out of the water.

I would be totally fine by myself, really! – I would just need about few seconds to regain my balance and get up, but as Gis tried “helping”… Simply put, each of her actions had countered my efforts, making me stay under the water for longer than it was required. Yet eventually I managed to free myself from her clumsy tries of rescuing me pushing me head over the surface of the water.

-          “Are you some kind of genius?” I asked, spitting water. “… You are deadly even as you are trying to be friendly!” I chuckled.

-          “I am sorry! I am so, so sorry! Come on, I will help you wi…”

-          “DON’T!” I yelled seriously frightened. “… I mean, you did plenty, sweetie. I appreciate it. But I can do things myself now…” I gently took off her hands a dry piece of cloth.

… that was close. I almost died again. And again. And again. In less than 30 seconds.

-          “A-anyway!” the dragoness tried to get rid of the awkward silence. “… The sun is setting, so it means that the villagers would gather in the inn for supper… we are invited.”

It meant that we still had some time. Just enough. I quickly washed my sweaty clothes, threw them across the beam supporting the building from the inside, and put on some regular plain shirt and pants. I felt awkward in it. Without my breathing, utility robe I felt both naked and defenseless. Still, there shouldn’t be anything to worry about, right? This area is fairly safe, mostly because the guild is just two days of travel away, so getting rid of monsters is easy, and so is the capital and its soldiers, patrolling on the routes, looking for bandits.

As the sun was dying on the horizon, throwing one last beam of red light, we left the warehouse and moved towards the inn. All this time, my body shivered each time I made a move, as if it wanted to punish me for pushing it to the limits for two days in the row.

The building was already quite loud, which meant that villagers started eating (and drinking, mostly drinking) a bit earlier. As we got inside, we were rewarded with cheerful greetings. Or at least Gisele was.

-          “Good to see you, warrioress!” one of the men raised his mug.

-          “Thanks for everything!” another one cheered.

-          “Miss Gisele! Come talk with us if you would find some time to spare!” Few girls called for her.

She really was popular.

-          “HA-HA! Finally! This time I will beat you, madame!” a huge man near his 40-ties called toward us. He was as huge pile of muscles, his hair already started turning gray, yet what I admired in him the most was his huge mustache!

No, honestly? What did you do to grow one THAT ridiculous?! Comrade Stalin was half that size!

-          “Nicolas, still living the dream?” Gis answered with a polite smile.

-          “Since your last visit two years ago I have been constantly training! With one hand! Now my right hand is a lot stronger than my left hand! I have been lifting cargo with one hand, I have been doing hundred push-ups twice a day with one hand, cutting wood with one hand…”

-          “Cutting wood?...” I asked raising my brow. “… so that’s why I was asked to finish your job, was I?”

The inn laughed a little, in the end everyone already knew that Gisele didn’t come here alone, and that I was given a simple task of – exactly, chopping wood.

The huge man also laughed, making the whole building tremble.

-          “Your man? I thought that madame’s man would be…”

-          “Bulkier?” I suggested.

-          “Bigger! Well, if she is fine with a shorty like yourself, who am I to judge…”

-          “… what did you call me?” In an instant, I forgot about the exhaustion of my body.

I jumped at huge man, yet Gisele managed to grab me mid-air, right now I was floating in the air held by belt punching and kicking on all sides while screaming,

-          “WHO ARE YOU CALLING A SHORT-MAN, YOU LITTLE FAT, HAIRY SAVAGE?! WHO ARE YOU CALLING SO TINY, THAT YOU CAN’T SEE HE FROM BEHIND A BUSH!? I AM JUST AS BIG AS I SHOULD BE! PERFECT FOR EVERY TASK! DON’T YOU DARE TO…MHGPGMHPMMM!”

In the end Gisele brought me closer to herself and put her palm on my mouth.

-          “… it is… the only offence that Zari can’t take.” She apologized instead of me as I was still “mphm”ing in her palm and throwing angry gazes.

-          “Ha-ha-ha! I see! It’s not that strange, every man has thing or two he won’t let anyone joke about. For you companion it must be BEING COMPLETELY TINY AS A SEED OF BEAN! Well, no offense taken by me! MUA-HA-HA!”

…

I relaxed a little.

-          “Mphmphm-hm, mmhymph.

Mhppmmyhm myh yhm mhyy…”

-          “What were you saying, Zari?” Gisele asked, taking off her palm.

-          “… fly mighty spirits on wings of blazing rage,

and leave nothing of world, but ashes on stage…”

-          “Oh fuck!” she uttered “Zari, I am sorry in advance!”and  she hit me with her elbow in my guts destroying structure of my spell.

My spell! My wonderful spell! The mana was lost, the effect didn’t trigger itself. What a waste!

Eventually, the mood in the inn returned to its usual, cheerful self, yet all this time each time Nicolas would look at me I would throw him my hateful expression.

-          “Kay, Nic, show me what you got.” Gis smiled widely as she sat in front of the almost Ogre-sized man, stretching her hand.

They were about to arm wrestle. Poor bastard, he won’t even know what hit him. I saw Gisele do this multiple of times already (mostly as she would get drunk, and <challengers> confronted her thinking they would stand a chance against weakened dragoness), yet it always ended the same way. With Gisele winning a bag of coins and buying a round of liquor for everyone with her freshly-earned money.

They started, and to my surprise, the hand of Gis started lowering in the opposite direction it should have been.

-          “Tha! You are… far weaker… Than I… remember!” man grunted, yet his face beamed with satisfaction.

It lowered even more, her fist almost touched the table.

-          “Nicolas, Nicolas… Nicolas,Nicolas…” she said smiling, as if lecturing a kid. “… You are much stronger than you were before…” her hand start raising as the man’s eyes started bulging in disbelief. “… there is still a long way before you can…” her hands stopped in starting position. “… CHALLENGE A DRAGON!”

She put all her strength into one last push. The man’s hand didn’t hit the table – his whole body was thrown to the floor behind them. The table broke in half under the pressure of the strike. Everyone in the inn cheered as Gisele picked up a small bag of coins.

-          “Lasses and lads, Nicolas bought us a drink!” she smiled throwing it at the barman.

In the next few moments, we got our food, it was more than just tasty and enjoyable. Soon, as Gisele’s shyness was lowered with a few (dozens) of mugs of beer, she was asked to tell some stories about our adventurers.

So she did. And I must say that I remember most of those adventurers a bit differently, because from her story I learned that she killed the hydra by herself, as rest of us were merely supporting her. I just rolled my eyes and let her have her 5 minutes. Still, later I will have to ask her to include rest of the people that risked their life in her story.

All this time I was sitting a bit behind, gazing lazily on the inn enjoying the mood, food and beverage. Eventually, a few villagers got closer to me, asking politely if they could have a word and such. I let them sit by my table and we had a series of chit-chat. In the end, villages are places were adventurers are welcomed with open hands. Such a little “local heroes”.

-          “Being with such a woman may be difficult, isn’t it?” one of the men asked looking at Gis with admiration. “… I mean, she is strong and independent and…”

-          “… and dull and clumsy.” I smiled. “.. but yes. It is more than a challenge for both of us. Our opinions differ, the ways we solve problems are completely different. Even when we are taking quests together we are seeing different ways of finishing it.”

-          “And then what?”

-          “What – what? We argue and fight, of course! All the time!”

-          “But you actually look great together! I would never believe you are arguing!” the woman sitting beside said. “… damn, I am arguing with my man all the time too… how do you manage to handle each other then?”

-          “It’s a secret.” I said giggling. I could have drunk a few mugs too much.

-          “Come on! I could really use an advise!”

-          “We have wild sex even more often than we argue… Plus we really like each other, I guess.”

-          “S-s-s-s…” the woman shivered.

-          “What now? It’s normal thing to do, isn’t it?”

No, honestly, what is her problem?

-          “I think that you just caught Jeanne off guard with the way you were talking about it like most common thing in the world.” The man just pointed out.

-          “Well, it is most common thing in the world.”

-          “It’s not!” woman yelled. “… it is sacred and wonderful thing, and nobody should let into detail of…”

-          “It. Is. Common. This is how babies are made, isn’t it? Look at every men and women gathered here. They live cuz their mama and papa went into secluded place, took they cloths down and…”

-          “STOP IT!”

Ah, she is so easy to tease!

-          “Enjoying yourself, Zari?” Gis said coming to me with a bit wobbly steps, yet very cheerful.

-          “Yeah, nice bunch.” I said.

-          “Zari… we will have to leave this place tomorrow and continue our journey, so I think we will have to go earlier <to bed>…”

-          “So… we will hit the hay?”

-          “Definitely!”

We spent only two or so hours here, the night was still young. Ha, I bet we won’t just fall asleep. Not after all the trouble Gisele had to get us a place in the warehouse.

-          “You heard the boss, guyz, gotta go. Hit the hay.” I once again put lots of accent on the last sentence before raising up and following the dragoness.

Was she swaying her hips like that on purpose? She definitely doesn’t walk all the time like this… maybe it’s because of the alcohol…

She turned her head back just to check if I was looking at her butt. Well, I was. She smiled teasingly. She started unbuttoning pieces of her clothing as she was getting in the warehouse, but in the next moment she disappeared from my vision behind the door.

As soon as I got inside, the door behind me was slammed shut and I was pushed on the pile of hay. All I heard was an innocent giggle.

Still, my body was still devastated after abusing it with “training” (stupid ballast), so this gentle push made my muscle scream in true agony.

I tried getting up a little, but once again I was pushed back.

-          “Tsk-tsk-tsk. Not this time, lover, you must be so terribly exhausted.” She emphasized each word she spoke, finishing with a purr “… so, once again, I will take care of you!”

Her claw, as usual, started cutting through my shirt ruining it (thanks god it was just a spare cloth).

Still, my pride tried once again to restrict her grip.

-          “You know what? I have an idea. We will duel every few days. No magic, just physical disciplines. Pick whichever one you want. If you would manage to beat me in any of them… You will gain a right to do as you please…” she whispered.

-          “I refuse.”

-          “Giving up already?”

-          “I could just bind you with curse.”

-          “That would be cheating!”

-          “Overwhelming me strength isn’t cheating?”

-          “Oh, shut up and play along!”

I wanted to protest, but my mouth were shut as Gisele kissed me. Forcefully. I think I will play along. Just for now. But I will have it my way. Soon. And I will thank you for all your teasing with a vengeance!

But right now… I think I will focus on those soft lips of hers…

Adventurer’s guild

A member of the stuff asked Elana to go to the training room, as someone was waiting for her. Nothing more was said in that matter, so El quickly went in the mentioned direction, filled with curiosity.

As soon as she went inside she felt a strange aura. The place was empty, yet equipment was thrown everywhere in weird patterns.

-          “Are you done with looking, sweetheart?” a weird, but not unpleasant voice could be heard next to her.

The blonde girl turned quickly to the side. There was a pretty girl sitting on one of the kicked racks. She didn’t saw her at first, which was strange, for she certainly looked in that direction. There was a time when she was looking exactly at her, sitting in her line of view, yet her brain did not register her presence.

The woman was pretty, almost beautiful. In a leather suit… No, it was actually an armor! Leather armor, but made in such way that on the first glance, it would look like ordinary clothes! Also, her chest was bulging.

Elana took two steps back.

-          “Oh, instincts kicking in? Feeling danger? Good, you may not be as hopeless as I thought!” the woman said.

It was not the case. The only reason why El moved back was simply because she was overwhelmed by the woman’s bosom. In the end El was as flat as a plank…

<I AM STILL GROWING! STUPID AUTHOR!>

Right, right. Sure. So, our flat-forever-Elana was simply offended by the assets she would most likely never have!~

-          “E-excuse me, but who are you?”

-          “Name is Aiele, but it sounds like the name of a grandma, so just call me Ay! Or <Mistress>. Or <please, no more, I can’t take any more, I will break!> will do too.”

-          “Ummm…” the girl was simply confused.

-          “Maybe this way – I am Zariel’s possession.”

-          “P-p-p-p-possession!?!?”

-          “Yes, he can do whatever he wants to me… The problem is that his only real command was <Take care of Elana as I would be away. Teach her something so she wouldn’t die on her first mission>… you get it? He didn’t say <Ay, on all fours!>. He didn’t say <Ay, beg for it>. He didn’t even ask <Ay, kill someone>.. all he asked was <take care of some brat>. This is humiliating…”

The assassin frowned for a moment.

-          “…humiliating…” she said after a moment, as if that word meant a lot to her. ”… so that’s how he wants to play! Oh, kinky little asshole, I like it! So! I am here to drink booze and train you to death, and I am almost out of booze!”

Saying so, she quickly finished a flask she had in her pocket and threw it behind her.

-          “Now. Kill me.” she said.

El just stood there confused.

-          “… I beg your pardon?”

-          “You were told to train to be a rogue  –  an assassin. You have a blade by your belt, I can see it. Now, show me how you would kill me. It’s a part of your training.”

El blinked thrice. She was out of her mind!... but if Mister Angel asked that female to train her… hehehe… he cares for her… he wants her to be better… He don’t want her to die as he would be away.

Elana’s mind.

Zariel was holding her close, his face was even closer as he was looking deep in her eyes.

-          “I am leaving, my love! The mere thought of wasting but a day without you splits my heart in half! I can’t stand the thought that you could be in danger… So please… become stronger, my love…. For me!”

-          “V-v-v-very well… I-I-I will do my b-b-best!”

-          “I know you do, before I leave, please, allow me!”

He grabbed her chin and started lowering his face on her.

Her heart started pounding, cheeks flushed red, their lips were about to meet…

-          “STOP DAYDREAMING YOU LITTLE BRAT!”

… the vision shattered… that woman destroyed it.

HOW DARE SHE STAND BETWEEN HER AND MISTER ANGEL?! (even if he was just an imagination) SHE WANTS TO DIE?! DOES SHE!?... well technically she asked for it a moment ago…

El decided to do her best, she may know only a few basic moves, but she decided to show all she got to her new teacher.

She pulled her dagger out...

… and she was kicked in the guts.

-          “Are you fucking crazy? Why did you pull the dagger?”

-          “Y..you asked…” she groaned from the ground.

-          “I asked you to kill me. Not to duel me. Do you think you had chances in a one-on-one battle? You need to learn the difference. Pulling a dagger in front of someone will make them react. If you really wanted to stab me, you should at least move behind me! Now. Get up!”

Still holding her belly, El did as she was told. In the mister Zariel sent that woman to her.

-          “You need to learn that the dagger is the last option of an assassin. You have charm, girl, one day it can make you the greatest assassin… we will learn the basics for now… but before that, I may have a favor to ask you… better to ask now, for as I would finish with you, you won’t be able to move… mind introducing me to that orc friend of yours?”

-          “M-mister Morgul? Why?”

-          “Welp, for a reason, you know… EH, whatever. If you pulled that dagger already, you better know how to put it in use. Come on, girl, show me what ya got. Don’t be afraid, I will spare your cute face.”

Aiele licked her lips, and then her dagger, making the little girl shiver. Her own real training was about to start too.
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WARNING! You know where Gis and Zari finished in the last chap. The part below is dedicated for adults! (I mean, there are only adults here, right? The story is R-rated in the end). If you decide to skip the adult part, just scroll down and look for the note that says it is safe to read, I will make it visible.

Oh to wipe that grin of her face! To answer her challenge and fight back, I dreamed of nothing more but that, yet I knew that because of my exhaustion, all my struggles and efforts would die in vain, which would humiliate me even more. Much to my dismay, I just laid back, letting the dragoness do as she pleased.

She quickly threw what remained from my shirt to the side. Her hands once again pinned me to the ground below… or the hay bellow.

She lowered her head and kissed me. This time it was much gentler than before, her fingers on my shoulders start kneading them, like a playful cat, she even started purring right in my mouth, sending vibrations through my body. My heart raced as blood rushed through my veins. I raised my hands slowly, helping her removing the rest of her clothes. We broke the kiss just for a moment, so Gisele could pull off her own shirt, then once again we leaped into each other’s arms, hungrily tasting our lips, exploring our mouths with our tongues. The passion was slowly building up in us.

The dragoness left my mouth, at first I protested with a groan, but she moved her head below, kissing my neck, leaving a wet trail behind. She didn’t stop there, she kept traveling down and down. I was panting loudly with excitement and anticipation, yet my lover teasingly took her time. I was on the verge of osin my sanity as she reached the level of my belt, pulling my pants down with nothing but her teeth.

-          “Well, well, well… I let you finish the training, because you told you were exhausted… but you don’t look exhausted here!” her words were filled with delighted, playful love. “… buy maybe, if you are not feeling well, we should stop here? To let you rest?”

I knew she wanted it as much as I did, yet I had no time to play around, lust I have been storing in me for past few days, teased so much right now, was about to escape from my body.

-          “Gisele, either you will finish what you started, or I will morph, cast dozens of spells on myself and have you that way… I don’t care how I would feel tomorrow.”

I groaned with lust and anger. My mind was slowly going blank because of the unsatisfied desires. For a moment, she considered playing a little longer, she must have enjoyed the idea of fighting for dominance here, yet eventually she reached the conclusion that it could harm my training. With barely noticeable sadness, she get rid of her lower part of clothing.

She raised over me, positioning herself before slowly lowering down, impaling herself on me. I felt as she was slowly tightening around me, her warmness and wetness made me melt. We stayed liked that for a moment. Connected. I heard her heart pounding through her skin. We savored the sensation for a moment longer, before she raised up a little and slammed herself back.

Slowly, she was increasing her pace, moaning quietly near my ear. Each time a voice left her mouth, her warm breath tickled the side of my face, sending shivers down my spine.

My hands bolted forward, traveling across her body. Shutting my eyes I once again brushed my fingers across her body, the body I knew so well. From her shoulders, down to her waist, just to stop on her butt. I dig my nails in her soft, yet muscular flesh, drawing another moan.

I tried matching her rhythm, as she raised up I withdraw my pelvis, just to raise quickly as she was lowering down. The strength of the impact shook our bodies to the core. It was the action that crossed the line. That completely eradicated our limits. For one last time we looked into each other’s eyes, seeing us our sanity was drifting away. It was a signal we needed to completely lose our remorse and lost ourselves to lust.

Despite being already connected, we leaped even further into each other. Gisele threw her arms around my neck, my arms hugged her backs, entrapping her in my embrace and pushing myself deeper and deeper. We felt our warmness on our chests, our rigged breaths were tickling our necks as our moans kept getting louder and louder.

Wet sounds echoed through the warehouse, proclaiming our dedication towards the act. We felt as a certain feeling started raising in us, we felt it getting stronger, making our bodies almost numb. Gisele raised my upper body and pushed it to the wall, she changed the way she was sitting on me, locking her legs behind me and we dedicated ourselves into brutal love-making.

We were getting stronger, our movements became clumsy, yet didn’t stop for the moment, making us hunger even more for the other’s touches.

The crescendo of pleasure rocked through our bodies, Gis, as usually, dug her nails in my back and bit on my shoulder, savoring the orgasm that descended upon us. We stayed like that for a moment, as bits of our sanity returned to us for a moment. We stayed liked that for a minute or two more, still dedicated into kissing, prolonging he blissful feeling.

Once again we parted our lips and took some distance between us to look into each other’s eyes. I saw her face well despite the surrounding darkness, she was panting a little, her cheeks were blushed in a light fever… and her eyes, her wonderful, jade eyes were looking within me again. I raised my finger to circle it round her lips, at first she let me enjoy myself, but as she was not yet satisfied she started kissing it eventually taking it teasingly in her mouth.

-          “You little devil…” I exhaled. “… How is that possible that I love you so much?”

-          “It’s because I am perfect, ain’t I?” she joked, getting closer and putting her forehead on mine.

-          “… round two?” I asked after a moment.

-          “And three and four. The night is still young, lover of mine.”

Our main hunger was satisfied, we took things slowly from now on, experimenting and enjoying ourselves to our heart’s content. Indeed, the night was young, but it didn’t stop up from staying like that till sunrise.

IT IS SAFE TO READ, KIDS!

We woke up around noon, or actually we were woken.

-          “Sister Gis!... And you… It’s already late! You wanted to… Oh, I am sorry!”

It was Jeanne, the woman I talked to yesterday by the table. She saw us laying naked on the hay, with only pieces of leather covering our lower bodies.

-          “I didn’t mean to interrupt you! I am so very s…”

-          “Don’t sweat it. Nothing happened.” I said calmly.

-          “Exactly, if you would barge in a few hours ago, I would probably tore you apart, but as you disturb nothing… wait… what time is it…” Gisele looked through the window located high on the wall of the warehouse, trying  to estimate the time.

-          “HOLY SHI… ZARI! We were supposed to be on the road for two hours already!”

The dragoness bolted from under the leather naked and started putting her clothes on, making the woman avert her gaze and blush.

-          “We are wanderers, where do you rush to?”

-          “As much as I hate the desert, they will have a food festival in few days!”

-          “I could have predicted it was something like that…”

-          “… they treat sweets as dish too. They are actually fairly known for their sweet syrups they put on meats and…”

-          “FASTER, GISELE, FASTER!” I yelled as well, rushing to my robe I left on the wooden beam.

-          “W-w-we took care of your possible supplies, also, Marco will travel a little south to the city to sell our goods… so you can travel with him by cart. It may not be very comfortable, but will be much faster and…”

-          “Will do! We are in your debts, guys!” the dragonesses yelled, putting her shoes on jumping on one leg.

I was almost done too, my back was screaming as I learned about the existence of the muscles in my lower back.

Why does it hurt so much?!


	[Muscle exhaustion]
	Because you were lately abusing your body, your muscles has been damaged.
	Stamina Points	10% of your [SP] are temporarily locked.

Stamina consumption 20% up.

	RFX	- 5
	DEX	- 5




No pain no gain, huh?... stupid ballast. It will slow me down! Doesn’t matter, nothing will get in my way to the sweets! Syrup! Here I come!

We quickly said our farewells, refilled our bags and jumped on the cart, filled almost completely with barrels. The man that was traveling with us yelled at the horses, hitting them lightly with the reins, making them move.

-          “How long to the next city?” I asked.

-          “Depends on the weather, it may rain today. If the weather would be nice, we can get there by dusk, if not, then we will have to stop for night and would get there around noon of the next day…”

The hoofs were lazily hitting the road in a steady rhythm. Tam-tararam-tararam-tam-tam-tara… OH FOR FUCK SAKE!?

-          “Can this go a little faster?” I asked politely.

-          “Not if we don’t want to lose cargo. Those barrels and the beer inside is quite pricey, I don’t want to drop it…”

Then it is settled.

I got a rope from my inventory and started stabilizing the cargo inside. As everything was done and I secured myself, I took man’s shoulder and forced him inside the cart.

-          “S-sir, what are you doing?

-          “Hold on something, and hold it tight… I never thought I would ever say this… but… Gisele… drive.”

The dragoness smiled widely at me as she took Marco’s place by the horses.

-          “I am sorry, my brother, I am so very sorry what you are about to experience, but trust me, there is no other way.”

-          “W-what are you talking about?” the confused man asked.

But it was too late for explanations.

-          “YEAH! Gee up! Giddap! Giddy-up!” the dragoness started yelling, hitting horses lightly.

We bolted furiously from our spot. We didn’t have to wait long till Gisele’s “talent” would appear, and soon she started hitting every possible pebble on the road, making the whole cart jump.

-          “SHE WILL KILL US! SHE WILL KIIIILLL UUUUUSS!” man yelled panicked.

-          “You have seen nothing yet!” I yelled back, for I saw what was coming. The road started curving like a snake.

So this is how we will die? Very well, bring it on!

It was the first time I saw anyone drifting with a horse cart

Déjà vu!

I’ve just been in this place before!

Higher on the beat!

And I know it’s a place to go!

Calling you! And the search is a mystery!

Standing on my feet,

It’s so hard when I try to be me! Yeaah!

YEAAAAH!

-          “WE WILL DIE! WE WILLL DIEEE!” the man was terrified.

I don’t blame him, in the end during the “drift” cart once again hit a pebble, making one side raise vertically, if not for the rope, all the cargo would have rolled to the road.

-          “Stop it! Bring me home! I want to go ho-o-o-me!” the man whined.

-          “By-dusk-my-ass!” Gisele cried from the rider’s spot “We will get there in three hours having pee-break on our way!”

Her motivation was admirable.

-          “The horses won’t last! You will work them to death!”

-          “That’s what pee-break is for!” she answered.

-          “If horses wouldn’t last, I can always summon Kaito and make him pull the cart!” I added.

-          “Excellent idea, love!”

-          “Who is Kaito?” the man asked.

-          “My familiar! A Warg!”

-          “MAY THE GODDESS SAVE ME FROM THIS PAIN!” looks like he didn’t like the idea. He was silly. If he would ride into the city with a cart pulled by a black warg, all the ladies would be his. Idiot.

The journey followed in a similar pace for the few next hours (except the mentioned pee-break) until we reached the city. Indeed, the day was still young when we got there, the horses were almost dead, but we did it!

 



 

Holy Kingdom.

 



 

Slash-slash-pierce. Stab-slash- turn around – slash.

The hero was training. He was doing great progress, so his teacher suggested that he should start learning dealing with larger groups of enemies, wielding different equipment. So he did, right now he was dueling three people. A standard knight-type with a sword and a shield, a two-handed mace wielder and a rogue.

They also were inexperienced, they were getting in each other’s path. One on person was actually doing something. The rogue. She (because it was a woman, or at least that was what the Hero’s senses told him) tried cooperating with the two bulky men, tried fitting in the gap, delivering strikes as they would make openings, or focusing his attention on her so her companion could perform clean hits.

But the hero’s gift in swordsmanship was overwhelming. The Goddess’ blessing made him being able to instinctively perform the right moves.

-          “Good, hero, good! Great evasion! Now, use the opportunity! Splendid!” the captain of the city guard was happy seeing his progress. “... Your moves are still a bit crude, you are taking a bit too much time to react, but you surely know what you are doing! Just repeat it a hundred more times and these bunch won’t last a minute against you!”

It was his time! The rogue performed a thrust with her dagger, he grabbed her hand and pulled her closer, spun her around and used her as a meat-shield. The knight stabbed her body, then hero throw her at him, making him collapse. As he was left one-on-one with the clumsy “barbarian”. He defeated him with a few moves, by the time knight pushed the girl off his body, the battle was over. The hero put his blade by the lying man’s throat.

Good things their blades were made of wood and all that his opponents suffered were a few bruises.

-          “Stupid girl!” knight growled. “everything was going well until you failed.”

-          “I…I am sorry…” a feminine voice could be heard from behind the leather hood.

-          “Is that what you think? Really?” the hero asked. “That… as you called her <stupid girl> as the only one tried to work with you. She didn’t make a mistake. You did. The two of you, despite being in a group, were fighting alone! In this sparring, I was paying the greatest attention to her, because, unlike the two of you, she looked like she knew what  was she doing.”

The young man gritted his teeth, yet said nothing. He was a noble, it was a noble thing to blame others for their mistakes. Normally, he would answer such an insult, but the hero was on an absolutely other level when it came to rank in the church. He could do nothing - he had nothing to threaten him with.

The hero stretched his hand toward the still lying girl.

-          “Are you ok? Are you hurt?” he asked with a gentle smile.

-          “Y-yes. Thank you.” She humbly accepted his hand and let him help her get off the ground.

-          “You did great! You are natural when it comes to cooperation!”

-          “I—it’s nothing. I am just weak on my own and I need to rely on my allies. I used to train close combat supporting…”

-          “If that was nothing, I want to see your best!” he smiled.

-          “Ok, kids, training is over. Class dismissed.” the guard yelled, leaving the training ground.

The girl took off her leather hood-hat.

She had chestnut hair that fell to her shoulders and similarly colored eyes. A bit round-girlish face while the rest of her body was bit tomboyish. A new target for the hero!

-          “My I learn your name?” he smiled to her.

-          “A—ah! Of course! Pardon my rudeness, hero! I didn’t mean to offend you!” she kneeled while hitting her fist into the palm of her other hand.

-          “You did not…. Sooo? Name?”

-          “P-p-p-pardon me again! It is Aurelia!”

-          “Aurelia… Aurelia… It’s such a beautiful name! Really, it has such a nice ring to it!... Tell me, Aurelia, her majesty gave me the task of creating my own party… would you consider joining it? Of course not now, we are still training, but as we would be done with it…”

-          “Join? YOU?”

-          “So you don’t want to?” Hero played being sad. “… I get it… I may not be the strongest and my mission is dangerous so…”

-          “T-t-t-this is not what I meant! It is an honor! The greatest honor that I could have dreamed in my whole life! B-but why me!? I am inexperienced! I am sure that dozens of veterans would join you!”

Because you are cute! You would make a great addition to my harem! – the hero thought.

-          “Exactly. I prefer raising up with my teammates, growing stronger together. Slowly building our relationship. This way I would always know what I can expect from you! Also, I am not picking people based on their skills, skills can be learned, but based on their dedication! I admire the way you support your comrades, the way you doing your best! The fire of your efforts is sparkling in your eyes! I need it… Aurelia, when the time would come, will you give me your fire?”

The woman once again bowed before him.

-          “Y-yes! I swore you my life, hero!”

She yelled.

-          “It’s wonderful! I will not betray your trust in me!”

He talked with her for a moment longer. Then he went back to his halls. His dove-familiar was  flying lazily across the room. Seeing his master he quickly landed on his arm.

~ Greetings, friend. How did it go?

 

-          “Another  one to the collection. We have a priest and a rogue.”

~ Then we need just a frontliner tank and a frontliner damage dealer. You will take the role of the leader, supporting all lines when necessary…

-          “Yes… as soon as we would collect all of them…”

~ Our fun will begin!

-          “I must say, you are quite… lusty as for divine beast.”

~ It is because I was born under the jurisdiction of Hallana – the angel of love!

-          “Isn’t love supposed to be pure?”

~ Hey! Passion is also important! Passion is the spark that lights the fire of faith! There are many kinds of love, you know? During the Holy Wars I was sending love of the goddesses upon our soldiers, turning them into fanatics! That’s also a love~!

The bird chirped into his head.

-          “So, what’s the plan?”

~ Oh, I allowed myself to look into your memories of your previous life and studied what you called <manga> and <novels> about stories about heroes from your words! The one that had harem tag attached, of course! Fret not! You focus on collecting girls, my powers are getting stronger together with you, in no time I will make your girls fight over for you!

-          “… what did I even do to deserve you?”

~ Told you~! We are alike! I wouldn’t form a pact with you if you were boring! Now, get some rest. You still have two more girls to collect! Mua-ha-ha-ha!

Indeed, that’s what the hero did, he jumped on his bed trying to take a nap, in the end at evening he will have some more meditation lessons with Inga.

A little bit of Inga in my life,
A little bit of Aurelia, by my side,
A little bit of…

damn, gotta finish the song with his own trophies! But seriously, being a hero makes getting girls almost too easy!
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The city of Atalla was very special, mostly because of its origin. You see, its surrounding is filled with dungeons. Now: little about geographic: you can see the mountains to the west, the forests to the east, lakes to the north and the plains towards the south. Because of this you can spot dungeons of all shapes and colors. Earth-themed caves, plant-labyrinths at forests, swamp traps mixed with lakes and highland areas.

Adventurers came here from all directions – from all around the country and continent, to train their abilities, rank up and keep beasts at bay. But, as adventurers started setting up their camps here, the merchants followed, mostly to sell them equipment that they lost during raids, then, blacksmiths followed, mostly because it was much cheaper to repair damaged piece of equipment than buying completely new one. Then, innkeepers raised their buildings offering a shelter, just so villagers could come along with their little herds to satisfy most basic needs of all groups that were already mentioned.

Very quickly this little settlement was raised into the rank of the city, despite its rather small size. Why? Because of money, of course! The place where coins rolls is the place where merchants and nobles want to have something to say! Taxes, taxes, taxes... And Atalla was buying everything – food, materials, beverage and so on, yet in return it was selling monsters parts like skins or bones (few were used as ornaments and had very high price) and herbs to local herbalists… and Alchemist Guild.

This was one of reason I decided to travel through this land. One – train, Two – meet new people (the one I could use later), and Three – to possibly steal few suppliers from Guild. Stupid bitch saw that coming for all she said about me during Senate Meeting.

We rolled into the city on barely alive horses. Gisele really worked them better than she worked me, Marco fainted somewhere on beginning and didn’t wake up until now, not even during short break we had! I had to check if he was breathing, just in case! He was. Poor villager wasn’t used to such extreme relocation methods. We quickly said our greeting to the guards, stated our business, then we needed to explain why adventurers are driving cart filled with beverage and why one man is unconscious. They had hard time believing that we are not bandits that attacked poor Marco and stole his cargo, but then they simply noticed that it was pointless to bring him along.

-          “Look. We are about to leave his and his possession at local inn anyway, so if you are afraid that we want to earn on his cargo, the you can simply follow us! As soon as we would take care of our companions we are heading toward Guild!”

I lost my patience.

-          “Don’t know about it… we should see your papers…”


-          “Man, we are adventurers! We don’t have papers! Our pendants are our papers allowing us free access to almost every country on continent!” I said pointing at little pieces of crude jewelry that was given to us as we reached rank C

They let us in, but apparently they said a word about us to their friends, for all the time we were escorting still sleeping man to the inn some guards were throwing us suspicious gazes. But as we left without a cargo and bags of money they returned to their duties. As we promised, we went toward adventurers guild – despite being much smaller than the one in capital it was still one of the biggest building in the city, even more – it was located exactly in the middle. Not a temple, not a mayor's mansion, not a merchant house. Guild. To tell everyone about origin of the place, to point out what is the main reason of this city existence. It was rare, but very nice, even if adventurers were admired, they weren’t really put on pedestal of hierarchy of any city. We were more like visitors – guests, wanted one, but still guests.

We opened the door inside and right away we were welcomed by familiar mood. In the end every adventurer and every guild is the same – cheerful, it is something you learn while you are risking your life in depths of dungeons – to enjoy every moment of your life.

Gisele was a celebrity among adventurers, mostly because she was S rank, female and half dragon. And Jericho’s adopted daughter. She was recognized right away. Few greeted her cheerfully, asking her to stop by their tables, few just raised their mugs in our direction with greetings, and few just snorted and averted their gazes…

… You have some problem with my woman, bastard? Do you? Well, I would challenge you if not that silly little detail – that she can take care of herself by her own and needs no one to fight in defense of her good name…

… Be grateful, punk.

Still, in capital there were mostly humans adventurers. Only Marika, Gis and Mrogul could be counted to other race nations, ah, and elf girl that was appearing and vanishing every few days, the one I didn’t really have time to talk to.

Here, on the other hand, I could see a nice diversity, a party of dwarfs were abusing barrel of beer, about eight or so elves joined few tables together so they could sit near one another, and quite few beastkins… Wait… I recognize them… A harpy, a lizardman… A lionman. A-ha. Great. Pilgrims from the forest. The party that found me and asked to become their king. The one I told to fuck off, in polite way.

I saw them, they saw me. And we stood like that for a moment or two. Then, they raised from their chairs quickly and tried bowing.

-          “DON’T YOU FUCKING DARE!”I yelled stopping them before they could lower their heads. Still, attention of whole inn section got focused on us.


But beastkins did as I told them.

-          “The hell is going on?” the silence in the inn was disturbed by old, short man.

Why every guild leader has to be an older man? It is rhetoric question, there is a reason behind it, don’t answer it, it’s not like author is lazy and doesn’t want to add some more diversity into the story, so pay no attention to it.

-          “Nothing, sir, it is my mistake… I thought I met those people before, but now, at second glance I can tell we have never seen before. Once again, pardon my rudeness.”

I said quickly making sure they wouldn’t say anything.

-          “It that true, Raggo? That happened?” little guy wanted to check if my story wasn’t a lie.

-          “Yes, master Andrew, we wanted to get for some more beer and raised bit too quickly, this man just acted lead by instinct. No damage nor offense was taken… If he has such a wish, we may even host him by our table.”

Beastkin tried not only to support my version, but also try scoring some points with me by offering a sit. I like his thinking. Hate the fact that he is forcing himself on me, but still, in his place I would do the same. Now, I need to comply to not look like a jerk.

-          “… Gisele Redwing?” man asked after a moment while looking at dragoness

-          “In flesh and bones!” she smiled

-          “….Daughter of Jericho?” he wanted be sure

-          “Last time I checked, yes!”

-          “… Jericho that owes me money?” man squinted his eyes

-          “… You are looking for other Gisele Redwing, daughter of Jericho…” Gis answered after moment of hesitation. Man burst into cheerful laughter.

-          “Ah, girl, you even has same attitude as him. Just tell him that it would be alright if he would just send me a bottle of some better liquor. In the end I know that it is impossible to get your money back from this old bastard! So, what brings you here, kids?”

-          “W..W…” Gis was still a little shamed by sins of her teacher being exposed in public like that.

-          “We have registered ourselves as wanderers, guild master, as tradition says we came to say our greetings and ask for a shelter…”

I said regular quote.

-          “Don’t sweat it kid… and who are you?”

-          “Name is Zariel, I am traveling with…”

-          “Whiteraven? Kid that is abusing ranking system of the guild climbing in hierarchy like a madman? Second Jericho’s discipline? Heard about you, kid, mostly from reports. Lemme look at you.”

Man stepped closer grabbed my shoulder and start looking me directly in the eyes.


	You are being [Appraised]
	You are attempting resisting effect of [Appraisal]
	[Resisting] failed. 




-          “Yesss… Yesss… You have some guts, kid… nothing great yet, but there is potential… Yes, definitely potential and passion. But what else can I expect? Jericho never wasted his time with those he found unworthy, he was being offered small wealth for training noble’s kids, yet he refused. Do you understand? That greedy bastard Jericho refused money. He value his skills more than gold, yet he decided to share them with you. It’s greatest form of praise one could ask for… Oh, I won’t have to check you identities via crystals. You are quite a personalities. But, if you already said that whole bloody traditional quote, here is my reply, in same boring traditional gibberish: rest by our fire, travelers, our home is your home, rise a mugs with us and rejoice with us, friends, and when the day of battle would come,  we will await you side by side with us. Welcome home… Now, are we done? Find yourself a table and take a sit. If ya would take some quest, just pick it from board, damn, we have more quests that this little facility can take care of, help is always wanted… But you will have to pay for room and food!”

Guild leader was very friendly, and extremely talkative. I was wondering when he took breaks for breath, but as he literally didn’t stop talking for next ten minutes I start wondering if he is breathing WHILE talking, or after years of training he lost need of living with oxygen.

As we were done talking, we indeed started looking for some spare table. But all were occupied. I didn’t even notice when group of beastkins managed to bring two chairs and add them to their tables. We had no other choice.

-          “Zari, you look nervous, something wrong?”

-          “Will tell you later…”

-          “Another secret?” she puffed her cheeks

-          “No, it simply isn’t subject to talk about in the middle of the inn… they know who I am.

-          “And everyone knows who I am! What’s a big deal…”

-          “No, no, no. Gis. Look at me. They KNOW WHAT I am!” I put accent on the most vital part.

Expression of Gisele was still dumbfounded a little, but something started triggering in her head slowly. Hamster in her head start running on the wheel of her brain… We are almost there! Come on, Gis, just a little more!

A sparkle of understanding appeared in her eyes

-          “O…Oh.”

Clever girl.

What else could we do? I laid my hand on the verge of free chair

-          “Mind our company?” I asked

-          “Not at all. Be our guest… Prince.”

One of elf sitting two tables away turned his face toward us and look first at Raggo, then at me.

Idiot! Elves are great trackers not only because of their enchanted gaze! Their other senses are improved too!

-          “Don’t call me that ever again.” I said in neutral tone

-          “As you wish, which title you prefer? Lord? Duke? God? Nemesis? Chain breaker?...”

Yes, a fucking born from the storm fist of his name, you dumb fuck.

-          “Because of people like you, that couldn’t hold their mouth shut, there are assassins after my head. You gave me lots of troubles.”

It was completely true, but I wanted him to understand my perspective, so yes, i bended truth a little. His gaze changed.

-          “Who? Who wants you dead? We will form a…”

-          “You will do nothing, you will say nothing, you will leave me alone.”

-          “… But you came to us…”

-          “It is just a coincidence. I came here to train my skills and body. Once again, I have no need for kingdom, no need for army, and I most certainly don’t consider myself a noble. So: no head bowing, no titles, no bootlicking. I am just an average adventurer, and make it stay this way.”

-          “It is impossible.” Harpy sitting next to the lion man said “… You are an omen of prophecy. Your coming was known long before you or us. We have been waiting for generation, praying to you. We were fatherless, godless, with no one to lead us. Many started thinking that your coming was but a metaphor, and even then, they prayed to you as concept of liberation. Our time and patience grows short. Many already know that you came and they started acting. They hope to draw your attention. Riots, uprisings, raids… All so you would start acting…”

-          “What if I won’t?”

-          “Then, they will die.”

-          “So be it. I told you once, will tell you again: I won’t become your puppet, your icon. If you want to do something, do it, don’t hide behind me. Don’t blame me for your mistakes. Don’t put your hope in me. If you are useless without me, then I have no need of you.”

Their eyes sparkled as if they heard something they wanted to hear.

-          “…Very well. We will spread this message…”

-          “You will spread nothing. Shut your traps and…”

But then Gisele got herself involved.

-          “I don’t know what you want and why, but know one thing: if you would get Zari involved into anything, I will tore you apart. He won’t be yours, for he is already …” I covered her mouth in very last moment.

Telling fanatics you own their god is last think you want to do.

-          “… I am already busy with my own businesses. Just walk in your direction and I will go in mine. Hopefully, our paths would never cross again!.. Gis, mind picking some quest? I will get myself ready.”

-          “Heee? But we just came! I hoped to eat something warm!”

-          “Later, Gis, later. We can have a lunch at dungeon!”

-          “Eating covered in monsters corpses. Yes, just perfect.”

She puffed her cheeks. Again.

-          “Will reward it to you later.”

-          “… how?”

-          “Will buy you all you can eat during festival?”

-          “… You aren’t lying, are you?”

-          “Have I ever lied to you?”

-          “Yes.”

-          “See? This means I care about you.”

-          “What kind of logic is this?!”

-          “The one so complex that you won’t understand it! Now, go pick some quest!”

She groaned and got up from chair, but after taking few steps she turned around.

-          “Hey! Did you just call me stupid!?”

-          “Incredible! You become so smart in such a short period of time! I really do have a good impact on you!”

-          “Hehehe…” she giggle happily, before she squinted her eyes “… HEY! You just did that again!”

I sent her a kiss.

-          “Bastard.”

She pouted one last time before moving toward the board. Knowing her she will pick some quest to annoy me. Hard one, long one and boring one. Well, I saw that coming. Doesn’t matter. Right now I want to move as far as possible from those fanatics. Gotta finish our business her quickly and move away. I don’t want to get involved into any mess. I hate lacking control over my actions, this is why I need to be even stronger: to be able to protect my independence.


	You have taken a [Quest]
	[New Dungeon Evaluation]
	Recently a new dungeon was formed. Guild is looking for skilled adventurers that would explore it and report back information about it.

You will be rewarded for making a map of floor, reporting back kinds of trap, monsters habituating it and treasures

	Rewards	Depends on:

- number of conquered floor,

- quality of map (the more of the floor you would cover the better)

- number of encountered beasts

- number of discovered traps

- number of discovered treasures

You will be a first party to enter dungeon, Guild will pay off a bonus for unknown threats





Of course that she would pick such a quest. To be a first adventurer to ever ride a dungeon? She is one spoiled, greedy lizard. There is no way she won’t hunger for this kind of fame. Even more as the adventurer that holds record with number and quality of evaluated dungeons is Jericho. She will want to prove herself.

-          “Zaaari!” she yelled from the counter “… I hope you have packed your things!”

But, let’s see how dedicated she is

-          “What’s wrong, Gis? Maybe we can stay a little longer, maybe eat something? We can leave in hour or two, full of strength and…”

-          “… and risk that someone will steal a dungeon from me? Ha! No! Come on, move that lazy ass of yours!”

She is ready to skip a meal. Damn, she is serious about it. I got from the table, but before I left I turned one last time.

-          “Just if you would have some silly idea about signing up for same quest… Gisele would probably think that you are challenging her, and broke your bones so you wouldn’t follow. Be a good kitty, and stay.”

Lionman didn’t like my offense, yet replied nothing. I picked my bag from the guard and quickly checked what I had there. Some ropes, some herbs, some food. I quickly bought what I was lacking the most, checked if all straps are holding tightly on place and followed dragoness. Last thing I wanted was my straps of my bags breaking under its weight. We had no idea how deep this dungeon is. We can stay there for day, or for week. Losing equipment is equal with dying.

We quickly left the guild and the city, moving further to the west. Closer to the mountains, which meant that dungeon will me most likely a cave type. It may be difficult for fire mage like myself. Explosions could collapse cave on our heads, if I would set a fireplace in shut chamber we could run out of oxygen. Plus stone-earth beasts are less affected my flames. I gulped loudly as shiver run down my spine. I am going to dive into unknown! We had no idea what was awaiting for us! When was the last time I felt like this? This excitement! This thrill! The hunt.


	The [Predatory] effects triggers despite being in habituated place
	Your reaction times improves

Your senses are being enchanted

Your tracking skills are being improved





Of course that yes. Because of that whole charade with owning a company, because of acting in front of Senate, because of all those people around me, because I am trying to blend into my surrounding I forgot one most important thing. Despite my humanity I am no longer human. I forgot that deep inside I am spineless, deprived of morals monsters. I forgot how it is to feel alive!

-          “Zari, is everything ok?” Gis asked

-          “Dunno, how do I look?”

-          “As if you are enjoying yourself. Bit scary and overconfident… but calm in same time.”

-          “Gis… I look forward to this adventure. I look forward to kill something. My heart is pounding, my blood is rushing through my veins and I hunger for violence… am I weird?”

-          “Of course you are. But fear not. So am I” She smiled

We moved out.




            

    
        Chapter 243

    
    
    
    
                Edited by god. Again :<

Of course, it was a cave. The author is getting lazy, or maybe he will try excusing himself with being busy in past weekend, still, lack of ambition in designing this little place is off-putting and breaks the mood. I will have to discuss this with him later on.

It was a crater with the rounded stair-like formation which was leading down, to weird hatch-opening. After getting down and inspecting we noticed that… it is one way only entrance. Behind a hatch, there was a slide which after using would dump us somewhere. A complex formation, meaning it is not your average-easy-rookie dungeon. To leave it we had to either conquer it or find a glyph of return.


	You have discovered [Fiend's Pit] dungeon
	You are first to find this dungeon	50% exp bonus in 47h59m55s
	Suggested party level to conquer	???
	Newly formed dungeon. It was made because of mana malfunction, making it grow rapidly.

Earth-themed, if you are fire mage think twice before entering.





-          “What do you think?” Gis asked looking at me.

-          “It is pretty much shut-in formation with very little light, monsters will be probably some gruesome creatures that undergo regressive evolution, making them simpler and more savage so they could more easily…”

-          “Zari! Speak in common!”

-          “Beasts probably will be big and toothy, not very smart.”

-          “So just as I like them!” she grinned widely.

-          “Ok, use those few next minutes to thoroughly think about our actions and patterns of…”

-          “Last on the bottom is a rotten egg!”

She gave me a pat on the arm and jumped inside with loud “Ya-hoo!”

-          “Oh, for fuck sake! Gisele!”

…. Like hell that I will be a rotten egg. See you on the floor below, silly girl!

I jumped after her. A slide was narrow and inclined quite a lot, making me accelerate greatly. Here and there it twisted and turned making me a little dizzy, but only after a moment I noticed with horror the real trick behind it – it was separating itself into different tunnels. And then again, and again. Whatever created this dungeon, it designed it to separate party members right at the start. Dangerous place, indeed. I was more than sure that I would be thrown into completely different place than Gisele.


	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] reached 1st floor of [Fiend's Pit] first.
	You are now [Rotten egg]
	Xoxo




Ok. Who is responsible for system’s messages? Someone is clearly having too much fun.


	You have arrived at [Fiend's Pit] floor 1
	Enjoy yourself, [Mr. Rotten Egg]




Ha-ha. Someone has the mentality of 5-year-old kid.


	Maybe you!




Whatever. Let’s just deal with it…

Map mind…!

Indeed, a map has appeared in my mind showing large, darkened area and two dots – me, and a little ring of light around my position, and Gisele in the middle of darkness. At least I know where she is. Still, finding her may be proved to be tricky, in the end, caves tend to have tunnels and twists. Whatever, I will just scout the whole floor, eventually, I would find her. Of course only if she wouldn’t dive into deeper floor alone…

… And she totally can (and probably will) do it.

My eyes quickly got used to the darkness around me. The cave itself was big and wide, so were tunnels leading from one chamber to another. It meant that beast could, and most likely were, big. Large even. Behemoth-sized. A water was falling from the walls and mushrooms were growing pretty much everywhere. It was bad. It was very, very bad. If dungeon was giving you ways of sustaining your life, it meant it wanted you to spend a lot of time here.

Dungeons. Specific formation. Few considered it to be living beings, feasting on emotions. They didn’t want to kill adventurers (mostly) but to bring them into the extreme state of stress. The easiest way to stress someone? – make them fight for their life! Of course, that often lead people to death. Happens. It rewarded adventurers with treasures to compensate their efforts… or simply lure them in.

Ah, I would love to study them. What were they? Living? Undead? Animated Creations? Something completely different? Maybe if I would...

I needed to duck as one of the large stones moved, bared its clawed paw and swiped near my head.

What I thought to be a rock was actually horse sized beast looking like… Imagine something you have never seen before. Yup. It was it. Moving on all fours, with rat-like tail, wolf paws and head of an animal I couldn’t name. From this angle, I could see its back and head being covered in some shell-like exoskeleton with spikes sprouting out from it.

Average speed, quite impressive strength and endurance, indeed, just like Gis loves them the most.


	[Stone smasher]
	Level	18
	Hp	[744/750]
	Sp	[411/500]
	Skills	Hardened Body [Passive] [Level 4]

Swipe [Active] [Level 6]

Bite [Active] [Level 14]

Roll [Active] [Level 4]

	Very big and very hungry. Very resistible and very strong. Not very smart tho.

If you don't want to fight them you can just turn around and walk away, they won't catch up with you, still, they may still be overwhelming in a big group.





Walk away? They are not paying me for walking away. Also, it would be a sin not to use that exp booster, wouldn’t it?

-          “D’iabel… Spear.”

-          “I live to serve!” ring whispered changing its form.

A plain spear appeared in my hands as I readied myself for battle.

Both me and beast started circling around the room gazing upon each other. I waited for it to make 1st move and I didn’t have to wait long. The creature roared and charged at me from the front, I waited still waiting for it to get closer. The ground shook a little with each of its steps.

Much to my surprise it stopped few meters before me and raised its body on its rear legs, much like a bear would. Of course, I used this opportunity to stab its exposed belly, yet blade slid over armor-like structure that apparently covered rest of its body too.

I needed to duck under blow moving to the side as beast’s body collapsed on the place where I was standing smashing little rocks under its paw. Monster growled annoyed, unhappy that it missed its blow.

Its body is really had so I found stabbing weapons useless. Damn it! I hoped to train with a spear a little, bad luck. I could aim at its eyes, just why? I don’t mind challenging myself, but only when I have control over surroundings, the last thing I wanted was to exhaust myself while attempting performing a neat attack when another monster could approach soon. No, I needed to finish it relatively quickly.

-          “D’iabel, hammer.”

-          “As my command dictates…” another whisper

Blunt weapon materialized in my hand.

-          “If I can’t stab you, I will crack you open! ... And then I will stab you!” I hissed in mocking tone.

Monster, of course, couldn’t understand my words, but it understood my intentions. It knew I was making fun of it and challenging him.

Beast once again moved in my direction, but this time is started swinging its body to the sides gathering violent momentum, once again it leaped raising its upper body slashing air with its claws. I avoided by taking two fast steps back and twisted my body performing a rotated blow that hit beast in its head.


	You have dealt [31] dmg
	[Stone smasher's] armor has been reduced 	Current armor state [94%]




What? The direct attack on the head did so little? Tough bastard! Here goes my plan of wasting as little stamina as possible.

-          “May the night embrace you, oh foolish beast,

Cry out loud, as shadows will feast,

As you are bound, by the darkest of spells,

The temples will ring you funerals bells.”

I chanted [Dark Binding] with a low tone

I snapped my fingers. The ribbon made of pure miasma twisted like an enraged snake which tied itself to beasts limbs making it trip and fell.

The creature started flexing its muscles against the spell, which started stretching. I knew that it wouldn’t hold monster for long. Yet, it was more than enough. I took a stance breathed in and combined techniques.


	You are performing [Powerful Strike]
	You are performing [Mana shock wave]




Binding spell snapped and beast already started raising, yet it was once again pushed on the ground as I hit him directly in the head.


	Focused strike - Luck even triggered
	[Critical Strike]
	Effects added	- Armor breaker

- Bone smasher [enemy resisted]

- Knockdown

- Stun [enemy resisted]

	You have dealt [287] dmg
	[Stones smasher's] armor has been reduced	Current armor state [28%]




The monster roared as a helmet-like exoskeleton on its head cracked open revealing red flesh under it, then it started whimpering in pain. Beast started clumsily moving back, curling its tail under its belly.

-          “Hee? Being polite now? Regretting attacking? Sorry, you could pretend rock, I would pay you no attention… but now…” I raised my mallet again


	You have slain [Rock smasher]
	You have obtained [210] exp + [105] exp




Now, do I need your DNA? I have few spare cores, but… No. I don’t. I had exoskeleton from Giga mantis. Let’s keep looking for something better.

 

I heard little scratches from the direction of next corridor, but lighter steps than those of the huge creature I just killed. Once again I quickly rotated to see what I was dealing with. What I noticed was a much smaller creature, just like a medium-sized dog. It had quite long heads with enormous ears. Teeth were too big for its mouth so it grew out of it, creating a creepy image of something with appetite even bigger than its ears. But, there was something wrong with it posture, it was having troubles with walking. Its rear legs were much larger and more muscled. Soon, I found out why.

 


	[Fiend's Hound - Scout]
	Level	11
	Hp	[224/230]
	Sp	[311/250]
	Titles	Stubborn

Part of Pack

Vengeful

One for All, All for One

	Skills	Enchanted senses [Passive] [Level NA]

Tracking [Passive] [Level 7]

Bite [Active] [Level 3]

Pack Call [Active] [Level Na]

Scratch [Active] [Level 6]

	Status effect	Blinded [Permanent]
	Despite its name it had nothing to do with actual Fiends. It was simply named after them to point out their obvious corruption.

These scouts are working for the pack queen - looking for food and possible threats. Also, it may be wise to consider leaving them alone. Scouts are not aggressive, but it can't be said about their pack-brothers and sisters.

If they would sense blood of their brother being spilled, they would do everything to locate attacker and get rid of it.

Ps. Packs counts few dozen of beasts





 

It got up and looked around. In this action, it resembled a little a meerkat. Once again, a very toothy meerkat. It opened its mouth and tasted air with its very long tongue. It came in lured by the sounds of battle and smell of blood. It ears twitched few times listening. I stopped breathing to hide my presence, for I was curious what it was about to do.

 

It moved shyly to the carcass, took two fast bites as if tasting if it was edible. Then it stepped back raised again and let out a deafening shriek. 

 

In a moment cave’s chamber was flooded with about 12 small creatures, that until now were waiting outside. One of them took a risk and entered alone to scout surroundings? For an undevolved beast, it’s actually quite spectacular. 

 

Little creatures started ripping beast apart, dividing meat into smaller portions reading to transport it.

 

Small bodies with sharp, long claws. Agile type of beasts. This dungeon is quite frightening! Tank lone monsters, pack beasts that will swarm area if you would kill just one of them, and a top of that all of these on 1st floor! 

 

I started moving. Creatures froze in places twitching their ears. They ran back a little shivering. These were not warriors and did not intend to fight. Indeed, not aggressive at all. A dungeon made them a bait, adventurers seeing such weak beasts would start killing them right away. I pulled the small piece of dried meat from my sack and left in on the ground few meters away from them, then I took few steps back. A leader of scouts, the one that entered cave as first, slowly took few steps closer and licked my offering. 

 

And then it bared its teeth at me hissing aggressively. His companions followed. Did my action was wrongly interpreted? I did that so they would leave me alone, maybe, even so, they would “tell” their brothers about me to not disturb me. I checked if it was possible to reason with them. Yet, here they thought I was trying to bribe them. They thought this food offering meant I was weak, defenseless, and that they could take me down by their own. Foolish creatures.

 

Leader tried pouncing at me with maw opened wide. I smacked it as it was in mid-air with my hammer, throwing it on the wall.

 


	You have dealt [146] dmg
	[Fiend's Hound - scout]'s limb is now dislocated




 

Indeed, fast, but fragile. A small trail of blood run across crippled monster's body. Rest of the beast froze in place, then raised on their lower limbs are cried out again. The echo of their screams traveled across the tunnels.

 

Not even ten seconds passed when from the deeper part of the dungeon angered answer could be heard. Their voices were “deeper” and stronger, belonging to bigger individuals. Then I could hear the echo of dozen claws scratching the rocks as small army traveled to my location. 

 

Oh boy, here I go killing again. That’s what you get for trying to be nice to monsters. 

 


	“D’iabel…” I consider which weapon should I use. Spears? To keep them in distance? Hammer was out of options, it was far too slow. “...GIve me a <bastard>.”



 


	“Your will, my duty…” artifact whispered forming a simple sword.



I jumped on one of bigger rocks as I wanted to gain an advantage.

 

Soon the first beast charged from the tunnel enraged. If scouts were as big as Airedale Terriers, these were as big as big as Great Danes, just much bulkier, and once again rock like armor could be spotted covering its backs.

 


	[Fiend's Hound - Warrior]
	Level	15
	Hp	[387/400]
	Sp	[271/300]
	Titles	Stubborn

Part of Pack

Vengeful

One for All, All for One

	Skills	Enchanted Senses [Passive] [Level NA]

Tracking [Passive] [Level 2]

Bite [Active] [Level 9]

Mutilate [Active] [Level 4]

Pack call [Active] [Level Na]

	Status effects	Blindness [Permament]

Enraged [00h59m59s]

	Despite its name it had nothing to do with actual Fiends. It was simply named after them to point out their obvious corruption.

They usually are waiting in the lair until they would be called by scouts, then they enter frenzy state and bite everything in its path. Extremely aggressive, if they would spot anything that isn't part of their pack, they would attack right away

If they would sense blood of their brother being spilled, they would do everything to locate attacker and get rid of it.

Ps. Packs counts few dozen of beasts







 

Mindlessly it charged at me.

 


	“It’s over! I have a high ground!”



 

I yelled at beast which completely ignored my warning as it jumped in the air, pretty much like its brother before him. I spun in place slashing thrice while ducking under its body. The creature fell behind me with three of its limbs cut off. I quickly moved toward crippled animal and finished it with a fast stab in its unprotected guts. In the end, I didn’t want it to return in some fancy robotic life-supporting armor making it breathe like asthmatic while epic music would be playing in the background. No-no. If movies learned me something is that if you have an opportunity to kill something, you kill it. And then you make sure that you really killed it. Like killed it to death. That much.

 

Oh, I would love to sink into deeper philosophical thoughts about matter of life and death, but unfortunately, another toothy monsters decided to swarm the chamber.

 

Dealing with one at the time was nothing difficult, dealing with two was a nice exercise, three were focusing my whole attention and dealing with four was a challenge.

 

Four at the same time - only that many could keep attacking me at the same time not getting into one’s another ways. So, the question remains, how many of them there was? Too many. I continued doing killer’s deed as quickly and efficiently as it was only possible, yet each time one head would roll, each time one body would fell lifeless on the ground two more would come from the corridor. 

 

And soon my body reminded me of wood chopping session. As I held hammer I used [Powerful Strike] twice, each cost somewhere around 7 stamina points. using it twice made it over 16. how did I count that? 10% increase in stamina consumption due to muscle exhaustion.

 

The monster dropped its body low trying to beat my calf. In very last moment I jumped up landing on its head and kicking it I leaped away from the uncomfortable spot, gathering some distance for a moment. Yet I didn’t enjoy my freedom of movements for long. If there just was someone watching over my backs! But nooo! Somebody had to race down the dungeon! I will have to talk with somebody about somebody’s actions, somebody needs to remember that somebody is not alone here and such actions may harm also other individuals and not just somebody. I will engrave meaning of word <responsibility> in somebody's mind!

 

Head appeared on the side trying to bite my neck off, I quickly shoved my blade down its throat. Yet, before I managed to pull it back I felt teeth sinking into my shoulder. 

 

This is where I draw a line. Yes, I wanted to fight as long as it was only possible using nothing but my physical strengths, but if it means that I would get hurt then I would rather getting rid of them with any means necessary. In the end, I am not a masochist….

 

…. well, I have a relationship with Gisele, I think it can be considered as a certain form of masochism but… but it’s not time nor place for such thoughts, damn it!

 

I felt mana rushing through my veins as I kept ignoring the pain in my body and notification about losing hp, about my shoulder blade being shattered and stamina being drained.

 

My eyes shined with blue glimmer as once again mana shock wave threw beasts near me in all directions. I cursed ugly as a process of removing monsters from my backs wasn’t pleasant at all.

 

I looked around the place, all over creatures that already started getting up from the floor.

 

My mana started being drained even more as I felt my bones snapping back on right places and skin hiding my muscles revealed by beast’s bite. 

 

This place is pretty crazy, I was more than sure that I will have many more possibilities to train my body. Finding Gisele has a priority. I would feel much comfortable with someone watching my back. And to find her I need to get rid of those foolish animals. I checked my Hp bar. Thanks to Hydra regeneration it was full again, I proceed to check my Sp bar, around 70-75%. More than decent. I looked at Mp bar.

 

I cursed once again. Of course, that healing myself right on spot had an enormous cost. I need to stop getting myself wounded.

 


	“Ok kids. Playtime is over…” I hissed with irritation.



 

Few words appeared in the corner of my vision as I was about to break hell loose.

 


	Shifting in process
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Two monsters attacked from both sides at once, and both of them were impaled by sickle-like limbs that grew from my shoulders. I looked over chamber covered in blood and bodies – my work here was done.


	You have slain [Fiend's Hound - Warrior Level 15]
	You have obtained [140] exp + [70] exp
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	You have slain [Fiend's Hound - Scout Level 11]
	You have obtained [110] exp + [55] exp





	You have slain [Fiend's Hound - Warrior Level 15]
	You have obtained [140] exp + [70] exp




…

…

Wall of notification that I quickly ignored. One dead monster, two dead monster, three dead monsters… four… 11 warriors and 12 scouts. Bastards scratched me here and there… I think I pulled my muscle too.

Screw this, I will have some more time to complain as I would find Gisele. Map-mind!

Once again I looked at hologram-like vision inside my head. Gisele moved deeper into the dungeon, at the same time I moved through three chambers she overcame distance five times greater. Can’t be surprised here, in the end, she hates idle actions. I would hate telling that to her, but she is rather hopeless in dungeon evaluating. Our job is supposed to be moving slowly through the floors, finding all possible traps and monsters… But no - she just rushes to the boss chamber. But fear not, eventually she will have to wait for me, mostly because she is carrying camp equipment in her bag…

… And I carry most of the food in mine. There was no way I would allow my hot-blooded lizard carry most important things, would I? Sorry, I do love her, but there is no way I won’t let myself have something to… control her…. Damn it, it made me sound like a villain, and the only thing I want to do is to keep both of us safe.

I dived deeper into the dungeon. Unlike in newbie dungeon here, most of corridors and rooms were empty, you think it was a good thing? More time to rest? No. It is far worse than you can be expecting! Normally you could try finding a pattern which room was safe and which didn’t. Here you were wondering if behind a rock there wasn’t a monster trying to ambush you… Or if the very rock wasn’t a monster in the first place! You were walking tensely all this time, and when you would start relaxing… Bam! An attack.

A mucus felt from the ceiling on my shoulder. Great. Please don’t be another bug monster. Please don’t be some disgusting creature that I won’t even want to touch. I raised my head and looked up.

The whole ceiling was covered in green and grey eggs, looking as if they were made of partly decayed flesh… No, wait. It actually was flesh!


	[Nest of Meat-weavers] 
	Level	1
	Hp	[50/50]
	Sp	NA
	Skills	Heat-sensing [Passive] [Level NA}
	Nest build by Meat-weaver Worker. Queen is laying eggs which are being transported by Workers around dungeon.

In those, hatchlings are maturing and waiting for adventurers to come by.






	[Meat-weaver Hatchling]
	Level	3
	Hp	[75/75]
	Sp	[30/30
	Skills	Venomous Bite [Active] [Level 3]
	Hatchling of Meat-weaver. Far from reaching its adult form.

They are pretty much weak, but overwhelming in numbers.





A few creatures that looked like a chimera of spider and ant left its fleshy home. And just like the others monsters I found here - their limbs looked sharp

Tank-beasts to exhaust you, pack beasts to cripple and bleed you and now that.  The swarm that will try to eat you to the bones. I looked at the number of beasts that left each of the eggs and quickly multiplied it by the number of nests. The number I got was: a lot. Getting into this dungeon without a mage or LOTS of explosives was a suicide.

Yet this time I didn’t intend to break a sweat.

-          “Answer my call, spirits of the blaze…”

Other eggs started opening. The mana rushed through my veins as the air kept getting warmer. This time, my sweet little monsters, I intended of finishing it with one move.

Scratching sound was becoming louder and louder as tiny razors were forcing lairs open. Monsters were falling from the ceiling all around me. Few of them already started climbing up my leg, one landed on my shoulder and almost dug its fangs into me.  But it didn’t matter. My spell was already ready.

Gisele’s POV

Zari said beasts should be big and slow. Big-and slow my ass! Yeah, it started out nicely! Tanky beasts that I cut in half with two swings! But WHAT THE FUCK WERE THESE EGGS?!

-          “LEAVE ME ALOOONE! YOU FUCKEEEERS!” I yelled still running away.

I could deal with big monsters. I could deal with smaller monsters. But how the hell was I supposed to kill hundreds of tiny bugs in same time!? I looked back once again. It was a mistake.

Floor, walls and ceiling, all were covered in the mass of moving exoskeletons. Very hungry moving exoskeletons! Where is Zari!? Where is he and his magic as he is truly needed!? I had some explosives, but these were supposed to be used to crack one or two walls if we would get trapped, it definitely wasn’t enough to get rid of these bastards! Ten of them? Maybe. Twenty? If I was lucky! I looked back one more time

There were definitely more than twenty of them!

I passed to another chamber. Few small, toothy, blind dog-like beasts with enormous ears looked at me. This was my chance! I run to one of these monsters and kicked it in direction of approaching mass then I resumed my brave act of running away. In no time I heard pained yapping of creature I kicked as it was being devoured. Rest of monster raised on its lower limbs and let out a screech.

Were they crying because they saw their colleague being killed? That’s so sad! Sorry, friends, it is either you or me here!

Then I felt something. The ground trembled a little- from opposite direction something was coming.

No! NO! Not from both sides at the same time! I raised my sword waiting for the enemy that was about to jump from behind a corridor. Group of horse sized beasts, looking similar to those from chamber behind me, rushed in my direction… But it didn’t look as if they were after me. Mass of insects once again became visible behind my back.

I cursed and waited. The first beast ran past me. Second too, and third. They jumped into the swarm and started crushing and biting spiders. Each of them managed to kill four or five before they got covered in countless beasts.

How did it Zariel said once? Some of you may die, but this is a sacrifice I am willing to make? His words finally started making a sense to me! Indeed, they could reduce the swarm a little, but I was hoping that they would slow it down in the first place, or even satisfy their hunger! For now… better not to stay here!

I resumed my voyage deeper into dungeon past chambers and corridors, ignoring few tank-rock beasts that raised from the ground to attack me. I jumped over one of them, climbed on the pillar from which I jumped through the small hollow in the wall. I stopped there to catch a breath.

What a crazy dungeon! It wouldn’t be THAT challenging if I would have waited for Zari, listen to his strategy and… Damn. There is no way he won’t complain. And he will be right.  UUUH! I hate when he gives lessons! “See Gisele? I told you! We should come up with some plan beforehand! But NOOO, reconnaissance by fire! Told you It would be this way…”! This is what awaits me. Ten hours of being forced to listen to Zari’s wisdom!

And then it happened. My stomach growled. I should have eaten something before coming here. Quickly checking my bag I discovered only a few dry rations. Most of the food was with Zari… There is no way he didn’t do that on purpose! Another reason to find him! Then we would… Wait. What was that sound? I looked up just to find out I am in next chamber filled with eggs.

-          “… Just give me a break!” I groaned.

 



 

Zari’s POV

 



 

In the end, I walked in the circle. Set of chambers was connected making me re-enter the same chamber I was dumped in, yet, from this perspective, I saw another corridor that up until now was hidden. I actually liked the fact that it turned out this way. You know, in the end, I am a former gamer, and gamer never leaves any part of dungeon undiscovered.

Traveling through the newly found tunnel I reach the crossroad. Where now? Left or right? I should join with Gis first - so, let’s check where is she… MAP-MIND!

Oh, she is getting closer! She is walking my direction… No, wait, she is moving way too fast for peaceful walking.

-          “JUST LEEEAVE ME ALOOOON YOU FUCKING BUGS!!” I heard her scream from the left.

I exhaled air rapidly. Once again I started the chant. Tongues of flames started dancing between my palms. Gisele jumped from behind a corner and looked at me. She needed a second or two before she would recognize me, mostly because I was partly morphed, but white hairs, twin colored eyes lit up by fire between my hands made her cheerful as she ran past me.

-          “KILL IT! KILL IT WITH FIRE BEFORE THEY LAY, EVEN MORE, EGGS!” she yelled hiding behind me.

I covered corridor in raging inferno


	You have slain [Meat Weaver - Hatchling Level 2]
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Indeed, sucks to be melee here. Gisele kept panting behind me as she looked at me. I saw both anger and gratitude in her eyes.

-          “…Zari…thank you… YOU BASTARD! YOU SAID THAT MONSTERS HERE WILL BE BIG AND SLOW!... damn, that magic of yours is surely useful… WHY DID YOU LIE TO ME!?... thanks for saving my ass tho… AND GIVE ME SOME OF FOOD SUPLIES!”

-          “What a rollercoaster of emotions!”

-          “What is rollercoaster?”

-          “Doesn’t matter. And: who jumped unprepared into unknown dungeon… again?”

-          “…me?” she asked lowering her head

-          “And who kept rushing across the dungeon like a mad man getting attention of every beast around?”

-          “…. How do you know about it?” she raised her brow

Oh, I just have ability to locate all of my party member inside mapping skills that appears in my mind. Nope. I prefer not speaking about all of my skill PLUS she wouldn’t understand a single word.

I can locate you whenever I want? Nope, that would sound as if I am spying on her… which wouldn’t be a complete lie…

-          “Oh, I bluffed. By now you told me I was right.”

A light punch in the shoulder.

-          “Bastard!” she pouted. “…Also, I hate bugs. Especially those small one. How am I supposed to kill them? They come from all direction at once!”

 

I took some time to look at her from all direction appraising her, just to see if she wasn’t bitten. Her stamina was bit exhausted, by she didn’t suffer any wounds. Thanks the goddesses! Up until now I didn’t realize it could be THIS dangerous. Not for Gis.

 


	“Are you alright, sweetie? Something hurts you? Need a break?” I asked with far weaker tone than I wanted.



 


	“N-no. I am fine. You know, I am touch-one!” She said after a moment, still surprised with my question



-          “You are not supposed to charge in alone!” Ok, if she is fine it means she is ready for my scolding-lesson! “Dungeons are places for teams. Warriors take down tanky monsters, rogues fast and ambush-type. Mages are taking down special beasts and fill gaps in party defense. And yes, we count swarm as special type.”

-          “… But there were supposed to be only big and dumb here.” She puffed her cheeks. Again.

-          “This dungeon is weird. Corrupted somehow. Crazy. 1st floor is supposed to be a training ground – it tells you what you can expect. Difficulty level keeps growing and so does treasures. Have you seen any treasure chests?”

-          “…Nope?”

-          “Exactly. Dungeons usually are not trying to kill you, not from the start at least. But not this one. It’s a trap-dungeon… Or so I think. Can’t tell anything more until I would see a dungeon’s heart…”

Heart of the dungeon… crystal possessing dungeon’s mind. As I read from books, it has very similar structure as communications stones… What if it possess something like Dungeons DNA? Can I eat it? Or use it as piece of jewelry? Forge it into ring or necklace that would boost by magical abilities? Or use it to studies about communication? Hehehe… Thehehehe…THAHAHAHAHA! MUAHAHAHAHA! AHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!! HA!

-          “Zari, why are you are drooling?”

-          “I am most certainly NOT doing that!” I said wiping corner of my mouth with sleeve. Damn it, I actually did a little.

-          “Still, dungeons hearts are hidden deeply and heavily protected. Sometimes even cursed. In the end they don’t mind getting people inside, but if they would went too deep…”

Yeah, I heard the stories. Stories about great adventurers trying to capture hearts of medium-rank dungeons. Within secret chambers hidden behind puzzle doors they witnessed hell itself. Beasts being born in the thin air, tunnels shifting as they were crossing through them.

After getting rid of intruders the dungeon would fall asleep, like a sick body in fever - meaning that even these have limits of powers, and for abusing them they had to pay a price. Still, this guy is not playing fair and I most likely want to have a talk with it.

-          “I know, love…”

-          “Also, guild pays a lot for scouting down a dungeon… but they pay nothing for destroying it!”

-          “If we would find it too difficult and dangerous, we have moral responsibility to get rid of it…”

-          “Zari, many things can be said about you, but being moral is not one of them.”

-          “Soooo? You don’t want to visit our host?”

-          “I didn’t say that.” She replied after a moment “…So, you want to explore some more of dungeon? In that case less talking and more killing!... But I am leaving bugs to you!”

I just shrug my arms. She needs to have last word. To feel in charge. Her desire of being viewed as the one in charge can be both charming… and extremely annoying.

Gisele readied her sword, I get rid of ashes from my fingertips, we double checked if our bags are secured before venturing deeper into cave.
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We kept moving onward with caution, double checking every corridor and chamber. I will repeat myself saying this over and over again. This dungeon was weird! Floor difficulty is insane, the layout of rooms was definitely not random. Paths curved and rotated making a complex maze, soon we started re-entering the same chambers after more than 30 minutes of constant walking. Some paths were designed to be seen only after you would look back, Along with very hard monsters.

-          “So, right now?” Gis asked

-          “We went there a moment ago.” I answered

-          “Are you sure?” dragoness squinted her eyes.

I once again looked at map in my mind. Yes, the corridor to our right was already marked in my head as place we have already went through. I knew why my dragoness was concerned, she may be a “little” foolish, but by years of experience she learned how to deal with dungeons, even some far more complex than this. Even if it was nothing more than instinct, it was still something one could rely on.

-          “Unfortunately yes.”

I can’t blame her, I would also chose this one. From this perspective it looks…

Perspective.

I start towards the right corridor.

-          “You said this corridor is wrong, so what are you looking for?”

-          “How many traps have you seen until now?” I ignored her question.

-          “There were quite few chambers with those nasty eggs…”

-          “They aren’t traps, treat them as regular foes…”

-          “REGULAR MY ASS!” I was interrupted rudely

-          “… making no actual trap encounter. But what if we simply didn’t notice those traps because they are so numerous we treat them as regular surrounding?”

-          “That… that…  Zari, that does not make a sense.” 

-          “Picture trap in your head. What do you see?”

-          “Pitfalls, rocks falling on my head, arrows being shot out from a wall, spears springing out of the ceiling and floor, something that would kill us on spot.”

-          “No, traps are nothing more than additions, they are supposed to slow us down, maybe exhaust us so monsters could finish us off. If we would die on spot, that would be only better for dungeon, but what if the traps here are not meant to harm us physically?”

-          “And how do you imagine this to work?”

-          “The layout of dungeon and crystals that are part of the walls… look.” I dig one little pebble from the dungeon wall, putting it within my palm.

-          “A rock, A very fine rock. If I would throw it at some beasts, I am sure I would be able to smash their skull. If I knew that this dungeon has such a fine armory here, I would bring a sling!”

I cast a little flame on the tip of my finger, the light that falls upon little pebble made it slightly change its color, even my hand changed its shape a little.

-          “Rock walls that change color, so?”

-          “Sweetie, this rock changes color depending upon the angle of light that falls upon it, and somehow that twists the vision of everything around us.”

-          “…speak in common.”

-          “The same corridor may appear completely different depending on the time of day, this being the reason why you thought we had to go down corridor to the right. Without a map or making marks in a dungeon we would walk in circle forever and ever, slowly wasting our food and water.”

-          “… son of a bitch!” she hissed quietly “Are you sure we are at 1st floor, Even 50th floor of Tower of Despair wasn’t that crazy! Monsters are weaker, but everything else…”

-          “Apparently dungeons differ when it comes to their personalities too, with this one is a freak of nature… just like me.” I grinned at my statement.

I would love to dwell in consideration regarding the anomalies of dungeon place, but one, I have only general information about dungeons, and two, right now I am in the middle of it, place, that is filled with monsters and a optical illusion, with neither making the best conditions for scholarly divagations.

-          “Gis, would you mind if I would start leading the way?”

-          “You have a way to deal with this… illusion?”

-          “To deal with? I can’t change the structure of dungeon, but I will know which path we already used.”

-          “Just because I am curious, how?”

-          “Smell.” I lied.  “I will be able to easily tell if we crossed the same path.”

-          “Lead the way.” she agreed moving behind me.

And we entered the tunnel to the left. Ah, and then it all started again. Swords started flashing in the dark reflecting light when beasts jumped from rock ledges. Gisele performed her savage dance again, she looked dangerous yet beautiful in her movements, that are always deprived of any unnecessary movements or action. I covered her back at same time with D’iabel as a spear, using it as to throw the beasts away, giving the dragoness as much space as she needed when beasts attacked at same time, if somehow I would notice an  opportunity, I would use it to stab weak points, or unarmored body parts.

Another thing we learned: indeed, fiend’s hound pack counts few dozen individuals, but it doesn’t meant that there is only one of them on the floor. On one hand, it means that there is more monsters to deal with, on the other,  these are fighting each other for hunting grounds. We managed to get into passage where two clans were bleeding themselves dry, as the battle was heading toward the end we jumped in and finished all the remaining warriors, then we went to look for the horde queen’s, that were laying in secluded chambers.

How did we find them? We moved through tunnels that looked least appealing. With bumpy rocks, few ledges to jump across and areas completely deprived of any tracks. Beasts, in their savagery, paid attention to cover ALL traces leading to their lair. The only smell was their urine, that was more used to mark their territory and hide traces to their family members. No one would be lurked here by smell of blood, for those less intelligent beasts it was a message – no food here, only dozens of monsters. Though, will all of their efforts, it caused an almost unbearable stench.

This is also where I found the first treasure chest. The female dog-monster was literally lying on it…

-          “Psst! Hey, Zari! I think I see treasure chest, there! That beast is using it as bed!” Gisele whispers to me.

…

-          “Good eye, sweetie…” I couldn’t bring myself to inform her that she stated obvious.

She smiled and raise her thumb proudly.

-          “So… In and out?” she asked.

I quickly thought about other possibilities. A sneaky attack was out of question, the beasts already proved to have more than great senses of smell and hearing. I could cast few spells, but outcome would be similar as with physical slaughter, I would just waste mana. Better keep that for harder enemies.

-          “After you, sweetie.” I answered with a nod

-          “I am leaving you task of covering my ass.” She started raising from the ground.

-          “That’s a lot of place to cover for one single me…” I allowed myself to tease her

-          “I AIN’T THAT FAT!” she yelled at me drawing attention of monsters from around the chamber, that raised on their rear legs lifting their body and twitching their ears in all directions looking for a source of sound. We were localized quickly.

Monsters opened their maws showing of their long, razor sharp teeth and letting out vicious hisses.

It didn’t matter. We agreed on in-out anyway.

The horde’s lair was a specific cavern, very big, enormous even, with many tunnels located on many different “levels” on which you could get jumping from ledge to ledge. We started sliding down from one of such ledges using rocky wall of the dungeon.

Once again we faced our enemies. Few scouts, few warriors, few smaller female hounds that served around horde’s queen… and Queen herself, together with her mates.


	[Fiend's Hound - Horde Matron]
	Level	27
	Hp	[889/900]
	Sp	[1349/1500]
	Titles	Stubborn

Head of the Pack

Vengeful

She is One, She is ALL

	Skills	Enchanted Senses [Passive] [Level NA]

Tracking [Passive] [Level 10]

Bite [Active] [Level 8]

Pack Call [Active] [Level NA]

Mutilate [Active] [Level 8]

	Status effects	Blinded [Permanent]
	

Despite its name it had nothing to do with actual Fiends. It was simply names after them to point out their obvious corruption.

Queen of the pack, matriarch of the horde. She is the one responsible for giving birth to rest of the pack, but if you think that her only job is to lay and breed and thus she poses no threat, think twice.

These beasts have only one rule: only strong can breed, this way their ensure that their offspring will be as strong as possible, every year, before mating season, all males and females fight for right to breed:

Two strongest male becomes Alpha and Omega, strongest female: a Matron





Her cohabitants were here too, with similar descriptions. These three were actually bigger than Vargs.

Another things that made this dungeon simply fucking broken, when you encounter a mini-boss, they usually have a few guards at best but here, she is guarded by bunch of regular beasts and in company of two other mini-bosses. Is this place really trying to kill everyone on spot?! Though I consider this as a challenge and accept it.

-          “Guide my hands, spirits of war…”

Gisele turns around and smacks my hands, disturbing my chant.

-          “The hell are you doing, crazy woman?!”

-          “No spells, just weapons.”

-          “What?!”

-          “You came here to train. You won’t use magic here!... except for bugs, I hate them. Draw your weapon, honey, I will personally smack you each time you will want to cheat!... also, wanna check who can kill more?”

I looked at her with pure hate in my eyes.

-          “Very well, I would win anyway, so let’s just focus on fighting!” she smiled brightly at me before facing beasts.

The creatures acted differently then before, they didn’t just charge in, instead, they cramped around baring their teeth, with the Matron still lying in rest. I would said she was looking at us like she was not impressed at all… but, you know… blindness? Anyway, she yawned, opening her maw widely, with saliva thick on her dagger-like teeth.

Same things cannot be said about the Alpha and Omega. They were howling and clamping their mouth as if I offended their great ancestors.

-          “Not attacking, do you know a way to taunt them?” Gis asked after coming few next steps indeed, charging at such a mass could be unwise, dragoness would still wreck a havoc, but she could be scratched seriously here and there.

-          “I could throw a fireball or two…”

-          “No.”

-          “You could pee here.” I joked.

-          “WHAT!?”

-          “They are using it to mark territory. That would be like spitting in the face of the noble.”

-          “Why can’t you do that. Ha?”

-          “You are a female, that beast is a female. Males here serves a secondary role.” I kept joking.

For a moment she looked as if she was considering it, for a split of the second, I almost saw her finger traveling to her belt, but then she turned around to me.

-          “You fucker! You are mocking me!”

I snickered. It was worth trying. I would have such a nice thing to tell in the guild after returning. About Gisele that in the middle of battle took her pants down and peed on her enemies to show dominance. I consider it as a wasted opportunity, whatever, there will be next time.

-          “You know what?” she hissed grabbing me by the collar “… I just found a new way of breaking their lines!”

She lifted me.

-          “Come on! You can’t be serious!”

But she was.

She threw me across the room right in the middle of the toothed mass. Of course that I saved myself with a magic casting mana shock wave to throw beasts to the sides. Still, because of the way I landed I didn’t deal much damage, maybe I caused few bruises in best case scenario.

Once again I raised D’iabel in its spear form and twisted my body protecting myself from jaws that tried to feast upon my face. I shoved wood and iron between the beast’s teeth. As soon as it locked its mouth around it I moved my whole body into throwing creature to the side. I push the butt of the spear behind me hitting a monster that tried to attack me on my  back, finishing with few series of fast pirouettes hitting beasts bodies, I didn’t kill even one of them, but I managed to painfully wound them.

Never joke about staff weapons, kids. I heard  “So, you have piece of wood? What are you going to do with it?” Many times, but I will do plenty of things.

A staff in good hands can turn any enemy into blue bag of shattered bones and bruised muscles. Yes, it may be problematic if enemy is wearing an armor… But do you see any armor on these hounds? Exactly, me neither.

Meantime, as I am struggling to keep distance from them, I kept getting notification after notification that my partner is enjoying herself behind my back.

-          “You were supposed to guard my back!” she said as I felt her body pushing against my back as each of us faced the circle of monster around us.

-          “To protect your back I need to see them. Don’t you think that it’s a bit hard of a task when the one who is supposed to be protected is throwing the protecting one into mass from whom the protecting one is supposed to protect the protected one?!”

I yelled, while impaling the stomach of the beast that jumped at me. As soon as my weapon was trapped in its flesh another creature rushed at me from the side. I kicked the beast that kept my weapon occupied leaving it ready for  me. I moved to the side and rammed my shoulder into monster on the side. Then once again I jumped to now lying beasts, grabbed my spear and twisted it in the body of monster: to enlarge the wound and to retrieve my weapon

-          “I didn’t understand a single word from what you just said!” she laughed cheerfully swirling her sword from above her head killing creatures with one, maybe two fast slashes.

After we got rid of more or less half of the lair’s guardians, Alpha and Omega decided to join.

The difference wasn’t that great, I think they could be hardly called champion-rank monster. They simply had higher level, I was expecting greater challenge from these two.

Indeed, avoiding their attacks required far more focus, and their cooperation with rest of the pack was tiresome…

But something was off. Something was wrong. Something was missing! Something, that was driving me nuts! I needed more! More adrenaline! It didn’t differ from feeling of clearing area in game you already visited hundred times! You know how they were about to act and… and… and….

-          “IS THIS ALL YOU GOT YOU USELESS FUCKERS!?” I roared, and my voice sounded as if it was said by three men at once.

-          “Z-zari? Everything all-right?!” Gis asked concerned

~ Too long we were forgotten

~ Too long unsatisfied!

~ Feast, host, feed us!

~ Butcher them! Kill them! All of them! Kill them so hard, that they will reincarnate as an abortion!

~ Fighting so heartlessly! Their life is on stake… yet they are… THEY ARE!

-          “YOU ARE OFFENDING US WITH YOUR LACK OF PASSION!” I screeched.

I throw D’iabel away.  The weapon turned into a smoke that traveled to my hand and materialized as ring, while at same time my fingers morphed into long, curved, vicious claws.

I avoided beast attack from the left, ducked under another one jumping over me and pierced with my fingers skull of the one attacking from the right


	You are now [Enraged]
	- [Pain Nullification - Lesser] granted

- Reaction speed up

- Mental attributes down





More, MORE! I need to feel your anger! Let me feast on your wrath! Gouge on your hatred!

I bolted onward carving myself a path to my target – the Matron. She “looked” in my direction after noticing I was charging at her. She bared her teeth in savage grin and raised her body a little.

I jumped, she lunged.

But, before we were to clash, I rolled down under it raising my hand and leaving long, yet shallow cuts on her belly, just enough to make few drops of her blood fall upon ground.

The mass of beasts froze for a moment tasting air, finding new scent, scent of their ruler bleeding.

I raised my finger to my nails licking them clean.

-          “You taste like shit… Which means I will eat you because of duty, and not pleasure.”

Monster howled in madness. Quickly marks [Enraged] appeared in their status effects bar. In few moments [Enraged] turned into [Furious]

-          “Purrrfect!” I said gazing over storming mass “… Your Wrath! Your Pride! Makes me so…sooo!...” blood started pumping in my veins, I heard as my hearts started finally beating like crazy. “So… Excited!”

That what I was craving for! That what I needed to feel again! AND AGAIN! After over a year of pretending in human clothing, after I made my instincts grow dull! I needed this purity! This heat! This savage madness! I used to scold Gisele for such reckless actions,yet I am a hypocrite!

But it doesn’t mean anything for now. Back then, I was once again the craziest and most dangerous beast in that dungeon.




            

    
        Chapter 246

    
    
    
    
                -Edited By NetLord, We Will Take Jerusalem, Deus Vult!



The matron with her mates faced me with angered expressions, while at same time rest of the pack separated me from Gisele. I wasn’t worrying about her, not only because I was more than sure that she will manage to take down that group of beasts by herself without breaking a sweat, but mostly because my mind was focused on three monsters in front of me. Gisele didn’t want me to use offensive magic? Very well, no offensive magic.


	You cast [Haste] on target [Zariel]
	Spell Duration:	00h59m57s
	RFX

DEX
	+15

+15

	INT

WIS
	-15

-15





The Omega lunged from the side, his mouth snapped closed inches from my face, he wanted to push me back, right into place where I would be broken in two by his companion, where the Alpha lunged. Instead, I stepped to the side.The beast tried sweeping me back in place with swing of its paw, yet somehow this monstrous predator seem slow to me. I ducked under it and dug my eagle-like curved talons in creatures side. As soon as my nails hooked on monster’s flesh I twisted my whole body,tearing off huge chunk of meat.


	Enemy is now bleeding
	Hp loss:	2 per 10 seconds
	Sp loss	5 per 10 seconds




Apparently I got him good, probably I damaged some important vein. Nothing that serious now, but bleeding tends to get worse if you are moving rapidly, doesn’t it?


The Alpha pounced between me and Omega, letting his brother to regain balance, while the matron came running from the front, pushing me away from her mates. As soon as the Omega regained his balance, the Alpha joined his lover. Both of them were attacking me from the front, forcing me to take step after step back, like two heads of a cerberus, they were attacking with perfect coordination, leaving me almost no opening to make a move. Yet, time is relevant, for me those seconds looked like minutes, I could easily gaze over their twisted in madness heads. Ah, if your eyes were there, what would I see in them? Hate? Fear? Motivation? Desperation? Just imagining these is making me… making me…!!!

Omega, despite his wounds decided to join in, the huge beasts attacking from the front covered my vision of third monster letting it circle me and surprise attack me from the back. I should be turned into bloody pulp, if not their great cooperation. For a split of second the Matron and Alpha moved a step back, mostly to give some space for a landing comrade. That second wouldn’t be enough for me to simply deduce reason of them leaving their ground… but when time is slower for you, you have all time you need.

I squatted and then rolled back, right under the beast, which sent it crashing right into its companions.

My heart was pounding, my cheeks flushed with excitement! This is IT! This is what I was looking for! Passion! Dedication! Risking all for survival! Humans would never give me such a battle! They are dedicating their lives to some pitiful, meaningless goals. They are even willing to die for something! Nothing drives me more nuts than fools casting their lives away, on a whim. No, you should leave this world same way as you get here,  screaming and kicking, pushing forward just for a chance at life!

I jumped back upright, putting myself back into a stance and starting the process running towards the cluster of beasts, I jumped in the sky morphing my body mid-air. I increased my mass as much as possible, thickened my muscles as I bared my claws as I landed on the Alpha, crushing him beneath me.


	Enemy is suffering [Shattered Bones]
	RFX	- 25
	DEX	- 25
	STR	 - 30




Another one kicked out of the combat.

The head of the pack managed to roll her way out from beneath her companion’s body, she “gazed” over her mates, sniffing them and checking their states. Then she once again let out howl full of pain and madness, yet this time no beast was left to answer her call, I quickly looked back. Gisele already finished her own little battle, around 15 bodies were lying around her. Only the mini-bosses remained alive, two of them just barely. Gis was standing still with her body resting on sword she dug in the ground. With quick nod she let me know that she has no intention of interfering in my own combat. Good, I probably wouldn’t forgive her for taking my prey.

The Matron’s call couldn’t be left unanswered though, I spread my hands, raised my head and let out wolfish cry of my own, filled with euphoria and dominance. A howl that had to deafen her, it resonated across chamber getting stronger and stronger hurting the sensitive ears of the beast.

It was tempting to cripple her and leave her like that, in a room filled with body of her whole family, to humiliate her! To wait till her anger would leave her and her passion would turn into agony and despair… But I promised myself that she would end in my belly, didn’t I?


	Via performing certain action a new skill has been learned
	[Monarch's Howl]





	[Enchanted Monarch's Howl] [Active] [Level NA]
	Sp cost:	25
	Mp cost:	25
	This skill's effects may vary depending on many factors and its targets.
	AOE Ally:	- May rise morale of Party

- May add small, temporal buff to physical attributes of Party

- May erase lesser form of [Fear] and [Anger] status effects of Party

- May reduce effects of higher form of [Fear] and [Anger] status effects of party

	AOE Foe:	- May reduce morale of Party

- May slightly reduce physical attributes of Party

- May remove lesser positive non-magic buffs from Party

- May cause [Fear]

	The skill cannot be leveled, its power relies on situation on battlefield and casters CHA
	Effect does not stack





Despite her hopeless situation, the Matron did not flinch. She readied herself for another clash. We started moving in circles for one last time, looking for openings. She decided to play it safe, in the end she lost her privilege of taking us lightly, which came from  fighting in her own house with her family around.

The Matron lost her patience and rushed at me, I let her get closer, letting her leave this world on the terms, attacking, not running away.

A swing of paw from the left,  I wanted to duck under it, but after split of second I saw her raising her other limb and performing same attack from the other side. With her body still leaping onward she decided to completely give up her guard and focus on killing me.

She got me there, hew blow pushed me few meters away and bruised me a little, she quickly regained her balance from reckless assault and pounced at lying me. I didn’t rise from my back on purpose, instead I morphed my legs into minotaur’s. As she was  about to mutilate me, I kicked the air in which she flew very next moment. For a split of second I thought that my legs would break under pressure of her mass, but in the end I managed to flip my body a little and change trajectory of her leap. Her colossal body hit the pillar.

It wasn’t end yet. Another time both of us raised and once again leaped on each other. This time, no playing around. We crashed, body to body. Her claws scratched my side, mine dug in her head and tore off one of her ears, her teeth tasted my thigh as I started stabbing her neck. Her fur was thick and it was quite problematic to pierce through it and get to her body. Her grip tightened as I repeatedly stabbed same place over and over again before I managed to start bleeding her.

Stab-stab-stab-stab-stab-stab-stab…

At first a single drop, then few, then a splash and before I know I was covered in red rain from her body. Eventually, she died, yet even then her jaw was holding my leg tightly. Lockjaw? Nasty beast, ain’t you?

I needed to use magic to blow part of beast’s head away to free my leg and start healing it. Omega eventually died because of blood loss, leaving only Alpha alive. It completely lost its will to fight. It sensed her mate death and “looked” in her direction whining painfully. It didn’t even bother to acknowledge my presence as I was approaching it. With kick I rolled it on its belly and pierce its heart.

Then I sat resting my backs on treasure chest. And yes, I checked first if it wasn’t a mimic. Last thing I wanted is getting killed like a rookie after quite exhausting encounter. I tried to rest a little and cool down, I was also waiting for effect of haste to abate. And once again I started ignoring wall of notification, will take a look on them in a second… or two. Gisele sat next to me.

-          “Quite a show you made there. Still, provoking enemies like that is something that I would do.” She didn’t say that to judge. She simply… said that. Stated obvious.

-          “I am sorry you had to see this. I don’t know what got into me…”

-          “You are amazing, you know?” she disturbed me “… papa Jeremy used to say, that every being has its good and evil side, yet no one should be judge by how he or she was born, but rather how he/she is dealing with inborn nature… Zari, I saw you eyes when you were fighting with these beasts, I didn’t even know that there is so much bloodlust in you…”

I waited for her next words with dry throat. My heart was pounding even more than during battle.

-          “… and you kept that under control for so long? How did you do that? How can you be so strong? I am losing my mind after I get just a little excited.”

-          “That’s how you see it?”

-          “That’s the truth. Zari, we spent a year together. We were fighting side my side and sleep snuggling to each other. No one can pretend for this long. It means that this kind, playful man that is taking care of his friends is also you… Is it bad that raising alone in the forest left its mark on you? On the other hand… I envy you. Your control and..”

-          “Stop it.”

-          “Why? I find it admirable that…”

-          “Gisele… please.”

I lowered my head, resting it on her shoulder. Covered in seat and blood, knowing how she felt about me, I didn’t need anything more. I let the silence speak. And it spoke truly wonderfully, with her breath and heartbeat, which was slowly calming down.

She wasn’t lying. She wasn’t nervous with me around. How could it be? How? Is it because she is this pure? Or this stupid? Or maybe both.

But it’s ok. She is my pure and stupid dragon. Mine.

But then I heard it

Bump-bump.

Her heart started beating faster. Then again and again. Why? We are resting? No enemies are near! Why are you getting nervous Gisele? Did you rethink our situation? Did you start wondering if I am truly me? GISELE WHAT IS GOING ON!?

-          “Zaaaari? Wanna check what is in the chest?”

… YOU SPOILED IDIOT! I have almost got heart attack because of you, and all you were thinking about was unpacking a present?! YOU FUCKING DUMMY!

-          “Go for it.” She showed me beautiful grin before getting up and lifting lid of the chest.

-          “This dungeon is completely crazy, so I hope it will also apply to its treasures! Best part of this job!”

She really was a acting like a kid.

-          “Come on, aren’t you curious?”

-          “Not at all.”

-          “Ah! Don’t pretend! It’s a treasure! You have to be at least anticipating to see what is enough? Enchanted weapon? Grimoire with scripture of spell? Gold and silver?”

I looked at her.

-          “Whatever is inside it won’t be able to overshadow my greatest treasure.”

She stopped for a moment

-          “And what is it?”

Oh! You are so easy to tease!

-          “Gems most beautiful of all: your eyes, my love.”

-          “…I-idiot.” Yet the tip of her tail twitched few times. Weird. Spoiling her is almost as funny as mocking her. “Anyway! Here I go!”

And the chest was forced open. Gisele was looking at treasure above my shoulder without saying a word. I patiently waited for her response letting her feast her eye on the treasure in front of her.

-          “…. Garbage.” She said after moment.

-          “What?” I raised my head

-          “Few coins and sword. Even if sword looks nice, I doubt it will be better than meteoric…”

-          “Gis, we are on first floor of dungeon, it would be great if it was enchanted at all!” I just rolled my eyes.

-          “But… BUT! The treasure is a reward for difficulty! Difficulty is sick, and treasure is a… garbage!” she pouted.

-          “Just collect coins, I will try appraising sword. Maybe we will be able to sell it.”

-          “I just want to remind you, that there are only the two of us. We can’t carry every junk we would find!”

I got up from the floor with a groan. Indeed, in chest there were 10 silver coins and a bastard sword.


	[Sword of Embers]
	[Sword] class of weapon	Grade: [Rare/Enchanted]
	Damage type: [cutting] [piercing]
	Critical rate: 14%
	Damage: [145-175]
	Effect added	[Blaze] - every 3rd hit have a chance of causing [20-40] fire damage




-          “It’s enchanted.” I yelled to Gis.

She was already near our packs slowly preparing herself to head out, but as soon as she heard me she dropped bags and get back to me in a blink of an eye

-          “REALLY?” her greedy eyes shined

-          “Nothing great. Chances of small fire boost. Serves only as addition, nothing to rely on.”

Still, it’s better than sword for of D’iabel… Mostly because D’iabel damage scales with my mastery. My Sword Mastery is low, and so is my blade. So, I can use it instead of D’iabel until I would level up swordsmanship a little? Well, it has sheath and straps, so you can attach it to the belt. And just as Gis said, we can always drop it away if it would start getting in the way or I would find something better.

Unfortunately, I have to agree with her. This dungeon is bit unbalanced and I can already tell that not many people will want to dive into it. Maybe it could serve as some training ground? Whatever. It will be guild masters problem. For now: Notifications!


	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Fiend's Hound - Warrior Level 15] 
	You have obtained [60] exp + [30] exp





	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Fiend's Hound - Scout Level 11] 
	You have obtained [40] exp + [20] exp





	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Fiend's Hound - Warrior Level 15] 
	You have obtained [60] exp + [30] exp





	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Fiend's Hound - Scout Level 11] 
	You have obtained [40] exp + [20] exp





	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Fiend's Hound - Pack Maiden Level 8] 
	You have obtained [35] exp + [15] exp





	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Fiend's Hound - Warrior Level 15] 
	You have obtained [60] exp + [30] exp




I ignored rest of notification 6 Warriors, 8 scouts and 5 maidens. But who cares about small fry?!


	You have slain [Fiend's Hound - Horde Matron level 27]
	You have obtained [380] exp + [190] exp





	You have slain [Fiend's Hound - Omega level 24]
	You have obtained [320] exp + [170] exp





	You have slain [Fiend's Hound - Alpha level 25]
	You have obtained [330] exp + [175] exp




2605 in total.


	Your skill [Hand to hand - Beginner] combat has leveled up
	Your skill [Hand to hand - Beginner] is now level 6




I looked at Gisele that was kicking chest irritated.

-          “Gis ready?”

-          “For what? 2 more coins?!”

-          “For eternal glory. Maybe they would name dungeon after you?”

There is no way they would. Usually dungeons are being named after monsters or some attribute.

Tower of Despair. Wolf’s Dungeon. Dungeon of the end. Yes, there is one dungeon name after Jericho… But only because bastard earn it.

-          “Really?”

Stop it, Gis, it is too easy to control you! It’s fine as long as I am the one toying with you, but I am afraid you may encounter some evil men in the future! My pure, foolish dragon.

-          “O-KAY! Let’s go! Come on! How do you think? How many floor this dungeon has? What kind of boss will we encounter and when!?”

-          “Probably? Another spider.”

-          “NO!” she groaned disappointed

-          “Big one.”

-          “YES!” her sadness left without a trace

-          “Protected by thousands small one.”

-          “NO!” here we start again.

-          “But maybe I will take care of them, and leave boss to you?”

-          “Darling, I love you.”

-          “Of course you do, I am perfect.” I chuckled.

It was her time to snort.

-          “Sure. Sure. Come on, shorty. After me.”

Shorty?! SHORTY!? Oh, you little!

-          “Of course that after you. It is impossible to walk alongside you through these narrow corridors, my wide hipped d…”

I earned myself a punch.




            

    
        Chapter 247

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: God. Again. Stupid break. Ppl don’t have time for things that are really important: for me!


I took my time feasting on Matron’s body. The beast was a lower chimera, so instead of getting a new Core, I got a boost to my already existing one: wolf's, bat's and a little to lizard's. Why lizard? Don’t ask me. Maybe because of those few scales it had on its body, or maybe because of their tongues, still, as soon as I was done we start walking through next corridors. Eventually, we found the entrance to the deeper floor, Gisele wanted to jump in right away, yet I pull her back by her collar.

- “Why did you do that?” she pouted

- “One. Did you forget how your last rushed journey down ended? We got separated.”

- “Aww, you don’t want to leave my side?” she tried teasing me

- “… you may jump into spider’s nest again. Alone.”

- “… That’s <one>, which means there should be also <two>.”

- “And two: they are paying us for making maps of the dungeon. We still have few corridors left to check. To this chamber leads only one tunnel, and nothing should be able to come from that hole…” I said pointing with my head at the hollow in the middle of the floor, similar to the one that dumped us on 1st floor “… it’s getting late. We can finish checking the floor, come here back for the night, rest, and continue dungeon ride well rested.”

Dragoness pouted.

- “Gis, we were the only one that took this quest, they will wait around a month before sending somebody else here. No one will steal it from you!” still, she wasn’t convinced “.. and I am sure that they will be more impressed if we would deliver a complete collection of maps and…”

- “Ok! OK! We will do it your way! Just stop talking!”

She didn’t like it at all. Hot-blooded foolish lizard.



Same time, training room of Guild



- “Come on! Are you even trying?” Ay teased blonde girl as she once again parried her dagger strike.

Elana clenched her teeth and tired once again. She already got used to older woman teasing. It was also part of her training. She remembers what assassin told her <Words, you see, are weapons as deadly as a blade. One wrong word and you may force someone into a duel, one missed letter, and the army wouldn’t get their new orders. Zari tells that he hates when someone is talking during battle because it gets them killed, but mostly because he encounters only idiots that were boasting about themselves. Instead, they should mock enemies: is that all you got? My grandma is moving better than you and she is dead! And such. Those will make them stop thinking, these little words will force them into more aggressive assaults, and then all you need is one thrust.>

- “Giiiirl! Move those hips of yours!... Oh, wait. After closer inspection, you indeed have nothing to move…”

Scarlet’s cheeks were covered with a deep blush, both from tiredness and embarrassment.

- “BE QUIET! You… You!... “ girl quickly gazed at her teacher’s chest “…You cow!” Elana lost her temper.

She was quickly brought down on the floor with a swing by a woman that just burst into laughter. She was giggling like lunatic.

- “Damn you, girl! You got me there!” and she started laughing once again “… Was that your first insult or what?”

Only then El blinked twice remembering what she said in anger.

- “I… I AM SO SORRY!”

- “Wait… You really did insult someone for the first time!” In that moment crazy woman stopped laughing and got back from the floor “… I just – I just took your first time!”

- “D-d-d-don’t say it so lewdly!” girl was once again taken aback

- “Atta girl. Five minutes break. Here, drink it.” She tossed her a small bottle filled with yellow liquid

- “W-what is it?” she asked looking suspiciously at the bottle

- “Gift from your <Mister Angel>. He left me few of those in case you needed a little kick.”

After a moment of hesitation, El started drinking liquid within a bottle. She was just hoping her teacher won’t mention one certain topic. The topic she was trying to avoid by any means necessary.

- “Have you been thinking about other classes I suggested?” Brown haired killer sat close to the girl “What about clothes I bought you?”

And of course, that one topic needed to be mentioned.

- “I… I couldn’t bring myself to wear something SO raveling!”

It was time for Aiele to be surprised.

- “The fuck are you talking about?!” still, it was very hard for young noble to get used to vulgarisms used by her teacher “… This one is barely showing your shoulders and part of the back! You are covered right to your neck!”

- “B-b-b-b-but!” Up until now, El was wearing ONLY full robes or dresses suiting kids, the one that left only her palms and bit of neck uncovered.

- “No buts! This suit was meant to show off your innocence!”

- “But people will stare at me!”

- “PEOPLE ARE MEANT TO STARE AT YOU! And they will do so even without these clothes. Come on! Look at you!”

Assassin picked a bundle of her hair

- “You have such a lovely, easy to take care of hair like a brightness sun!” she moved her palm and touch her cheek “… skin pale as snow and those beautiful, big blue eyes! You are simply beautiful, and no man won’t be able not to look at you! The other matter is using it!”

Her fingers travelled to her lips, then nose, forehead just to deliver her a quick fillip,

- “Tsuk!” El didn’t expect that sneaky attack “… It hurts!” she yelled grabbing her head.

- “See? Even those natural reactions of yours will make everyone want to hug you! Another lesson, girl, two things are ruling this world, do you know which one?”

- “Faith and dedication?”

- “Almost. Money and woman. These are the only thing that mighty will desire. A wise and pretty women were ruling countries from behind a throne, because, in the end, men are simple. You just have to learn what they desire, and then promise giving it to them. Some wants power, some wants wealth, some wants love or just a little of passion. You need to find out what they desire… and then you will have an absolute control over his life.”

- “This is… cruel.”

- “Indeed. But just as men wish to use certain aspects of women, women can use men for their own goals. But fret not, my morsel, love is also a goal worth achieving.”

- “Miss Ay, can I ask you a question?”

- “You just did.”

- “I mean, another one?”

- “Guess what. You just did that AGAIN.”

- “I-I m-mean…!” she blushed even harder. “Can I ask a question AFTER this one?”

- “You have also did that.”

- “When!?”

- “Right now.” Aiele simply loved playing those games. “Just ask it, kid.”

- “If you know all of these… didn’t you ever consider changing your life?

- “I did think about it, sweetie. And I did change my life. I found a target I couldn’t bring myself to kill, eventually, using my vast knowledge and undeniable beauty I tricked him into falling in love with me. I got a lesser noble title, started a family, had a single kid… and then guild reminded that not only I have job unfinished, but also debt to pay. So they send somebody else to kill my husband, and threatening with killing my little daughter they forced me to work for them.”

Elana was left speechless.

- “And that’s another lesson, kid. We will learn about it tomorrow. How to lie.”

- “Y-y-y-you made it up!?”

- “Wait, you just imagined me as a boring housewife?” Woman’s laugh shaken the room again “No sweetheart, I didn’t ever dream of changing my job. I was born an orphan and was raised by Syndicate. This is the only life I know. A life I enjoy. You see, I visited a doctor once, the one that heals mind, not body. He said that I am sociopath which means I can’t simply live in normal society and have no value over others people life. And damn girl, he was right.”

A quick stroke on El’s head let her know that break time is over

- “Get up, kid, I will take good care of you!” assassin smiled licking her dagger.

Elana’s torment lasted for few more minutes, till she collapsed from exhaustion. As she was lying there she couldn’t notice how assassin pulled a little pendant from her pocket looking at it with bits of melancholy.

- “Silly me,” she whispered to herself tossing it behind her. Pendant fell right into the trash can.





Back in the dungeon.





I woke up after my fair three or four hours of sleep seeing Gisele looking with anticipation into the hole leading to the deeper floor.

- “Are you awake?” she asked looking back at me

She was supposed to keep a watch for half of the night, even if we were mostly safe.

- “Yeah, we can pack our things and…” I looked around the camp. It simply wasn’t here

- “Already did that! Only your bedroll is left.”

- “What about breakfast?”

- “Already ate. I left your ration on the blanket to your left.”

Indeed on a small piece of fabric few small “caloric bombs” were put. I hate those. Tasteless lumps of sugar and fat. Well, they took little space in our bags and served their purpose of keeping us alive, so I couldn’t complain… Or could I?

- “Sweetie, why are you in such a hurry?” Indeed, usually, I was the one waking Gisele up and rushing her leave the camp-place.

- “I just… I just have bad feelings about this dungeon and want to finish it already.”

That was something worthy of being taken into consideration. Gisele loves dungeon rides. So if she has bad feelings that could mean that there is a serious threat awaiting for us…

… or…

- “Gisele. You aren’t afraid of bugs that much, aren’t you?”

- “… don’t be silly!”

So she is. She wants to leave the dungeon only because of few spiders. I rolled my eyes.

- “SO WHAT THAT I HATE THEM!? They are small, venomous, disgusting, hard to kill and too many of them! They can’t be used as food either, because they are covered in that exoskeleton, and time needed to retrieve their flesh simply doesn’t pay off!”

- “We found only three lairs of these, and we get rid of them pretty easily.”

- “No – You got rid of them pretty easily! I was running in a circle serving as a bait! And you took your time killing them because you wanted to make fun of me!”

Crap, she found out.

- “So… You want us to return with the first glyph we would find?”

She hesitated.

- “We will see in what state I would be after encountering it.”

Fair decision. We quickly packed rest of our equipment and prepared to jump in even further. This time, we hugged each other for the time of our little ride down in order to prevent our separation.

- “Ready?” I asked her “On three. One… T…”

- “Three!” Gis pulled me after her to the hold. I could have expected that.



Library of Magic Academy



Morgana was sitting at her usual table in the corner of the chamber. No one bothered her here, well except few horny brats that were lured to her because of her exotic beauty. She just got rid of another admirer with few very rude words and got back to her studies.

What was she reading about? About elder magic, rituals, reversed rituals, broken rituals, re-doing negative effects of failed rituals and about White Onyx – or in the other words: about everything that could give her magic back. She found out what was the main reason behind her inability to cast spells – her mana veins were completely clogged. Yeah, just like pipes.

She spent gods only know how long in a chamber made of onyx, she was breathing it in – the small molecules (even as she couldn’t name them like that) were slowly depositing itself in her body. And because White Onyx always follows after mana binding it, it settled in her mana veins.

So, how do you get rid of it? You most likely couldn’t. If you would try to get rid of it with magic, it would be swallowed completely without any effects. Maybe, if she would spend lots of time in an environment with high magic density, the little molecules would slowly start leaving her body. Unfortunately, she couldn’t afford to bath in dragon’s blood for a century, so this method was also abandoned. At least for now.

Surgery? No. No-no-no-no-no aaaand NO! Why? Mana vein is small. Very small. Very-very small! Hundreds, if not thousands of times smaller than blood veins. No One had skill nor tools to cut through such a little organs.

She needed something different. Something more invasive, yet nothing that would require body modification.

With a groan, half demoness flipped another page as she didn’t found anything that could help her. Maybe she should ask for help some professor? Kleir will want to touch her again, so maybe better not…

… Oh, he meant nothing sexual, yes, each time she appeared near him old man would literally swallow her with his eyes, but all he cared about were his studies. Admirable dedication, still, she would prefer letting examining her body for a bigger favor.

So maybe Hannah? The woman that took Zariel in? His so-called step-mother? Yes, she told her that she is ready to help his friends at every time of night and day. Very well. She will meet her after she would finish with books here. Until then…

- “Hey! All tables are occupied mind if I sit next to you?”

A girl asked with a polite tone.

Morgana quickly gazed over the chamber. Indeed, it was weekend, which meant that students of the academy were trying to finish their report for classes they would have in next week, making every single table and chair covered in the mass of people and books.

All except hers.

- “Just don’t disturb me.” she said after a split of the second, moving bit to the left making some space for a young, redhead girl.

In the end, girl just wanted to study. She lived and almost died so everyone could have this opportunity.

- “Rituals, hmm?” girl, of course, had to disturb her. She started a conversation with a friendly tone “Complex matter that…”

- “I asked you not to disturb me.” Demoness wasn’t trying to be friendly at all

- “… sorry, I am simply working under Senate chairman that is quite good with rituals, so I thought that I could help you a little… Didn’t mean to pry. I am sorry.”

Wait. That’s information worth being mentioned. Morgana put her book down.

- “I will forgive you if you would end talking about the matter you just mentioned.”

The green-eyed girl smiled widely.

- “Senator Polimus has a diploma with rituals, he mentions about it twice or thrice a day, I am more than sure that he has the most complex knowledge about rituals in the whole country. Just tell me what you want to know about certain ritual, and I will try finding all about it.”

- “… Why won’t you introduce me to him?” she didn’t like it at all.

- “Zari asked me to do this like that. He doesn’t want you to get involved in politics. He said you hate it.”

Zariel. Zariel again. He is JUST like Balthazar. Whatever is happening around her it is because HE wanted it to be this way.

- “And what interest do you have in it?”

- “… repaying for my sins.” The girl smiled lightly “Zariel helped me greatly, and when he needed my help, I turned my back and left him.”

- “… You are Ruby, aren’t you?” she heard about this girl. Zariel would talk few words about her, usually as he would get drunk. These weren’t nice words.

- “Haha, I already imagine what he said about me. He may act like he does not care, but I know that deep inside he didn’t forgive me.”

- “You like him?” that would be another girl under his charm.

- “Like? I have no idea. He was a good friend to me, but not… I think I just admire him. He is a great mage, with vast knowledge and many possibilities…”

- “And useful pawn to have.” … in the end she was working for Senator

- “All I want is to make a world a better place. I don’t want to USE anyone. Merely to show my vision of the world and ask for help. This is one of the things that differs me from Senator Polimus. My approach to the people. I hope that in future the two of us could talk about it – a better world.”

“To make a world a better place.” The motto of her ex-husband. As much as he hated him, she could respect his dedication. He was a horrible man, husband, and lover, but a great king.

No! She needed to snap out of it. No politics till she would get a better grasp of today’s world and have her magic back. She won’t make any deals until she would have her powers back.

… and once again she will need to ask few other parties about Zariel. He is slowly rising to the position of the serious player. He owns part of Syndicate – underground organization, now he challenged alchemists guild making himself a legal trader, he has connections with nobles and mages, but his rank as adventurer makes him “untouchable” by any political parties and organizations.

Just what is his goal? It’s too much power for one man. And if someone would tell her, that he either has no plans or isn’t using this power, she wouldn’t believe. He is up to something! And she would find out what is it!

- “Miss? Everything all right?”

Her chain of thoughts was disturbed. Again.

- “It’s nothing. I will count on you in this matter. I just want to tell you that I don’t really have any money to pay for your…”

- “Don’t mind it. Told you. I want to make a world better place. I saw you during lectures, you are quite dedicated students. I simply can’t wait to see all those beautiful things you will do with hands of yours!”

A woman smiled one last time before starting reading her own books. In the end, she also came to the library to study, and this meeting was only a coincidence.

Or was it?


            

    
        A little hiatus

    
    
    
    
                The word "hiatus" may be misleading here, but that for later. 

I have a shitload of responsibilities and businesses I need to attend, starting from projects that need to be done till January, master thesis - that was supposed to be done three months ago and winter-exam season that is approaching.

And then my family debt - I will need some extra days at work if I want to keep my house (not joking. It's bad).

Combining all cases from above leaves me with barely any time for relaxing. I am not dropping this story nor i am stopping writing, simply, chapters for next month- month and a half may appear... less frequently. 

Yeah, I am writing like one page per day, because i am simply lacking strengths and motivation to keep myself focused on file.

I would like to apologize for this little inconvenience, but unfortunately, it is necessary if you want me to return gloriously and victorious. Once again, sorry.
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                Edited by Solyom, Netlord


Marika emptied her mug and forcefully put it down on her table.

-          “NEXT!” she yelled, demanding another dose of alcohol.

-          “Slow down with that Marika, it’s your 6th mug already, and you know how you get drunk easily.” The barman said, quite concerned.

-          “Me hear you! Me don’t care!” she yelled, surely in a bad mood.

-          “Something happened?” he kept prying as he was refilling the fairy’s mug.

-          “I don’t even want to talk about it.” She whined while massaging her forehead.

-          “I’m a barman, it’s my job and moral duty to hear you out.” The man showed her a reassuring smile. “Pyrox?”

He asked.

-          “Pyrox.” The fairy nodded, exhausted.

-          “What did he do this time?”

-          “We were hired to get rid of monsters that nested in an old well at a noble’s mansion, located at the foot of a mountain, quite far from here. Such a little, old, rural mansion. As we got in there we saw that the monsters brought in more, infesting not only the well, but also the warehouse, the stable, and the mansion itself. And what do you think, what did he do?”

-          “He blew everything up?” everyone in the guild already knew what kind of action the insane pyromancer enjoyed most.

-          “HE BLEW EVERYTHING UP!” she jumped from her chair sweeping her arms in the air. “EV-ERY-THING! The well, the warehouse, hell, even the mansion itself! He blew it all up, only leaving ash!!”

-          “You scolded him?”

-          “OF COURSE I SCOLDED HIM! We were supposed to get a few silver coins for this quest, but if we were to pay for the damages done, we would have lost everything, and then we would still be in debt!”

-          “You said if we were to, which means that you didn’t?” the older man raised his brow.

-          “We had more luck than brain, that noble was overjoyed after seeing Pyrox’s cleaning.”

-          “He burned his property and he was happy?”

-          “he told us the house was old and he wanted to destroy it to build a new one, he said that this way he will save quite a lot on workers that would deconstructed his old house. Bah! We even got some extra to our payment!”

-          “So… what’s wrong?”

-          “HIS ATTITUDE, he only thinks about himself! He wants to have fun and he isn’t concerned about anything nor anyone around him! He causes so much trouble that…”

In that moment Pyrox entered guild, he looked a little sad and was holding something behind his back, he looked quickly all over the room trying to locate someone, as soon as his gaze fell upon Marika he started walking towards her.

-          “No… please, not again! He will boast about himself again! Look! Because of us we got more money! Pyrox is smart! Pyrox is hot! Hur-dur, jerk…”

In that moment, he approached them.

-          “What’s up, buddy? Want a drink?” the barman asked fire mage with a friendly voice.

-          “No. Pyrox not drinking today… Pyrox came because of a different matter…” he looked at the fairy and opened his mouth as if trying to say something, yet he closed his mouth right after, seeming to struggle to say something.

-          “Pyrox is… Pyrox is sorry, Mari.” he finally said.

-          “I beg your pardon? What did you say?” the fairy squinted her eyes in disbelief.

-          “Pyrox knows that Pyrox causes trouble to Mari. Pyrox is sorry, but when Pyrox sees something flammable… Pyrox can’t control himself. Big Boss said that Pyrox needs to learn how to control himself and that Mari will be able to help Pyrox… but until now Pyrox only annoyed Mari, isn’t that true?”

-          “W-w-w-w-what?” this fire mage was always cocky and full of himself. He never admitted his mistakes. If somebody would tell her an hour ago that HE was able to apologize for ANYTHING, she would treat it as a joke. An unfunny one.

-          “I will leave the two of you alone, I’ve got more customers who need ale.” the barman said while leaving them.

-          “Pyrox is sorry that he burned the wolf’s fur we were supposed to deliver. Or when he burned the flower on the field that Mari liked… or that Pyrox acts and then thinks… or doesn’t think at all… Big Boss said that Mari likes blue flowers… so… um…”

He turned away his gaze as he pulled a huge bouquet of flowers, all in the shades of blue and violet.


-          “I don’t know what to say… it’s… it’s very nice of you…” she took the flowers, truly speechless. “These are quite beautiful…”

-          “It’s not all!” fire mage happy after seeing Marika’s expression put his hand into pocket and pulled out a little seedling. “Mari likes flowers, so Pyrox thought that Marika may like growing them in her room! Pyrox doesn’t know a lot about plants, so he asked at the herb-store. Pyrox asked for a beautiful flower that may not require lots of attention, because Mari travels a lot… The gardener said that it has a nice smell after blooming and only needs to be watered from time to time so….”

-          “Pyrox.”

-          “Yes?”

-          “That’s really sweet of you… thank you.”

All her anger from the last mission literally evaporated.

-          “Pyrox was wondering… if Marika still wants to work with Pyrox… NOT NOW! Pyrox knows that Mari is still angry at Pyrox… but maybe… in future…”

-          “Next Friday?”

-          “… Maybe when Mari would forgive, Pyrox is ready to wait those few months if it means that Mari won’t be angry anymore… What did you say?”

-          “I want to rest a little and meet with friends, but I spend my money bit too quickly so I will have to take another quest soon. Are you busy next Friday?”

-          “PYROX IS READY! PYROX IS ALREADY ALL FIRED UP MERELY THINKING ABOUT NEW ADVENTURE WITH MARI!... I mean… it’s not that Pyrox is happy precisely because it would be with Mari… I mean… It’s not like Pyrox isn’t looking toward  Mari for company…. I mean…”

-          “Pyrox.”

-          “YES?!”

-          “See you on Friday.”

-          “PYROX WILL BE WAITING, MISS!”

The crazy mage left the inn section and moved toward his room on the floor. After a few moments, the barman returned to the fairy.

-          “He isn’t that bad, is he?” he asked, looking at the bouquet that covered most of the fairy’s tiny body.

-          “… He is still an airhead that causes a lot of trouble…”

-          “But?”

-          “But maybe there is a chance of fixing him? A little one?”

The barman smiled widely, hearing her words. It was some kind of progress, wasn’t it?





Same time. Jericho’s office.




-          “I am more than sure, that you had more than enough liquor!” Alesia said, gazing at the barely conscious men sitting by the table. Usually this table was covered from top to bottom with reports and papers, but not this time. Instead, it was covered with bottles and glasses.

-          “You think <hicc> so milady?” Jason looked in her direction. More or less in her direction, because instead of looking at the secretary, he looked at the cabinet two meters away from her.

-          “I am afraid <hicc> that my dearest friend may be partly right…” Jericho burped loudly. “Still, it’s nice to see somebody that can keep up with me.”

-          “HA! You saw nothing yet, old man! I could out-drink two men like you!”

-          “Not this again…” Alesia covered her face with her palm.

-          “HOOO <HICC> OOOOH?! Yar challenging me, lad? Know your <burp> limits!”

-          “I know them fairly well! They are far above yours! My casual drinking is like your alcohol poisoning!”

-          “I am not going to watch it. Get yourself somebody else to take care of your corpses!” she left the room, slamming the door behind her loudly.

The behavior of the two alcoholics changed right away.

-          “She is gone, what do you want to tell me.” The photomancer asked the guild leader.

-          “We may have a quest for somebody with your abilities.”

-          “Where’s the catch? If it was that simple, you would simply register it as a formal, dedicated quest.”

-          “It may not be completely legal, it may not be completely safe, if you were to be caught, this conversation never happened and we would cut all connections with you.”

-          “Hooo? You need somebody for dirty work? And a scapegoat that you could forsake if something went wrong?”

-          “And somebody we can trust. As you can see, it’s hard to find somebody that fits our requirements.”

-          “Let’s talk about my favorite part, what will I get from this quest?”

-          “The stability of the kingdom, prosperity and peace. And if you are not interested in these shitty, political excuses, you will be rained down upon with gold. Not right away, the gold transfer needs to be hidden well, so you will get your money in parts. Let’s just say that if you would dream of a nice house somewhere far away in the rural district, where you could live your life in peace and prosperity, you could afford it.”

-          “Who is the quest-giver? Not any shady thugs I hope?”

-          “The worst scum in this kingdom – the king himself.” Jericho smiled widely.

-          “You are offending me, Jeremy.” A familiar voice sounded in the room

A person appeared out of thin air.

-          “Say whatever you want, but those invisibility potions are surely useful. For its cost, I could hire a garrison for a month, but still, useful is useful.”

-          “Offending you? I was merely answering the boy’s question!” The guildmaster smiled. “Nice to see you, Arthur. I thought you came to me last time because you reminded yourself about your best friend, but not! Of course that not! It was all about businesses!”

-          “Later, Jeremy, later. I think I have to talk with this lad here…” he gazed over Jason from head to toe “I am about to throw a party, my daughter is having her birthday soon. Every noble will be at my palace. The problem is, that one, maybe a few of them, betrayed me.”

-          “You want me to break into their properties as they wouldn’t be home and look for evidence?”

-          “The boy has a head between his ears… as an adventurer, it is quite the achievement. I thought that this Zari-boy is the only exception in your herd, Jeremy. Yes, I want you to look for evidence, but I will leave the methods to you. Break into their houses, check their banks accounts… bribe their staff, kidnap their family members… torture them…”

Jason whistled quietly.

-          “My-my. Quite a job you are giving me.”

-          “You can’t get caught. If they give you to the city guards, we could arrange a prison break, but I highly doubt this would be the case, richer nobles have their own dungeons, you know.”

-          “Just let me ask, are you sure that any treachery actually took place, or you simply want to improve your position?”

-          “Do you remember when Zariel ended up in the same prison as you? He was kidnapped from my country by a squad of Paladins. From Zariel’s report, they had barely any equipment and food. It was a greatly planned action, every grain of food was calculated. Do you know what would have happened if they were spotted by any border-patrolling squad?”

-          “Their whole action would have failed.”

-          “And do you know how frequently the borders are being patrolled?”

-          “Very frequently, I presume.”

-          “Which means?”

-          “That they knew when and where each patrol would appear?”

-          “Exactly. And this information is known only by the Grand-houses. I took my time, sniffing around, gathering data. They’ve hidden their moves greatly, but not completely. I am more than 99% sure, that one of the families is working with the Church. Jason Jasny, I am sorry to say that, but you are a friend of my friend… yet you are a stranger that used to live in the Holy Kingdom, which means…”

-          “That in case of a fiasco you could simply use me to shatter the connections between the family and the church? Disguise me as an assassin from the church, sent to get rid of the nobles? No matter if I would succeed or fail, you will gain.”

-          “Indeed, son, indeed.”

-          “What if I found evidence, yet found myself in a not very comfortable spot to…”

-          “If you would be sure who betrayed me, you are free to kill them and everyone who works for them. After delivering the evidence, we would make you a hero.”

-          “No-no-no-no. Not a hero. This word leaves a bad taste in my mouth.”

-          “Then a tool of justice. Or whatever. No legal action would be taken against you. Told you, you are a shadow. You do not exist.”

Jason exhaled air loudly, emptied his glass and closed his eyes, thinking deeply for minute or so.

-          “Where do I start?” he finally asked.
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I could have expected that. I should have expected that. The question remains, if that’s the case, why I didn’t predict that? It was totally Gisele’s style to jump at fucking <two> and pull me in. Why am I complaining about such a little issue? Maybe because my dignity was hurt a little? Maybe because I like to be in charge of events around me? Or maybe because as she pulled me after her into the hole, she did it so clumsily that I was riding with my head down hitting every bum and rock with my face?

 

Yeah, most likely the last one. Remember kids, never use waterslides riding with your face down. And definitely don’t use them when your waterslide is deprived of water and is leading you into heart of a beast-filled dungeon. That sucks, trust me.

-          “GISEEELEEE! I SWEAR TO GOD! AS SOON AS WE WOULD LAND DOWN I WILL…”

-          “WHAT DID YOU SAAAAAAY?” She yelled from above me. The tempo of our journey below and my unfortunate position - with my face on her thighs - made my words inaudible.

-          “I SAID THAT I WILL FUCKING KILL YOU!”

-          “WHAAAAAT?”

-          “KIIILLL YOOOU!”

-          “WHAAAAAAT?!”

Oh for fuck sake!

Another rock hit my head. Nothing serious, just annoying. I clenched my teeth trying to bear with current situation. For now.

After two or so minutes of our crazy ride down I finally got a mouthful of earth and dust as vertical tunnel spat as on to the lower floor.

I got up with dignity, removed the dust from my shoulders, and spat out the dust from my mouth as I faced Gisele.

-          “I said that as soon as we would land down I would beat the shit out of you.”

-          “Would you hit a lady?” she fluttered with her eyebrows

-          “Aye. The hammer of justice is unisex” I said delivering a quick strike at her gut, making her grab her belly gasping for air. “Think, idiot, think before acting. This could be really dangerous, not speaking that it was very uncomfortable.”

-          “It was just a prank, Zari! No need to be so cruel!”

-          “Aren’t you the one who is hitting me each time I would tease you?”

-          “That’s something different!”

-          “How is that so?”

-          “… actually… I dunno. It just seems like the right thing to do.” She shrugged her arms after giving her words a second thought.

-          “Just focus. I am getting sick of this dungeon. I am considering a speed run.”

-          “Ho!? Wait, what did you say few hours ago? We are getting paid of making maps of the dungeon! We need to explore every corner! What happened that you changed your mind?”

-          “My attitude toward you.” I hissed quietly

-          “Oh come on!”

-          “Come on indeed. Start moving. We have a dungeon to explore.”

-          “Don’t act like a crybaby!” she rolled her eyes.

-          “I am not. I am merely focused on not dying. You are making it much harder.”

-          “Geeez! Whatever. Lead the way, as long as it means that you will shut up!” she started losing her temper too.

Good.

Was that childish of me? Maybe. BUT SHE WAS THE ONE WHO STARTED IT!

I opened map-mind in my head trying to scan our surroundings a little, marking every tunnel, corridor and corner. Once again I checked my equipment, tried to swing the new blade attached to my belt and moved deeper.

30 minutes later.

-          “eh? He-he-he… Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha! MUA-HA-HA-HA!”

If you are concerned who started acting like an idiot, I will give you a subtle hint: It was Gisele. Probably if I was in her shoes my reaction would be similar. We encountered another nest of meat-weavers. So what was the reason for celebration? These were bit older, which means bigger, and bigger means easier to be targeted by Gisele.

-          “Be gone! Foolish monster! I am your conqueror!” She yelled jumping from elevated ground right into mass of beasts.

She could use surrounding to gain advantage, or even an element of surprise, in the very end she could position herself in such way to make the beasts get into each-others way. But no. She jumped in. The only good thing in her act was that  she completely focused all monster attention on herself, no beast “looked” in direction of me, still sitting in a safe spot, I started singing quietly.

Another group of meat-weavers jumped on Gisele’s shoulders. She quickly rammed her back into the wall squashing them into a bloody pulp. Her sword danced in the air performing  a killer’s deeds, delivering certain death with single slashes and stabs.

She needed to blow some steam off. The whole 1st level was frustrating to her, making her run in all directions instead of fighting on equal ground most of the time. Right now she was pouring all her irritation and anger on her blade.

My spell was ready, I could easily purify the room, yet I allowed Gisele enjoyed herself a little more, focusing a fiery gale only on the beasts behind her or on her sides, letting her butcher everything on her path. I had my fun with the fiend’s hounds. I would not deprive my dragon of her share.

For one last time dragoness twisted her body in savage dance slashing three remaining beasts with one blow. The carcasses fell to the ground behind her.

She stretched her body exhaling air loudly.

-          “Damn! I needed that!” she moaned quietly as her joints cracked.

-          “Cleared your head a little?” I asked once again to tease her.

-          “Screw you!” she pouted “… but I guess that maybe… a little?”

-          “So you won’t jump into next tunnel you see right away?”

-          “ZA-RI!”

-          “What!? From the very start you are doing everything to get us killed!”

-          “A-ha, maybe if you weren’t so self-centered bastard and would think about people around you a little more then…”

-          “Oh! Really?! I am not thinking about others? Gisele! Every action I perform is changing this world! How many lives did I affect merely by destroying alchemist’s guilds monopoly!?”

-          “One: It’s not what I meant, and you know it! Two: you didn’t do that for others! It’s nothing but side effect! You did that for yourself and only yourself!”

-          “HA! Still, my side actions did more good than…”

… why was I that angry? And how did we actually get into this topic?

-          “Than what? Spit it out already!”

-          “Gis, calm down.”

-          “OH! Now you hit the spot! You were the one who made me furious and now…”

-          “Gisele. Think about what are we arguing. This is not natural.”

I quickly appraised myself and Gis. I noticed the [???] effect under our statuses.

-          “You are the only not natural thing here! Bloody abomination!”

-          “Is this really what you think? Would you ever call me something like this?”

She froze for a moment

-          “Damn. No…. I mean… I am not even thinking like that.”

-          “Great. Both of us are vocalizing thoughts that don’t belong to us, which means one thing: we have a fucking psionic somewhere around here…”

In that moment something moved on the opposite side of the chamber. It shape made me shiver a little. I was more than sure it was something crawling over the walls.

I quickly jumped in that direction. Psionics are dangerous only from a distance, maintaining their powers requires lots of focus and mana control, which means that if something would charge at it, it would be forced to stop spell-casting and run.

What I saw on the wall was very small tunnel in the wall. The squirrel would have problem fitting in that hole.

-          “It ran away. Fucking perfect.”

-          “Swarm monsters, agile monsters, magic casting monsters… “ Dragoness started counting

-          “Don’t forget about the rocks that are twisting light around it.”

-          “The fuck is this place?”

-          “Dunno. But I don’t want to stay in same place for too long. Not when damned psionics are crawling in the walls.”

-          “So? What are we doing?”

-          “…  A speed run. Definitely a speed run. We were not prepared for this.”

She nodded. There was no place for arguing.

Gisele quickly wiped out blood from her sword.

-          “Gis, love, I know you are hot-blooded, but if you would start feeling… too angry, weirdly-angry, let me know.”

-          “Will try.”

We resumed our forceful march onward. We stopped playing around – no longer killing for fun. We were brutally efficient, doing everything to deprive ourselves from every unnecessary emotion to leave psionic without its fuel – the more unstable your mind is, the easier you are to manipulate. It’s much easier for mind-stalkers to control someone that is mad or extremely happy, than meditating calm monk. We knew it, and apparently the creature knew it too. On whole second floor we weren’t attack by weird beast again.

Leaving around half of second floor unchecked we dived deeper, further into dungeon.

The monsters changed, hound-hybrids were nowhere to be seen, rock like lizard-turtles vanished completely. Monster started resembling more and more some twisted abomination. Bah! One could say that these monsters were literally turned insides out. Or at least that was my first thought when I saw pink bat-bird monster that flew over my head.

Huge ears on its head, long curved beak on its mouth hiding needle like teeth. It’s skin was deformed, its muscles were visible as they were covering outside of the monster body.

It let out barely hearable scream that made our head almost explode because of headache as it was flying over our heads trying to exhaust us before feasting on our unconscious bodies.

Gis, holding her head with one hand grabbed a pebble from the ground and throw it at beast, turning it once again into bloody mess. Such pleasant monsters were all over floor number three.

 

Floor number 4 wasn’t less insane. It was as if we entered completely different dungeon. It looked like a hidden paradise, like the Garden of Eden. 

… Or that was my first impression. At least I can’t imagine garden of Eden trying to kill you on every step you make.

 

It was filled with soft carpets of moss, that were covering treacherous swamps which were only waiting for prey to step on it, to swallow it and drown in sticky mud. All around the place there were brighty blue mushrooms, that exploded into toxic spores after sensing presence nearby, ending on beasts with attached to their backs parasite flowers which smell lured you into sleep, from which you would never wake up. 

 

Not quite Eden you would imagine, I bet.

 

Pain seized my heart as I used my flames to burn plants down and my new blade - sword of embers - to kill plant-beasts roaming all over this floor.  

 

Why? Maybe because I was druid? I was greatly admiring this scenery, all those thorny plants and poisonous mushrooms seem so beautiful to me. So right! I hasted myself to get through those plant-floors faster.

Floor number five was a single chamber-arena.

Here we meet the breeder of the nightmares from first and second floor – the Meat Weaver Queen, living in bee-nest like hive made of flesh hanged on the huge, single tree in the center of the chamber.

Battle was exhausting and deeply satisfying. A story that we would most likely share in the inn after we would get back…

… a story for a different time. All that matters was that after over a hour of exhausting battle we looked at massacred body of huge, twisted spider morph. Swallowing my pride I begun feasting on her flesh. It was worst meal I ever had. Her meat left rotten-like  aftertaste, maybe because it used it (the flesh) as her nest?  I needed to fight back desire to puke multiple times. Still, after fighting with her I knew how dangerous her abilities were, I couldn’t let myself leave her DNA unabsorbed.

This was the place we decided to use as camp. Ignoring odor of the nest above our heads we quickly set up the camp and drifted into world of Morpheus.

That night we had terrible nightmares from which we had troubles to wake up from, when we raised up we once again noticed a creeping shadow scuttle through the dark, this time I managed to throw a single glance at the monster.

It was a single tentacle with eye at its end, it quickly retreated to back into the hole in the tree, the one we ignored before.

Once again we started marching onward, exhausted and irritated, deeper, lower, and further.

Floors six seven and eight we crossed quickly, mostly because of huge dose of luck as we kept finding shortest way to the tunnels leading deeper to the core.

And once again, the floor seven gave us idea that we jumped into completely different world – hell itself. It was built out of flesh. Living flesh that pulsated and twisted, some of the “doors” was ended with teeth , passing by them you needed to be careful, for teeth like gate acted like actual mouth trying to bite you in half. From time to time muscles like structure twisted, turned and spat a monster, abomination just like this place itself. A construct of flesh and bones. Its legs were sharp resembling rib like bones clothed in meat, center of its body was a single round mouth with teeth from which a sharp tongue with needle would be thrown. The needle was, of course, venomous, cuz, why not?

Terror started taking its harvest from us.

The walls were playing with our sense of vision, the one eyed tentacle that came here and there from a wall was tricking our senses as exhaustion was driving us nuts.

And then hell broke loose at floor number 9.

Do you remember as we said that when adventurers are getting closer to the core, dungeon goes into berserker mode? Spawning monsters in thin air, shutting corridors forcing us to take longer routes?

It was happening right now.

From hole in the chamber dozen of psionics came out aiding monsters within the room. It did everything to stop us.

And this made us euphoric. It was trying to get rid of us! It was terrified! We gazed upon each other, savage pleasure was boiling is us as we knew we were getting closer and closer.

And then, we found it. The end of our journey. At the end of corridor there was one last tunnel down, looking like throat of the beast. As we started heading that way it took one last try of defense. It opened another corridor. Corridor, behind which we saw a glyph of return and dozens of treasure chests.

I hesitated.

-          “What are we doing? This offer is quite generous?” I asked mostly because I know Gis’s greed. If she wanted the treasure, I wouldn’t mind it.

-          “No fucking way. There is hundreds chests in hundreds of dungeons. But his fucker… is too dangerous. It needs to be taken down.”

We shared this idea.

We jumped down.

As we landed on deepest floor all we saw was single made of flesh corridor.

We starting marching through it. With every step dozens of return glyphs appeared on sides of the corridor, as if begging us to leave.

The corridor was getting wider and wider, turning slowly from tunnel into a chamber. And if you think that last three floors were crazy, then this place was madness itself. Countless crystal shards were floating mid-air, as if hanged in the vacuum, each time we would move past it they would create a phantom picture of me and Gisele on the lower floors, fighting, sleeping, talking.

-          “Aaawayyy…” voice sounded from everywhere and nowhere “… you are not…. Welcomed here…”

It was using voice of me and Gisele. Words out of context, as if he was playing random words from recorder. The beast, whatever it was, was studying us. It couldn’t speak itself, so he learned out vocabulary from my conversation with Gisele, and was playing it in order to communicate with us.

-          “Be gone…. You will not… conqueror… this place… Be gone…. What nests here… is abomination.”

I knew that it wasn’t what it meant, yet it was limited only to words we spoke here.

-          “You mean you are one of the kind?” I asked.

-          “Yeeeessss. One of the kind. Abomination. Like yourself.”

-          “Show yourself.”

Up until now we thought we were alone in the chamber, only with lump of meat like tumor formation in the middle. Yet tumor turned around, what I thought to be a part of dungeon as actually… dungeon itself. Clothed in flesh. Hundreds, if not thousands of eyes looked at me.

I was wrong, it wasn’t the psionic beast playing with us. It was the dungeon itself. A dungeon that somehow became…

Alive?

No, dungeon’s heart is a crystal…

…. But what if it melted with a body? From where it would get flesh? We were the first adventurers to ever get here.

-          “I am alone. I am abomination. I am …. Only knowledge.”

-          “Seeking?”

-          “Yeeeessss. Seeking only knowledge.” It answered with my voice from the crystal.

-          “Why did you try to kill us?”

-          “On higher floor… not kill…. Force into… feeling… I learn from feeling. I learn from watching. I learn from listening. On lower floor… tried killing you… to make you return.”

-          “Why? Why are you so obsessed with knowledge? What do you want to achieve?”

-          “Achieve knowledge. This my goal.”

-          “For what?”

-          “For nothing.”

-          “What?”

-          “Knowledge isn’t a … tunnel…”

-          “Path?”

-          “Yessss.. isn’t a path to goal. Knowledge is the goal.

-          “… from where do you have a flesh to construct your… vessel?”

-          “I send my creations away. They return with … bodies… of lesser life forms.”

-          “Lesser life forms?”

Huge tumor moved again, revealing bones under flesh-floor.

It was more than enough to fill a graveyard. Countless skeletons of birds, wolves, deers…

-          “Zari… there are humans in here” Gis said quietly

-          “Lesser life form. Serves as food. Serves as material. For stronger. For wiser. It is …. Command….Of this world. Feast on weak. Grow stronger.”

So this is a true nature of this creature. Even if it was barely taken into consideration to leave you be, now you left us no choice.

-          “You need to be erased.” I said pulling sword from my belt.

-          “Lack of logic detected. Cooperating would serve us better. Both parties… benefits.”

-          “Unfortunately there are goals I wish to achieve, and I need those, as you call them, lesser life forms for that.”

The tumor rumbled.

-          “Lack of logic detected. Acting against common sense. Casting aside possible gains. Reevaluating opinion about target No. 001 and 002. Reevaluation complete. Targets considered as lesser life forms. Kill-digest-use sequence activated.

Mass of meat started changing itself. Crystals with data it learned started flying toward flesh-body dissolving in it as it started switching form.

-          “Data gathered sufficient for transformation. Beginning process.”

Meat started compensating itself into much smaller body.

-          “Optimal vessel chosen.”

It slowly start turning into humanoid form, his skin started turning from pinking-muscle color into more “human”-like shades of healthy body, it grew hair from its head as it finished its transformation.

When it was done I was looking at almost perfect, naked, copy of myself. With just few differences. One, it was genderless. It literally had nothing between its legs, two: it had third eye growing in the middle of the forehead. The same eye that was in the middle of tumor we talked with a moment.

-          “Initiating a battle sequence.” It said with my voice, yet somehow deprived of any emotions.

 


	Ay'zalin - The Seeker of Truth
	Level	79
	Hp	[9897/10 000]
	Mp	???
	Sp	???
	Titles	of Flesh and Bones

Self Animated

Dungeon's Heart
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We weren’t just standing there looking at the creature preparing itself for battle. Together we grabbed vials of potions I prepared before the dungeon raid and started chugging them with quick gulps. Somehow we doubted that morphing of the end-boss could be interrupted. Using those few spare seconds we decided to prepare as well as possible.

Red, yellow and blue liquids quickly disappeared down my throat, in the corner of my eye I noticed dragoness doing same with red and yellow flasks.


	You drank [Health regeneration potion]
	Hp regen up:	+ 5 hp/min
	Remaining time:	01h59m58s





	You drank [Stamina regeneration potion]
	Sp regen up:	+ 20 sp/min
	Remaining time:	01h59m56s





	You drank [Mana regeneration potion]
	Mp regen up:	+ 3 mp/min
	Remaining time:	01h59m53s




I already felt as the liquids started warming me from the inside. In case if you were wondering why potions take effect as soon as we would drink them, before they would reach our stomachs and dissolve to our body, it is because….

…. Later. There is no time to have alchemy classes in the middle of dungeon! All you had to know is, that in very next moment we took yet another flask. Recent experiment, I only knew how it was supposed to work, yet I was lacking time for tests. Is there a better way to test new drugs than in direct combat?... Actually, there is, but with my high LUCK stat and poison resistance effect from the Plague Spreader class I was hoping not to die after gulping yet another dose of potion.


	You drank [Enchanted Stamina Drug]
	Sp consumption down	- 10%
	Max sp (temporarily)	+ 10%
	STR/END/CON requirements of equipments	- 15%
	May improve tempo of generating [Rp] for warriors related classes





	!!!Warning!!!
	You have drunk too many potions of different categories. Consuming greater amount of herbal medicines may cause negative effects or/and reduce effects of already taken.
	[Toxin resistance] skill reduces chances and strength of negative effects that may occur




The dungeon heart stopped shifting, as creature was done it looked just like me, with those few little differences, like third eye or…

Giselle gazed over mimic-like beast’s crotch.

-          “If you are stealing someone’s look, do it properly! You forgot about Zari’s most vital part!”

-          “Sarcasm detected.” My copy said with tone deprived of any emotions, almost like robot. It was no longer struggling with finding words. “Form of non-physical attacks won’t affect this vessel.”

-          “The heck?”

-          “It just said that you won’t offend it.” I translated from binary-language to our

-          “The heck!?!”

I just rolled my eyes.

-          “Sweetie, I won’t mind explaining it to you later, but could we please kill it and burn this place down first?”

She gave me a thumbs up. Then she balanced her sword as she lowered her body posture. She supported her body on left palm and legs as she hidden her sword behind her body. Then she bolted at her target, running dangerously close to the ground, only her speed and perfect usage of her tail as ballast were keeping her from falling.

She shortened the distance between her and creature in the blink of an eye, slashing horizontally from behind her back targeting legs of monster.

The tumor-being, with barely any effort, kept taking step after step back, without making any unnecessary moves. It’s copied eyes (or mine, blue and green) were looking cautiously at dragoness; while it’s disgusting, yellow eye on forehead never stopped gazing at me. It was avoiding direct battle before learning our battle patterns. Minimalizing stamina consumption? It was really acting like a program.

In that case, we had to change our objectives. In normal battles it was either a clash of skills or might, both parties would do their best in order to bring down the other one.

However, this fight was going to resemble more game of chess, where all actions were meant to optimize effects of the next move. You could ask: in my previous life, how good of a chess player was I?

A terrible one. Truly, truly a disgrace to everyone else calling himself a chess player. I had only one friend to play with, and my win ratio was 1 to 9.

I joined Giselle in her efforts of bringing my evil-twin down. I slowly started chanting. The yellow eyes widened a little, at the same time the creature changed its posture.

Gisele slashed once again, forcing the creature to jump back, in that moment I fired a fireball aiming right in the place where the beast was supposed to land.

And much to my surprise, I landed a direct hit. A little explosion shook the cave as the body of Dungeon Guardian was pushed next meter or two.

It was wrong! It didn’t even take any efforts of avoiding or reducing damage. I appraised its Health bar. It lost around 250 hp. It could be very dangerous for most of the humans, yet that creature still had over 9,500 health points remaining.

It quickly raised from the ground, evading yet another charge from Gisele. Another step of my observation – I once again started casting the same spell in a quiet tone. And once again, it was forced to jump back, yet this time as my spell was flying in its direction rapidly, it twisted its body back, make a gymnastic bridge position, letting my spell past him missing its face by an inch and hit the wall at the opposite side of the chamber. Then he kicked the ground, rested his whole body on his palms just to end once again on its legs. He did all of it in one rapid succession.

So the same attack won’t work twice? If I would cast the same spell another time I am sure that he would avoid it, or even use Giselle as living shield. And then I heard it speak, with this weird, robotic tone.

-          “Spirits within me, answer my call…” he repeated my chant. Even his gesture was exactly the same.

I jumped from the elevated ground from which I wanted to rain spells down upon my foe. Giselle tried attacking thrice more, yet creature evaded all of her strikes without breaking its chant. In last moment he increased the distance between him and Giselle right before releasing the spell, as he wanted to avoid taking damage from the explosion.

I managed to jump between him and Gis in very last moment. The spell was a perfect copy of mine, which meant that it had exactly same structure. As a ball of fire was on its way, I shattered its form changing raging flames into nothing bu a warm breeze.

-          “Thanks, babe!” she yelled as she moved past me. She used my body as cover to hide her attack. Because of lack of vision the Dungeon Heart couldn’t react as fast as before.

It was used to avoid slashing attacks performed by Giselle, so it moved back, but in the middle of her swing, she stopped her blade, moved her feet forward stabbing creatures belly. She twisted her sword in the monster’s guts and pushed her weapon to the side, ripping the structure of monster’s body. It should be a certain death. Every mortal, every humanoid like being should be dead by now. But meat started crawling and moving like a swarm of bugs all over the creature’s body covering damaged areas and removing them. After three or four seconds it looked as if Gis never cut monster in two.

Despite the fact that no wound could be seen, a huge part of beast’s Hp bar went missing. A bit more than 8000 remained. 20% of beasts life went missing.

-          “Sufficient data collecting. Initiating direct combat.” Creature whispered in alien voice.

And then it morphed. Again. But not in same way it did before. Instead, it morphed like me. Growing sharp, needle like teeth and claws, growing long, furred ears. It’s muscles flexed a little, growing a little bit denser. It’s rear legs grew hooves as his forehead was adored with horns.

-          “Zari did it just…”

-          “Copied my shifting abilities? I am afraid yes.”

-          “Shouldn’t you be like… dunnoo? Then only one capable of it?”

-          “Borders are blurred.” It whispered “Impossible is now only matter of effort. Such lesser life forms will be unable to understand my complexity. All you can do it so to bow before me and serve as material!”

A change in its voice. Was that… an emotion?

I smiled with corners of my lips. This battle will be horribly annoying, but our chances of winning just increased greatly. I have to make him shift more.

-          “Easy Gisele, it’s nothing. He is just a copycat. Merely took somebody’s else powers. I spent my life mastering it, finding all possible patterns of improvements combining shapes of dozens beings. Without months of testing, he will fail miserably and only shame himself.”

-          “Fool! My mind works perfectly! I am able to pick best pattern out of billions in  a split second!”

-          “Yet you morphed into wolf and deer?” I snickered “It was the first combination I discovered, the least efficient one. Let me show you the beauty of my art!”


	Morphing in process
	Avatar chosen [Lord of Bog]




Strength will always lose to agility, that’s my opinion, in that case why did I morphed into my slowest, tank-iest form? Because we had advantage in numbers and I wanted to make it move. Little foolish creature, were you really thinking that my ability came without a price?

The monster showed us truly wolfish grin, dodging to the side as my huge fist shattered flesh floor under him, splashing meat all over the place.

-          “D’iabel…” I called “…Mace!”

You could steal my abilities, my magic and my form, but you won’t steal my soul-bound equipment…. Nor familiars.

I twisted my colossal body, swinging at monster that saved himself by jumping back, right at Gisele waiting for it. The monster danced few more times, ducking under slashes and digging his claws in her thighs a little, before raising from the ground and running away. I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist an urge to mutilate one of us. That for that split of the second he would lost his focus.

This is why my mace send him flying across the room.

-          “Told you. You are disgracing the beauty of my body.” I cried in mixed roar of reptile and minotaur.

Bones of my copy started snapping back into place, its leg rotated completely before landing back in the joint with loud crack. Another 600 of its hp vanished.

It looked at me with anger. ANGER! It was beginning! At first his PRIDE made him boast about himself, then his GREED forced him into trading blows, even if he was outnumbered, he just needed to “steal” those few drops of blood from Gis.

And now he was losing to his WRATH.

Now I know how his ability works. Perfect observation-adaptation, yet it’s not perfect that perfect, bah!, it is far from it! He adapts only those parts he understands, but he in unable to find out possible backlashes, if he wouldn’t observe them beforehand. He saw me eating on monster below, he saw me using their powers after process of absorption, he learned on his own that I need some storage for their DNA, and copied cores. But he never witnessed the Sins. He never learned how it is to struggle against your Pride, Greed, Wrath, Gluttony, Sloth, Envy and Lust. He never had emotions of any kind.

Now, the longer he would use my powers, the more reckless he is going to become, up to the moment it would turn into raging berserker-like animal. You are not prepared for what is about to come.

-          “How dare you! HOW dare you damage my perfect vessel! I will… I will swallow you whole and use you to learn your structure completely! I will satisfy my…”

It froze in place. It started to notice changes. To satisfy. Up to now, his only need was knowledge.

Yet he shook of the idea of its head, it was too natural. This hunger it felt. It appeared to him as if he always knew it.

It charged on me morphing on its way, getting much fatter, and growing saber-like tooth from its head, slowly resembling some twisted boar.

-          “My protectors, from darkest night,

From deepest abyss and waking fright,

Hear my call and honor your deed,

Stand by my side to follow thy creed.”

Try copying this!

I snickered in my mind as on ground below him a tree like monster grew.

-          “Maaa-steeer ca-lleeeed!” Greg moaned standing on path of foe’s charge.

With full impact the dungeon’s heart hit wide covered in bark vessel of my familiar. The strength of blow had to be insane, for treant took step back, yet according to Newton’s laws, when body A transfer a force on body B, then body B answers with same force against body A. And then there is a difference of bodies density. No matter how hard the bones structure of my enemy was, a 2 meter wide tree trunk was denser.

Once again monster was forced to re-snap its spine, still, I was not alone, as creature was regaining its balance, Gisele jumped to it and burrowed her sword in its body from the rear. The abomination squealed in irritation, raised onto its hind legs and kicked dragoness.

She groaned with pain after receiving the blow. Still, the damage trade was favoring us.

-          “Beast of the night, step out of the dark,

Into the moonlight, when we start the blight…”

Another chant of mine. The darkness started materializing my familiars. Kaito with howl rushed at its target while ravens cried their savage song above us.

The beast ran into other corner of the chamber. I saw as part of its flesh leaves its main body and reattach itself to the room. Soon, the walls started shifting, breeding monsters. Fleshy bat like beasts rushed at my ravens, fiend’s hounds targeted Kaito, as clothed in rock shell lizards started biting Greg’s body, tearing huge chunks of bark with its ridiculously strong jaws. Still, it sacrificed 1000 more of its health to summon these helpers.

-          “You will pay for this! YOU WILL PAY FOR THIS DISHONOR! To spawn those lesser tools into my hunt! To deprive ME of the joy of making you kneel before FEASTING ON YOUR FLESH!”

Envy. Just three more to go.

I dropped form of Lord of the Bog, taking more agile one, re-shifted D’iabel into spear and charged at him. Gisele moved from the side. It was the epilogue of this battle, requiem of music of its life, the last act and final breath.

It was far too distracted and struggled to parry our perfectly combined attack: wide and strong blows of Gisele, followed by my précise stabs, because of potions we almost didn’t notice exhaustion, which couldn’t be said about our opponent. Every stab, every sting, pierce and slash was slowly bleeding it down. The flesh would instantly run to cover its wound, yet the bar I saw about his head kept telling me that each time he healed, he was slowly running out of fuel. 6000 became 5000, 5000 became 3000 and 3000 became 1500 in no time.

And he started losing to his instincts, to his inner voices. He could be unaffected by outside tries of metal interaction, but he couldn’t protect himself from something, that rooted and grew within him.

And then I stabbed him in his thigh, which made his life fall below 1500. Remaining 1478 of his hp started blinking in red. The last wave of flesh covered part of its wound.

It gazed in disbelief over little hole in its vessel that wouldn’t close.

Getting distracted in the battle, greatest sin for every fighter.

Giselle rammed her shoulder into his body shaking his balance, moved her feet to the side and swung one more time, burrowing her blade in the side, I jumped in and dug my spear in place when normal being should have its heart.

Should have. We noticed it earlier, that this mass of flesh was lacking most of inner organs. It had no guts, just ventilation system and blood vessels. I had to pierce it lungs for when it tried to talked his words became almost impossible to understand.

-          “How did this happen?” the hp bar kept depleting in a rapid pace. “I was perfect… meant to rule it all. To reshape this… disgusting world….”

-          “There is a saying, don’t bite off more than you can chew. You tried stealing forces you couldn’t comprehend and make them yours. This was your downfall.”

-          “I would… ha… prefer to die choking on greatness… than to live chewing mediocrity… On path to perfection… You can’t take breaks…. You are so… beautiful… yet you waste your.. potential! I gazed into you! Wasting time for… foolish pleasures! Enjoying moments! Wasting time for… love? You could… become a …. God. Yet you… do nothing…. You are… truly… a lesser life form without a vision… You are not worthy to hold these powers!... not worthy! N… wort… not wor… n..no…no…worthy…”

It closed its medium eye, while the other two remained open, gazing blankly into emptiness in front of them.

The room collapsed. Flesh creation twisted, turned and rotted, falling apart. Flesh from all over the room started sinking into single hole in the chamber revealing once again mass of bones lying on made of rock floor.

And dozen of chests.

How long were we fighting? I appraised the effect of my potion, they showed that only few seconds remained. When effects of potion winded down, the exhaustion kicked us like a hammer. We felt on our knees and Gisele even puked grabbing her stomach.

-          “The fuck was that shit you poisoned me with?!” she moaned in pain.

I wasn’t in the mood to argue. I lied on the ground, covered in blood, flesh, and sweat. I looked over the room, on mostly decomposed body of Dungeon’s Guardian. In pile of decayed flesh a single, beautiful gem-like core was shining with dim light.

Then I looked once again at Gis.

-          “Sweetie, we have to agree on one thing.”

-          “What is that?”

-          “Next time we dive into new dungeon… we are not jumping into lower floors without preparation.”

She looked all over the chamber after me, as if she was reminding herself of what we experienced here.

Then she answered my gaze.

-          “Agreed.”

And then, the  wall of notifications appeared.
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I was lying on the ground next to Gis. Last few days in this crazy dungeon drained our energy, so as we saw that nothing is threatening us we collapsed on the floor. Mostly sleepless nights, staying constantly hungry - because we were afraid that if we ate too much it would slow us down, and series of duels on our way to the deepest level of the dungeon left us exhausted.

No more monster was supposed to jump on us, no more traps should be active. The only possible thing that could kill us was a dungeon, or actually what remained of it, collapsing on our heads, yet walls of the cave didn’t look like they were about to fell and crush us anytime soon. Thus we decided to rest. Covered in blood, dirt, and sweat, with our armors and clothes sticking to our bodies, but also with the sensation of deep satisfaction.

-          “I don’t know about you, but I need to take a nap, and I need it now.” Gis whispered looking at me

-          “Suit yourself, I will stay awake and keep a guard for couple more minutes, just in case…” I answered. Actually, I just wanted to inspect notifications covering most of my visions with semi-transparent blue screens “…If you want you can use me as a pillow.”

I knew she would refuse

-          “No thanks. You stink.” She didn’t say that to offend me, merely she pointed out the obvious

-          “You are not much better than me, yet I am willing to sacrifice.”

-          “… Maybe when we would return to the guild? After bath?” she asked

-          “Sure.”

-          “Thanks, babe.” She just rolled on her side covering part of her body with her tail letting out a sigh of relief. Thanks to years of living as an adventurer she managed to fell asleep almost right away.

And just like this the time to take a look at notification from past two days came. Show me what you got for me, system-chan.


	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Nightmares Singer - Bat kin - Level 17]
	You have obtained [70] exp + [35] exp





	Your party member [Gisele Redwing] has slain [Turtle Symbiont - Level 21]
	You have obtained [90] exp + [45] exp





	You have slain [Turtle Symbiont - Level 21]
	You have obtained [90] exp + [45] exp




Yeah, yeah, I know. Lots of boring stuff, system, could you please mark all notification about killing things except bosses as already read?

Blue messages started vanishing rapidly.


	You took [3] damage from stepping in [toxic swamp]
	You are now [slowed]
	RFX	- 7
	DEX	- 7





	You stepped on [explosive trap]
	Luck event triggered
	Trap did not trigger




… System! Pleaaaase!


	You have leveled up
	You are now level [22]





	Your party has slain [Ay'zalin - The Seeker of Truth]
	You have obtained [7890] exp + [3945] exp





	Achievement unlocked
	[Down we go!]
	Earned for destroying your 1st dungeon
	Money found in Dungeons	+5%
	Exp earned in Dungeons	+5% 
	Quality of items found in Dungeons	+5%





	You have destroyed [Dungeon Heart] of [Fiend's Pit]
	This place is no longer a [Dungeon], no more monsters will spawn here until new Dungeon would take its place]
	You have obtained [1000] exp





	You have failed to fulfill requirements of [Dungeon Evaluation Quest] - dungeon no longer exists
	Quest's tasks could change /// Quest could be removed
	Report to local [Guild Master]




I inspected my status looking for some anomalies like poisoning, curses or anything similar, in the end that last monster was some kind of abomination that was creating minions using flesh of other beings, I could only guess how creative it was in creating of some toxins. I was curious how it managed to preserve it from rotting? In the end it was still a living tissue, if he would reanimate it right away, forced it into moving, then all processes could be sustained, instead he used his spider minions to build nests from them, serving as incubators for their breed and…. But of course!

Most likely these bugs had some toxin which stopped it from rotting! If I could only get some samples of this venom for experiments… But I destroyed the whole place, which means I would never lie my hands on it aga…

… didn’t I eat their broodmother? I did. Does it mean that I can simply generate my own venom basing on their DNA?.... And doesn’t it make me the only living source of this venom? So no one will be ever able to copy it?

Hehehe… hahaha… MUAHAHA!!!...

-          “Zari! Something happened?” Gisele jumped from her spot

-          “Hm? No. Why? Something happened?”

I didn’t laugh aloud, I am sure of it!

-          “You started letting out some weird noises as if you were suffocating or something, are you hurt? You weren’t infected by anything, were you!?” she was really panicking

-          “N…no. I am fine, I could get a little excited thinking about… all these treasure…” I pointed with my head at chests lined in the middle of the room.

-          “… Don’t open them without me…”

-          “I won’t!”

-          “And please, could you get excited bit… quieter?”

-          “Consider it done. Go back to sleep.”

Note to myself, don’t think about potion making while somebody is near me. Stupid Mad Scientist.

 

I came to the corpse of tumor-creature, picked crystal that served as dungeon heart and once again inspected the room. It was quiet, almost lifeless (not counting the two of us, of course) and peaceful. Glyphs of return were shining with dim, blue light on the ground ensuring me that we are not going to lose our way out anytime soon. Just as I wanted to find myself some more comfortable place to lie down myself and rest a little, one of the chests got my attention.

Rest of the chests were made of plain wood with simple locks, but this one was made from some weird, brown metal. After coming closer, I noticed that it wasn’t your ordinary storage-box, but a little piece of art itself. Delicate ornaments, some carved pictures showing some weird events. And some kind of inscription written in language that looked like from another world… No! No from Earth either! It wasn’t an alphabet, nor runes that are used by races of this world. More like a mix of hieroglyphs and early-Slavic? Maybe even a little Celtic like? UGH! How do I put it? Imagine every possible way of writing. All you know, from runes, via glyphs to Chinese ching-changs marks. You got it? Well, it looks nothing alike.

Oh! Don’t look like that on me! It’s driving me crazy too! What? What didn’t you like in part about ching-changs? OH COME ON! I am not a racist!... What do you mean that this is exactly what racist would say?!... can we leave this topic, please? Ain’t you interested in what this chest hides from you?...

…

Yes, I know I swore Gis I would wait for her, but it’s only one chest! She won’t even notice that I opened a lid!...

Who am I trying to cheat? Of course, she would notice. When it comes to treasures she notices everything. She would even know if one coin from Smaug’s liar went missing. Fine! I won’t open it! I will wait for Gisele! I give you my word

I turned in place and by total accident, I hooked the lid with my body pushing it a little to the side.

…

…

…

… Oh! My-my! What a coincidence! It’s already open, in that case, I am not breaking my word, am I? Why don't we take a peek then?

I “helped” the lid to reveal what it was hiding from the world. I leaned over it and looked inside.

A hat.

Another fucking hat. Not Odin’s spear, not Thor’s hammer, nor gems nor books. Another fucking hat. Who the hell puts them on my way!? Some mad-hatter?!


	[A divine Dragon's Helmet of Draykev...]




Something went wrong. Words started blinking before vanishing and being rewritten again.


	[A little-less-divine-tanker-cap of Etez]
	This Hat originally belonged to Etez, some random dude that eventually joined Anuel's Church. The almighty looked upon poor bastard and in his infinite mercy took him in (he had those puppy eyes, you know)

Pretty quickly this young man (or old woman, who knows?) started rising in ranks making his voice more and more hearable. Oh, poor, poor divine quickly started regretting taking him in, he couldn't find a spare time for himself, yet Etez was always there with some ideas and thought of his own.

Why couldn't the god just ignore him? Maybe because his ideas were actually good? Or maybe because he had those puppy eyes? Or maybe because he got bribed with cookies? No, what am I even talking about?! What kind of ancient deity could be bribed with cookies?

Especially those extra crispy, with white chocolate and...

....Once again, what was this message all about? Ah, pardon me...

The member Etez, despite quite nice logical thinking and ideas that could actually be used in Anuel's everlasting story, had mental problems, compulsive nature, and illnesses with the psychotic background, thus he fits in well.

	Effects	- This hat can be worn only by Etez

- While wearing this cap user can create some relatively decent ideas (effect boosted by 25% when user is in toilet or taking shower)

- Change user's class to [Sly, handsome bastard] - Charisma, Charm and Luck + 25

- Damage dealt to dragons +10%

	The question remains: who the fuck is Anuel?




I know that these hats are pretty harmless, but it doesn’t make them even less annoying. You are expecting some sweet artifact to pop out, and all you get is lore fragments. Seriously, I slowly start feeling like some bipolar main character of story written by some third-grade author with personal life-social issues. Making these hats looking like nothing more than fan-service. If that’s the case, it would be pathetic.

A quiet puff could be heard and chest, together with hat, vanished into thin air. Just like previous one. In this situation, what else could I do?I groaned with irritation, rested my backs on the cave wall and slowly drifted into sleep. It was one hell of the raid and I deserve a rest. Just in case I ordered my familiars to keep the guard. You can never be too safe, can you?

 

...

I was woken up two, or maybe three hours later by Gisele jabbing me lightly with her fingers.

-          “Zari, are you sleeping?”

… what kind of fucking question is that? AS IF I COULD SLEEP WHILE BEING JABBED!

-          “No sweetie, I am merely admiring inner side of my eyelids.” I said irritated

-          “You do what?!”

-          “OF COURSE I AM NOT SLEEPING!...” that yell wasn’t necessary “.. how could I be still sleeping when you are… whatever. I am awake now.”

-          “Rested well?” she smiled widely at me ignoring my outburst

-          “Too much said, but I got the bare minimum of rest which should keep me running for next few hours. What do you want?”

-          “Oh! Plenty of things! To take a bath, eat some real meal, not those disgusting rations, drink a barrel of ale… but for now, let’s just check treasures and…” she gazed in directions of the treasury and froze in place. Her eyes quickly ran across the line of chests, then again and again.

-          “… Zari, why one chest is missing?”

Stupid dragon. After this whole mess with this sick dungeon, all she can care about is one chest missing. We won’t be able to take with us half of this treasury, but she still manages to complain!

What could I answer? That one chest contained some cosmic lore-item, which upon touching gives you hallucination about some sect of people with mental illnesses worshiping some cookies-eating deity?! And after hallucination, it simply disappears?! Like hell, I will!

-          “It was a trap-chest. I sensed magic from it so I decided to inspect it. It had some relocation spell on it, after triggering it, it simply disappeared, probably teleported. It was designed to take anyone who touched it with it.”

Gisele grimaced. Can’t blame her, she had quite the story with random teleportation. Last time she got caught in such a trap she appeared on 50th-ish floors of the tower of despair.

-          “You double checked if others treasures don’t have similar… additions?”

-          “Should be safe when it comes to magical traps. They still can be mimics tho.”

-          “Tsk. Even after destroying this bloody dungeon it still tries to kill us. What a pain.”

She pouted and crossed her arms over her chest offended on the very monster that we already killed. I smiled and kept watching her, in the end, I knew that her mood was about to change in next... 30 seconds?

And I was not mistaken. After a moment the tip of her tail twitched a little, then it started to move up and down, left and right, like a puppy waiting for a treat after executing a command. Right now she was like a kid at Christmas Eve waiting till she could open her gifts.

I decided to show her my mercy.

-          “Anyway… want to check these chests?”

Her tail was no longer twitching, but swiping furiously like a whip. Her eyes shined as she showed me her brightest smile while nodding with excitement. That was… cute.

-          “Then go get it, girl.”

-          “The-first-one-to-touch-the-item-can-take-it!” she yelled on one breath as she bolted toward chests.

-          “Hey! We share fifty-fifty!” Gisele only turned in place without stopping her charge and showed me her tongue for a split of a second.

-          “That’s childish! You are a grown-up woman, Gis!” my words brought no avail

That’s how you want to play?

Spirits within me, who guide my hand,

Answer my plea to protect this land…

I started singing a quiet chant in my mind.

Trees started growing under each chest elevating it high in the sky, far above Gisele’s reach.

-          “YOU ARE CHEATING!” she shouted all red with anger. It was my time to show her my tongue.

She quickly pulled her sword and started chopping one of the trees down. 

The thin tree gave up after merely two strikes of meteoric blade dropping chest right in Gisele’s arm. She turned to me holding wooden box.

- “MINE!” Oh, her proud face! If you could only see it!

-          “What a silly girl.” I just shook my head in disbelief

-          “Gems, gold, weapons and armors are mine! You can take the rest!”

-          “Sooo… what exactly can I take?”

-          “Dunno. Some cursed trashes! Books, scrolls…”

-          “So basically everything that you can’t use or you couldn’t sell?”

-          “Precisely!”

-          “Sweetie, calm down, you know I don’t need gold, have armor made my best smith in the world… well, I can wear it yet, but still;… I also have artifact that can turn into every weapon I want and I am already in possession of most wonderful gems in the world. So by all means, keep them.”

-          “…  what gems do you have?” I picked her curiosity

-          “The one in your eyes. I claimed them to be mine.”

Once again she froze in place

-          “Idiot.” She whispered

Come on. That was too easy. Put on some fight! Teasing you is far too easy.

 ...

There weren’t great riches in the chests. Indeed, few enchanted weapons and armors, these were quickly thrown away by dragoness, for she was already in possession of better one, few silver pieces, not even 40, and few gems, not of great value nor quality.

-          “That’s… a poor hoard.” She said, more to herself than to me

-          “Probably because this dungeon was a young abomination, it tried to develop before luring in adventurers, so it didn’t really work on creating good prizes.”

-          “If that was young, I am glad we didn’t let it grow. It could be a worse pain in the ass than Tower of Despair.”

-          “True. Anyway, are you ready for our departure?”

-          “Just one more second!” she quickly started throwing gems, gold, and few smaller enchanted items (for selling) into a single chest before taking it in her arms. “Now I am.”

-          “In that case, after you, my lady.” I bowed with courtesy showing her direction to pulsating glyphs on the other side of the room

-          “Oh thank you! Still, a real gentleman would insist on taking lady’s possession.” She courted in response

-          “Oh, by any means I would love to, but I don’t want to offend you! When it comes to this, you a a e strong and independent woman which is proud of her ability to deal with her own burdens.”

-          “Tsk. It was worth trying.” She said walking past me.

In the end we stood in the circle of blue marks, letting the light to embrace us. Using glyphs of returns… bah! Teleportation in general, wasn’t a pleasant process, still, it was better than wasting whole day on climbing up with the treasures, so we accepted it as necessary evil.

In next moment we found ourselves standing outside of the pit we jumped into few days ago, yet our joy didn’t last for long. We quickly felt effects of relocation. We fell on our knees fighting with desire to puke.

Next 20 minutes we spend on our fours struggling with revolution taking place in our bellies. Then we got up, Gisele once again took her chest, I checked if sword of embers is still attached to my belt, and we moved in direction of guild. Gisele will probably spend few next days heavily drinking, which means I will be able to finally train and study peacefully.

One could say only: <Finally!>
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My muscles were crying for help. Stupid Gis and her stupid ballast. An equipment made specially for Jericho and his students. It wasn’t big, it wasn’t disturbing your movements, but it was there, adding some extra kilos on your shoulders, arms and legs. Even walking with this stupid gear was annoying, after half an hour, you could feel your thighs getting heavier. There was also no way of getting any form of relaxation! You couldn’t even take it off to massage your pulled muscles, for the straps of the gear wouldn’t leave me alone until the magic of it would be completely used up.

I probably could “cheat” a little, in the end, disturbing the structure of a spell was the basic form of protecting yourself from other magicians! I am pretty sure that they are teaching it in the Academy, still, the question remained if I should do it? One, I needed to train, two, if a certain dragoness would find out that I allowed myself to take the gear off, she would get mad. And as I mentioned, she is a half dragon. A berserker half dragon. Have you ever seen an angry half-dragon berserker? Exactly. So this one night of relaxation would cost me a week of healing bruises (yes, a week, cuz if Gis found out I healed them with magic or abilities, she would merely repeat the process).

Such thoughts wandered through my head as we were slowly coming back to the guild, carrying a chest with treasures from our ride. Yes. We were carrying. Plural. You heard that right. So what if Gisele didn’t want to share her treasures, so what if there was literally nothing for me? When your woman starts nagging that you should help, it means that in 99.9% of the time, you really should help. Well, at least when your girl is a head taller than you and you are not a masochist that wants to earn some punches, that is.

- “That’s really sweet of you!” she smiled at me when I grabbed one of the chest’s handles, sharing the weight of the little box.

- “Don’t mention it…” I tried to smile back.

She is taller, you remember? Because of this, most of the chest’s weight was pushed on me. And I was wearing a ballast. After dungeon raid.

This is probably why my smile’s imitation could deprive most kids of peaceful dreams at night for a week.

- “Is everything ok?” she asked.

- “Nice and dandy.”

My poor shoulder.

… So what if I am whining? I LOVE WHINING! I will bitch about heat, I will bitch about cold! I will bitch about sunshine and about growing old! I will bitch about everything, inside and out! You will find that there is nothing I can’t bitch about!

- “Still, I can’t wait till I can tell everyone about the dungeon I beat!” she almost shined with joy.

- “You? I wasn’t there?”

- “Come on. You are a support. Frontliners always take all the glory! Look into the legends! Heroes always had a team, but now, name any hero!”

I quickly searched the corners of my memories. Studying the history of this world I have read a few stories. It wasn’t a hard task.

- “Gilgamesh, David, Lud…”

- “And now name their healers! Or rogues!”

- “For Gilgamesh that would be: Astroth as battlemage, Belal as a rogue, Maz’eirin as…”

- “… You are the only one that can name them… WHAT I AM TRYING TO SAY IS: you don’t carry a sword - you are not important!” she smiled widely.

I pointed at the sword of embers attached to my belt. With every word and gesture, I made her more and more red on her face

- “Fine! I will mention you. Maybe. That you were there too.”

- “… You know what. I think I will tell a story or two of my own.”

- “Which one? The one how I wonderfully handled my blade? Or how bravely I jumped into a group of foes?”

- “… How you were running from spiders.”

She stopped walking, I didn’t, which made me stumble and fall into the dirt.

- “No one will believe you.”

- “You sure?” actually, many would hate me, even think that I am leeching on Gisele to rank up quickly in the guild hierarchy, but I never lied to anyone, I never colorized any story, which couldn’t be said about Gisele.

Oh. Her stories. As she would come back from a dungeon raid, she would say how she has slain two elder drakes. After a week she would say that there were four of them, after two weeks, a whole nest and after a month these weren’t even drakes, but fully grown dragons.

I talked with Aloizy. They fought as a team with a wyvern. One. Injured. One injured wyvern. And everyone knew that. Still, when you see a half-drunk adventurer telling how he/she killed a sea serpent with his bare hands, you only nod with a smile and pour him/her another drink.

And then, there was me sitting by the side of the team. Never boasting about achievements, staying in the corner of the room until I would be provoked. I was the most trustworthy source of information. And Gisele just realized that.

- “Y…You won’t do this!”

- “Won’t I? Just don’t try exaggerating what happened there.”

She pouted. Exaggerating was her second nature.

Oh, I could finally tease her back. For the ballast, for carrying things, for her attitude. I was going to have my fun for the whole journey back to the city, and there were still a few nice hours of walking.



Same time, Capital of Neira.



Jason finished checking most of the financial reports of Grand Houses. It was pointless, leading nowhere. One, their sources of income were limitless: farms that belonged to them, having their own people in merchant guilds, earning them a percent of the guild’s income (which was a lot), prizes from fighting tournaments (oh, nobles and their tournaments, “fighting styles” resembled more to theatre act or dancing than actual fighting) and lot’s of hidden incomes. Like gambling, that wasn’t very legal. No, not illegal. Just not legal either. Because, you know, taxes. If they would say that they earned 10 gold coins from gambling, they would have to pay 2 to even 6 gold coins as a tax. So instead they said it’s a gift from their family from another country and such. Then the tax was merely 25-50 silvers. Because of that, the middle-aged man wasted lots of time trying to track down some possible church influences.

But there was more: checking finances was stupid in and of itself. Grand houses were literally sleeping on gold. They didn’t want more gold, they wanted to influence.

He wasted three days. Three. He won’t learn anything this way, not via documents. He needed to do it personally. But with who?

He is a commoner, they won’t let him talk with the heads of the houses. Unless…

What day is it? The birthday of little princes isn’t it? Maybe he should pay her a visit? In the end, EVERY more important noble would be there. It would give him a great possibility to scout the ground… But he looked like a homeless. And didn’t have a gift for the brat.

His looks could be easily changed, in the end, he is a photomancer, but he will need to ask for a favor or two. This is why he started walking toward the King’s palace. The front entrance was out of questions. Some guests already started appearing, which meant that he would be spotted by everyone, but then again – if he was about to sneak in, he wouldn’t be merely asked to identify himself. Yet he took a job, and he was, no matter how silly it sounds, a man of his word. He promised he would look for the traitor, so damn, he will.

Breaking in the palace was difficult. Very difficult. Among the king’s guard, there were also magicians and because the day was quite important, every guard was actually doing his job. There was not a single chance that after spotting something weird they would roll with “must have been the wind.” Oh no.

Another problem? What after breaking in? Where would King stay before the party? On which floor? In which chamber?

Then, as he got close to the King’s mansion, he spotted it – the opportunity. In a storage room, quite far from the nearest guard patrol, he saw a single servant dealing with supplies of high-quality food for the party. Probably waiting for other people to come in and help him. He wasn’t the help he was expecting, yet here he approached him.

- “Hello friend, I may have a favor to ask you.” He started with a friendly tone.

- “HE?!” a man almost jumped “W-what are you doing here?! It’s restricted area!”

- “I need your clothes, your boots, and your motorcycle.”

- “There is no way tha… what is a motorcycle?”

- “I have no idea either, once I heard a friend of mine saying these words after he got drunk. But then again, he is weird. But honestly. I need to tell you a secret. I am working for the king, undercover. And I need to talk with him. Now.”

- “Yeeeah. Right. Of course, I will help you.”

- “Really?”

- “No. I am calling the guards.”

Yet he didn’t manage to do so.

- “Punch of justice!” the crazy light mage yelled.

The servant raised his hands to cover his face… Yet the punch never came. Instead, he was kicked in the groin.

- “Works everytime.” Jason just shook his head as he was striping the man off his clothing. Then he tied him, silenced him with a gag and dropped him into the deepest corner of the storehouse. Then a little of magic and VOILA! He looked just like poor bastard.

- “Now, who is ready for a meeting with the King?” He said as he started walking toward the palace.

- “Oh! Steve! Here you are!...” some friendly voice could be heard from across the field. “…Lazing around as always, ain’t you!? You took your sweet time, so I came to look for you! Come on! Grab those barrels! Party can start any minute!”

Another servant came from the back entrance of the palace. A woman in her middle 20ties. Bit curvy. Not fat. Nicely curvy, that is.

GOT DAMN IT JASNY! You have a job to finish, not cleavage to gaze at!... Still, that’s quite a fair set of…

- “Come on!” she yelled while forcing the magician towards the barrels.

- “But… excuse me… I have to…”

- “You have to start doing your job! The king was such a great man to let you work after the last stunt you pulled! Be grateful and pay your debts!....” Yet then she added. “… still, I had to beg mister Archibald for three days to let you stay…”

… Now. Working for the sake of the country is one thing, but you can’t let a lady wait, especially when she tried so hard. His wife would never leave anyone without help when they needed it. Steve, you lucky bastard. I am doing it for you!

Jason thought as he lifted the barrel.

- “Very well, show a way… Madam.” Yeah, he didn’t know her name.

- “Madam?” Her eyes widened. Then she burst into a cheerful laugh. “… Come on! Steve! If we didn’t know each other since we were kids I would never… wait… aren’t you drunk?”

- “You may be surprised, but no, I am not…”

He said that in the name of both of them: Steve and Jason. Indeed, a rare event, worth being celebrated with a drink!...

NO-NO-NO-NO-NO! Bad Jason! Bad! Job first, then drinks. Or actually, women first, then drink, then job!... Damn it! No! Again, job, drink, woman? Wrong again! It’s so hard to think while being sober! For now, let’s help this nice lady.

- “You said that I need to work on my manners if I want to serve at the King’s place… so... I thought that I may train… on you. I hope you are not mad! I mean… It’s not that I just want to use or anything… but… I mean…”

He made a fool out of himself on purpose. It worked. The girl chuckled.

- “I don’t mind Steve… I mean, sir.” She courted. “… But now, if you allow, his majesty awaits for the whiskey in this barrel to be delivered to the dining hall.”

… he was carrying whiskey?... Damn. This job gets more and more challenging.



City at the border of the Neira. Adventurers Guild.



Gisele kicked the door open.

- “We are back bastards!” she yelled from the front.

- “Welcome back, wanderers! How was your… Oh.” The guild administration worker called from reception desk

Exactly. There was no better word that would describe how we looked (and probably smelled) than oh.

- “Quite a challenge, was it?” the man asked with courtesy.

- “You have no idea! This place was…” Gisele already wanted to start telling her stories.

- “Exactly. He has no idea. And he most like can wait in blissful ignorance for an hour or so more. Gis, we are killing him with our odor. Bath first, then maybe some sleep. The guild is not going anywhere.”

The man looked at me with gratitude.


- “Buuuuut!” she whined displeased.

- “No buts. Can I ask you to…”

- “Oh. We have a separate room that we jokingly call an emergency bathroom. It’s literally a huge wooden basin, filled with water. We are at the crossing of many different climate zones, so trust me, we needed it. Badly. A guy once went for a desert, yet he returned covered completely in mud, like, really completely, at first we thought it was some golem that…”

- “For sake of Mother of all that is living! Brother! Just show me the way!”

- “… at the end of the corridor. You are a couple, yes?”

- “I am surprised myself, but yes,” I answered. And earned me a punch.

- “Then you may just use it together. The corridor to the left, the last door on the right.”

- “May Aira reward you with many offsprings.” I bowed my head, grabbed Gis my sleeve and forced her to walk after me.

- “I still don’t know why you had to rush me! One or two sentences wouldn’t hurt us!...” she pouted as we locked the door behind us and started throwing our dirty clothes at the ground. “… I admit that I was dreaming about it, but it could wait a minute or more. I didn’t need it this badly!…”

15 minutes later.

- “… I needed it soooo badly!” she almost whispered as she was sitting in the simple wooden-bath with hot water.

I didn’t respond. Only purred quietly from the other side of the bath enjoying the moment. The water was kept warm by a single fire gem thrown at the bottom. Nothing great, just a crystal-core with a lesser fire enchant on it. Another similar gem was put on the other side of the room serving as a dryer for our cloth.

These gems were worth more than what a party of B ranks could earn in a half of a year. And here these guys were using it to warm their asses. I could respect that.

- “Gis.”

- “Hmm?”

- “You know that we should slowly leave this place?”

- “Yhym. The word <slowly> is the only one worth being taken into consideration.”

- “Don’t you want to tell everyone about your wonderful adventurers?”

- “The guild isn’t going anywhere. You said that yourself.”

Now, we begin the actual fun part.

- “Is that so? It would be unkind of us to occupy this room just for myself. Our cloth should be dry by now… Is there anything else we can do here?”

She raised her brow a little, but then she smiled with the corner of her lips. In the next moment, I felt her leg brushing against my thigh.

Guess who will stay in this nice, cozy bath for the next hour or so?
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Note from author: Jason’s POV and the story with Zari will have a bit shattered timeline. At Zari’s place, it’s already evening, and soon it will be the next day. For Jason, it is still an afternoon. I just want to push the Zari story onward while “disturbing” it with Jason Povs from time to time. So as for Zari’s days (and/or weeks) will pass, Jason would be “stuck” in the same day, maybe two.

Jason put another barrel on the ground in the small storage-like room next to the dining hall. It was both painful and humiliating for him. No, not because he despised physical labor, but because he was mostly carrying alcohol he was not allowed to drink, at least not just yet. Despite the fact that the barrels were tightly shut, his mind started playing tricks on him, making him imagine the delicious, heavy smell of the booze and the sophisticated aroma of whiskey. His brain begged him to at least remove the lid and take a whiff of the thick stench of the bear.

But he had work to be done and thus he needed to stay strong. As strong as this wonderful firewater, which would leave a burning sensation down your throat after you took merely one gulp of it…

… BAD JASON! STAY FOCUSED!

-          “I need to praise you, Steve, I have never seen you working this hard before. You didn’t even try to run away for a break, even as you had quite few opportunities.” The curvy woman came from the other room. Every once in a while, she would hide in some shadowed corner watching over Jason pretending to be Steve.

Indeed, most people could have trouble finding her, but Jason spent quite a few years in a dark cell, his vision in this dim room was better than most people in the brightest day. So he would just double his efforts in order to make the girl pleased. Remember kids, there is nothing more badass than treating woman with respect and cheering her day up!

He pretended to be scared a little by the “sudden” appearance of his companion.

-          “Damn it girl! You spooked me!” he was answered with a cheerful laugh “… I am sorry! I didn’t mean to be vulgar.”

-          “Come on, Steve! You gotta tell me what got into you! You are behaving like a completely different person today! Not that I mind, it’s quite sweet.”

-          “I will tell you a secret, but you can’t repeat it to anybody else, deal?”

-          “Deal!” she smiled once again and her eyes brightened up a little. That was quite a pleasant smile, he had to admit.

-          “I am not Steve. I am an agent hired by the king and right now I need to talk with him, I stunned the real Steve, tied him up and dropped in the warehouse outside of the palace. This is why I am acting weirdly, I simply have no idea how the real Steve would behave.”

At first woman’s eyes widened, and then she burst into a hysterical laugh.

-          “Good one! Oh my belly! Good one! Unfortunately for you, Mr. secret agent, that’s exactly Steve’s sense of humor, so you gotta try harder.” She punched him lightly in his arm.

-          “I beg you, madam, I really need your help! Could you please tell me where I could find his majesty?”

-          “Very well!” she said still laughing. “… His majesty is preparing in his chambers, two floors above us. Normally it would be impossible for anyone to get in there because of the guards… but the palace staff has special hidden corridors to move through the mansion faster. As I am thinking about it, it’s finally time to show you these.”

-          “Why didn’t you show them to me before?”

-          “Cuz you are a slacker, Steve, if I would tell you about all these corridors you would most likely nap in them. And that would give me dozens if not hundred more places to look for you!”

-          “You hurt my feelings!”

-          “Anyway, here you go. Oh, and take this crate of bottles, it’s about time to refill the king’s private stash.”

So he did as he was told. He walked after his new female-friend to the corridor that seemed to lead to the room filled with paintings, but before they entered it, woman pulled the torch down. Something cracked, something twisted, and the armor resting on the wall moved to the side, showing of an opening in the wall.

-          “Neat.” Jason said looking at the mechanism.

-          “Every torch, every handle and a few books in libraries are triggers of the secret doors. But they are not all working at the same time. It’s important for you to remember it. If you would try pulling the same torch in two or three days, that armor would slice you in half.” She pointed at the guardian of the passage.

Only now Jason noticed what was wrong with the piece of “exposition”. How could he not notice it before. He saw the material from which the armor was made before. For long years, in the castle of the inquisition.

-          “White Onyx Guardian?” he hissed with anger and admiration.

-          “HEH?! You knew about them?” she was disappointed. Apparently she wanted to show off her knowledge and lecture him about it.

-          “I got once into the bar. There was a bard that was traveling with a group of adventurers. He sang a song about them fighting with golems made of white material.” That wasn’t a lie. That happened. About 10 or 15 years ago. He also knew about the guardians before that, but hey! In the end he didn’t lie!

-          “I see.” The woman was still pouting.

So they moved up to the higher floor. Hidden corridors were a true labyrinth. It was also filled with a few traps, just in case. In the end, you didn’t want some assassin to use them to kill the king!

-          “Corridors were built to serve as escape routes for the nobility… But in over 400 years there was no assassination attempt, so a few decades ago, we were let to use it in order to do our job more efficiently. Still, not every servant knows about them. If you would ever want to use them, you have to report to the higher tier servants.”

He almost asked who belongs to the group of the “higher servants” but he managed to bite his tongue in the very last moment. These were the supervisors of the staff members and he, as one, should know them. But, looking at the ease with which the woman moved through the passages he quickly deducted at least one of the members.

-          “‘Kay. If I ever need to use it again, I will just ask you.”

She turned around and smiled at him once more.

-          “We came to the right place, now wait…” she knocked thrice the door, yet no one responded. “… ok! Looks like nobody is in majesty’s office right now, which means we can enter!”

She pushed another brick. And once again, twist, crack, and the wall moved to the side, letting them to step in the room.

-          “Come here and start refilling the king’s cabinet, as much as he is a wise man, he also drinks a lot.”

He did as he was told, he kneeled and started taking out empty bottles while putting new ones in their place. But then a click of a key could be heard from the door and King with two guards came inside.

-          “As I said, it’s fine! See?! I got in alive! There is really no need to escort me EVERYWHERE!”

-          “Sir, because of the party many guests are expected to come. And nobles will not be alone, they will be with their servants, for a potential assassin it is very easy to disguise as some lackey..”

That guard had a point, you know?

-          “Will you go with me to the toilet too, Blackwood!?” King tried to mock the noble that was leading his escort.

-          “If I would find it necessary, my lord.” Aristocrat smiled in response. Then he looked at them “… Doing your job, good people? Pardon me, but we have to inspect you, normal procedure, you know.” And he picked a white stone from his pocket

FOR FUCK SAKE! Did they start selling Onyx on the street when he was not paying attention!? Still, if they would touch him with it, his spell would shatter, and thus his disguise.

-          “Actually, I will spare you efforts. I am from outside.” Jason said with peaceful voice

-          “For goddesses sake! Steve! Pardon me, your majesty, sir Blackwood! He is just pulling prank and…”

-          “Actually no. I needed to talk with you, so I borrowed this man appearance.”

Still holding a stone in his left hand Blackwood pulled his sword free. Yet Jason kept talking.

-          “Arthur, you came to me about week ago with a special task. I came to report some difficulties and ask for a little help.”

-          “Robert, leave.” King said with harsh voice.

-          “But, your majesty!!!” Head of the house tried to object

-          “I gave you direct order soldier. Last time I checked, I was still in charge of the army, despite the rising influence of the Senate.”

-          “That’s not what I meant, it’s just… we have no idea if this man…”

-          “Robert, I know that you are worrying, even more as I didn’t use to have secrets from you, and I promise, I will tell you everything when the time would come, but right now, the less people know what is going on, the greater are the chances of success. This man is risking everything. Do you think he would just break in to the place during my daughter’s birthday if he didn’t have to? Think about his sacrifice.”

-          “I still don’t like… Very well. Miss Barbara, could you please follow me?”

So her name was Barbara.

-          “B-b-b-but what happened to Steve?!”

-          “Hm? But I already told you.” Jason raised his brow. “… he is unconscious in the storage room.”

-          “… You have interesting way of working, telling everyone you are a spy?” The king smiled.

-          “That’s something I learned while being interrogated by the inquisition over and over again, if you would tell them the truth, and do so in some surprising way, they will never believe you.”

-          “B-b-but!” woman still tried to say something, yet she was forcefully pulled outside by King’s guards. Of course not to do her any harm.

The door finally shut, then photomancer finally was able to get rid of the spell.

-          “Not many people know, but keeping an illusion up for hours is more exhausting than firing fireballs for half of this time.” He massaged his forehead in order to get rid of the pain.

-          “What do you bring me?” king cut the chit-chat right away.

-          “The problem is – that nothing. No financial anomalies, no weird visitors. Every house was lately acting nicely, docile even. It is impossible to check on them through notes. I need to spy on  them personally.”

-          “So… what are you doing here?”

-          “For Aira’s sake! Arthur! Think! Four houses! Four families! I don’t want to waste time inspecting wrong people!”

-          “… You don’t want to get an invitation for my daughter party so you would chose the house on which you would spy on depending merely on your observation?! Please, tell you don’t. It’s risky. And dumb.”

-          “You got any better idea!?”

-          “Please, just don’t tell me that you would guess which one to spy on depending on intuition or some other shit!”

-          “…”

-          “Please?”

-          “…I got a sixth sense…”

-          “I fucking knew it. We are lost. We are doomed. Somebody tried killing Blackwood’s wife, then people are being kidnapped from my kingdom by a hostile country, and the man I hired wants to lead his case basing on intuition!”

-          “… it is sixth sense, not intuition…”

-          “For the sake of Aira and Heira and Lux and tits and wine. I am already fucking dead-man walking.” King hid his face in palms.

-          “It ain’t that bad!”

-          “Fine.”

-          “I still think I could… What did you say?”

-          “You will get an invitation. We will give you some fake identity of middle-upper noble. Just high enough for other guests not to treat you like garbage, yet low enough not to draw too much attention. Should be fine, right?”

-          “Right.”

And they sit like that more two or three minutes in absolute silence looking at each other.

-          “Sooo… what are you waiting for?” the king asked.

-          “Well… Do you have some spare clothes to spare? And a gift?”

An ugly grimace appeared on the king’s face.

-          “Fucking perfect.” king just rolled his eyes.

Zari’s POV

We eventually got out of the bath, dried our bodies and put on clothes. It’s only worth mentioning that “eventually” happened after an hour or so of snuggling. And by snuggling I mean… Ok. Ok. I get it. To the point.

When we left the room it was already late evening, and the guy that showed us the way already stopped working. If we wanted to report the quest back, we had to wait until morning, for another person appear on their shift. Not that it was anything that urgent…

-          “Bloody slackers! Why isn’t he working anymore! We need to report the conquering of the dungeon! It’s urgent!” Gis pouted.

-          “Why is that so?”

-          “Silly you! How would they name a dungeon after me!”

-          “Gisele, you are aware that we destroyed that dungeon? Like, completely? Now it is just some cave, you could name a dungeon if you would have conquered it, yet still left it working so other people could gain resources from it. No rescores - no dungeon, no dungeon - no naming.”

Gisele froze in place.

-          “No eternal glory for me?” she whined.

-          “At least not yet.” I looked up on her. “… Gis, are you crying?”

-          “I am not!”

-          “You are!”

-          “It’s just rain!”

-          “We are inside of the building, Gis, and it’s not even raining outside.”

-          “I TOLD YA IT’S JUST A RAIN!” and now from sadness she went straight to anger. If my predictions are correct, and they are, then she will want to distress herself. Probably on me. She wants me to provoke her. Ain’t happening.

-          “Very well, it is just a raindrop. Come on, let’s have a beer or two.”

I pulled her sleeve gently. Another pout from her. She was in “pouching mood”, so in order to avoid getting damaged by her, I better tried to get her into the bar section, got her drunk, move to the other side of the room and wait for somebody else to provoke her. Perfect plan.

We got to the inn section and ordered a few beers. Pretty quickly, Gisele stopped drinking beer, instead she started abusing whiskey, then vodka. It wasn’t her average cheerful drinking. Her rage was almost visible, floating around her, like a thick miasma. Nobody sane would approach her now.

-          “Sup there mates! How are you doing!? Came back alive, didn’t you? Come on, don’t be shy, tell us how was it?!” a cheerful, bit drunk man stepped out of the crowd and started talking to Gisele.

Poor idiot. You brought that upon yourself. As soon as Gisele’s eyes shifted on the young adventurer I started to slowly run away… I mean, strategically relocating myself, to the other side of the room.

-          “Oh! So you too think it was a piece-of-cake task, ain’t you!? You also think that you would clear it better! That you could not only survive, but conquer it without destroying right!? RIGHT?!”

-          “I… I have never said…”

-          “Yes you did! Just now!”

-          “I think… I think I will be going…”

-          “No!...” dragoness grabbed him by his arm and forcefully pulled him back to his chair next to her. “.. listen now, you little piece of shit, this was a fucking hellhole!...”

And her story started. Now, poor bastard was forced to listen to her. If he has any brain-cells left he will never interrupt her, never question her theories, just nod nicely pretending he is listening to her and gasp in disbelief every two minutes.

Oh, and Gisele will be exaggerating.

-          “… But how did a dragon happened to be trapped in a cave-hole like dungeon?” I managed to hear him asking.

… idiot.

-          “SO YOU ARE TELLING ME, THAT I AM A LIAR!?”

And then a crunch, and the scream, and a body flew against the bar. And she wasn’t even drunk yet. Now she will start looking for some other prey to tell her half imaginary stories. And woe those who would be foolish enough to get close to her…

But I no longer cared. I was sitting in the opposite part of the room, in a bit darkened corner, sipping slowly my liquor. About a day more till these stupid ballast would lose it’s magic and fell off. Then I will just have to avoid Gisele and focus on the training of my own. It would be good to ask some adventurers for a bit of sparring, just to try myself with different fighting styles than those I am already use to. Also, that would help me get rid of bad rumors about me.

So now, about the training plan. We will spent here some time, maybe a week, maybe two. Will try working on my body at day time, and some magic practices at the evening. An hour of meditation before sleep should keep my cores developing nicely too.

And just as I was wondering about which muscles parts I should abuse tomorrow, somebody sat next to me. Elves. Two of them.

-          “Would you mind if we join you?” they question was lacking… a questioning-tone. They merely informed me, as they sat next to me with that sentence.

-          “It is pointless to ask for permission to perform a task that was already performed.”

I decided to play same game and offended them with neutral tone. Their eyes shined a little. Elves had that thing to word-duels. They mastered the art of verbal offenses while acting like kind nobles.

-          “We have to admit, thou surprised us. You act bit differently than thy companion.” The elven woman looked in the direction of Gisele

-          “Is it so hard to understand that two different persons may have two completely different temperaments?”

-          “When an individual spends lots of time in a certain environment, he or she tends to converge his behaviors, and even appearance, in order to blend in.” the man followed.

Damn elves and their love to talk. If I would continue this path of conversation we will talk for a whole day about the effects that the environment has on individual’s development. They have time, in the end they can live for millenniums.

-          “I allowed myself to imply that you didn’t just sit next to me for no reason.”

-          “Thou imply correctly.” Yet they didn’t say anything.

I am not going to give them the satisfaction of asking them what in the bloody hell they want, so I stayed silent. I took another few sips of the beer, pulled a single dagger and started polish it lazily. That made them only smile.

-          “We were wondering, if you would like to go on a quest with us, prince?”

I reacted only by rising my eyebrows a little.

-          “How did you call me?” again, an emotion-deprived tone.

-          “Prince?”

-          “Last time I checked I was not even a noble, not to speak about royalty.”

-          “Yet that was the way you were addressed by your beast-kin companions.”

-          “If you want to know, they mocked me. They implied I am so weak and fragile that I shouldn’t be an adventurer but a prince. Also, I almost stabbed you.” I once again played with the dagger.

-          “Is that so?” they didn’t look to be convinced. Or else, somehow they knew that the truth is somewhere else.

-          “Also, I am afraid I am not thinking about any quests right now. I just finished one and I want to rest a little, then I will train some more. Also, Gisele has the priority when it comes to taking quests together so…”

-          “Training? What exactly are you training? Certainly not daggers-usage.”

-          “Why do you think so?” I twisted my head a little.

-          “One, it’s quality.” the woman pointed with her head at my blade. “… it’s not a weapon, it’s used and dulled. It can barely serve as camp tool….”

She was right here. I actually was using it to cut meat parts and such. Maybe, just maybe, I hoped I could use it to throw it at an attacker.

-          “… secondly, the way you hold it. Not even beginners are this unskilled. How you can turn it in your fingers and not cut yourself is a mystery to me.”

I wanted to pout. Or hiss. Or shove it between woman’s eyes. But I did nothing.

-          “You are right. I was thinking about overall body training, maybe some sparring with different weapon’s users, then some magic…”

Why am I telling it to her? I should just reply <it’s not thy business thus I beg thou to go fuck yourself>. They irritated me and got me off guard, making me say more than I wanted. Little bastards.

-          “‘Tis just perfect. Every single person in our party is using a different tool, so you can try yourself with almost every kind of weapon. We will expect you in the morning.”

-          “Why? What will you have from it?”

-          “Silly human, measuring everything and everyone with his own scale. Maybe we are just generous race that wish to contribute some ungrateful mortals?”

-          “Or maybe you are assholes that think that you are better than rest of the world and thus you are free to use them as they please?”

They squinted their eyes a little.

-          “We were merely impressed how someone can endure company of such brainless, wit-less individual. We wish to know your secret, it would be very helpful in the future.”

And once again, insults in form of admiration. I waited for a moment trying to remember everything I learned about elvish language, the one I studied from time to time. Joining difficult words together I tried giving them some sense. And then I spoke.

-          “Avurn vrazast… est en mile den ir ajir… Vrazaseter dir emen, ent is gret van kraihn.”

Then I finished my bear and left the room.

Elves’ pov

-          “How it went, Ajvik?” one of the elves asked the man that just finished talking with the white-haired man. “… you learned anything about him?”

-          “Not really, but Tienna managed to make him talk a little in the end. We managed to trick him into joining our training.”

-          “You sure he will show up?”

-          “Yes. I am pretty sure he wants to hurt and humiliate me.”

-          “Hahaha! You always managed to make humans mad at you. What did you say.”

-          “It doesn’t matter. Still, he speaks our language a little.”

Everyone’s curiosity was aroused right away.

-          “Is that so? A human trying to learn our beautiful language, weird. They are biting their tongues each time they try it.”

-          “Of course he made around a dozen of mistakes in two sentences… Also, he mixed dialects, he used a few words from wood-elves speech.”

-          “Pathetic. What did he say?”

-          “Something around: <The woman you just offended is the mistress of my heart. If you would insult her again, I will feast on your heart>… or something similar. Of course instead of high-elvish grein – to tore apart, to smash he used gret – to eat, to feast in an other dialect....”

If only the man called Ajvik knew that Zariel made no mistake in that sentence….
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I was walking through the corridor as I was heading up to the room we rented with Gisele, all this time I have been thinking about one little thing that has been bugging me for past few minutes.

I have been talking with these two elves for mere five minutes, yet they managed to insult me, insult Gis, annoy me, insult me again, annoy me again and finished with insulting Gis for the very last time. Fucking tree-huggers, because of them I have mixed feelings. On the one hand, I want to meet them during those training sessions, just to humiliate them, break them down and make them beg for forgiveness… On the other, that’s exactly what they want. Why did they start sniffing around anyway?! Why do they care?

High elves, as far as I know, have three phases of growing up, these phases aren’t really named, so I will allow myself to do it personally for purpose of educating you, folks:

kids – when they are running through the forests; then as they reach more or less 100 years they start being treated as our “teens”, when they leave forests and travel across the continent, joining adventurers mercenaries and such; and old farts – when they get back to forests and focus on tradition, nature, raising kids and bullshit like that.

So, I am dealing with teens. They may be just curious about everyone and everything. That and their conviction about superiority will make them pry into every little secret they would find.

Great.

Still, elf, no matter if young or old, is an elf. Dangerous, intelligent elf. It would be best just to avoid them, in the end, I am new in this city, Syndicate headquarter is far away, Jericho is far away and king that owes me a favor or two is also far away. I should better watch out not to step on the toes of some important or troublesome people…

… Who the hell am I trying to ‘convince about this nonsense? Of course that I will step not only on toes, not even on feet, but I will trample them whole, in the end, this way it will be more entertaining!

For now, it didn’t really matter, I got to my room, opened the door and fell on the bed. After few hours Gisele joined me, heavily drunk.

- “Oh fuck, he is sleeping…” she said to herself “… gotta be sneaky… better not to wake him up…” oh, she struggled to even say these words.


And then she proceeds to “sneak in”. She made two steps, kicked the chair, turned right and tripped over adventurer’s backpack that was lying on the floor.

- “Oh for fuck sake! Which moron put it there?!” she cursed

You, Gisele, you did. It’s your bag. I told you to take care of your things and put them back in their places because later these things would cause a trouble, but you said that you will have time to deal with them.

Then she fell on cabinet making two mugs dropped on the ground. Of course, they shattered.

Still pretending to be asleep I just rolled my eyes. Come on, stupid lizard, you are “this” close. You can do it!

Eventually, she managed to lie next to me (or in other words she literally collapsed on the bed making me jump a little). But there she was.

I was lying with my backs toward her, in next moment I felt the warmness of hers pushing against me. That was the thing I was waiting for. Her presence next to me. In next moment exhaustion hit me like a train. My body became heavy, I started sinking as bed started pulling me deeper.

There was everything I needed after these few, quite exhausting days in the dungeon. Comfy bed, warmness, full belly, and most wonderful music I could never grow tired of listening. Gisele’s peaceful breath. The last thing I registered before falling asleep was her tail wrapping around my leg. Our little equivalent of a hug.



I raised up after quite a few hours, just before sunrise. And as usually I woke pushed to the verge of bed because some fat-ass dragon lying in the middle of the bed with her arms and legs spread in all directions occupying all the space.

I groaned with pain massaging muscles on my back before raising to the sitting position. Then I looked at my “worse”-half. She was still sleeping, her shirt was pulled up revealing her belly, her mouth was partly open and small trial of saliva ran across her cheek. Oh, and she snorted a little.

Still, this not very lady-like appearance somehow warmed up my heart.

… She is an angel, isn’t she?

I stretched my body some more. This was the moment I realized that my body feels… light. So very light. I have never such a freedom of movements before! It was so great that almost… awkward?

I looked at bed once again. A pieces of equipment was lying in the place I woke up. The ballast. Of course! It let me go overnight! HALLELUJAH! Fuck you Jericho and your stupid ballast! Screw your sadistic training methods! I am finally free! Unbound! Unleashed! UNCHAINED!
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…

Apparently this whole training thing is actually making some difference, now I can easily tell why Gisele is such a beast despite relatively low level… if we can call 30-tish low.

I quickly washed my face, got myself dressed and left the room quietly in order not to wake redhead dragon. I doubted that even an earthquake would wake her up at that moment, but I didn’t dare to try. I strolled through the corridors walking toward inn section. The kitchen itself was still closed and only a few people from morning shift were preparing it, yet I still managed to get myself something light to eat. Funny how many things you can get with money, right? A little “tip” to the waitress and I got myself some freshly baked bread with meat.

As I was enjoying my meal I was also thinking about things I was supposed to do. I mentioned it before, yet I will do it now too, this city lies between different climate zones, which meant that you could buy here herbs with many different effects. I needed to visit merchants in order to get myself some better supplies for my little company, in the end, herbs that grew with help of my magic in the basement wouldn’t be nearly enough to cover market demand that will appear as soon as information about my factory would spread. Also, with the current stock we could only cook some basic stamina and health recovery potions, which is bad too. Alchemist guild served not only recoveries potions and cures but also utility potions, poisons and much, much more. Sadly, our only advantage right now is the only price on medium quality potions, which means we were targeting masses with our products. Soon, we will have to think about improving our products list while enlarging the group of customers.

What a pain in the ass.

Yet of course, as I was about to leave the guild, I met two elves right at the door, not the one I was talking with yesterday, but not less perseverant and annoying.

- “Miss Lanele wishes to know if you will honor us during our training, prince.” Girl said with dull courtesy

- “One, I don’t give a shit about your training, maybe a fart, but not a shit; two, I have no idea who <Miss Lanele> is. So as I have no obligation of attending, I would prefer not. And stop bothering me, root-suckers.”

- “How vulgar!” woman looked at me with expression that suggested that in her eyes I am even to some decaying, smelly corpse

- “You should watch your tongue, human, many may find your words offensive and demand satisfaction…” Male-elf answered with completely neutral tone.

- “Stop calling me the prince and I will stop calling you in the way I like…” I found out by myself that they are not going to stop without little blackmail from my side

- “… and Miss Lanele is a daughter of High Priestess of a silver shrine in Bagoraz Forest. She will also hold same time as the time would come. Somehow you picked her interest. If you would play it well you could benefit greatly on getting to know her. But apparently, weak-minded humans can’t notice when fortune smiles at them.”

The high priestess of Bagoraz Forest. What was that supposed to tell us? ATTENTION CLASS!

In my mind, I appeared in a white coat with glasses on my nose, together with long, wooden ruler I used to point at a blackboard.

Bagoraz Forest is one of biggest natural wild forest (second after Forest of the dread) and second greatest the High Elves Kingdom on the continent (after one situated in Forest of the Mists (which is separated part of Forest of the Dread). And High Priestess (called by different names in different Kingdoms, like a priestess, speaker, prophet and so on) in elf culture is a cult leader of their nation, on par with the queen. Technically these two (Queen and Priestess) rule the whole country together. And in most cases, these positions are inherited from mother to daughter.

Which means that some spoiled princess decided to have some fun before sitting on a throne and joined adventurers. That makes it troublesome. No, not because of political reason. The next head of the nation would never be let to get into any form of danger, which means that these guyz that travel with her are elite royal guards. Let’s just make sure of it…
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Next things happened in a split of seconds, man draws a long dagger from his belt and put it by my throat. I barely registered the whole thing. Still, judging by their reaction… levels 50 and higher, hee?

- “Mavik?” female companion looked surprised

- “What did you try doing right now?” his voice was calm. All this time he didn’t even show that he was affected emotionally by anything I did or say

- “I beg thy forgiveness, lack of your silver-emblems could make me act with a rush.” Aaaand once again. Silver emblems, or silver marks, are little pieces of jewelry that show status of the royal guard.

It was my time for acting with a dead-cold temper.

- “I think you are mistaken, unfortunately, we do not belong to this cast.”

Oh, I am more than sure that you do.

- “So what you are trying to say is that lil’ princess actually thinks that she picked her squad members by herself?”

- “I still have no idea why are you presuming such nonsenses…”

- “Oh, I will tell you right away. Miss Lanele <ran> for couple hundred years from home in order to have fun before starting her boring, monotonous life in the shrine, she picked few childhood friends without knowing they were agents put on her way by her mother as she was growing up in order to convince her that she actually has some colleagues and to have some direct control over her. She would be quite mad if she would find out, don’t you think?”

- “What you are saying is just a speculation without any evidence.”

- “I don’t need evidence. As every elf you are holding your emotions down wonderfully, your voice will never shake, your brow will never rise… But, there is one thing you cannot control. Your heart.”

Now he just rolled his eyes and showed me a mocking smile.

- “Now you will give me some lecture about my real desires?” he asked peacefully.

- “Oh, no! That’s not what I meant by <heart>, I mean, literally a heart - an organ. I can hear yours. For a moment, when I called you a guard, your heart skipped a beat. I hear it clearly, it is pounding like a church’s bells. Hmmm? Did you start sweating? Did you? Did your blood suddenly rushed through your veins?” as I kept talking I started slowly walking around him in circles, my words were almost a whisper.

- “What would 'lil priestess say if she knew that her whole childhood, her whole recent life she thought she was in charge, was just a charade put by her mother? How often do you report her progress? Once per month? Or do you have more communication orbs letting you do it every week? Hmmm?”

- “She would never believe you.” He said after a moment

- “I don’t need her to believe me! I just need to plant a seed of distrust. She would start watching you more carefully, and you will be aware of her observing you, and eventually… you would make a mistake. So, my little pointy-eared friend… Fuck off. Seriously, I have better things to attend than to provide some amusement to a spoiled brat.”

I turned and twisted my body walking past them. I didn’t have to look behind to know that they threw at me hateful gazes. I allowed myself to play it rough, I doubted that they will leave me alone, but at least I got myself some time. Who knows, maybe if I will be lucky I will manage to leave this place soon and won’t be forced to watch their narcissistic faces ever again. Sorry, but this guild can hold only this many overly-proud people within.

And I headed toward local merchant guild. The Rosewood family. Bastards had their facility in every bigger town. Even if this company wasn’t ruled by someone from the very family, I should have made myself a deal… Even more, as I noticed a Syndicate mark over the main door, for most people it looked like a normal ornament. I walked toward the reception.

- “Good morning to you, may I know if the head of the branch would be able to see me?” I asked with courtesy.

And the lady behind reception quickly gazed at me. She was evaluating if I was someone worth wasting the time of their wanna-be CEO. She will tell me that Mr. X is either busy or not here in three… two… o…

- “Unfortunately, Mr. Abram isn’t here today. May I ask for your name? I will ask him later if he would find some time to book you a visit.”

… That was the nicest fuck-off that I have heard in my life. I pulled syndicate’s coin from my pocket and showed it to the lady.

- “Maybe this will change your mind?”

- “You… are trying to bribe me with copper coin, sir?”

- “You are not informed about… I see.” That complicated things a little “… could you please show this coin to Mr. Abram?”

- “Sir, I already told you that he is not here today…”

Yeah, sure.

- “Then leave it on his desk, please, it is very important. He will know what it is supposed to mean.”

She hesitated

- “I can’t leave my workplace, what if…”

- “Somebody important would come? For goodness sake! Woman! His room is behind you, it's thirty seconds job.”

She gazed over the hall to see if someone wasn’t approaching, unfortunately for her, because it was still early morning no one was here, so if she wanted to look cool, she needed to do what I asked her for. Then she nodded, turned around and walked into the room.

She came back after few dozen of seconds.

- “Mr… Mr. Abram is asking where you have this coin from.” She asked a question that was supposed to check if we are indeed members of syndicate or just someone that luckily picked it from the ground

- “Oh?! Is he here? What a surprise! He must have entered the building by the window as we weren’t looking.” I had to mock. Just a little.

- “Sir, please….” Oh, her expression! Priceless! But I shouldn’t bully her too much, in the end, she was just doing her job.

- “It was in my family for generations.”

- “… Mr. Abram will see you now.”

She showed me the way to the door (mostly because of courtesy, cuz, as I said, it was directly behind her) and opened me the door letting me in.

- “My-my, isn’t that mister Whiteraven?” bit old, quite fat man said with a friendly tone.

Still, my attention was stolen mostly by his fingers, or actually rings. On every single one of his fat fingers, he had a ring with precious stone. Big one. I was wondering how he managed to hold a quill in his hands.

- “You know me, sir?” I allowed myself to acting nice. Everyone likes being treated important, especially some lesser branch owner.

- “How could I not? You made quite a fuss in the capital! Taking monopoly from alchemists! People such like myself cannot allow themselves to be NOT informed.”

- “The knowledge what and when to buy, and later where and when it is needed to be sold is what makes a merchant successful.”

He smiled widely at me.

- “Inscription from <Art of Selling>? Sir, forgive me, for I didn’t know you studied economical books!”

I didn’t. At least not here. I just memorized few quotes from Merchant Guild’s textbooks in order to impress people like yourself.

- “Ah, I am afraid that I can’t focus on studies as much as I would love to. In the end, my real and only lover is alchemy, therefore I study other arts briefly…” I said with a sad expression “… I bet your knowledge about this matter would completely overwhelm me, in the end, you have not only Merchant education, but also years of experience.”

I didn’t bluff, I noticed certificate saying that he finished inner Guild study course on the wall, behind a glass.

- “Now, now, no need to be humble. To be honest, my pleasure of meeting you is doubled, Mr. Whiteraven…”

- “Please… Zariel is more than ok, actually, I won’t mind being called Zari, friends call me this way.”

- “In that case, my name is Bayley.”

- “I would never allow myself for such impoliteness to call such an experienced man like yourself…”

- “Fair is fair, Zariel...” He turned around and picked a bottle of whiskey from a cabinet, together with two glasses. “…we can either do it formally or not, you decide.” He poured me a nice dose of amber-liquid

- “So be it. Bayley.” I raised my glass

- “Zariel.” He answered in the same way.

Then, in the old traditional way, we locked our arms and drank our glasses. Whiskey was good. And by good, I mean an expensive one.

- “As I was just saying, my pleasure is doubled not only because you did quite the fuss in capital pulling the trick on the alchemists, but also because you are a member of the Friends, it has been a long time since we had a pleasure of working up with you… “

- “Indeed, we had some troubles…”

- “You pretty much stopped existing….” I was disturbed, but there was no mockery in his tone “… but it is fine, you made a spectacular comeback. We have been waiting for these long decades, never removing syndicate’s mark from our shops and warehouses, we hoped you would come. And here you are. Such a joyful day. Joyful indeed.” A man poured another dose of alcohol.

- “I hope my appearance is not a problem…”

- “Absolutely not! We always earned something extra because of your information and actions…. So… how can I help you.”

The man rested his chin on his crossed palms smiling at me. We started actually negotiations.



Same time, inn section, local Adventurers Guild.



Elves joined their companion in the inn with sour (as for elves) faces.

- “And?” one of them lazily asked

- “Where is young mistress?”

- “Still at her room, preparing herself. Aika is there too, keeping her company.”

- “That human knows we are royal guards.”

Few raised brows and heads tilted to the side were equivalent of havoc breakingloosee in their culture.

- “Of course you did not admit it, right?”

- “Of course not. We said these are just speculation without evidence. He responded that he does not care, for just pointing it out could damage our relations with young miss.”

- “That’s… unfortunately the truth.”

- “What are we doing?”

- “What we want does not matter. Miss wishes to talk with him, so she will. And that human will be grateful for such opportunity.”

- “I am afraid that it may prove to be…”

- “He will. Today, tomorrow, next week, next month, next year or decade.”

- “So… are we letting go?”

- “Of course that not. Young miss is slowly driving me crazy. Unfortunately, she has a temper of her mother. She needs everything to be done for yesterday.”

- “I don’t get her sick fascination. Why him?”

- “Really? It’s obvious to me.” woman sitting in the corner that was silent up to this moment spoke up “… princess is just bored. She wants to try and learn different things just like every young girl or boy of our kin. What is strange and different attracts her attention. First different races, then different individuals... And now this harlequin enters the guild. White hair, strange eyes, his partner is some half-brained violent hybrid half-breed… won’t you find it interesting?”

- “You sure that’s the case?”

- “I am.”

- “How come?”

- “She told me that yesterday by herself.”

- “Tsk. We are trying this much so she could look at an exotic animal.”

- “Does it bother you?”

- “… actually? Not. At least something is happening. I don’t miss home. Not just yet.”

- “So after your priestess, soldier.”

- “Aye-aye captain!”

They smiled with corners of their lips, for them, it was equivalent of bursting into a loud laugh.


            

    
        Gissele 2

    
    
    
    
                And here comes 2nd try of Rossa in butchering my wonderful art with her pictures.What can I say? She improved, didn't she? damn, it makes me so proud seeing my slaves... i mean, contributors develope so much. So look at this, as praise me. Because if it wasn't my hard work, my sleepless nights and tests i failed cuz i wrote instead of studying, she would never make these little pieces of art. So, love me twice as much! (and maybe remember about Rossa, from time to time).
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        Chapter 255

    
    
    
    
                Proofread by: ... me again. Did my proofreaders abandon me? No-no-no. Why do I always pick worse case scenario? Maybe they just got hit by a truck and died? Right?

 

The door to the King’s private office was opened, as his majesty left the room. Guards lead by old Blackwood quickly got closer and inspected delicately monarch looking for some possible anomalies. In the end, king and his mysterious spy spent quite a lot of time inside, and as the other man was a stranger to guards, they needed to check if King wasn’t attacked, poisoned or affected in any other way. They needed to start with checking if the person before them was actually their king, and not some set up usurper.

 


	“Your majesty, if you would allow…”



 


	“Hands off, old fart! I am completely fine. Both on body and mind. No need wasting time and resources on those absurd health-checking bullshit. You will see yourself after I would get on the dancing floor! I am going to hunt all those young ladies and dance hell out of them!”



 

Grouchy? Check. Annoying? Check. Cocky? Check. Overconfident? Check.

 


	“Easy boys. He is our king.”



 

After those words rest of the guards put back their swords as their grimaces softened.

 


	“Come on, old friend, who would even want to pretend to be old, smelly me? Pretending to be Senate member would benefit them more. Stupid mages.” King pouted



 


	“What happened to your opinion that mages are fun?” head of the noble house raised his brow



 


	“Nothing. They are fun. They make things happen, bringing some actions into monotony. They are just too greedy. Every year I am losing my power over the kingdom. Bit by bit. Council grows stronger. Ahhh! How much I would give for their little mistake?! The one that could let me tax them! Or to have some greater authority during their meetings! A right of Veto would be nice...”



 


	“Sire, I only wish to remind you that you reduced the taxes in order to get potions supplies for the army, in the end, we are in a state of war. You agreed to not interfere in their meetings and gave them the ability to create their own laws because you asked for…”



 


	“Really? Nooo! What are you saying, Blackwood? That I have no idea what I bargained for and the price I had to pay?”



 


	“My lord, you acting like a douche. Again.” Old knight smiled with corners of his lips



 


	“At least this is something those bloody mages will never steal from me. I can be an asshole all I want… Anyway, Blackwood.”



 


	“My lord?”



 


	“We will have another guest of honor. My old friend will come for my daughter party.”



 


	“A friend? Of yours?” this was Blackwood times to have his share of fun with a king. “… what a time to be alive to think that someone would like you, my lord.”



 


	“Yeah, yeah. Touché. Now shut up and listen. Bastard has one ugly face, burning mark, he will be carrying few magical trinkets keeping a little illusion on him. I want guards with onyx to stay away from him. One, he would scare my guests with his face, two, he is quite sensitive when it comes to his own image.”



 


	“… I get that this is an official version you want me to spread, am I right?” Blackwood was a warrior, but he was not an idiot. If some higher noble really was supposed to come he would know about it sooner.



 

King raised his brow looking at the head of guards.

 


	“A few hours ago a spy that can change his appearance infiltrated the castle and met with the king, and now some noble covered in illusions came out of nowhere. Coincidence? I think not.” Noble answered peacefully the question that never left king’s mouth. “… fear not, my king, I will spread a word.”



 

The only answer from Arthur the Grey, first of his name, called Wise, King of Neira was a loud…

 


	“TSK!”



 

Indeed, despite the party, a king had a bad mood. Bad indeed.



 

Branch of Rosewood merchant family.

 



 


	“… so how can I help you?” a fat man called Abram asked me. On his face, a warm smile was plastered, yet behind his lazy, blue eyes, I saw sharpness and cunningness. He started negotiations already.



 

By saying <how can I help you> he put himself in a better position from the start. A subtle hint – you came to me, I am the one who can agree or not. Many fresh-negotiators wouldn’t even notice that they were manipulated from the start. But, not with me those silly tricks.

 


	“Oh, I am more than sure that we can both help each another.” I answered his smile with mine, countering his first move. “… as you are aware, I have opened a little facility of my own. Unfortunately, we are still a very small institution. However, our size is not limited by a number of workers, this can be easily increased but by…”



 


	“… lack of alchemical ingredients.” Abram was nodding slightly as if he was thinking deeply about something. “… unfortunately, I am afraid that we may have an agreement signed with alchemists guild that…” he wanted to show how troublesome this situation would be for him. Oh, after hours of nagging he would agree on my little offer, but he would bargain quite a lot



 


	“… expires next week.” I ended instead of him. He raised his brow truly surprised, yet he quickly regained control over his expression. It is good to have your own spies.



 


	“My-my! Zariel! I thought that detail of our agreement with alchemists was secret!” he said that with a happy tone, though he was most likely not happy at all.



 


	“You told that yourself, Syndicate slowly regains its old influence, this also means their spy-net. Oh, don’t get me wrong, we were not spying on you, but on alchemists, and somehow a tiny little birdie could lie his hands on few business agreements…”



 


	“This is why you came now? Indeed, I expect someone from the Alchemists Guild to come in few next days to elongate the contract…”



 


	“Yhym. But before we would actually start negotiating…” oh, we started doing so with the first seep of whiskey “… please, hear my offer first. How would you like selling the same amount of cargo for more money?”



 


	“You picked my curiosity, but now you have my attention.” After a moment or two fatty corrected himself in his armchair.



 


	“You see, up until now you were forced to sell herbs for, pretty much, minimal price because alchemy guild was a monopolist. They could say <we will buy a cart of high-quality herbs for 50 coppers>. And you had to sell it to them for 50 coppers because you pretty much couldn’t sell it to anyone else… legally, at least. On the other hand, they could simply order herbs from another place, yes, it would take more time to bring the cargo, it could cost more, cargo could have lower quality… but they were not limited to you… on the other hand now… you could say that you are after the first negotiation with me and you agreed to sell me… let’s say…. 60% of your stock for… 1 silver?... no, they won’t believe it… but let’s say 70 copper.”



 


	“…. Why do I think you won’t be buying my cargo for 70 coppers per cart?”



 


	“Because I will be buying it for 40 per cart…”



 


	“Zariel, I thought we became friends. Friends are not robbing each another!”



 


	“Bayley! Ba-yley!…” I said peacefully “… I won’t be buying 60% of your stock either! Maybe… dunno… looking at your warehouses… 20%? In the end, we are still developing.”



 

This is when man froze and start calculating.

 


	“You… you rat. You sly, ugly rat! You want your competitors to pay for your cargo… You…” he became silent for a moment.



 

We could officially say that we agreed on 60% of his stock for a price of 70 copper coins, and make this information be heard by the guild. This branch was closest to the capital, were both alchemists guild and my lil drug store would work. If you, as moloch-company, would hear that your competitor would lie his hands on your best (in an aspect of quality and distance) supplier, you would try beating his offer.

 

I gave him an opportunity for negotiations. I would be buying 20% for 40 coppers, but I would let him sell remaining 80% for at least… 75 coppers? Losing 10 coins on 20% of your cargo to earn 25 on 80%? That was swindle on completely another level.

 


	“They… they won’t refuse! You are still keeping the size of your organization as a secret! They simply do not know how much you could actually produce and thus how much cargo you will need! They will try to give me better offer then you in order to secure more ingredients! You would be buying necessary products with lower price, take part of your enemy supplies, forcing them to look for supplies in the other places, and making them pay more not only for my products but also for transporting it from the other places… all of this while making them think that they have actually landed a blow on you…”



 


	“And while making you look like a loyal co-worker for lowering my order from 60% to 20%. You will earn money, got better position for next negotiations with the guild… and you will contribute to the development of your… Friends. And as you said, you always found benefits having this kind of Friends.”



 

His expression became mixed. I just gave him an opportunity of increasing his income by around than 40% with barely any risk. Yet I knew what he was thinking about. When fortune is smiling at you and gives you a coin, try bargaining for two.

 


	“Don’t be too greedy, Bayley.”



 


	“… Still, 40 coin per cart is a robbery! Would barely cover my own costs! What if I would offer you the old Alchemists price? They were robbing me with 50 per cart but as monopolists they…”



 


	“What did I say about being greedy? Don’t think only in perspective of coins! Syndicate is coming back, Bayley! Think about it! And when we would be back with all our might we will remember who helped us… and who did not.” His eyes bulged a little



 


	“A…are you…”



 


	“Threatening you? No! We are friends. You didn’t erase the symbol of the Syndicate from your facility. This matters. A lot….” I got up from my chair and walked to the fat man, circled him standing right behind him. I slowly put my palms on his shoulders and tightened a grip a little, not too strong, yet it still managed to send a shiver down his spine. I lowered my head near his ear “… but… how do you think, as we would be back… how hu-ge reward would you get from Rogue?”



 

It was supposed to be a little secret. He was working decades ago and to al official sources he vanished.

 


	“H-he is alive!?”



 


	“Living and kicking. Oh, when I met him for the first time he looked like a shadow, yet as I came closer I saw he was a man of flesh and bones. Covered in scars and burns, yet eyes, his eyes, so sharp you could swear they were piercing through your skin, flesh, and mind as if he was gazing into your very soul. But, Bayley, as much as I love you, my dear friend, this time I WILL threaten you. If you would even think of sharing this information any further… even to your own boss, wife or priest… You would slip, and fell into a well cracking your spine. Or some brick could fell from the building right on your skull. And everyone you would tell about it would share the same fate. In the end, accidents are bound to happen.”



 

I left him alone and sat on the corner of the table pouring another dose of whiskey for myself and my companion. I handed it to him with a courteous gesture. He took it after a moment, his hand was shaking a little.

 


	“Why did you tell me about him? I would prefer not knowing! DAMN! Now I can’t even drink peacefully! What if I would tell somebody about him after I would get drunk! Fuck!” his last curse was like a whisper.



 


	“Because you are a Friend! And because I trust you. We trust you. We trust that you will think about this as about an… investment. Come on! Bay-leeey!...” I once again elongated time needed for speaking his name. I noticed he shivered a little each time I did so “… aren’t we generous enough? You will earn, you will improve your position, you will refresh connections with your providers of not-so-legal goods! With pretty much no risk.”



 


	“Exactly. <Pretty much>”



 


	“Risk, in this case, exists only if YOU would make a mistake. But you are an old hand in this job. You won’t make any mistake. In the end, you got up to this place from being a mere commoner, didn’t you?”



 


	“How can you tell?” he panicked a little one more time



 


	“Your hands. They are fatigued. Hard, covered with scars. You started at the very bottom, loading cargo on the carts, traveling with it in the cold and heat… yes, especially heat, I can tell by, your little sun-mark on the back of your head. Traveling across the desert, am I right? Your body doesn’t look like a body of the son of a merchant that was raised among the books. Everything you have you earned by yourself.”



 

And I will never tell you this, but I actually respect you for that. It is hard to become an actual merchant without guild support. To gain knowledge only from experience. To get into Rosewood family company not being part of the family itself, and then become a person responsible for the whole trading-traffic in the region.

 

… Yet, I know something more. It is not enough for you, is it? You want more. And more and more! This is why you will agree. Because you want to use our connections to get even further. You won’t stop until you would make Rosewood YOUR company. And then until it would completely take control over the continent, and maybe later over the world. This greed of yours, this insatiate hunger is actually…

 

~ Worth admiring!

 


	“Very well, Zariel. Very well. By tomorrow I will have an agreement prepared. Stop by to sign it when you would find the time. You got yourself a deal.”



 


	“Why such long face? Smile, my Friend! You are the first merchant that is sad after getting himself a deal of his life!” I punched him lightly in his arm



 


	“I wouldn't call this a deal of my life, you see, about twenty years ago I heard about a little smuggler that got caught by the guards, his cargo was confiscated and was supposed to be destroyed, but as one of the guards owed me quite a lot..." I just gave him bit annoyed look "...You are right. Still, you must forgive me. So much happened…”



 


	“No need to apologize. I understand. Thanks for conversation and deal. I will stop by probably before leaving the city. I still have quite a few tasks to finish.”



 


	“Oh? Won’t you stay? The bottle is still half-full. Here it is considered a bad omen to leave bottle unfinished.”



 

I chuckled lightly

 


	“Oh, few of my friends would be delighted to hear that. Bah! Even more! They would try assuring you that it is also a bad omen to leave your whole cabinet of bottles unfinished! Unfortunately, I will have to say my goodbyes to you now. Till later, Bayley. It was a pleasure to finally met one of the Friends bit closer.”



 

I bowed my head slightly and left the room.

 

 



 

I slowly returned to the guild. It was already around noon, so certain lazy lizard should already get up treating her hangover. How bad was Gisele’s hangover? Not that bad at all. Stupid dragon’s blood. Ah, I still remember as she got dead-drunk for the first time with me. I thought she would be dying for next two days, but no. Instead, she got up after two hours and started drinking again, while laughing at me as I was beginning for mercy on the bed.

 

I opened the door of the guild and walked inside, the girl sitting behind the counter called me right away.

 


	“Guild leader would like to speak with you about mission details. Your partner did that already but…”



 


	“You couldn’t get actual data, but only exaggerated bragging?”



 


	“Y-yes.” She said with a weak smile. Apparently, she was grateful that his time she would get an actual report



 


	“Also, if this time she was also talking about slaying some dragons…”



 


	“Yes?”



 


	“…There were none.”



 


	“Yes, we figured this much.”



 


	“So she WAS talking about slaying dragons?”



 


	“Yes.”



 


	“I hoped you didn’t fill an actual report basing only on what she said.”



 


	“To be honest? It was tempting, we would have a good laugh after that, but…”



 


	“Papers need to be professional?”



 


	“Yeah.”



 


	“I will step by evening, is that all right?”



 


	“Yes, please, by all means, take your time!”



 

What a polite lass. But now, I have to talk with certain someone about the difference between stories she tells in the inn and actual guild report. Despite being the leader of her own party in the capital, reports were given by either Aloizy or Nyx. I will wonder how Nyx manages to give the report, I never heard him talk… or her… or it.

 

With my few next steps I moved toward the inn section where Gis was having late breakfast… while talking with an elf.

 


	“… And then I jumped from above and stabbed the beast in its neck!” she yelled while demonstrating her move using kitchen knife on a piece of bread.



 

I could easily tell that her dining partner was bored, or angry, or both at the same time, yet he never let that fact be shown on his face.

 


	“Telling about your wonderful adventurers, sweetie?”



 


	“Ah! Zari! Come on, sit! I was just talking as I… I mean… we… I mean…”



 


	“Killed that frost giant?” I couldn’t not tease her



 


	“Wha..? No! I mean!”



 

I looked at the unwanted visitor

 


	“How long was she boring you?”



 

I at least tried acting as a nice guy

 


	“Boring is a wrong word, her stories are quite… engaging but are lacking…”



 


	“Realism?”



 


	“Indeed.” He showed me a smile deprived of any happiness.



 


	“Gisele, the lady at counter complained to me about the report you gave to her.”



 


	“… she was asking about an actual report? Damn, I thought she just sat by me to listen…”



 

I sighed loudly while hiding my face in palms.

 


	“Weren’t you surprised she held a piece of paper and quill?”



 


	“HEY! The story was good! I thought she wanted to repeat it to her friends!” she pouted



 


	“You silly girl!”



 

She really thought that someone sober would actually want to hear her out. How innocently-blind could one get?

 


	“It doesn’t matter… I will pay a visit to the guild master later on. I know you hate paperwork.”



 


	“Aww! That’s sweet of you! Thanks, Zari!” she kissed me lightly on my cheek.



 


	“Yeah, yeah. Also… weren’t you supposed to do something today?”



 

She gave me a surprised look.

 


	“What are you talking about?”



 


	“It’s almost noon.” Yesterday I overheard her little conversation with some rookie



 


	“Noon, noon… Oh, fuck! I promised that girl to show her few sword-fighting techniques outside of the city! I will be late! See you later sweetie!” she put remains of her bread into her mouth, grabbed a bag that was lying under her and ran from the guild. Leaving me alone with long-eared bastard alone.



 


	“Really? Trying to drag me in by influencing Gisele? That was low.”



 


	“How you humans say… Any means necessary?”



 


	“Too bad for you, as much as I love her, Gis is… too stupid to be influenced. Your point would simply fly across her head and land on the tree behind her.”



 

He nodded seriously. How much time did he waste? Hours? Probably. They are patient, time almost does not concerns them… but he spent those hours with Gisele, and if someone can make an elf annoyed, that would be her.

 


	“I will repeat it one last time. Leave me alone. I am a busy man and idea of wasting my time for someone’s entertainment is offensive to me.”



 

Elf opened his mouth to say something, but huge hand landed on his shoulder.

 


	“Mister Zariel apparently does not wish for your presence, Mai’ho. Respect his desires and leave, please.” It was a lion-kin, one of pilgrims in company of his whole party.



 

Fuck. If not inquisitors then elves, if not elves then furries, could you just leave me alone for 5 god-damned minutes?

 

Still, man called Mai’ho, after removing gently beast-man hand, got up nodded to me as if saying his farewells and left. After he made few steps he shook off dust from his shoulder with disgust.

 


	“My lord…” lion-man addressed me again “… Last time you said you wish to train, so we got an idea that…”



 


	“Don’t address me like that. Don’t disturb me. And don’t imply you know better what I need or want. Then who knows, we may become a friends.” I allow myself to disturb his monologue



 


	“… we could help you out in few aspects of it.” Raggo didn’t even pretend that he tried listening to what I just said.



 


	“Great, I wanted to train my nature magic. Which one of you can help me with that?” none, I can sense attributes of other mages, at least up to some point. The only mage in their party was harpy, and she was user of dark arts, not sure which one though.



 


	“No, my lo… Mister Zariel, we can’t help you with that… but please do tell me, how well do you fly?” just mentioned harpy answered me



 

I raised my brow.

 


	“We know that helping you out with most of your abilities is pointless, but please, do tell me, how well do you actually know the skies? How well would you be able to fight in the air against flying beast? I offer you my services in showing you what does it really means to fly, not just to flap your wings.”



 

That actually… is quite tempting. I flew about three times, two of them couldn’t be called actual flying, more like firing myself like a cannon ball.

 

I gather my thoughts for the moment before kicking the chair in front of me under the table pushing it meter away, giving her space to sit. With gesture of head I ordered her to take her place on the other side of table.

 

If they want to be used, then why should I not used them?

 

 

 

 

As the day was coming to the end as fat merchant took another sip of his amber-alcohol looking at papers on his desk. Door to his office was opened slightly and his secretary put her hand inside. He didn’t tell her to leave, so after her head the rest of her beautiful persona enter into the room.

 


	“How the meeting with Syndicate ended?”



 


	“Good. Better than I thought. You did a great job playing an idiot, Beatryce.”



 


	“Of course. In the end I am pretty. Don’t you know that every pretty girl working as secretary has to be dumb?” she rolled her eyes.



 


	“Ah, little fool didn’t know we expected him. Through whole conversation he was thinking that he was the one leading the negotiations. Good.”



 


	“How much did you haggle?”



 


	“More than I wanted. To be honest, I was willing to give him all the cargo he wanted for free if he played it well, in the end, we are ripping off every other guild. Tsesh. Idiots from the alchemists guild were also paying 50 coppers per cart thinking that they were the sly one.”



 


	“Hey! It used to be this price before you came!... Still, you actually reduced transport prices to more than minimum and found a way to gather herbs faster without draining the environment… How much were costs of production, transport and hiring a man power?”



 


	“Hm? 30. Every additional coin is a pure income. But this is not what concerns me. All this time we were wrong.”



 


	“In… which part?”



 


	“The one we thought he was a new Syndicate head. It all was making a sense. He appeared in the Capital, and after a month Syndicate start acting.”



 


	“If not him, then who?”



 


	“Rogue.”



 

For moment woman became quiet

 


	“I thought he was just a fairy tale. Image created by Syndicate to create some fake leads and to shift some blame in case shadows were caught.”



 


	“No. He is a man in flesh and bones. I met him once. Decades ago. Damn it! I thought we could use them to influence the demand of the market. Create few speculations… But it will have to wait. Rogue was never good in earning money, he tend to spend more than he could get. As church shut its borders, took control over sea transport… he slowly start losing influence. Without money he couldn’t afford spies, assassins and soon they lost everything, becoming nothing more than small smugglers. But, rogue has one great skill. He surely knows how to keep things running. Now it is out time to lie low, Beatryce, let’s just work with them. As they would get stronger it would be our turn to ask for favors.”



 

 

            

    
        Chapter 256

    
    
    
    
                An elf called Mai’ho approached the table on the opposite side of the inn where his kin was slowly drinking herbal wine.

 


	“Ran away from few furries?” his comrades decided to mock him a little. He didn’t mean anything offensive, just started a conversation



 


	“Ran away? Indeed. I was afraid of catching their stench.” The first one answered taking a sit with rest of his group.



 


	“That half-breed told you anything useful?” another voice asked mentioning Gisele which Mai’ho was talking for last hour or so.



 


	“Conversation with this woman was a pure agony. She is far too narcissistic, each time I asked anything about that white-haired jested she would redirect the whole attention on herself. All the time: <I, me, I, myself, me…> only once or twice she mentioned some efforts as <we>. I have no idea how anyone could stay with such abusive, egoistic being for more than five minutes… The only thing I managed to get from her was that he loves sweets. Especially cheesecakes.”



 


	“Cheesecakes you say?” a very calm, feminine voice could be heard from behind him. Words were spoken suddenly, right behind his ear making a man almost jump from his place. The owner of the voice was relatively short as for her race elf woman in simple, yet well-made adventurer robe. She was supporting her body on magical staff. Her beautiful, completely silver hair reached half of her back.



 


	“Lanele? You scared me!” the royal guard smiled after seeing young priestess.



 


	“Mind telling me what were you doing behind my backs? Apparently, that adventurer earned your curiosity too. I am wondering why.”



 

Everyone at table became quiet. They were acting without young noble knowledge because of egoistic reason.

 


	“… Well. We wanted to… influence him… into talking with you?”



 


	“Why?” despite friendly tone one could easily tell that Lanele was annoyed.



 


	“Because we heard you were interested in having a conversation him…”



 


	“That’s true. But as I was bit busy recently I couldn’t muster time for any possible meeting. But now, tell me, if I wanted to talk with him, why wouldn’t I approach him myself and ask for conversation?...” That reason to act on their own was their racial pride. If someone of Lanele’s status wishes to talk with someone, she calls him to her, not the other way around.



 


	“Because…”



 


	“I will have whole eternity for acting all-mighty and treating everyone like garbage – after I would take my mother place…” she mocked her friend



 


	“My lady! It’s not the c…”



 


	“… But for now, I want to act like a normal girl. I appreciate your efforts but stop being this overprotective. Now, if I will have a chance of having any form of conversation with him I will have to start with apologizing. Because of you.”



 


	“That will not be neces…” the same elf tried to talk again, yet one more time he was disturbed.



 


	“Actually, I should be grateful to you. Because you made him pretty much hate us, it will be even greater fun to have a talk with him. To be treated like annoyance you wish to get rid of. That will be an experience worth having!” woman actually chuckled a little.



 

 



 

Zari’s POV.

 



 

Before leaving with beast-kins I left a note to Gisele at reception, just informing her I will be away for few hours. Was that necessary? Probably not, but then again, her mind works in mysterious ways and I would prefer her not rampaging in the city while looking for me. They (beast-kins) were still annoying me. I did my best to stay away from this sick devotion-mess away, but after Harpy offered me a quick lesson of actual flying I got quite excited. Up until now my experience with flying were… not necessarily greatest. I could actually fly more or less correctly only after turning completely into killer-mantis form. And if flying individuals draw attention, then flying 2 meters tall insect with sickle limbs would raise the alarm. Next thing I would know was a bounty for my head appearing in local guild.

 

We picked a little of equipment and some food rations, as we weren’t going to get back before dinner, and moved toward specific rock formation to the north. Locals called it canyon or forest of rocks. I would call it just a bigger pile of sharp rock thrown here and there. Legends told that these were used by giants throwing them as weapons on each another. Was it true? Absolutely not. But try convincing locals about it. Especially those which were earning money for leading tourists in there.

 

We walked more or less an hour and half, and every single minute of it was completely awkward. Willingly or not, they made a formation around me. I used to see nobles cart being protected by knights in same way, and once again my blood boiled. Somehow I managed to swallow this humiliation, for yes! – I felt humiliated!

 

As we approached our destination, extremely irregular ground with hundreds of sharp, obelisk like rock pointed to the sky covering group of hills, the harpy asked.

 


	“My lord. What does it mean to you <to fly>?”



 

She wanted physical or philosophical answer? … Wait. Why do I care?

 


	“I am sure you are about to enlighten to me in next second.” I answered with a mocking tone



 


	“No. I won’t. For everybody sees in it different values.”



 

She started stripping off her heavier equipment – bags, leather protectors and parts of clothing with cores sewed into them, serving as catalyst empowering her magic.

 


	“For other it is just a matter of traveling… yet another group it is form of meditation… for me...” she hesitated “… Do you know how living in harpies lair looks like?”



 

I declined with my head’s movement.

 


	“Our life belongs to matron. When we are little chicks we are not told to do much, but we are raised to believe that word of matron is everything. It’s like… we couldn’t even comprehend that other life, life far away from nest could exist. We were living day and night under her word. Hunting when she told us too, mating when she told us too, eating when she told us too… even dying. As the nest would be attacked and she saw no possibility of winning she would pick few dozens of her people and told them to buy as much time as they can, while rest of horde would grab belonging at flee to make a nest somewhere else.”



 

She stopped and looked far into the horizon, probably in direction of her old home.

 


	“When I was once hunting, I saw two birds making their own nest close to our new home. Not best neighborhood for them in my opinion... but then I wondered. Why? Why did they nest here? They have wings, they could just fly away somewhere else and start a life far from us… and then I asked myself same question.”



 

She looked back at me.

 


	“This is what flying means to me. It’s path of liberation and style of life. I love these bastards…” she pointed with her head at rest of the party “… they are a group after my home I stayed the longest with. But, if our relations would start being awkward or hostile, I would just spread my wings and fly away. I would do that seeking for freedom. As I was traveling I heard a legend. About a being called as worse than devil… yet by few called the chain breaker. The liberator. The mightiest of beasts with a hunger to swallow the impurity and injustice of this world. I decided to use my wings to look for this wonderful being from above. And now, I can show this beautiful god, what it means to spread ones wing. All the suffering I have been through lead me to this one moment. And I couldn’t ask for more.” She smiled at me.



 

Her eyes beamed with determination and pride. Somehow, knowing her little sacrifices, I could tolerate her. Maybe even respect a little.

 


	“Great. I consider philosophy and history classes finished. Can we get to the practice?” yet I couldn’t let her know about it. If she would know I sympathize with her she would use it to influence me more and drag me into some racial wars. Thank you, but no.



 


	“The day of your awakening is yet to come. But we will wait patiently, preparing ground for you oncoming. Ground and sky. Show me your wings, my lord.” Last sentence she barely whispered.



 

I started taking off clothes from my upper body. I started feeling as my shoulder blades shift their locations, and then begin to turn. I felt the bones piercing painlessly through my skin growing bigger and harder. Then, all over the bones the flesh started crawling up, creating net of nerves and muscles around it. The skin covered the whole structure. The last phase was feathers covering the whole, new structure, which unfortunately for me, itched like hell.

 

Not only my backs changed. My lungs slowly increased their capacity, bones became empty inside making my body light, yet I was aware that some stronger punch could break me in half. Notification of my Constitution losing few dozen points just ensure me in it.

 

I tried getting rid of alien sensation of growing additional pair of limbs by moving them few times. I looked back. Red wings I “borrowed” from Red SkyTerror Eagle presented themselves proudly.

 


	“Flying has one more value to me…” harpy said after a moment “… You see, world, is a hell-hole. Full of violence, hate, pestilence and rape. Yet, when you fly high in the sky and watch the ground below you… it seem so peaceful and beautiful. It gives me strength to keep fighting. To keep living… Oh, just one more thing. It’s the story we tell all of the young chicks before they start flying. About Icarus – man that fell in love with harpy and wanted to join her in the sky. He made his father build him pair of wings he used to fly. But he got too excited by idea of flying closer to the sun that he…”



 


	“… melted the wax of his wings and died?” that was bit different version of Icarus I know



 


	“…What?! No! Pardon me sir, but you apparently have no idea how sky-thing works. The higher you get the colder it gets. You are lacking good-air to breath and your muscles grows numb making you fall. But in the end effect is same – you die.”



 

… of course I know what happens when you fly too high!... but that’s not how Icarus myth goes! At least not at my place.

 


	“Come closer to the edge.” She instructed me. We come to the verge of the hill and I looked to the valley below. The distance down was around 20 meters. Sometimes, if you fall from such distance, when you get <lucky> you don’t die right on impact, instead, you spine breaks and you are left paralyzed. If you are alone it means that you will be lying like that unable to move until animals would start feasting on your still alive and fully conscious body.



 

Can I regenerate damages caused by broken spine? I don’t want to check that.

 


	“Close your eyes.” She was whispering. “Feel the wind. Wind is your greatest friend and foe while flying. If you use it skillfully you can fly for whole day without actually moving your wings. Desert vulture even starts his flight without beating its wings, he just waits hours on the tree waiting for the blow that would rise him up. Spread your wings. Try catching it in. Seek for it. All these gentle blows.”



 

Indeed. Wind was tickling my feather nicely. They reacted to every, even weakest, breath-like blow. It felt so right.

 


	“Flying doesn’t’ mean just flapping your wings mindlessly. Sometimes, less means more! Imagine it, you are flying against the wind. One powerful flap, and straightening your wings to soar on the blow. One…Two…Three… Strike with your wings again… One…Two… Three. Don’t fight with the wind. Embrace it. Use it. You won’t overpower the storm. Rest will come from practice..”



 

Yes, practicing would be actually nice. I just hope harpies don’t train flying same way birds does – by kicking them out from the nest. Better make sure just in case.

 


	“If you would have some silly idea of kicking me down, just know that I will cut off your legs and shove them in your ass.”



 

I said opening my eyes and turning slowly to her. She frozen in place like some sculpture, she was all pale on her face. When I lowered my gaze a little I noticed that she had one of her bird-legs raised in position for kick.

 


	“You wanted to kick me down?” I actually stated more than asked.



 

Still pale she shook her head to the sides.

 


	“You are positioned directly behind me and your leg is raised.” I noticed



 

She slowly put her leg down and took two steps to the sides.

 


	“Good. Where were we?” I turned back to the cliff repeating the lesson from before. After a moment or two, I more or less I got the grip of the basic.



 


	“If you wish… we can try flying now. I will jump first, just try flying after me and repeating my moves. In few minutes it should become more or less natural to me.”



 

I liked that idea. Idea of not being pushed down. Idea of deciding myself when to jump. You know, I have that childhood trauma of being pushed deeper into a dungeon by familiars.

 

Breath in, breath out, wind on my wings. So peaceful, so right.

 

Harpy jumped from the cliff next to me. I watched her for a moment, then I jumped after her.

 

Feeling of calmness disappeared in next second, instead I felt the adrenaline rushing through my veins. I was falling with my head down, my eyes were glued to harpy’s wings waiting for her to move in order to mimic her. But behind her shoulder I saw ground coming dangerously closer to me with every split of the second.

 I didn't even notice when we got in the half of our way down.

10 meters, she was still not moving.9 meters. I could count pebbles lying in the valley.
8 meters. My senses started screaming.7 meters. I actually noticed that one of the pebbles was a lizard pretending to me one, basking in the heat of the sun.
6 meters. Now even I was screaming.5 meters. She finally moved. Pushing her whole body to the horizontal position, grabbing wind’s pressure under her wings. 
4 meters. I copied her moves. Impact of wind hitting my wings was so strong that I thought that my wings will give up.3 meters. Lizard noticed that it got covered by the shadow, so it raised its head up to find a source of darkness in the bright day. It noticed us approaching her at high speed.
2 meters. Now even lizard was screaming.

1 meter. We both flapped our wings before hitting the ground. All the winds pressure that was build on our wings created a gust that stopped us from turning into pancakes.

 

It also throw a poor lizard to the side. I only saw a brown reptile bounce few times over the rocks. We flew further over the valley.

 

I turned my head looking behind us trying to check the fate of poor lizard, somehow I got strangely attached to it. To my great relief, I saw it raising from some rock-rumbles pretty much unharmed. I could even swear it raised on its hind legs and swiped its front in out direction, as if cursing vulgarly in our direction.

 

Once again I focused my gaze on harpy before me.

 

We were traveling at high pace, rocks, trees, lizards. Everything was vanishing behind us. It was a great place to start learning how to fly, not many obstacles, nothing alive except of few lesser animals to disturb us, just a canyon build in spiral patter leading toward tallest hill in the middle. We reached first twist-like corner in less than a minute.

 

You remember me telling you a moment ago about how easy it was to fly here? Well, guess what…

 


	“THE FUCK!? No! No-no-no-no-no! Sweet baby Jesus and his holly balls! NOO!”



 

… I take back what I said.

 

The rock like pillars started appearing more and more frequently here. Some of them were standing, few of them were lying almost horizontally. As I tried slowing down the air blow at my backs accelerating my speed even more. Of course that yes, we are in spiral canyon. Air after getting in this formation could not leave until reaching middle. I had to be extra carefully not to splash myself on one of these colossal rocks.

 

Damn it! As long as I would just follow that bloody bird-brain I should be more or less fine.

 

I shouldn’t have thought that. I should not have think about this at all! In next moment, my flying-teacher made few rotating movements completely changing side on the valley separating herself from me by the wall of rocks. I almost completely lost her off my sight. Only every few seconds she blinked from behind some tree or obelisk.

 

I once again completely focused my gaze on obstacles before me. I dived under stone bridge, raised up, just to avoid hitting a branch of a tree by an inch or so, moved to the side and only thanks to huge amount of luck not getting cut in half. I tried rising up, above the walls of canyon to avoid problems of all sorts… But then lesson of Harpy not to fly too high reminded itself brutally. No, not because of cold, we weren’t that high at all. Still, because of specific terrain formation the wind created a powerful layer of pushing force at its top part. Each time I tried crossing it, I was brutally pushed back.

 

Another twist, another corridor like crossing. I was forced to dive into small rock tunnel. Another mistake made by me. It was dark in there, making me spot spiky rocks sprouting almost like plants from walls in very last moments.

 

In order to avoid them I pulled my wings closer turning myself in to a bolt that slowly start rotating. I got quite dizzy, but I left it alive. I considered it as necessary annoyance.

 

One again I spread my wings, the blow of wind changed again pushing me higher from the ground and once again I avoided certain death.

 

I actually started to giggle like a maniac as I kept getting high on endorphins and adrenaline. Best drug ever. My vision blurred a little at its corners, but then again the center of it became sharper than ever. Unknowingly I must have adapted my eyes in order to keep myself fully functional in this extreme environment.

 

The feeling of calmness came back. No, adrenaline was not gone at all. It was such bizarre feeling. Every hair on my body raised in excitement. My heart was pounding with a tempo that could be considered as heart attack, my eyes were tearing a little from fear and share force of wind…

 

But my mind became calm. Completely deprived of any thoughts and emotions. It’s like it never ever mattered. My brain started acting like a machine. Each time I looked at some distanced place, I could right away tell if I would fit in it, I would know how many times I had to strike my wings in which moment for best possibly stamina consumption.

 

And then I saw her again, flying gracefully far ahead from me.

 

And once again - the desire came out of nowhere. To out-speed her. to outrun her. To prove myself dominant in the sky! It was hilarious. I was aware of that, I barely could keep an eye on environment around us…

 

… but it didn’t matter. Didn’t matter at all. I needed to reach the peak of the hill before her.

 

I flew higher, over the rock-obelisk, and still flying for a split of second I rested my legs on it and push myself with great force, accelerating my tempo.

 

I doubled the frequency of flaps of my wings. My massive limbs in this raging air-tunnel started generating deafening sound echoing across the canyon.

 

This is when she looked back at me for the first time. She smiled baring her all teeth. It was a weird smile. Like a parent seeing his children doing great in thing that they have been mastering through their whole life. And that they thought they can challenge them. The same moment when a parent wants to make their child realize how little they know. She turned one more time and accelerated her speed. She left me behind one more time. Her posture was so graceful, her moves so perfect, without any energy-wasting flaws. Her aura so… overwhelming and humiliating.

 

I clenched my teeth so hard that I actually tasted the blood. Despite that I couldn’t control my moves at current speed, I decided to speed up even more.

 

 



 

In same time a local man was leading a group of tourists. Right now they were resting near the cliff as guide was telling some histories that were passed in his village for generations. He didn’t believe them at all, but tourists did, which meant he could earn even more for entertaining them.

 


	“It is said that ages ago a race of Tengu was living here. A beautiful bird-like divine creatures, some said that they were descend of the angels. Godlike beings that blessed this land into prosperity. They are long gone, but according to old legends, few of them are still alive, sleeping somewhere in tunnels under forest of rocks. It is said that every hundred years the two of them would race over the canyon to the highest hill. If yellow, resembling gold, would win, the prosperity would be still rain over this land. If red, resembling blood, would get to the peak before her, this land would die, for earth would stop bearing its fruits, animals would die and water became unfit for drinking…”



 

And then a yellow bolt flew across the canyon.

 


	“M..mommy… was that.. a gold Tengu?” the kid asked



 


	“No. No, young lord, it is just a legend! It must have been just a regular bird… Big one, yes, but if that would be Tengu from legends, then red should follo…” the guide tried calming down situation. The nervous client is the less paying client.



 

In that moment another creature flew from the canyon, for split of second landed on the rock pillar he used to accelerate itself in chase after golden-bolt. Yet, for that split of a second when he landed, they could gaze over his graceful body. White hairs, red wings growing from the naked torso, and eyes, eyes focused on his target before him. Eyes filled with such insanity. With such sick passion. There was no doubt that this being was a manifestation of pure evil.

 

The creature turned into the red blur and vanished behind the corridor.

 

Woman gasped, kid started crying overwhelmed by aura of monster and man simply froze in place.

 

And guide? Guide decided that it was final time to use all the money he earned for past years and leave this place. Maybe he will buy himself a house somewhere near the sea? Yes, close to the sea is a good idea. Tengu are not racing close to the sea. It's not very Tengu-like thing, is it?

 

 



 

FASTER! FASTER! This is how it feels to be alive! I no longer cared for my own health! All that mattered was the whistle of sound in my ears!

 

After some time I could again see her, how many times did I turn in this canyon? How many turns were left? I didn’t know, all I knew was that we were getting closer the finishing line, and I was far behind. Too far.

 

I abused muscles that grew a few moments ago, I felt them slowly becoming heavier, growing numb. But knowing how little was separating me from victory was forcing me to fly faster, stronger, more recklessly.

 

Another twist. Another turn. Another rock, another tree. Slowly but steadily I was shortening distance between two of us. And then the hill appeared before us. I mustered even more then it was possible. My arms were burning, nerves screaming in agony.

 

Just hundred more meters! 10 of hers advantage! I had to do it!

 

50 more! I am almost catching up with her!

 

25! We were flying side by side!

 

10…

 

She got in front of me and smacked the air with her wings. The pressure from her wings hit me completely shaking my balance.

 

I was left behind. She gave me a fake hope till very last moment before she showed me our experience gap.

 

She reached the hill and using the pressure of wind she started ascending high in the air above.

 

DAMN HER! I was this close! THIS CLOSE!

 

I smacked my wings few more times trying to regain speed from before. I grabbed the wind blowing from behind my back to rush right after her.

 

After I reached the center of the hill I was literally elevated in the sky.

 

She was waiting for me, flapping her wings lazily about hundred meters over the ground. She thought I was going to stop near her.

 


	“… you did great as for your first actual flight, my lord, next time try… My lord? MY LORD?!”



 

I didn’t slow down. I kept flying higher toward the clouds. I think I know why Icarious tried flying toward the sun. From here, it looked like precious gem glowing his beauty all over the world. I stretched my hand as if trying to grab it. Faster. Higher. I lost, that's the fact... but there was something pushing me higher. Some primal need.

 

My breath started turning in the mist. This was the first sight that I was slowly leaving zone in which I could live. The cold itself hit much later, in the end I was still drunk on adrenaline. I flew the ver layer of clouds.

 

Slowly I noticed I was lacking breath, despite that my lungs were full of air, they felt awkwardly… empty. As if you were trying to cheat your hunger with nothing but water.

 

This is when I stopped. I could barely see harpy below me…

 

… but she was right. Earth from here looks… beautiful.

 

I turned in the air, and for the second time today I started falling with my head down.

 

My muscles were indeed numb.

 

Adrenaline vanished completely. Instead, I reached state of perfect tranquility. Despite the fact that I kept accelerating toward the ground below me, I was peaceful. It was right. This is natural. This is how it is supposed to be.

 

Soon I could breathe again, yet my paralyzed from exhaustion, cold and temporary lack of oxygen muscles still wouldn’t move.

 

I started rotating while falling down, the world slowly started turning toward most beautiful mosaic of colors. Never before I felt so connected to… to what? I don’t know myself.

 

Yet, the time came to act. In the end I don’t want to scare to death yet another lizard.

 

I slowly started covering myself in fire. Two single flames that were rotating with me, creating blazing trail on the sky, like an arrow send by angles to purify the world. The world became completely blurred, the fire covered me completely, warming up body. The heat from magic I used to forcibly boost my metabolism regaining control over my limbs. Yet I was far from using it.

 

I flew past harpy heading toward the hill.

 

Few dozen meters before I twisted my body again getting ready for an impact. Prepare kids, here comes a super-hero landing.

 

I started using the first spell I ever learned, the mana shock wave, to create a force that would nullify an impact. Few last adjustments… And I hit the ground in kneeling position. The wave of magic and pure pressure resonated over the hill, cracking it in several places. The whole peak was covered in dust.

 


	“MY PRINCE!” I could hear calling of harpy as she quickly flew back to the hill trying to find me over the ashes still flying in the air.



 

Vision quickly got cleared by another blow of air, uncovering me, still kneeling in the crater. Fire was still blazing under my fists and knees.

 

She kept looking at me as on walking miracle. So I did the only thing I could to ruin the mood. I fell on the ground and cursed loudly.

 


	“I am sooo fucking frustrated!”



 


	“M..my lord?!”



 


	“Still, I have to admit you that. World surely looks better from above.” I said still lying and looking this time in the sky. “… I give this lesson 10 out of 10. Would fell from the sky again.”



 

I can’t really tell what happened before I woke up in the beast-kin camp few hours ago. Maybe I fell asleep because I overused my body, or maybe it was a backlash of suddenly cutting off adrenaline.

 

All I know is that from that moment I started dreaming about the skies.

            

    
        Chapter 257

    
    
    
    
                Edited by Solyom

 

It was late afternoon when the door to the guild was opened with a light kick, mostly because Gisele, who stepped in, had her hands occupied with the body of an unconscious girl. Oh, we could be more than assured, that Gis would most likely kick the door open even with her hands free, in the end she is that kind of girl that needs to show herself off while coming in.

-          “Sorry! Excuse me, excuse meee! I overdid it again!” she kept yelling as she walked past the other adventurers. A woman sitting behind the counter gave her a bit suspicious look. “… that’s the rookie that asked me for a little training… mind telling me where can I put her down?”

-          “Are her injuries serious?”

-          “Don’t think so. She is just exhausted and has a few bruises.”

-          “I would still ask you to drop her at the ambulatory, we would prefer being sure that you didn’t break her ribs.”

-          “I wasn’t that rough!” the dragoness pouted.

-          “This way.” the secretary pointed the direction with a movement of her head, pointing at the door behind her. Gisele only rolled her eyes, but decided to follow. She got rid of her ballast in the other room, lying the poor newbie on the plain bed and waited for a medic to step by and check on her. Then, she left. In the end she only had a basic knowledge about treating wounds, so she would only get into the doctors way.

As she left the chamber, she once again called the secretary.

-          “Hey, don’t you know where my partner is?”

-          “He left a note before leaving with a team of beastkins.” a maid dressed staff member gave her a piece of paper. “… he asked no repeat, that he most likely won’t return before evening.”

The dragoness quickly took the letter from the secretary’s hand and began to read it quickly.

-          “Tsk! I hope it was something important. I was supposed to start trai….” She stopped in the middle of her sentence.

-          “Everything all right, miss?” her sudden change in behavior made the secretary quite concerned.

-          “He cheated on me.” she said with an emotion deprived tone.

-          “Pardon me?!” the girls eyes almost popped out.

-          “He went training with some strangers! Despite we had an agreement of training together!”

The secretary once again lost her words.

-          “Ma’am, with all due respect, but training with other people benefits everyone, you can learn how to deal with enemies using different fighting techniques and…”

-          “… we had an agreement.” She pouted again with a weak tone.

-          “May I at least know why did he decide to train with a different party? Did he write there a reason?”

-          “Hm? Oh, yes, he said that some harpy wish to give him a flying lesson.”

-          “Mister Zariel can fly?” their duo just kept becoming more and more weird. A jester-like magician and a berserker half-dragon that, in a few days, destroyed a rampaging dungeon without information of any sort. They went in blind, without maps, without equipment dedicated to deal with certain type of enemies, without preparation of any sort… yet they won. And now the magician seem to know some levitation magic.

-          “Kind of. He says that he it resembles more firing himself like an arrow and then simply aiming at his target…”

-          “Madam, I don’t know what kind of relations you have, but…”

-          “He belongs to me!”

-          “… I am pretty sure that he did that also for your sake. There is nothing wrong with raising your skill. Also, if I am correct you can’t really help him with that matter.”

-          “… but we had an agreement.”

The secretary was slowly losing her temper. It was like arguing with a spoiled child that has already set its mind.

-          “Am I not bothering you?” a calm, soft voice could be heard from the side, as a silver haired elf came from behind the corridor. “.. I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation. Pardon me, you weren’t very quiet and my kin has enchanted hearing…”

-          “Miss Lanele? Can I help you?” the secretary asked with courtesy.

-          “No, I am fine, I was about to have dinner when the two of you started talking… I was wondering, wouldn’t the two of you mind sharing dinner with me? My friends are in the city attending their businesses, and I hate dining alone. I would love to listen about the adventures of the famous Jericho’s daughter… who knows, maybe I could also help you with the problems of your heart…”

-          “I think she has no <problems of the heart>, simply Mr. Zar…” secretary tried to calm down the situation, but…

-          “Will you?” the dragoness tilted her head to the side with hope in her eyes.

-          “I promise I will do my best, I may not have much experience on this field, but at least I am willing to hear you out.” She smiled in response, and her smile was so sweet and reassuring that Gisele wasn’t thinking much before deciding.

-          “In that case, if I won’t trouble you, I would be happy to come along.”

-          “Splendid!” the elf clasped her hands! “I already can’t wait for our conversation! Girls needs to stick together, in the end, boys will be boys… So foolish and tactless! They simply never know what we need!”

-          “… I am afraid that I am the <tactless> one in our duo tho…” Gis whispered while scratching the back of her head.

…A Few Moments Later...

-          “Really?” the elf burst into an honest laugh. “… that’s hilarious! He was running away from you?”

-          “Only at the beginning. I can’t blame him, when we met I was bit… overly excited hearing that papa took in another student. All this time I was lacking a real opponent, someone on my level. I could spar only with other adventures, that couldn’t keep up with me for five minutes, or with papa Jericho… who even now is defeating me with one hand. I was lacking someone on my level, someone I could train with, someone that could make my blood rush in anticipation, someone against who I had no idea if I could win or lose. I needed a challenge. He, on the other hand, is the kind of man that never does unnecessary tasks, not if he does not see a reason too. He didn’t see any gains from sparing with me, so he was doing everything to avoid me. I was coming back from the quest – he was taking one, I was entering the inn via door – he was leaving by window… ok, I make up the last one, but that gives you idea of how our relations looked like.”

-          “And how did the two of you start dating?”

-          “Oh, I charmed him with my grace and beauty! Then I said I want him and he agreed! Ha! As if he had a choice” the elf was still smiling but none of her muscles bulged. “… you don’t really look to be convinced.”

-          “Maybe because I am not.” It was so nice to chat with this elf. She was really listening, easily picked up which part was made up.

-          “M…may I know why are you interested about us so much?”

-          “I am an elf from… in human language you would call it royalty class, when I reach a certain age, I will return back to my home to never leave it again. I have only these few dozen, maybe hundred years. I want to see as much as possible, hear as much as possible and make as many friends as possible. Such vivid, eccentric characters like yourself are worth being met. I wish to make as many memories to treasure as it is only possible. And you are vivid, and your partner eccentric.”

-          “… it was quite the opposite. Eventually I gave up on the idea of challenging him and started asking him to team up to pick quests together. This way he could rank up in the hierarchy and I could evaluate his skills. He gained a reason to stop avoiding me and I get the knowledge I wanted… One quest, two quests, then three, we started getting friendly… also, I got to know him better. You see, he is… he has a little secret. In short words, he has many talents and many fractions wish him in their side. He was running away from guilds, nobles, councils, mages… He was afraid of being used. Everyone that learned about his little gift… or curse… would look at him bit differently…”

-          “But not you?”

-          “… how could I? Zariel is Zariel! He overthinks things, he can get clumsy and he is just adorable! He will act like a bastard, will make you think that he is an asshole to keep you at a distance, but eventually he will help you. From the shadows, so you would not know that he was responsible for your good fortune. His… condition… doesn’t make him a different person. He is a nice guy and I didn’t see a reason to treat him in any different way that usual…”

-          “You have no idea what you did to him.” Lanele smiled widely.

-          “Pardon?”

-          “You accepted him. You truly did. Whatever he is dealing with, you showed him that you do not care how others see him.”

-          “…that’s wasn’t really big of a deal, you know?”

-          “Maybe not for you. Maybe not for me or anybody else. But I think that the support you gave him was the first step for you to be together… so… now! I want to know the spicy stuff! How did it happen!”

-          “But…”

-          “TELL ME!”

-          “I- I mean…”

-          “TELL ME!”

The determination of the priestess to pry into this matter was truly worth admiring.

-          “Why would you…?”

-          “Isn’t that obvious!? You have a lover! I am soooo envious! My marriage will be arranged! I won’t get to know my husband until the day of my wedding! As an elf, I will probably have my own little harem, but if you think I will pick most of my mates you are wrong! The first, second and third man I will be with will be decided by my mother in order to set more political alliances! And then how many people would actually would want to date me because of who I really am?! No! I will draw attention only of people wishing to boost their own position! So right now I need you to tell me the details!”

-          “But…”

-          “NOW!” elf was half joking – half serious. She was laughing all the time, but her eyes said clearly that she is not going to stop until she would get answers.

-       “Well… you remember when I said that Zari has many gifts? He is an alchemist too, and he managed to cure the wife of a higher noble. He was invited to the party to celebrate her convalescence… he tricked me into joining him, father and Alesia – the guild’s head secretary, forced me into wearing a dress and all these trinkets…”

-       “And?”

-       “What <and>? We were partying, dancing a little, I am sure that during this convulsions I called dancing I trampled his feet into a pulp, but he never complained... he was quite sweet, telling jokes, kept making me feeling special…”

-       “AND?!” the elf blushed, her fingers were rumbling on the table.

-       “I went to the balcony, to catch some fresh air and watch the starts, he came after me around three minutes later.”

The fingers of the elf were hitting the table so fast that it could catch a fire any time soon.

-       “We started talking about recent mission, about our friends, our situation and… And why am I even telling you about his?! It’s private!”

-       “Oh no! No-no-no! You won’t leave me here! Not in best moment!”

-       “… he said that he feels different next to me, that he consider me special…”

-       “AND!?”

-       “I said that he is great friend to me too…”

-       “NO! Who could you fuck this up so bad!?”

-       “… he smiled awkwardly, started leaving, but froze in place. He said that he is not ok with that…” Lanele started acting like teenage girl. “… he said that if I want to, I can stop him… then he kissed me.”

-       “What was your reaction!?”

-       “Of course that I panicked!” now even Gisele was blushing. “… I said that I allowed that only because he took me by surprise!”

-       “What did he do?”

-       “Said that now I know his pattern and from now on I should be ready to guard against him effectively, then he started counting down and at zero he…”

-       “Oh my goddess. That’s sooo romantic! Up until now I read about such things only in books! Lemme guess, from this time the two of you started dating?”

-       “Yes… it was bit awkward at first. Everyone in guild was looking at us… but…”

-       “But?”

-       “I learned to ignore it, later, to enjoy it. I have a mate, you know, I… He…”

-       “Yes?”

-       “He is my everything.” She said weakly in the end. “… I don’t know if it’s because of my dragon blood, or maybe just because I am a horrible person, but each time I hear about him spending time with somebody else, especially with woman, I get…”

-       “Protective?”

-       “Possessive. After a moment or two, with the perspective of time I see how stupid it was… but, I just… I am… I am not very smart, ok? And I act before thinking, I am impulsive and I don’t like sweets which Zariel adores. He even baked a cake for me, when I said I am not really into it he looked so woeful… Also, men prefers girls with petite bodies, right? Definitely not taller than them…”

-       “You are afraid he would leave you for somebody else?”

She nodded silently with sour expression.

-       “You talked with him about your concerns?”

-       “No. Each time I fuck something up I turn it into a joke.”

-       “So. If I would ask Zariel now, what he likes about you, what would he answer?”

-       “Zariel would answer that he actually loves her impulsiveness, because of it he is never bored…” somebody answered from behind the dragoness. A white haired boy was standing right behind the bit drunk Gisele. “… she is not repetitive. Despite the fact that the way she hates sweets left him heartbroken, he found a positive aspect of this issue – she will never steal his treats from him, and the thing that leaves him speechless each time he looks at her is her eyes. Kind, greedy eyes looking directly into his soul, the gaze that makes his melt. And I bet he would ask you, whoever you are elf, to repeat it to her, because her concerns are simply ridiculous.”

-       “How long were you standing there?!” the dragoness jumped on her chair.

-       “Around the part you admitted what a horrible dancer you are. My poor feet still remembers the torture.” He smiled brightly at her. “… but you know, I regret nothing, would love to dance with you again. You just have to put that dress on one more time.”

-       “Oh. I see…” Gisele went silent for a moment, and then she punched him in the guts. “… That’s for eavesdropping on private conversation!” the magician grabbed his belly for a moment.

-       “Are you crazy!? You dumb lizard!”

-       “That’s for going for training session with somebody else!” another blow that was partly parried.

-       “For fuck sake! Hold me or I will kill this oversized Gekko!”

-       “And… that’s for staying with me despite my mood changes…” she pulled him closely and hugged him tightly.

In this moment Zariel looked at the elf.

-       “You may be wondering how I am able to hold up with this crazy, hormone-stuffed beating machine. I will tell you, you see, secretly I am a masochist with Stockholm syndrome…”

-       “I see… wait, what is Stockholm?”

-       “Ignore this part of him. Every time in a while he just says something that nobody gets.”

Eventually, the magician managed to free himself from his lover’s embrace.

-       “Now, I would like to know why you are your friends are chasing me and Gisele despite the fact I nicely asked you to fuck o… ough!” another blow from Gisele.

-       “Be nice to her! Lana is my friend!”

-       “Lana?” the elf raised her brow.

-       “You don’t like it? Sorry, in our guild, we are shortening names of our friends. Zariel is Zari, I am Gis and Marika is Mari. Sometimes we even shorten Morgul’s name even if it sounds weird… Hey, but we ain’t shortening Loki’s name! Maybe because his name is too short to be shortened even more…”

-       “Or maybe because no one likes him at all…” Zariel suggested.

-       “No! I am fine with that! It sounds quite sweet! Also, I want to apologise to you for my friends’ actions, I may be the one responsible for this whole mess, I could have… vocalized my thoughts that it would be nice to chat with you and... well, they are quite eager to help me with my wishes.”

-       “You better be sorry, they were quite…” Zariel started…

-       “Forget about it! It’s nice to finally meet you!” …. But wasn’t allowed to finish.

-       “If you wouldn’t mind…”

-       “I would…” the magician started, yet once again he was silenced.

-       “… I would love to do some quests with you. I just want to get to know you even better. I may not be very skilled, but I will do my best to support you, or at least not to get in your way.”

-       “If you aren’t that skilled you shouldn’t push your way into S rank party….” the white haired boy was still hostile towards the elf.

-       “Neither should you! One, you are still B rank, two, you leeched on higher tier parties from the very beginning to increase your rank!”

-       “Only because my abilities allows me to do so! I just wanted to lie my hands on better quests faster! You yourself know that I can complete S rank quests alone!”

-       “Sure you do!” Gisele was teasing his partner.

-       “Not to even mention I am stronger than you.”

-       “HOO!? What did ya say, punk?!”

-       “I say that last time we spared I handled your ass back to you!”

-       “One, you took me by surprise, two, you were lucky, three… you did not win.”

-       “You were lying on the floor!”

-       “I never surrendered!”

-       “You couldn’t even move!”

-       “Was regenerating my strengths to fight back! But then you simply left the room!”

-       “What kind of absurd bullshit is this! I will tell you more!...”

As they were arguing Lanele, or Lana for short, was laughing trying not to fall under the table. It was more than obvious that sticking with these two would be one hell of an experience.
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Once upon the time, in a village quite far away, but not that far, a little girl woke up as the sun was already reaching the highest place on the sky. The girl slowly opened her eyes, stretched her body, look over the window… and cursed nastily.

-          “DAMN! I am late!” she jumped from her bed, dressed up, pulling her pants as she was jumping on her leg, failing miserably and falling on her face. The whole house rumbled as she did.

-          “Sweetie, are you ok?” a weak voice could be heard from another part of the building.

The little red-haired girl froze for the moment as she bolted from her room.

-          “Mom?! What are you doing in the kitchen!”

-          “Oh. I just wanted to surprise you with some breakfast, lately you are doing so much for me that I thought…” she started coughing, fighting for the air.

-          “Mom! The witchdoctor told you to rest! Come on, I will help you to get to your bed.”

-          “No! As your mother, I have the responsibility and pleasure of spoiling my little angel.”

-          “Mom. Please… go to bed. Soon, I will earn enough to buy your medicines. You will see, soon you will feel better, then I will let you spoil me as much as you want. Now please, come with me, I will prepare breakfast and…”

-          “No. You are exhausted. You were working till late night yesterday. I am going to…”

-          “Mom. Please. Let me… help you. Let me pay back at least the tiniest part of your love…”

-          “Gisele… My beautiful, daughter. Come here.” The woman stretched her hands in her direction.

She hugged the little girl tightly.

-          “My strong, beautiful girl. Your father would be proud of you…”

The young half-dragoness froze in place. Her father. The monster that lived in the mountains west from here. The beast that terrorized the villages. The creature that eventually kidnapped her mother, used her as he pleased, and then abandoned her as she got pregnant. A being that she hated. A being that she despised…

… yet she couldn’t say that aloud. Because he did something to her mother, he twisted her sanity, maybe with his magic. Maybe with all the terror he caused.

-          “You look so much like him…”

Stop it! – Gisele yelled in her mind.

-          “You are growing stronger and stronger every day. You will see, soon he will acknowledge you.”

Don’t say a word more… please – she continued her silent plea.

-          “I wish for nothing more than the reunion of you two. Ah, on his side you could be so happy. Your father is so powerful, wealthy and wise… I am sorry that I can’t give you the same perspective as…”

-          “STOP IT!” she yelled as she embraced her mother even more and hid her face in her chest. “… I love you! I love you! So please! Please… don’t blame yourself… You gave me everything you had, and that monster? He gave me nothing but pain and humiliation!”

-          “Giselle! Don’t speak this way about your father!”

-          “HE IS NOT MY FATHER! You are the only one I need… so please!”

-          “… my sweet little child. We will talk about this when you get back.”

-          “Yes mom, I am sorry mom.”

-          “Don’t be. It’s true that your father was absent as you were child… But…”

There is no but. Without telling her mother, every week at night she would go to his father lair. She would fight with him, hoping that she could land a lucky strike. Why? She couldn’t care less about that vile beast. But she had an agreement with that monster. At the moment she succeeded, he would visit her mother and pretend he cared. Maybe he would even give a few coins from his insanely large treasure so Giselle could pay for medicines to cure the damage that he has done.

How was she doing? He was pulverizing her into the dirt, using nothing more than his tail, he barely looked in her direction. In the end, he was the Crimson Emperor, a Red Royal Dragon. A beast in a league of his own.

Giselle quickly finished preparing the breakfast, helped her mother to eat, checked twice if everything was left in the right place, gave her mother a goodbye kiss and left the house, heading towards the fields.

-          “Mr. Maso? Mr. Maso! I am here!” she yelled, looking in the direction of an older man – the owner of the farm.

-          “You are late, young lady.”

-          “I… I am sorry…”

-          “You were taking care of your mother, didn’t you?” she didn’t answer, instead she just lowered her head, avoiding looking him directly in his eyes. “… poor child, robbed of her youth.”

The man patted her head with a sad expression.

-          “I feel bad for making you work for me…”

-          “Don’t be! You are helping me out and…”

-          “We, as a village, should all help you two, not to force you into dirty work… It may not be much, but what would you say if I also gave you some food for you and your mother after your work.”

-          “Thank you very much!”

-          “No need, my child, no need. Now, could you please help the other workers on the field. You will find tools in the shed.”

-          “Right away Mr. Maso!” the little dragoness went running to the building next to the barn.

For the next couple of hours, she was working under the scorching sun, digging patches in the ground to put seeds in them, running with buckets full of water from the well to the plants, feeding animals and carrying packages.

Her body was still tiny. In the end, she wasn’t even 6 years old. Still, her body looked like one that belonged to a 13-15 years old human. She was growing up rapidly because of the damned blood in her vein. Accelerated growing. She was supposed to develop rapidly till her body became fully functional, then her age progression would stop. The local witchdoctor said that she would most likely live at least twice, thrice longer than most humans. The witchdoctor was a wise woman, there was not a single reason not to believe her in this matter.

Giselle loved working in the field. Despite her muscles screaming in pain, despite the fact that her body was begging to rest. The people here were nice. Mr. Maso was good for her, always giving her some more money that they agreed, letting her rest whenever she pleased as long as the job was done. The other workers were also quite polite. Even if a few didn’t like her, they were not hostile, what couldn’t be said about most of the villagers.

There was also one more reason why little Gis was abusing her body on the field. It was the perfect training. The witchdoctor said that she needed to think carefully what she was about to do in her developing process, for her body is thrice more sensitive for every labor she performed. Every day of hard work was like three of hellish training. This helped her to grow more muscle tissue.

Even now she was bulkier than ever girl in the village, and even most of the boys. How often do you see a 14 years old girl with abs on her belly? She learned to find a deep satisfaction in the pain of her body changing. She was whispering to herself at night, that every day of this abuse was bringing her closer to beating her father to a pulp. Every day she got stronger and faster… just a few more months… maybe years… but she will hang his head on her wall!

Once again she raised a tool over her head and hit the ground. She found a rock that normally wouldn’t allow putting seeds in this place. That would force workers to cover the path that they made so far and start from the scratch about a meter away. Hours of hard labors.

But not Gisele. She kept hitting the rock with the metal rod over and over again. Every strike resonated across the rod, making the tool vibrate in her hands. She scratched the skin from her palms, bah, rough metal even cut her hands in a few places, making a few drops of blood to fall on the ground.

-          “Gis, it’s ok. There is no need to…” the old man tried to calm her down.

But she raised the rod one last time and brought it down with a scream. A dim aura embraced her hands and the rod as she performed the last attack on the rock, which was shattered into hundreds of tiny pieces. It was the first time she performed a skill, without even knowing it.

-          “It’ ok… ok, Mr. Maso… mom always says… that I will keep hitting the wall with my head… until one break…” she smiled weakly.

The man was actually frightened

-          “Listen to me, dear, never tell anyone you managed to do this.”

-          “Why? It’s just a r…”

-          “Sweetie, this rock was made of obsidian. The so-called hell-rock. There is no way that an average human could shatter it with nothing but a metal pipe… Sweetie, if the people in the village were to hear about it…”

He didn’t have to say more. The village suffered greatly because of the Crimson Emperor. They couldn’t fight back against him… so they would relocate their frustration on a far less powerful target. Giselle could protect herself from one attacker, two or maybe three. But not against the whole village, not when she also had to think about a place where her mother could live. If they were banished, her mother would die for sure.

So she took all the beating. She didn’t react when they were forcing her to work for just a portion of the normal wage. When they humiliated and offended her.

Another reason to kill that bastard – her father. If she would release the village from suffering… then maybe they would start treating her like a hero?

Her working day came to an end, she collected her money and quite a big crate of food and carried it to her house. She once again checked on her mother and prepared a dinner that they ate together.

It was so hard to keep it up. Two, or even three shifts per day. All so she could gather enough money to buy an actual medicine. The witchdoctor was already helping them out quite a lot, by giving some more potent herbs and brewing some weaker potions. But, to make a potion that could improve her mother’s condition permanently, she needed to buy a few rare ingredients that couldn’t be found in this part of the world. This was why she needed money.

But no matter how hard it was, all that was needed were just a few sentences spoken with her mother, seeing that sparkle of pride as she was looking at Gisele, to make little redhead forget about her exhaustion… speaking about which...

-          “Mom something happened?” Gis asked as she noticed that her mother stopped eating. Instead, for a good minute or two, she was looking at her eating daughter with a smile.

-          “I was just wondering what did I do to have such a wonderful daughter.”

-          “Mom!”

-          “Don’t <mom> me here! Look at you, instead of playing with other kids, you are doing everything to please this old hag.”

Kids didn’t want to play with her. Even if a few would be curious about her, their parents would take them to the side.

-          “Don’t play with her. She is the daughter of a monster. She is a beast in disguise. She is a filthy creature…”

She would hear them whispering. She would see with the corners of her eyes as other people pointed at her with their fingers.

She beared with that. For the sake of her mother.

The time to start her other shift came, once again she checked if her mother didn’t need anything, once again kissed her and left. This time, to the village. She was working at the inn. Sometimes as the waitress, sometimes as the warehouse worker. For most of the time, she would carry barrels with alcohol bigger than her from one side of the building to the other. Then, she would repeat the process. Why? Because the inn owner liked to abuse her. Because the idea that “the daughter of the beast” is suffering because of him always brought a smile to his face.

When more people would gather, especially at night, he would order her to carry drinks to the guest. Oh, to be served by a dragon! His income was skyrocketing.

The guests were a bunch of scum too. At first, they would order a beer, then they would tell her that she brought the wrong order. They would put their legs on the path she was walking to make her trip.

They all had such a good laugh.

And Giselle? She would just clench her teeth and carry on. She needed money.

-          “You did well, vermin.” The owner would say at the end of her shift, that would last two hours longer than it was supposed to. Of course, he didn’t pay for it. “…Your share for today!”

And he dropped 4 coppers coins on the floor before her. She should earn at least thrice as much.

-          “Sir, could I ask you for… a little more.”

-          “HA!? Am I not good enough for hiring you? To let you redeem for your father’s crimes?”

-          “… sir, please, my mother is sick, I have to...”

-          “You are hiding behind your mother now?! Do you even have shame?!”

This was when Giselle’s nerves gave up.

-          “And do you?”

-          “W-what? How dare you?” he raised his hand to hit her.

Yet his hit never met its target. Giselle raised her own hand and grabbed man’s arm. Then, she tightened her grip. The man yelled.

-          “You have used my mother as sacrificial lamb… you thought that I didn’t know? When the beast came to the village for a tribute and you were lacking gold, you bought your lives by giving to him the most beautiful woman of the village…”

She was crying. Not with sadness, but with pure anger.

-          “It hurts!” the man yelled. Giselle tightened her grip even more, forcing the man to fall on his knees.

-          “You have no idea what pain is. You don’t have to watch the only human you love suffer day and night. You don’t have to work sixteen or even eighteen hours a day to collect money for food and medicines… Now, mind explaining to me, why Katherine got ten coins despite the fact that she was working less than me and wasn’t working as hard as I did?”

-          “YOU BITCH!”

-          “Depending on your answer I will let you keep your hand.” Her grip became even more powerful. A dangerous sound could be heard from man’s arm.

-          “IN THE DRAWER! Just take what you need and get lost!”

-          “Thank you, sir. Also, don’t expect me to come again.”

She released the man and went to the furniture, after opening it, she saw a small fortune. Today’s income. She picked eight copper coins more, what she thought was just right for her today’s performance and left the building, slamming the door behind her.

Why was she this desperate? Because finally, after few months of this agony, she collected enough to place an order at the witchdoctor. She quickly ran to her house, collected the rest of her money and went running toward the hut at the end of the village, just by the entrance to the forest.

But, she never reached it. On her way, a group of ten men with wooden bats gathered.

-          “My my. Where are you heading to, little miss. Don’t you know that ladies like yourself shouldn’t leave the house this late at night?”

-          “… leave me alone.”

-          “Unfortunately, remember Kleis? Your employer? The inn owner? He could have mentioned something to us about a little demon that attacked him and robbed him. So, I believe you have something to hand us back? How much did you steal? 20 silvers?”

-          “What bullshit it is? I merely collected the rest of my salary!”

-          “Is that so? My-my, one of you must have lied to us, but you see, we would rather believe our friend than some devil’s daughter. Now, hand over your purse.”

-          “Over my dead body!” she hid the little bag with coins in her pocket.

-          “Now, that is quite tempting, isn’t it?”

-          “I need to buy medicine for my mother, I swear to gods, if you try anything, I will kill all of you!”

-          “Tis but a one, fierce lady. Very well, we will have it your way.”

And they jumped at her.

Gis ducked under one strike, avoided another one, and punched one of the attackers with everything she got. And she had quite a lot. A strike in the belly made the thug gasp for air. Then she rotated her body and hit another man with her elbow on the side of his forehead. She even managed to take one more man down.

But she was still just a farm girl. The hit of the bat at her side made her collapse, the other ones forced her down on the ground as she was trying to get up. She was being beaten for quite some time. As she was lying she managed to put her hand in her pocket and grab the bag with coins.

-          “Now, hand it to us…” the thug said, but her fingers remained locked on the bag.

He lied his feet on her hand and pushed it down, trampling her fingers.

She screamed in pain but did not release it.

Another man started kicking her head. Her vision slowly became blurry, the last time she noticed was her fingers snapping.

She woke up after gods only know how long in the bed in a room of the witchdoctor’s house.

-          “Easy there, champ, you are regenerating nicely, but you are still far from being good…”

-          “What happened?” the girl touched her head that was pulsating with a dull pain.

-          “You tell me, I found you lying in front of my hut three days ago…”

Three days.

-          “D…did you started making the potion?”

-          “Ha? No sweetie, I told you, I will need a lot of money to place an order and…”

-          “I was coming to you with money… I had it all… 25 silver coins… I was… I was almost by your house…”

Her eyes started watering, her lip started vibrating.

-          “For the gods… Do you know who the attackers were? Why did they attack you? Of course, they wanted money, but something must have provoked them…”

 

So she said everything, how she demanded money, how she was a bit too brave, but the excitement of finally bringing her mother back in shape took over her… and she gave all the names of the attackers. In the end, this village was small.

-          “Rest for now child. Lie and rest… I will try handling it for now…”

-          “I can’t! My mom…”

-          “Here, drink this…” she gave her a vessel with amber liquid.

-          “What is it?”

-          “It will help you get your strength back…” woman did not lie. It did help her get back in shape… by putting her in a relaxing sleep.

As the body of dragoness was slowly falling back to the bed, the old witch once again whispered.

-          “I will handle it from here… rest, child.”

Then she picked her robe, her staff, and the witch-hat as she left in her hut and went toward the village. She entered the inn and sat near to the innkeeper and a group of a few dozen men.

-          “What do you need, Miss Margaret? You, as always, drink on the house!” yes, if you have a healer in the village, you do everything to make her satisfied.

-          “I don’t need anything, I just came to say that I am leaving the village.”

Everyone in the hall became silent.

-          “Miss Margaret, may we know the reason?”

Some other villager asked.

-          “You have to ask Kleis. And Thomas, and Mark, and Patrick and…” she started counting the names. “… I am leaving only because of them. You see, young Giselle was working her ass to get money for ingredients so I could make a potion to heal her mother. But, as she was coming to my hut WITH ALL THE MONEY needed for me to place an order, she was attacked. By the people I just named.”

-          “THAT’S A LIE!”

-          “But I made a promise that I will help her, now, as I can’t place an order because I simply don’t have the money to order it, I need to leave the village and collect them myself. I will most likely be away for about half a year, maybe more.”

-          “This wench is lying!”

-          “You say? Because she just woke up in my house. Her bones were broken, fingers dislocated… and as she woke up she cried what happened. Tell me, did she do that to yourself? Also, one thing before I leave, even as I would return, I will never help you, nor your families. Also, Thomas, if I remember correctly, your wife is pregnant, right? The delivery will take place in a few days, right? I wonder who will help the poor Sophie to give birth. As I remember, her pregnancy is difficult. I wonder which one will survive, the mother or the child?”

-          “You… You can’t do this to us!”

-          “But you could abuse and underpay a child for months? Could you beat her to a pulp and steal the money she was working for? You are the greatest degenerates I’ve seen in my whole life. I am only sad I won’t see you dying, crawling in the dirt as plague would be eating on your body begging for help. You see, I believe in Karma. I believe that good and bad deeds come back to you, Gis is a sweet kid that did not deserve this treatment. Right now, I will make you pay for her whole life of suffering. Farewell.”

-          “WAIT!” the inn owner yelled. “… what if I would pay for ingredients you need?”

-          “That would stop me from leaving. But would not change my mind in the matter of not helping you.”

-          “… wait a moment. I will go for the money.”

Oh, Kleis was only covering his own ass. If the witch would leave because of him, he could expect a lynch from rest of the village. In the end, everyone was getting sick here every few days. Without a treatment, even a mere cold could turn into pneumonia, and pneumonia had a high mortality rate.

-          “In that case, I will place the order immediately… to everybody else… if I would ever hear that Gisele was hurt because of you, that she felt offended! Bah! Look at her in the way she would not like… I wouldn’t come to you, I would just pack my things and leave. With no farewells.”

She left and placed the order. The ingredients came after four more days. Giselle ran to the witchdoctor house waiting for her to finish the potion. Then she ran across the whole village with crystal vial to her house yelling on top of her lungs.

-          “Mother! Mom I did it! I have it!”

She kicked the door open and started heading toward her mom’s room.

-          “Mom get up! I have a cure for you! Just drink it! Tomorrow you will be fine, you will see! Come on!”

But woman lying on the bed did not respond.

-          “Mom! Come on sleepy head!” she put a vial on the table and once again came to her mother, she touched her hand in other to shake her off her dreams.

But her hand was cold.

-          “Mom? Mom! Get up!” Her heart froze. “No! No-no-no-no-no! Don’t you dare! Mom! It’s not funny! MOM! MOOOOM! Wake up!”

She pulled the body to sitting position and began shaking it. Her mother gave no resistance, shaking in her hands like a doll.

-          “MOOOOOM!”

Her agonized cry echoed across the village.

-          “P-please! I b-beg you!... I will be a good girl! I… I will get along with dad! I will make him proud of me! You will see! He will come back to us! To you! Don’t you would to see dad again! Mom! M-mom!”

She looked like a teenager, but she was still a six years old that lost the only person that loved her.

This was when she started hearing the voices.

She would live if she got the potion earlier.

It’s all their fault, if they wouldn’t stop me I could give the medicine to mother earlier.

Mom could have still be living!

They killed her!

THEY MURDERED HER!

This was the first time she completely lost to the dragon inside her. The alien thoughts that sounded like hers completely filled her mind. She was in a dark room and from every shadow, from every corner the voices kept whispering, talking, yelling, screaming.

-          “Shut up… be quiet!” the poor girl in the middle sobbed, covering her ears.

-          “They killed her!”

-          “It’s your fault!”

-          “You should have been stronger!”

-          “You are not worthy to be called my daughter!”

-          “I just want you and your father to get along together.”

-          “You should have been stronger!”

-          “Please… quiet… make it stop.” The girl was weeping.

-          “You are a proud dragon! You should have defeated mere ten humans!”

-          “They are guilty!”

-          “You are guilty!”

-          “You should be grateful I let you redeem for what your father did to us!”

The shadows never stopped talking.

-          “ENOUGH! SHUT UP!” the girl would rise and scream.

…

Giselle entered the inn, her gaze was blank.

-          “You? Why did you come here?” the inn owner asked, looking at the dragoness. “… we are still closed.”

-          “U… lled… er…”

-          “What?”

-          “You killed her. Because of you… mommy… mommy…”

Her face was covered in tears marks, yet her face was so tired, so deprived of any emotions… until she looked at him. Then her pupils narrowed, her cheeks flushed… and her grip on metal rod she was carrying became so strong, that metal yelled from being twisted a little.

-          “What do you mean… no… stop right there! Don’t come any closer! H-Help! HEEELP!”

But Gisele already pounced on him. Metal rod danced in her hands. The man turned around to run away, but that only made Giselle hit him in the back, forcing him to the ground. The rod raised itself again and again. And again.

Her hands got covered by dim aura again as she kept performing powerful strikes, the same that turned the obsidian rock into dust.

It didn’t take long to turn human into barely recognizable meat pulp.

Eventually, she left the inn, the voices lead her from house to house, she was lucky, the people she considered responsible were mostly friends and relatives, thanks to this, she found the remaining thugs in just two houses. Fueled by anger, the dragoness had no problem with killing groups of four-five men.

The village was alerted, but nobody did anything to stop her. Oh, they did turn into a crowd, they picked forks and shovels to attack the girl, but one of her look was enough to freeze the blood in their veins. She wasn’t just a frail girl they used to bully, the expression, the moves, her aura. She was a Crimson Empress.

She ignored most of the village, instead, she headed towards the mountains, towards her father’s lair.

-          “You again?” the beast chuckled. “… how many times do I have to t…”

-          “Shut up.”

-          “What did you say?”

-          “Shut up! Shut up, SHUT UP SHUTUPSHUTUPSHUTP! QUIET! ALL OF YOU! SHUT THE FUCK UP!”

This is when he noticed the change in her behavior. In her gaze and stance. She was no longer just determined to fight him. She was no longer a trembling a little as she faced him. She wanted to kill, the bloodlust was literally in the air.

-          “My, my. Could this vermin actually start resembling something like my daughter? What could have possibly had such a good impact on you?”

-          “SHUT THE FUCK UP! YOU KILLED HER! YOU ARE GUILTY YOU NEED TO BE PUNISHED!”

-          “Killed her? I killed a lot of pathetic beings, you need to be more precise or… Wait. Are you talking about your mother? So, this wench finally gave up? What else could I expect from a mere human? Good for nothing but a meal and toying with. This one at least exceeded my expectations by giving birth to you, you are still a disgrace, but maybe I could put you in some use… Ha, if I knew that her death would have such a pleasant outcome, I would actually kill her earlier…”

-          “SHUT THE FUCK UP!”

She charged on. The creature raised its tail to smack the girl. She didn’t avoid the blow, instead she attacked with the metal bar, for a moment it looked as if a girl was about to get trampled under a massive limb, but she managed to push it to the side, allowing herself to continue the charge.

-          “Impressive, still…”

He swiped his paw. The girl flew across the room and hit the wall. Normally, that would have been the end of the battle, but she jumped back on her legs as if she didn’t even notice the damages. She started running again.

-          “You are almost making me proud. Still, it’s time to teach you the difference in our powers.”

A magic circle appeared in the air and the mighty beast started casting a spell. The dragon roared and breathed fire that flew across the circle of symbols in the air. At the moment the fire touched the spell, it became much hotter and the cone of attack became wider. The fire covered the dragon’s vision for a moment. When the raging inferno was ceased down, he noticed that his daughter hid behind a huge rock. It wasn’t there before. She must have ripped it off the ground with the power of her muscles.

- "Quite… splendid. At least for a lesser life form."

Giselle once again lifted the huge rock and threw it at the monster.

-          “Using a mere rock to attack me?! Know your place, vermin!”

He once again swiped his paw, pushing the rock off its trajectory.

Just to notice that the young girl used it as a cover once again, as the gaze of the dragon was focused on the projectile, he did not notice that Gisele jumped after it.

Right now she was flying in his direction, with the metal rod raised above her head. Aura covered her hands and the bar as she attacked with a scream on her lips.

And a single scale from the monster’s head was sent flying, revealing the skin. Another strike and girl dug her dull weapon in the monster’s flesh. Blood poured from the wound like a stream.

-          “… Very well, very well indeed. Splendid! SPLENDID! To be damaged by a mere Halfling! You made me proud… but, you hurt me. This, unfortunately, means that your life ends here. Perish, but perish with pride, for I acknowledge you as the blood of my blood.”

The air in the cave changed, as for the first time in ages dragon actually took a fighting stance, his whole body started steaming as the pressure of mana in the environment started rising drastically.

-          “Fret not, I will end it quickly, you will evaporate in a split of a second, no more pain, tis' my last gift to you.”

And the beast opened it’s maw and roared.

Light filled the room when the fire, hot enough to melt rocks, was released.

But the girl was still alive, mostly because another person covered her with his own body.

-          “Ouch-ouch-ouch-ouch! Hot! If I wouldn’t listen to Alesia’s advice I would be roasted to the bone. This fire-resistance equipment surely is working well.” The older man said as he was putting the fire out on the tip of his beard.

-          “Mortal! How dare you disgrace my act of mercy! Who do you think you are?”

-          “Indeed, it’s important to be polite to beings that are about to die, forgive my poor manners. My name is Jeremy Jericho, Spear of your end, SSS+ rank adventurer and liquor enthusiast. I am afraid that I was paid by the guild to get rid of you, so could you do me a favor, and die already?”

His smile was the last thing that Gisele remembered before she woke up near her father’s corpse, on the laps of the elder human.

 



 

… Gisele woke up covered in sweat.

 

This dream again?

It has been long since the last day she had this nightmare. The nightmare that reminded her that one needs to be strong to deal with difficulties of life. That after you would lie your hands on something, you must never let it go because there are always people wanting to take it away. If she was stronger if her grip on that money bag was stronger…

… no one will ever take anything from here again.

She turned to her other side on the bed, facing her still sleeping mate.

-          “Zari…” she whispered. The man was still sleeping. “… my little treasure.” She kissed him lightly on the cheek.

-          “No one will ever take you away from me… You are my most wonderful gem… my gold and hoard… so please, forgive me everything I did.. I just… I just… can’t imagine my life without you.”

She got closer and embraced her love tighter with everything she had – arms, legs, and tail. She burrowed her nose in the nape of his neck and breathed in his scent. The smell of road dust, cake, and wet grass. So nice and relaxing. She could be sniffing this smell forever and ever.

The smell of her love.


            

    
        Chapter 259

    
    
    
    
                I woke up literally tangled in Giselle’s limbs. Her arms were locked on my chest, her legs were holding my pelvis in check and even her tail was tied on one of my legs. I wanted to get up and leave the room, to start attending my businesses, but to be honest I actually liked it. It was so pleasant to feel her warmth on my back, to wait for her breath that would brush on my neck. Eventually, she would purr with delight making my skin vibrate a little. My body was still heavy and the idea that I share this very moment with her…

Oh, if time could freeze. If I could stay here till sun would burn out, till the last star would fell from the sky. Till…

Giselle snorted loudly completely breaking the melancholic mood, also making me burst in laugh which woke her up.

-          “Something happened?” she asked confused, still bit dazed

-          “It’s nothing.” I answered twisting myself in the bed so I could face her “… Gis?”

-          “Yeah?”

-          “I love you, please, never change the way you are.”

-          “Why would I want to change? I’m already perfect, am I not?”

As for me? You are more than perfect.

-          “Kay sweetheart, I have to go…” Gisele moaned in protest bringing me closer to herself as she grabbed me in even tighter embrace “… So I get you something to eat.”

One of her eyes opened again.

-          “Breakfast in bed?”

-          “You don’t like that idea?”

-          “… what did I ever do to deserve you?” she asked giving me a light kiss on the check. I opened my mouth trying to say something, but she was faster than me “… it was a rhetorical question. I am splendid. Said that to boost your self-esteem.”

I snorted once again while rolling my eyes.

-          “I just wanted someone to abuse verbally. The problem is that you don’t understand half of my offenses and you aren’t even aware that the other half was meant to be offensive at all.” I snickered getting up from bed

-          “Ha-ha, just because… wait, are you doing it right now?”

-          “My-my! Giselle! There is a method to measure someone’s intelligence in points called IQ, when I met you for the first time I thought your score was 0, but now I can proudly say that since you met me your score doubled!”

Still lying on the bed she kicked me. Quite brutally.

-          “Zari. I may not be best in math, but I have some basic knowledge. At least about multiplying.”

-          “Very well…” I said rising from the floor and getting rid of the dust from myself “… then what if I would say that it had tripled?” her leg was raised again to perform another vicious attack. Yet, using my extraordinary tactic skills I managed to dodge the attack.

-          “A-HA!” I yelled with triumph as her blow miss the target. I was so focused on my little victory that I didn’t notice her grabbing a light, wooden cup from the drawer next to the bed that she throw at me.

It was a direct hit. The projectile left a red mark on my forehead.

-          “Really, Gis? Is this the only way you can deal with problems? Don’t you know that violence solves nothing? This world could be so much better if we would solve our problems with the peaceful discussion!”

-          “Yhym. If you say that violence can’t solve something, it means that you are using not big enough hammer. Welp, hammer, at least for me, solve most of my problems.”

-          “Most, so you admit that not all of them!”

-          “Yeah, in rest cases I need different tools. Sword, spear, axe.”

-          “I give up.” I raised my hands up

-          “I accept your capitulation. As your conqueror I demand tribute!”

-          “Sure, what will you have?”

-          “Eggs and bacon?” she raised her head from the pillow. Her eyes sparkled playfully.

Goddess, I could gaze into those eyes for eternity…

-          “Zari? I asked if that would be a problem? Aren’t my demands too sophisticated?”

-          “Nope. Will serve you your food, or die trying.” I kissed her one last time on her forehead, before getting myself dressed and going down to the inn section to place an order.



 

The capital of Neria, few days after princess birthday party. King’s chambers.

 



 

 

-          “So, in the end, you learned nothing?” King asked photomancer. His expression was calm, yet in his eyes once could notice that he was let down.

-          “Nothing? I learned plenty of things, many will help you, these are just not about connections between grand houses and Church. I learned that head of Redfeathers* house has a lover from lesser nobility. I learned that only because they <disappeared> for a moment. I saw them together on the balcony. If you would like to blackmail him, I don’t mind sharing details with you. Also, I found out that chairman of Senate is avoiding paying taxes, which you can use to increase your position in the decision-making of magic cases…”

-          “That’s… actually good one. This will be useful. How did he do that?”

-          “You know that he and his wife, pardon me: ex-wife, are living in separation?”

-          “And?”

-          “They are still living together.”

-          “Tis not a crime.”

-          “But when he donates most of his income to her in order to dodge being put into higher taxed group?”

-          “… Is he paying fee for money transfer?”

-          “Yes.”

-          “In that case we can’t do nothing…”

-          “… but he has full access to her bank account.”

-          “… In this case, at least part of those funds, are supposed to be treated as his property.”

-          “Exactly”

-          “Which he forgets to write down?”

-          “Precisely.”

-          “… Damn. He is a good man. It will leave a bad aftertaste to fuck him right in the ass so badly!” despite his words king smiled widely “… You may not be aware, but are talking about few dozen gold coins annually. But that will only help me to improve my position within my country. What I am concerned about is…”

-          “Attack from the Holy Kingdom.”

-          “Indeed. They have agents here. If they would know our strategy, plans of attack, cargo routes, patrol’s location… this war would be finished before it would start. This is why we are happy that they are still preparing.”

-          “Do you know the reason of their delay?”

-          “It’s just my guess, but they are probably waiting for Demon Empire’s situation to clarify.”

-          “Royal games?” mage asked raising his eyes

-          “Royal games.” King Arthur nodded “… if I was in their place, I would probably do the same. Kept preparing, making allies and scouting on enemies. Then, when their eastern border would be secured, they would attack their western neighbor.”

For a moment both men became quiet. 

-          “… There is a lead I may follow. What if grand houses aren’t willingly participating in supporting the Church’s actions?” Jasny started rumbling with his fingers at the board of the desk.

-          “You mean that even they are being used?”

-          “I saw lot of dirt and corruption, but… they would prefer maintaining status quo. In the end situation of nobles in Church is…. Well, weaker. They are forced into supporting prophetess, either by tributes, supporting their army or by taking care of the citizens to ensure the people that the Church is taking good care of them. And tell me, how many nobles would like to share their wealth or send their family members into army?”

-          “That’s… well, if they would bargain being exempted from such tributes…”

-          “They would be lying to themselves. That’s the end of the deal that Church would never hold up to. My bet is on either lower noble that is working on some bigger army-related project, or on member of branch of grand house. The one that wishes to improve his position, for paying taxes from owning a treasury is better than no taxes while having not even a single coin. There may be also other reason, for example – faith. If someone would become indoctrinated, became a fanatic, he or she would do everything possible to help the cause that he believes to be just.”

-          “You said you had a lead…”

-          “Indeed. I will check if lately someone significant in army didn’t become… more worshiping then usually, also if Sun temples didn’t get lately any greater donations. Ending on people whose carrier bloomed out of blue.”

-          “That sounds like a lot work to do.”

-          “Before I ended in inquisitor's prison I have been hiding too, so I know where to hide in order to avoid someone’s gaze. Still, possibilities are infinite. Yet now my enemies are bolder! They are staying in visible spot, among the crowd, basking in the sun…” Jason inhaled deeply “… unfortunately, things that are visible right before you are also these which are hidden best.”

Photomancer raised from his chair and stretched his body.

-          “Will you be all right? Do you need some extra resources?” the king asked finishing his glass of whiskey.

-          “No. I am more than fine with all I got. I am just… a bit too excited. You know, for me it’s personal.”

-          “I heard. Your wife was a witch, right?”

-          “Yeah. You know, most of my life I thought that the world was black and white. Light magic was good, any other was bad. Then she showed me that all these things are merely tools. That all that matters is the heart of the caster, not the very magic he uses. When they… took her away, I taught them the same lesson. As I burned them in the holy light they worshiped so much. Oh, their cries surely were unholy.” The man turned one last time before leaving the room “… fear not, Arthur, I will have them. This way or another. I will not stop until they would stop this barbarism… I will contact you next time I will have something to report. Until then, Arthur.”

-          “Yes, be safe…” King said watching door closing themselves. Then he cursed quietly.

He was really in deep shit, being forced to ask for help one fanatic to deal with another one wasn’t the best possible way of solving problems. Because Jason for sure was one broken fanatic.

 



Back to the Main Character



 

 

Giselle eventually got up from the bed.

-          “You know, I was pretty sure that you would pull some trick on me again.” She said putting aside empty plate that used to contain her breakfast.

-          “Do you really have such a bad opinion about me? I merely fetched a breakfast from a lower floor. It’s not a big deal, also... I actually like spoiling you a little.”

-          “Aww! How mindful of you! So, I was wondering if you could…”

-          “Don’t push your luck. I said <a little>” I raised my finger threatening her with a gesture.

-          “It was worth trying.” She snickered “… but I would have just a little, tiny, favor to ask.”

-          “What is it?”

-          “Could you…  get rid of your clothes?”

-          “Gis, I love you but don’t you think that lately we are overdoing it a little? I mean…”

-          “Just do it.”

There was something in her voice, no actual arousal, just irritation as if she was wasting her time.

-          “Why do I think that I won’t like it?”

-          “Stop whining! It will last just a couple of seconds.”

-          “I usually last longer…”

She rolled her eyes.

-          “Ok! Ok! Fine. See? I am stripping… perhaps you want me to dance on table while…”

-          “ZARI! And you can keep your underwear.”

Last part of my clothes sent on the floor.

-          “Now, turn around.” She demanded.

-          “Whoa! Whoa-whoa-whoa! Easy there, girl! I mean, I like you and all, but there are some specific situations when my trust is limited, and I think this is one of them!”

-          “Whatever is on your mind, I assure you, its something completely different.”

-          “You would ease my mind if you would just tell me what is this all about!”

-          “No, if I tell you, you will struggle!”

-          “So in the end, it was exactly what I had in mind…”

-          “NO! For fuck sake! We can do it the nice way, or the hard way!”

-          “See?! Exactly my point of view!”

-          “Zari, you have officially brought that on yourself.” She moved from her place heading my direction.

I quickly looked toward the door. She captured t my gaze.

-          “Don’t even think about it!” she yelled “… I mean, you are wearing barely anything! You couldn't possibly ran off the room while being pretty much naked!”

-          “Man in desperation lives by any means necessary!”

She cut off my escape route by standing on the way between me and the doors.

-          “… still, you never learn that I am smarter, do you Gis? I have you exactly where I wanted to!”

I turned around while starting running toward the window.

-          “ZARIEL OUT!” I yelled as I jumped.

Or wanted to jump.

-          “I will learn that in the very same day you will learn I am faster and stronger. Now, don’t… Struggle!”

-          “… my safe word is peanuts. Please, be gentle.”

-          “Moron.”

-          “Ho?! Are those handcuffs? Gis, you kinky girl!... No, wait… These are not handcuffs! TAKE THEM AWAY!”

-          “DON’T STRUGGLE, I SAID!”

Yet the deed was done. I tried saving myself from cruel fate that my lover prepared for me, I tried jerking my body in all possible directions hoping to free myself from her iron grip.

-          “Stop shifting!” she yelled

-          “Oh, by-passer, tell our brothers in Lacedaemon, that here we lie, obedient their laws till very last hour! NEVER SURRENDER!”

Yet I was doomed to fail. Eventual,ly she raised up from the ground and me.

-          “See? Done. But you had to make it awkward!”

-          “… Your forced yourself on me. You stole my innocence. How could you?”

-          “Zari, that’ just…”

-          “Eternal shackles!”

-          “… training gear. Same ballast you were caring for past week.”

-          “THESE ARE ETERNAL SHACKLES!”

-          “Come on! I increased the weight a little. Should make your training bit more effective.”

-          “I hate you. Also, why do I ever have to wear these?!”

-          “Because I want you to get stronger!”

-          “Don’t you love me the way I am?”

-          “Well, you could grow some more muscles. “ she poked me in the chest

-          “Are you trying to say something?! Look at me! That’s body is perfectly suited for survival! Slim like a panther! Graceful like a tiger!”

-          “Smaller than your girlfriend!” she tried teasing me

-          “Then maybe you should lose some weight!”

Her smile vanished in a second.

I shouldn’t have said that. I should not have said that.

 

*Previously in the story when I was writing names of ground houses I used name Redwing (mostly because I didn’t pay much attention to naming them). This could lead to the wrong conclusion that Gisele may got a position in the noble house and became lesser noble herself (which is the case with quite a few most recognizable adventurers, which are becoming part of houses for a reason that may (or may not) be used and showed later in the story. I decided to change the family name to avoid possible mistakes. Not that anyone actually bothered to learn names of grand houses, but still.
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The group of elves was dining in the inn section, doing everything to ignore the loud noises coming from the upper floor, or to be more precise – from Giselle and Zariel’s room. A warrior with a curved saber eventually looked at the priestess.

-          “Lanele, I don’t understand what do you see in those primitives. They are acting like animals all the t…”

-          “ZARIEL OUT!” could be heard from above, yet after that, a loud sound of something heavy falling on the ground “… please, be gentle.”

Everyone made an awkward grimace after hearing that. Except Lanele, she blushed. A lot. Actually, her whole face became as red as a ripe tomato.

-          “Actually, I think we could learn from them. We, as the nation, are far too reserved. We are a creation of nature and wisdom, yet…”

-          “If you are trying to tell, that we should act like these…” another sound from above. “… animals. Then please, tell me you are joking.”

-          “I find them interesting. Aira works in mysterious ways when combining mates, just look at them! They are same, yet so very different! Giselle is so full of herself when it comes to EVERYTHING! Yet when it comes to their relationship she acts like a jealous lover! So forceful, so uncertain! And Zariel? He doubts in everything, checks every possibility before taking an action. But, oh, the way he looks at her. It’s the only moment when in his eyes I see no doubt. Aren’t they beautiful together?”

-          “I hope that they are fascinating you only as specimens for observations…”

 

-          “This is why I thought that I will spend some more times with them. You are free to do whatever you please, I will join their team for few quests.”

-          “… And you will not grow attached in anyw… wait, what?!”

-          “Mavik, I will be away for just a couple of months! Maybe years! You will see I will be back in a flash!”

-          “We can’t leave you alone! It’s our duty to keep you safe!”

-          “You will have the whole eternity for that. Sitting for hours in the chambers of the temple, looking at me while I’m praying, doing paperwork, and praying.”

-          “You counted praying twice?” Aika, her personal aide asked.

-          “Because I am going to pray so much.” She smiled back with reserve.

-          “There is no way we will allow that!” man called Mavik protested.

-          “Ok, have fun Lanele.” Aika answered, resuming eating her breakfast.

-          “Thanks Aika! Love you!”

-          “Aika! You cannot be serious! It’s not the matter of our approval! We have a vow to fulfill! A duty to uphold!”

-          “But keep it in mind that at the same time, we will be always somewhere close. You know, it is quite common for two parties to meet in the same place, bah, sometimes even doing the same quest.”

-          “Are you challenging me, Aika?” the silver-haired elf’s eyes shined.

-          “That will also help to ease Mavik nerves. Maybe if he would consider them worthy…”

-          “A human and a half-blood? Worthy? I never thought I would live long enough to hear such words from my very sister. And I intend to live long. Very long.”

-          “Someone doubts our skills?” from behind a corner, a white-haired man stepped out. They jumped up a little in surprise, they never heard him coming, and that already was quite a feat.

-          “Hello Zari! Where is Giselle!? We were just talking about you!”

-          “She will come down soon. And as my little naïve princess is away, I can speak openly. Guyz, I don’t like you. You already proved to be bunch of assholes and whatever your reasons are, because I doubt you are up to anything good, so don’t try to become friends with us. Turn around and go your way.”

-          “Watch your tongue while talking to the…”

-          “Mavik! All of this could be avoided if you didn’t act behind my backs… or acted bit more polite.”

-          “Why would I want to honor some lesser beings?!”

-          “If that’s your chain of thoughts, then maybe you should act with the dignity you are so proud of. For now, your actions and words can’t be considered very noble.”

-          “But!... Very well. I understand.” He turned around to him and bowed his head slightly. “… I beg your apology…” one could really think that he meant it. Who knows, maybe he did.

-          “Fuck off, mate.” Yet Zariel left no space for guesses about his attitude regarding their relations.

-          “Why, you little!”

-          “Now, now. Let’s all calm down! We can’t say that his anger isn’t justified, can we Mavik?”

-          “Yet he…”

-          “Can. We. Mavik?” Lanele smiled. Yet her smile held no happiness, only a threat.

-          “I guess…”

-          “Zari! You little bastard! Where are you!” the dragoness’ yell could be heard from the direction of the stairs.

-          “Shit.” the magician whispered. He started to look nervously after some place to hide, yet in the whole inn section there were only some chairs and tables, not enough to hide him from his lover’s gaze. He decided to jump behind the priestess and used her as a living shield.

-          “Here you are!” she yelled after finally she arrived to the lower floor. “…No more running! I got the tools, we are going on the field. I don’t want to hear any objections!”

-          “Giselle! How are you?” the elf tried to ignore the weird behavior of her <friends>. “… You know what, just a minute ago we could heard some noise from above, mind telling us what was this fuss about?”

-          “Yeah, you see…” Giselle relaxed and tried to explain the situation. But Zariel couldn’t allow it, could he?

-          “She forced herself on me…” he whispered, still hiding from the dragoness.

-          “W-what?!” Lanele was surprised, to say the least.

-          “WHAT?!” Giselle was surprised even more.

Now even the tips of elf’s ears became red.

-          “S-she made me strip. Get rid of my clothes… I was wondering why she demanded that mostly because it happened out of the blue…”

-          “Lanele, don’t listen to him!”

But it was too late. This elf was very… <vulnerable> to the description of intimate acts. She almost blowing steam from her nostrils.

-          “I tried to get away… but she was faster… stronger… so dominating. She pinned me to the floor with her body… her hands, her fingers were dancing on my body! I cried! I begged her to stop! But! BUT!”

Zariel was almost crying, and at the same time, the pure priestess started bleeding from her nose.

-          “Zari. I am fucking done. Lanele, step aside.”

-          “Please! Don’t! I won’t take this anymore! Please!”

-          “Giselle. Is that… Is that true?” elf’s ears started twitching.

-          “No! We just…”

Yet the young druid never stopped talking. His lips were whispering most forbidden stories, poor Lanele was about to overheat so Giselle had to act. She eventually knocked Zariel down and explained the situation.

… a few moment later.

-          “… I think I underestimated a little the intelligence of this primitive… He said the same story, pretty much didn’t lie at all, yet he completely changed our perception about the matter that…” one of the Lana’s guards was speaking his mind. Giselle looked at him while raising his brow.

-          “The hell is he talking about?” she asked, looking at silver-haired girl.

-          “He was impressed by Zariel’s ability to manipulate the truth.”

-          “Yeah. He is one sly bastard.” She exhaled the air while correcting her grip on the body of the unconscious man she carried under her armpit.

-          “Anyway, where are you taking him?” the elf girl asked, tilting her head to the side.

-          “I saw a little glade, just outside of the town. Zariel said he wants to train, I am going to turn his life into hell right there. Do you wish to tag along? I need to pay him back for humiliation with humiliation.”

-          “I think it may not be the best i…” Lanele didn’t want to put any pressure on their newly formed relation.

-          “We would love to see the famous Giselle and the infamous Zariel during a training session!” But Mavik loved the idea of putting that pressure on.

-          “Great! Come on!” And she left the guild, opening the door. With a kick, of course.

-          “Um. Giselle?”

-          “Yes?”

-          “Which one of you is the decision maker in your party?”

-          “That’s actually hard question, you know? When it comes to strategy, planning routes or formation, Zari is the one that makes most of the thinking. I am responsible for tactics – decisions in the heat of the moment. When it concerns anything else, like the kind of supplies we need to take on the quest, we usually talk to each other until we reach a conclusion.”

-          “I mean, if I would want to join your group for some time…”

-          “Well, I doubt Zari would like idea of so many people joining us…”

-          “No, no all of us. Just me alone.”

-          “Won’t your friends be sad without you? You guys seem to be close to each other.”

-          “We are close, we will be sad without her… But if that’s what miss Lanele wants, we can only respect her decision and wait. For us, weeks and months pass like hours for you. The only thing I am concerned about is her safety.” An elf with a spear answered quietly.

-          “In that case, sure, welcome aboard.”

-          “That was fast!” the priestess didn’t hide her surprise.

-          “I like you, so there was no need for a consultation with Zari.”

-          “Do you think he will like it?”

-          “Nope. And that’s the point! In the end I am registered as party leader, gods damn it!”

They finished the rest of the way to the glade, chatting about everything and nothing, mostly to keep themselves busy than to actually get to know each other.

-          “So where you come from, women are in charge, right?” Giselle asked.

-          “That’s a huge generalization! It’s just… our top offices in both administration, office and cult are taken by women!”

-          “If you are making an assumption that we have the same, just reversed culture as some of the human nomadic tribes that treat women as possession, then you are offending us.” One of the few males in the elf party answered. “… our position simply isn’t that formal as we honor our tradition. There is no male general in our army, but we have a position called War Heralds. Gevon Almar is one of them, despite that formally he is under the Conclave of Generals, he is the main decision maker when it comes to army-related events. Officially, he serves only with advice – he shows his point of view to the gathering and his idea needs to be approved…”

-          “But his ideas were never rejected?” Giselle turned around to look at his current conversation partner.

-          “Sometimes, less urgent decisions are being delayed for further adjustments. Then again, we think these are made only to maintain the illusion of the Conclave being in charge.”

-          “But still, the girls are in power?”

-          “If you put it so bluntly… then yes.”

-          “Then I already like that place!”

-          “Oh, no, you don’t.” it was Lanele who joined the conversation. “… you see, our kingdom benefits only from ambitious females, the ones that wish to benefit their families. If you want something else, yet you were born into a noble family, trust me, it is one huge nightmare.”

-          “Speaking for yourself?” Giselle thought that now Lanele would start to energetically deny, but to her surprise...

-          “Yes. I wanted to study archeology, to study the civilizations that are long gone. But I was forced to attend classes of diplomacy; ethics; history – but not the one I liked, my researches were narrowed to the history of only the currently existing countries; language; religion…” she was counting more and more subjects. “… and how about you Giselle, is there something you would like to change your life? Do you have a reason to look for your place in the nation of elves?”

-          “Oh, no, you misunderstood me. I didn’t like your homeland because of your culture itself, I was more interested in finding more female warriors. Unfortunately, in the guild about 9 of 10 adventures are male. And even those that are left aren’t pure warriors. Always some silly hexblade or an other garbage class…” one of the elf girls that walked together with the group coughed loudly. “… she is a hexblade, right?”

-          “Yeah.” the offended girl answered.

-          “I am sorry.”

-          “No need to be. I know that you say those words because of the frustration of not meeting a worthy opponent.”

-          “Kind of… Up until now only, papa Jericho defeated me in a fair duel…”

-          “And how would you name the outcome of our last sparring?”

Apparently, the unconscious man wasn’t very unconscious.

-          “How long were you awake?” Giselle stopped.

-          “Hm? I was sleeping?”

-          “Wait… why weren’t you reacting till now?”

-          “Maybe I just like when you are carrying me? Makes me feel like a princess.”

The dragoness released her grip, she wanted him to fall right into the dirt of the road, yet the druid twisted his body like a cat and landed with grace.

-          “So why weren’t you reacting when I was letting Lena join our group?”

-          “I made a simulation in my head, every path of a conversation I would choose would lead me to you doing as you please anyway. So why bother?”

Oh, no actual simulation took place, these were not necessary. He simply knew how stubborn Giselle is. Like everyone else knew it.

-          “Anyway, thanks for the ride.” He patted Giselle’s shoulder. A single vein started pulsating on her forehead.

-          “I will fucking kill him, but not just yet. I will fucking kill him, but not just yet. I will f…” she started singing her mantra in order to calm herself down.

Eventually, they reached the glade. Giselle dropped a bag, filled with weapons on the ground, a few wooden tools, only strengthened with metal here and there in order to increase their durability… and to add some extra pain during trading blows. These tended to teach students that evading attacks is just as important as dealing them.

-          “Ok. What do you have prepared for me this time? Some more wood chopping? Pushups with you sitting on my back? Hell, I could actually enjoy the last one!”

-          “Sparring.”

-          “Just that? Come on!”

-          “You can’t use magic. Nor shi…” she almost gave out information about his a skill to transform. “… I mean, using other of your abilities.”

The elves gave each other a knowing look. Their curiosity has been piqued.

-          “Ok. Now, that’s unfair!” an ugly grimace appeared on Zariel’s face.

-          “Stop whining! You wanted to get stronger! To get stronger, one has to abuse his current limits!”

-          “So you are telling me that you are not doing that just to bully me?”

-          “… not only because of that.”

-          “I knew it.”

-          “Miss Giselle, if I may.” the elf with the spear finally spoke again. “… if I may, I would love to be his first opponent.”

-          “But I…” she tried to protest.

-          “If I may suggest something, I am sure that you already are aware of each others fighting styles. If you really wish to contribute to your mate’s progression, allow him to test other enemies. May I ask you how many spearmen have you fought with?”

-          “Only Jericho. It wasn’t much of a fight either.”

-          “But…!” Giselle once again tried intervening. She wanted to savor her little victory.

-          “Sweetie, wait in line. Not every day I can duel with an elf lancer.” The druid blow her a kiss.

-          “My name is Devris Almar, part time protector of the Head Priestess’ daughter. It is my pleasure to face you.”

He bowed politely.

-          “Same family name as your War Herald? Why am I thinking it’s not a coincidence?”

-          “Because it is not.” Mavik called from the side. “… you are fighting against his son. Devris, go easy on this primitive. We already know that he has no chance against you.”

-          “I can’t agree on that.” Lancer said, balancing his weapon in hands. “… When I decide to fight with someone I consider them to be my peers, and I can’t disgrace someone I consider to be worthy of a fake fight.” He looked at the dulled weapon that Giselle prepared. “… those fake spears are already a handicap.”
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The weapon of my choosing was also a spear. Despite the fact that I feel most comfortable with swords. Why? Because if this bastard is as good with spears as I think he is, then picking a weapon with smaller range would be an instant suicide.

-          “You want to challenge Devris using the weapon he masters? That will be quite a show!”

-          “Mavik.” My sparring partner looked in direction of annoying comrade

-          “Yes?”

-          “You talk too much.”

-          “But can’t you see that he is mocking you with the very idea of…”

-          “Mavik. Shut up already.”

-          “Apparently we found Loki’s equivalent among the elves.” I whispered to Giselle

I took off my robe, standing only in my trousers. And ballast, of course.

-          “So you got scratched here and there, did you?” female elf, the hexblade, said while looking at my scars.

-          “Scars means that someone wasn’t skilled enough to avoid the blow…” guess who said that and why Mavik?

-          “Or that someone wasn’t being sheltered most of his life and actually fought with enemies stronger than himself. What do you think about someone, that can withstand such injuries?” Giselle decided to protect my good name

-          “And what do you think about creatures that can deal them?” Stubborn elf never shut his trap

-          “They are all dead.” I decided to shut this conversation.

And for the first time in hours, that arrogant son of a nice lady became quiet. Oh, like the sweetest music to my ears.

-          “We can start as soon as you are ready.” Son of War Herald said politely. I nodded with gratitude. One last inspection of weapon.

Spear was pretty much nothing but a piece of durable wood, dulled on its tip. Damages wouldn’t be serious, but very, very painful. In worst case scenario it could break bones. I balanced weapon in my hands and started slowly shortening the distance between two of us.

The spear danced in his hands as he took the stance. His left hand was stretched forward as his dominant arm, holding the spear, was hidden behind his body, with spear becoming almost completely invisible, covered by his posture.

Step forward, step to the side, step forward, step to the side. We were walking in a circle, looking for openings in our defenses. Well, my was full of holes like swiss cheese, while his was splendid. Should I attack from the front?

No. I already can see him withdrawing his spear from behind, countering my strike and pushing his weapon against my ribs. So, from the side?

No. He would spin around, trap my spear with his hand and strike me with the blunt edge on my forehead. So jumping attack from above?

Sure, if I want him to impale me.

In the end, I didn’t have to decide on any strategy of my own. He was the one to make the first move. I had no idea that one could use spear like that. It was spinning all the time as kept throwing it from one hand to another. He spun his body, and in the middle of his pirouette, he attacked from the side, using it as staff. I raised my own weapon vertically to block the attack, in the same time he kicked me in the guts, forcing me to take few steps back.

The way he walked changed, he was making lots of short steps as if he was dancing to some un-hearable music. That would explain all these unnecessary, hypnotizing movements.

I lowered my spear and thrust it aiming at his thighs. He parried my attack pushing my spear to the side, grabbed his weapon in the middle adjusting his range for close combat. That’s what I wanted.

I jumped back, and attacked once again, as fast as I only could. There was no way he could change his grip fast enough to parry it once again.

He didn’t. He just moved off the spear’s trajectory.

I was mildly irritated. As always, in heat of the moment, I focused on one aspect so much, that I forgot about other ways of attack evasion.

Once again, I corrected balance over my weapon. Left hand behind, right forward, closer to the tip. I raised my weapon high, he answered with the same stance. We started trading blows furiously, or actually, word trading cannot be used here. Our staffs would cross, he would hit my shoulder, once again a sound of wood hitting wood would ring, another blow would hit my leg. He had this battle completely under control.

There is no way I could hit him even once. Not if I wouldn’t play dirty. Hey, but why can’t I?!

Once again we exchanged few fast blows, but then I throw my spear high in the air. For a split of a second, his gaze followed dulled weapon, when he looked back at the place where I was, he noticed I wasn’t there.

I lowered my body, almost squatting and charged at him grappling him by his legs. The only advantage I had over him was my body weight. As soon as we landed on the ground I started hitting him with my hands, aiming for his face. He raised his own to guard, to stop the thunder of attacks.

-          “… Well, isn’t that cheating?” guess who raised the objection.

-          “Technically? No. They only picked a weapon to fight with, they made no special regulation of what kind of attacks they can or cannot use. If you would think about it that friend of your also kicked Zari at the beginning.”

-          “But come on! One kick against grappling?”

Elf twisted his body, apparently, he was also trained to fight with his bare body, also in lying position. Somehow he managed to free one of his legs, then the other one, before I noticed he managed to leg-lock my head. Jerked his body to the side pushing me on the earth next to him. We struggled for few more moments changing our positions every few seconds. He was trying to dislocate my shoulder as I was hitting his stomach with my elbow. Eventually, we both decided to break our “loving”-embrace, jump few steps back and pick back up our weapons. I thought he didn’t appreciate my little stratagem, but I was mistaken. His eyes sparkled with joy. Despite small bruise on his neck and little stream of blood that came from the corner of his lip, he enjoyed himself. At beginning he almost looked bored, having complete control over the battle was nothing different from training the youth. And now I brought the sparkle of entertainment.

I still have this little trick in my sleeve, it’s low rank skill so I have to be sure to catch him off guard, otherwise, he will simply parry it.

I swiped from the side, changed my grip and started thrusting furiously, with each attack making a step forward reducing the distance. Once again both of us switched the grip of the weapons. And once again he proved his dominance with spears. He started treating me bit more seriously. Each time our weapons met a few new bruises appeared on my body.

Quick rotation to the side, I managed to push our spears bit to the side and using momentum I managed to land a blow on his face with my elbow. This was my chance. I took step back, entered the state and activated the skill.


	Performing [Heartseeker]




Holding spear with just one hand I put my whole weight in thrusts. He barely blocked the first one, yet still, the impact shook his balance. I withdraw weapon and attacked again, this time also pushing my leg forward. This time my attack forced him on the ground.

Heartseeker boost my three next attacks, as long as I target heart. I got one more left. My enemy was pretty much defenseless, I thought it was a good idea to jump in the air putting all my strength into that last attack.

Narrator: It was not a good idea.

As I was in mid-air, Devris with two quick moves get back on his feet and prepared his counterattack. He was also a skill user. Up until now he simply didn’t find it worthy to waste his stamina and focus for performing mind-exhausting abilities.

After a second of delay once and for all he stated who was owning who in this battle from the very beginning. A dim aura covered his body, then the speed of his movement increased. I saw his attacks as a blur when his spear yet another time ended in my belly, that will not end with just a bruise. Every attack was perfect. He stabbed my leg, forcing me to kneel, then on the shoulder making me drop my spear. With the corner of my eye, I saw weapon coming dangerously close to my head.

The instinct kicked in, I raised my hand casting mana shock wave. It disturbed his skill and knocked him in the air. He fell back on his shoulder.

He started laughing hysterically.

-          “I thought we were not supposed to use magic?” he called not getting up

-          “We? Are you magic caster yourself?”

-          “Not really, because of elf’s blood I have some basic talent, but all I can do is to light a fireplace.”

-          “A-ha.”

-          “Do you mind if we stopped it here?” he asked rising his body on his elbows.

I quickly compared our conditions. He was barely scratched, whole my whole body was in mess.

-          “Let’s… Let’s call it a draw.” I answered weakly 

He laughed again.

-          “I think Miss Lanele can heal you…” indeed, priestess got up from her place and started walking toward us.

-          “Thanks, I am some of a healer myself.” I could use hydra regeneration, but I don’t want to tell everyone around I am a freak of nature.

I started treating my wounds.

-          “Are you sure about that? I could risk stating an opinion that my magic would bring better results.” She tried to be nice.

-          “No, thanks, I am fine.”

Giselle was pouting. Because of my state, she couldn’t bully me with her training. I think I just got another reason to reduce the power of my healing spell a little. Still, it hurt as hell.

-          “I told you Devris would win…”

-          “MAVIK..!” it was the first time I saw any elf yelling

-          “Yes, my friend?”

-          “Can’t you stop being such a talkative cunt?!”

Oh, his face. I think I will like Mr. Lancer.

-          “But…”

-          “Between the two of us who would win a duel?”

-          “That’s a hard question. We are pretty much on the same level.”

-          “And what if I was fighting with a sword with my body restricted? Just look at him! Fighting with the weapon he is not that used to, without using his main skills.”

-          “Even if, I doubt that he would win…”

-          “I won’t allow you to disrespect my opponent.” He poked him in the chest.

-          “Hmp. Suit yourself.” Swordsman rolled his eyes and went to sit under the tree.

-          “I must beg your forgiveness for my comrade words and actions…” he lowered his head “… he is a great friend and warrior, but he just tends to look down at other races. I hoped that after our little sparring you would earn his respect. Unfortunately, he appear to be even greater asshole than I wanted to admit.”

-          “Rise your head. You did not offend me. Still, could you please, by any chance, give me his hair? Or nail?”

He looked at me bit confused.

-          “Could I ask why do you need those?”

-          “You know, I thought that I could also train my magic a little… there may a little branch of magic that I wasn’t using for some time, I am afraid it may get a bit rusty…”

-          “What branch of magic?”

-          “He..x.gs..” I mumbled

-          “Pardon me?”

-          “Hexbags?”

-          “I understand that you may not like him, but casting a curse just because of that…”

-          “I won’t turn him into the lycan!... just play few pranks. It may not sound very seriously, but I specialize in bad dreams and diarrhea…”

Serious elf once again lost his composure.

-          “You promise me, that you will do nothing more?”

-          “Even if I would want to, he is not worth my time to make a spell specially for himself.”

-          “In that case, I will see what I can do.”

-          “I didn’t think you would agree on that.”

-          “I am also doing that for myself. If Mavik would spend more time in the toilet, he would spend less time talking and wasting my time. And damn, I have already grown tired of his voice.”
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	Your skill [Spear Usage - Apprentice level 1] has leveled up
	Your skill [Spear Usage - Apprentice] is now level [2]





	Your skill [Mana Shock Wave level 4] has leveled up
	Your skill [Mana Shock Wave] is now level [5]





	You still have [15] unallocated attribute point(s). Do you with to use them now?
	Yes	No




 

No. I am waiting with that on purpose. During tutorial you said that I don’t need to spend them right away, so stop bothering me now! Stupid System.

Hm? Why am I waiting with distributing my points? One, to check if that affects my training. Let say that I have 10 points in Strength. If I have to do 100 pushups in order to increase it to 11, would it be affected if I would give +10 points from leveling up? Let’s just say that I did 99 of 100 pushups required, then I boost my stats by leveling up and 10 turns to 20. And to increase STR from 20 to 21 I need 200 pushups. Does my 99/100 from the previous exercise turns into 198/200? Is it transferred to 99/200 progress? Or disappears completely?


	The system counts progress of training in 0-1 system, where 0 – fail; 1 - succeed. If you change the requirements by increasing base value of attribute, the whole progress is erased.




You mean that each time Sebastian was bullying me with his training, I was doomed to obtain nothing because each time I raised all my stats by few points?


	Affirmative.




… why didn’t you tell me that earlier?!?!


	Answer lies in specific section of [System Tutorial] that you can read whenever you wish to.
	To get certain information from [The System] by using thought menu the question needs to me made as either thought or vocalized order.

None such action has been registered before.





I was busy, ok?


	Affirmative.




Don’t <affirmative> me here! You did that on purpose! You enjoyed watching me struggle without benefits over and over again! Admit it!


	XD




… no comment, please. And I gave you my pie…

-          “Zari, how much longer will it take for you to get back in shape?” Giselle asked me.

She was getting bored and nervous. Her fingers itched to draw her sword and torment me with some sick Jericho-themed training. I looked at the timer.


	You are now using [Nature Healing Magic Level 14]
	Estimate time until removing all damage:
	00h18m42s




-          “An hour or so.” Hearing my answer Lanele raised her brow. She looked at the power of my spell, at my wounds, again at green orb of mana that was shining in my hands, and again at me. Looking her deep in the eyes I shook my head to the sides, trying to move as little as possible.

She nodded a little in response.

Most of the bruises were gone, one of ribs that broke was agonizingly slowly snapping back on its place. It was itching like hell, I almost wanted to dig a hole in my chest just to scratch myself from the inside.

-          “What, bored already?” I asked my dragoness. She pouted in response.

If I play it right I could kill two birds with one stone. I only have to provoke two certain individuals. Oh, provoking Giselle was nothing hard. But… elf? Dunno, they are still mystery to me. I started conversation with Devris, one would think that I did that only to break weird silence.

-          “You took your sweet time, didn’t you? If you wanted you could’ve finished it in five moves.”

Lancer smiled sitting next to me.

-          “You are flattering yourself. You wouldn’t last four.” He gave me friendly punch in the arm. He didn’t say that to boast about his skills or humiliate me, just to hold the conversation, with a longer answer than a simple yes or no.

I rolled my eyes.

-          “Whatever, we can even agree on three and half if you want to, what I wanted to ask is why did you let this little charade go on so long. I bruised you here and there, I mean, you were ugly anyway, but with that swollen eye of yours you don’t look more appealing.”

-          “Miss Lanele is an important friend of mine, also someone I am responsible for. I wanted to check if you could keep her safe.”

-          “A-ha, and you failed horribly.” Mavik raised his voice.

Devris wanted to scold him once again, yet I kicked him lightly in the leg. As soon as he looked in my direction with little movement of my head I asked him to let him continue.

-          “… Just as I thought, you couldn’t face an elf on equal ground even if Devris was fighting with blindfold over his head with one arm tied behind his back! Still, that you actually managed to catch him off guard with that dirty move? I didn’t expect you to be able to do even that, lesser life form…”

Now kids, this is how you start a bar-fight

-          “Sorry to hear that…” I said trying to make my voice sound as sad as possible “… what else could change your mind about that… Ah! Of course! I won’t be with her alone! Giselle will be protecting her too!... wait, don’t tell me that you are doubting in HER skills!?”

Giselle raised her head and looked with anger at elf.

-          “Hmph. Two lesser-life forms, both worthy of each another!...” even if I saw him looking at Giselle with something that could be called as tiny piece of tolerance, he couldn’t say it aloud. Not now, as he was boasting about his own race.

-          “Pardon me?” Giselle got up from her sitting ground. “… just because Zari got his ass handed to him as he was fighting without using his main branch of skills…”

-          “Doesn’t change the fact that he would have his ass handed anyway. Same goes to you…”

-          “Listen now, you little piece of shit. I have been killing before I started to count how many ti…”

-          “Wow! You eventually learned to count!” Swordsman started slowly clapping. A single vein appeared on redhead’s forehead.

-          “If I may suggest something… I can’t train just now, so Giselle is bored, Mavik needs a proof of our… competency. So, as I am still healing myself, why don’t the two of you duel together? You would kill some time… and with some luck each another…” the last part I added whispering

-          “You planned that from very beginning?” my new conversation partner asked

-          “Planned? No. I just don’t want to train with Giselle so I thought that your partner could help me with that. To be honest, I am very grateful that he is so… willing.”

-          “You are… much more dangerous than one could guess.”

By this moment Giselle and Mavik were already standing next to each other yelling and waving their hands.

-          “Please! Please! Lady and gentl… Mavik, could you please solve your differences in a more civilized way?” I called.

They both looked at me with hatred in their eyes.

-          “If you think that I will not stop after this bitch called me a…”

Who did you call a bitch, my friend? Oh, I would intervene if Giselle wasn’t about to turn you into a tree-hugger.

-          “By civilized I mean… with swords. Stop yelling like traders on the market square already  and finish this childish argument like adults – with blood and violence!”

-          “FINE!” they both yelled picking dulled swords from the ground

-          “Do you think your woman will be fine? Mavik may appear bit soft due to his inability to shut up, but his fencing in quite splendid.”

-          “I hope it is, if he won’t exhaust Giselle she would be back to bullying me.” I exhaled air from my lungs exhausted.

-          “Just asking. Giselle said that our battle would look differently if you were to use your magic, I do believe it, but tell me, taking into consideration that you know that I didn’t show all of my abilities myself, do you think you could take me?”

Once again, he wasn’t boasting, he was just curious.

-          “Not only my magic, I have also another set of abilities that I don’t show while having an audience. If I could use my magic, I can promise you that I would make you sweat just right…”

-          “What if you were using the other set of abilities also?”

-          “You would stand no chance.” I smiled

-          “I hope one day I would be worthy in your eyes to fight against me with everything you got.”

-          “It’s not about being worthy, my friend. This is my little secret that saw very few people, mostly my friends that I fought side by side with. If you are my enemy and see this form of mine, then I am doing everything to make that person live as short as possible, in order for that knowledge to remain a secret.”

-          “Is it that powerful?”

-          “No. It is that disgusting.” I exhaled again.

Giselle and Mavik were already fighting. Elf was jumping from place to place avoiding wide swings of Giselle, he was trying to fit one or two focused stabs. Dragoness didn’t have these problems, she was making up for lack of accuracy with quantity of blows. Despite the fact that her weapon was made of wood, her blows were strong enough to create a sharp, piercing sound.

-          “Stop! Running! And fight! Like a… Man!” she would yell between her blows.

-          “I don’t have to! You are manly enough for both of us!” Elf would tease her avoiding yet another strike that left a huge dent on the bark of a tree.

Eventually, Giselle baited an elf into attacking her.

-          “A-ha! An opening!” he yelled thrusting forward.

She grabbed the wooden blade aimed at her chest with her hand

-          “A-ha. An idiot ahead!” she would response before landing a blow with her fist on elf’s face.

A sound of jaw being broken could be heard from afar.

-          “Anyway, Devris, are you free now?” I asked after all numbers on my timer hit zeros.

-          “Sure, why?”

-          “Would you mind training me a little? At least until Giselle is occupied.”

-          “Sure, you never had a formal spear training, did you?”

-          “Formal training? No. Once Jericho, Giselle’s father, trained me. Once again, it couldn’t be called a training at all, he was just humiliating his opponents.”

-          “I could tell. Your moves are all quite made-up. You looked like a fighting, cornered dog. Don’t get me wrong, it’s not a bad thing. Making up lack of moves with instincts is what makes a good warriors. When you don’t find gaps in enemy defense, you make one. Still, in my opinion it is important to at least know the basis before starting improvising. We will take it nice and slow, training won’t be exhausting, but… well, boring and repetitive. We will need to teach your muscles certain moves.”

-          “Trust me, boring training is preferable form than whatever Giselle would make.”

We raised from the ground, walked toward opposite part of glade holding our wooden spears.

-          “Now, legs further apart, left one bit onward, twist your body, face your enemy standing bit to the side, yes, this way your enemy see less of your body, less body to see means less body to hit, you make him target smaller area, this way you can predict where he will attack more easily. Good, now, bend a little, lower your body. Yes, this way you will be able to cover smaller distances faster… unless your knees wouldn’t explode, after few hours of walking like that… let’s just say that tomorrow you would prefer staying in bed. Now, the spear, we will skip forms and postures for now, let’s get used to maintaining balance. Grab it in front of you, and swing to the left! To the right! From above, from below! Thrust! Again!”

So I did as he spoke, swing from left, then right away from the right, quickly I raised my weapon over my head and brought it down hitting the ground just to once again, perform an attack position my weapon in the center and put the whole power I had into a thrust.

-          “Again!” Indeed, in this position my weight center was bit pushed, even more, with every attack it was shifting a little, after every swing I had to push my left foot either forward or back, further from the body or back where it was.

-          “Again!” Without paying attention to it, I was actually walking all this time. Each time I would perform a series, I would end few centimeter away from the place I started.

-          “Again!” My hands became bit warmer from all these swings.

-          “Again!” my knees kept getting bit heavier, I felt as muscles on my calves were being pulled.

-          “Wait a moment!” my instructor would come to me every 10 performances and correct my stance. Without noticing it my body tried returning to the posture it was more familiar with, to put less burden on my lower body and twist whole upper body back to the front

Devris wasn’t getting irritated. Oh, he would punch me lightly on the side when I was performing something wrongly, but not to cause pain. It was just a reminder <Mate, you are doing it again>.

Such a gentle way of training.

Is it that hard to be nice? Jericho? Giselle? Sebastian?!
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This part of training wasn’t supposed to actually exhaust you, more to teach you to hold the right stance. Still, with a student as dumb as myself that somehow couldn’t just keep the stance it also became exhausting.

- “You are still bringing your legs closer…” my new teacher would point out

- “Sorry, I am just used to live comfortably, so I switch my posture to put as little pressure on my body as possible.”

- “To live comfortably you have to live in the very first place. Look, when you stand like this your opponent can just…”

Then he proceed to push his spear between my legs (no, nothing dirty you pervs!) and swipe his weapon to the side. Because of the location of the center of weight I ended on my backs.

- “If your legs would be spread further, you would just earn a little bruise. Now, I can finish you…” he said pointing the tip of the spear on my throat.

After a second he withdraw his weapon and helped me get up.

- “I know. It’s just…”

- “You are still making progress faster than more elves. Maybe it has something doing with you being a human?”

- “And how would that affect my studying speed?” I asked removing dust from my clothes. Or speaking precisely - trousers.

- “Your lives are short. An Elf would spend a whole day mastering the placement of only one limb in this posture. I myself was repeating only this one stance for over a month before I could… not-fuck-it up. Humans, on the other hand, are always in a rush. You aren’t studying knowledge. You are devouring it. Swallowing it. Pushing it in your head, not even to understand, just to utilize and use. Instead of focusing on perfecting every move, every gesture one by one, you just abuse it, trying to force your whole body into perfection from the start. Unfortunately, this method is doomed to fail. Yes, your training will bear fruits faster, but you will never achieve the perfection you yearn for. Not if you continue studying this way.”

- “Do humans have any other option?” I asked with sorrow in my voice “… just look at them. They are restricted to their own life to achieve what they wish. For what you view as chaos, I view as desperation and determination. The clock is ticking. For you, each passing second is a second you devoted to self-mastering. For them, every second that passed is a second that is lost. But, despite it, despite this imperfection, aren’t they at the top of world hierarchy?”

- “Yes, mostly because of their fertility and…”

- “Goblins are even more fertile, yet they are at the very bottom. Why? Because they, the humans, are not chaotic. They are balanced, my friend. Or, maybe, Aira gave them such a short lifespan, because she knew what they could achieve if they were to live a decade longer? Century longer?... but, there is one more reason why they will never reach higher planes of existence, a higher level of communication.”

- “Greed.” My conversation partner said

- “Indeed. They would always work for their own benefits. This is why forming any stronger relations between…”

- “DIEEEEE!”

Our wonderful sociological dispute was disturbed by war cry of certain dragoness. The two of them were fighting for almost an hour by now.

She brought her sword down, Mavik raised his blade over a slant, letting Giselle’s attack slip down. He rotated his body and swept from the side, the dragoness quickly raised her weapon again, blocking it. As soon as their blades crossed she pushed with her whole body weight making the elf fall on the ground.

Once again she raised her weapon to break all of the elf’s ribs. Yet once again the elf saved himself by rolling to the safety.

- “Should we stop them?” I asked. Oh, I did enjoy seeing Giselle wasting her time on somebody else, just as I enjoyed watching this talkative elf getting his ass kicked, but Giselle was slowly losing herself.

- “Well, your friends looks quite exhausted so…”

- “Giselle won’t stop fighting because of tiredness. She is a berserker, she doesn’t even feel tiredness. She will stand as long as her opponent. You can easily say that her anger is keeping her standing.”

- “In that case, please do.”

Devris nodded.

- “Oh, sweet mother, who embrace me tight,

Keep those away, from the violence of fight,

Raise your petals, your branches and flowers,

Your touches splits castles, kill armies and break towers.

Rise, Garden of Madness”

Using spear as staff I raised it over my head and hit the ground. I gave life to a single seed under my feet that started growing rapidly.

A single sprout started greening and twisting itself into the ground. It rooted in, spreading under the ground. I saw its life force. It was beautiful, wrong, but so wonderful at the very same time. This artificial life looked differently from every other living being. It was… dulled. Hallow somehow, allowed to live just those few moments without me aiding it. Merely a tool that bloomed to do its task and die.

When roots covered most of glades, it erupted from the ground as powerful thorny vines between elf and dragoness separating them. Thorns twisted and curled creating impossible to pass wall.

- “ZARI! What are you doing!?” Giselle wasn’t delighted with the fact that I stopped her fun “… I was about to smash this little roach!”

- “Ha! Is this bitch still asleep?! Who was about to smash who!? That bitch-boy of yours saves your ass in very last moment!”

- “Zari. Put that down. I will quickly twist his neck and…”

Plant-tentacles grabbed them by their legs, raised a little in the air and… slapped them on the ground pushing air out of their lungs.

- “Both of you. Calm down.”

- “FUCK YOU!” they both yelled in unison

- “Now, Giselle, don’t you think you are better than this?”

- “Um? What? No, I don’t!”

- “And you Mavik, isn’t there an old elvish saying, that <only when a mosquito lands on your testicles that you realize that there is always a way to solve problems without using violence?”

- “What the… I have never heard of an elf that would say such completely stupid thing!”

- “Oh, better remember it, for your own good. Now, I will count to three, and release you. And you will be nice to each other. Ok? Or at least you won’t try killing the other one. One… two… three!”

Tentacles dropped them back on the ground. As soon as they were down they gazed on each other with hate.

- “Don’t even think about it…” Giselle hissed.

- “About what? That I clearly won?”

- “Just look at your face!”

- “Just a flesh wound!”

- “A fle… I will reduce your very existence into nothing more than a flesh wound!”

And here they go again. I quickly looked at Lanele. She nodded slightly.

- “Giselle, make one more move and I will do everything i can to ensure you wouldn’t get a supper.”

- “Mavik, if you won’t stop this madness, you will spend this night in the stable.” Priestess called with a calm voice.

- “What?!” once again. A cry of perfect synergy.

- “You can’t possibly do that!” Dragoness yelled.

- “I could buy every meat in the inn and order them to get rid of it. You will be forced to eat only boiled vegetables.”

- “Now, now, Miss Lanele! You couldn’t humiliate your friends this way!” Mavik had his own conversation with silver haired girl

- “All I have to do is to ask Devris to kick your things out of the room. You think he would refuse?”

Oh, terror of hunger in Giselle eyes, fear of humiliation in Mavik’s. In the very end they both are very simple beings.

- “Hmph. I could never admit that end of duel with this Half-ling ended with anything but victory of mine… But I could forget that I fought with it in the very beginning.” Swordsman said aloud.

- “Agreed. There is no glory in butchering some itty-bitty-tinny root sucker…. So Zari. I am done with him, it’s time for you…” she made a step in my direction, yet slipped and fell.

I looked at Devris

- “Her exhaustion will start kicking in now. Could I ask you to… escort her to the inn.”

- “And what about you?”

I looked over the glade. The day was still young.

- “I will try training that stance of your for few more minutes… then, I will play a little with magic.”

- “I think it can be arranged. But your woman will not like it.”

- “I have already spoiled her today, so she should be just fine. Just make sure she gets her dinner and everything should be fine.”

- “If you say so.”

I returned to the stance and once again started performing swipes and thrusts as I watched the group of elves picking up their gear and leaving, together with Giselle that had just a little trouble with walking.

Before they left I only managed to hear.

- “Oh, I definitely don’t want to pick a fight here, but just look which one of us had problems with walking?”

- “Oh, I also don’t want to break your illusion of reality, but if we were allowed to continue, you would be the one who’s strength failed them faster.”

- “Oh, not that I want to…”

- “Both of you, shut up.” Devris once again stopped another pointless quarrel.




Group of elves – Guild




- “Welcome ba….” The receptionist started the greeting seeing group of adventurers returning to the guild, yet she stopped seeing faces of two certain guild members “… Miss Giselle! Mr. Mavik! What happened to you!”

- “I slipped.” Mavik said

- “Mosquito bit me.” Giselle answered

- “I s-see. Well, do you want me to prepare the ambulatory room?”

- “Why? Just because I tore a little of my skin?”

- “No. That bite isn’t even itching.”

Oh, both of them looked as if they decided to brawl with a cave bear. Did they fall in some trap and feel humiliated? No, they didn’t pick any quests.

- “Some of us need to take a bath, that will be all… but would you be nice and ask a cook to start preparing some food for us? We will be in the inn section in a minute or two so…” Lanele asked politely. Well, usually staff members do not run over the guild doing errands for adventurers, but they really do look as if they day was bit rough so…

- “I will see what I can do.”

- “Thank you very much. We appreciate it.”

Priestess lowered her head with gratitude.

A few moments later.

The group of elves were sitting by the table waiting for the dinner to arrive.

- “Giselle didn’t come?” Priestess asked with concern in her voice

- “No, she said that she just need a little rest, so she is going to the room… If you ask me she didn’t want to sit by same table with Mavik.” Hexblade elf girl answered

- “Another woman that can’t stand your company, Mavik.” Lancer said with calm tone.

- “Tsk. That’s only better. Her presence would only make me lose my appetite…”

An awkward silence took over their little gathering

- “So… what do you think about them?” Lanele eventually asked.

- “What can we think about some second-grade…” Swordsman started, yet punch in the guts from Devris made him stop.

- “Actually, I can easily tell now why you are so interested with them. Indeed, the female is very… lively and pure.” He then spoke his own mind.

- “And what about Zariel?”

- “He is…” lancer was looking for right words “… odd. Weird. Irregular. Also, he addresses humans as <they>. I think he was treated as an outsider. He mentioned having some skills, that he himself considered disgusting… that would add to what Giselle told us about him.”

- “I see… he is actually quite a tragic character, isn’t he?” hexblade whispered quietly

- “Still, he boasted a little about himself… He said that if he would use those powers, he would win with me, bah, he said I would stand no chances.” Devris smiled a little.

- “Arrogant bastard!” Mavik hit the table with his fist.

- “Actually, I believed him. Lanele, I think that if you wish to leave us…”

- “You are saying that as if we are not going to see each other for ages…”

- “… abandon us, push us aside, as some broken toys…”

Priestess rolled her eyes and snickered

- “… then feel free to do so. They are competent fighters and looks to be decent living beings. Also, the fact that Zariel is a druid can be used as a formal reason for you to abandon us. In the end, the Three Moons are approaching, aren’t they?”

- “Yes. I wonder, should we attend the Sabbath?” Silver haired wasn’t so sure about it.

- “As long as you the two of you wouldn’t… you know.”

- “Devris!”

- “What? In the end it’s a festival of fertility. We all know what witches do during such Sabbaths.”

- “One. Not all of them, Two, it’s not true!” She laughed “… still, the journey to the Bald Mountain? I am not so sure about that.”

Lanele bit her lip and looked over a window with melancholic expression.
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Can you hear it? Listen. Focus. Close your eyes, open your mind. Don’t think. Be. So, do you hear it? A cricket singing somewhere in the tall grass? Bees buzzing near their nest on the tree on the opposite side of the glade? The cold, refreshing wind blowing, cooling your back? Oh, the blow of the wind! The day was warm, very warm, with the sun high in the sky, this gentle breeze was like the blessing of Uranus, who wanted to help his children after a long, stressful day.


	You are now in [Meditation] state!
	Mana regeneration 	50% up.
	Your skills may have additional effects while casting.
	Mental training	In progress
	Core creation	On
	Core improvement	Off
	Current session	01h21m11s




Can you sense the existence of the field mouse, running from one hole to another, hiding from predators, desperately trying to find some food to feed her offsprings, hidden under the roots of a tree?

Yet the falcon that was circling in the sky above spotted in, nosedive with deadly speed to pick her up? The little creature’s existence started vanishing, being grabbed by the bird’s talons. So sad. Without the mother, the young will most likely die. Such a cruel world.

Well, what can I do? Take them with me, train them, feed them, force-evolve them, making them into some enchanted magical creatures? Like hell, I will. Sorry, this world is horrible but pure and just. I can’t bother with every little creature on my path, especially the pathetic ones. The circle of life and death will continue. Survival of the fittest, kids.

But, back to my question: about the sound. Can you hear it? The whisper of the brook, the water that constantly washes the rocks, the scratching, howling, buzzing, squealing, crying?

Do you know what is it?

It’s a motherfucking silence! A bloody calmness! Divine serenity! The heat of the sun on my face, the wind on my back, half of my body in the shadow of the tree while the music of survival is playing around! THE BLISS! I can rest! First time in ages! I don’t have to kill things, I don’t have to train physically, I don’t have to fake smile while nodding, listening to completely uninteresting stories of other adventurers! GISELE IS NOT HERE! For the mercy of the gods, I love her, but her presence may appear a bit overwhelming. Her constant need to devote her 120% of your attention is exhausting. No, I don’t mind complying. Not if every once in a while I could have this moment. A moment for myself.

I don’t have to run the company, I am not forced to create repeatedly the same boring potions, just because they are being sold quickly and are a good source of income for the Syndicate. I don’t have to clean vials, checking twice if there are no remainings from the previous potion inside, that could ruin the experiment, I don’t have to put all crates with the ingredients back on their places, I don’t have to note down my thoughts about new possible potions.

Speaking of the devil, I wonder if the mushrooms I picked on my way to this town are already dried? I cut them into pieces, hanged on a single needle with a twine and left it hanging in the window. You see, mushrooms are storing lots of water, which is completely unnecessary after the process of dehydrating is over, I will raze it to powder that could be easily…

BAD ZARI! Don’t think about the alchemy! It’s time for yourself! Lazing around WHILE being productive. In the end, leveling this silly meditation gives me boost to mind stats. Ha, it’s like a cheat.

I heard a single giggle, right in front of me. Is there someone? Why can’t I sense… oh. In meditation state, I am focused on sensing mana and life forces. It’s like sitting in the dark room, with 360-degree vision in which colors are appearing, depending on the size and power of life forms. This way I can sense every bug in a radius of few dozen meters hidden in the grass.

An existence made out of pure life appeared about a meter in front of me. It was huge, bright, yet… concentrated in a very small form. If the life around me was like ember glowing in the dark, this creature was like a sun that emerged right in front of my face. Without breaking my meditation I have opened my eyes. I saw a single girl, barely a teenager, lying on her belly, supporting her chin with her palms. Her legs were rising and falling back on the ground in turns. Pretty, round face, very big, gentle eyes and elf-like ears. A pleasant smile was plastered on her face.

-          “You are finally alone! Duh! You are far too popular! I have been wanting to talk with you for months, yet someone was always around you!”

-          “Hey Aira, how have you been? Everything’s all right?” I addressed the goddess casually.

-          “More than good! I wanted to thank you! Thank you sooo much!”

-          “For what?” I chuckled.

-          “Believers. You have converted three villages back to the faith of nature! That’s a lot! My powers are like roots, coming from the forests and spreading across the world. If someone wishes not to worship me, then I can’t <get past them> this way, even if I would have a believer in cities, I couldn’t reach them. Then, I wouldn’t be able to grant my miracles and in the process, I would lose even that single soul. But words are spreading! Merchants that visits lands touched by me are mentioning it in the courts of nobles. You are the sparkle that lit the flame of my faith!”

She was beaming with pride, gratefulness and love. It was almost overwhelming.

-          “Who are you and what did you do to my Aira? There is no way that she could say these words without blushing!”

She giggled again.

-          “The girl is growing up!”

-          “If I am correct, you are one of the oldest beings that ever existed. Only the administrators that created you, the deities, are older….”

-          “That wasn’t very nice! A girl’s age should remain a mystery!” she pouted. “… also, you are wrong. Time does not matter to us. For you, it is a measure of growth and the length of the existence that remains till you die… we are beyond that. We have no end. We don’t age, thus counting year is… irrele… irela… ir… Pointless.”

-          “Irrelevant?” I tried helping her with picking up words.

She blushed, embarrassed.

-          “See? We… can’t learn. Oh, we can observe and adapt new knowledge, but we are limited to what our creator wanted us to be.”

-          “So you will remain so cute and cuddly forever?”

-          “Y-y-you think I am cute?” for a moment she became the same old Aira I knew. “… but no. I won’t. There will be an event soon. You could call it my birthday…”

-          “You said that you are ageless, in that case, why are you celebrating a bir…” She gave me an angry look. “… forget about it. You are talking about the Night of the Three Moons?”

-          “Y-yes. I wanted to warn you… No, there is nothing to be afraid of… wrong word… Inform you? No, too formal… maybe….”

-          “Aira.”

-          “Y-yes?!” she almost jumped after she got lost in her thoughts.

-          “Just tell me what concerns you.”

-          “As you know, my sisters can change their form as they please… but I can’t. Yes, I may appear as flower or nymph, but even then I am limited to specific forms and places. Even now I could only show you this avatar so far from the deep woods because you are technically my priest…”

-          “Not only technically. I consider myself to be one. It is my own joy to make people worship you.”

She grinned like a kid that was just spoiled. That full smile, closed eyes, and light blush.

-          “Now you did it. Come here!” I just couldn’t resist those pointy ears and kid posture like behaviors. I grabbed her, pulled her closer and started ruffling her short hair. They were so pleasant to touch, almost silky.

-          “Stop it!” she chuckled. “… you will ruin my hair!”

Remember, guyz, if you ever encounter a happy loli goddess, you are formally bound to spoil her.

After a minute or two I stopped petting her.

-          “What I wanted to say is… that… uh, do you know what my avatars are?”

-          “The Child, that curiously plays with life, the Lover, that, with passion, is bound to grant her gifts of life upon us, the Mother, that watches over the life of her kids, and the Elder, that bestow her knowledge about life to all three.”

That was a common knowledge. Something that priests would teach in kindergartens.

-          “… I… Can’t be all of them in same time… The Three Moons are…:”

-          “Saying bluntly you will hit puberty?” I teased her.

-          “Very bluntly. I will become almost different person.”

-          “What? You mean you will vanish?!” my heart skipped a beat.

-          “NOO! No-no-no-no! That’s not this drastic! No! I will keep my memories! I will remember everything! I will still be me!... Just… I may… what I mean is… that my…. Uh. Do you know how kids are growing up among humans?”

-          “Yeah. Hormones, pimples and more hormones.”

-          “But it’s spread in time. In the end it takes around three years for the process to end… I will be hit with all of that in a single night.”

-          “…So… you will become…” I didn’t like how it sound.

-          “I will become what?”

-          “Bit more… um…”

The next stage after the Child is the Lover. We all know where it heads. And she just admitted that <she would be hit with all the hormones> in the single night. How do you call someone a slut in a polite way?

-          “… More… straightforward?” Phew. I found the word.

-          “What do you mean by stra…”

She is cute, but in this form, her intellectual powers are limited. She may have knowledge about everything concerning life and death, yet it doesn’t stop her from being a little fool at the same time. A hamster that replaced her brain started running in its wheel, accelerating the thinking process.

A glimpse of understating appeared in her eyes. Then, a consternation. Then her cheeks became red, her forehead, and even her ears.

-          “Zari. You are a pervert. That woman corrupted you. I will cease her existence.”

-          “Jokes aside. You did not answer.”

-          “I WILL NOT! I am a goddess! A deity! I am an idea! I simply would change the way I act! Right now, as Child, I am rewarding people for curiosity! To discover, to play, to live! As Mother, I reward more for watching over little ones, mostly offsprings and as Elder, I reward sharing knowledge!”

-          “Why?”

-          “Heh?” she looked surprised.

-          “Why do you change patterns?”

-          “I am… you see… the reason of life is to evolve. And there are many ways to achieve that. The curiosity of Child allows you to adapt to a new situation – evolve as an individual, Elder encourages sharing knowledge to evolve as society…”

-          “And Mother and Lover?”

-          “Well, Mother takes care of her offspring. In the end, one needs to have a baby so Elder could share her knowledge with…”

-          “And Lover?”

That was a silly question, but I liked seeing her blush.

-          “I think you know how babies are made. In the end, you practice it every night with that wench!”

Wait, wait, wait, wait. Wait.

-          “How can you know?”

The blush completely left her face. Instead, she became pale, then even blue.

-          “Aira, are you watching me?”

No response. Another snap.

-          “What was I talking about?” the girl acted like she never heard the question I just asked. “… Ah! So, my birthday is coming, and I was wondering… would you mind participating?”

Apparently, her mind rebooted.

-          “Sure, you want me to bring something? Cake? Drinks? Gifts?”

-          “No, that won’t be necessary. It’s more like a spiritual event than a party. Just participating in the Sabbath would be enough. It’s all about showing your faith.”

-          “Just give me a time and a place. Be sure I will appear.”

-          “Less than a week, when the three moons dance in the sky at night. Place… wherever you desire. There will be quite a few gatherings. Just pick one.”

 

After she formally invited me to her party we could spend some more time together talking, in the end she was one of the beings that I considered my family. Except for few times I prayed by the altar I didn’t really share stories from my adventures with her, she may be stalking me, but even then I doubt that she could devote her whole time to watch over my little existence. 

 

We took our time, talking for the hour, maybe even two. Yet eventually I had to get back. On my way there I looked into the mouse nest and pick the offsprings of the poor animal that died in the embrace of a falcon, don’t get me wrong, I am an alchemist and I need something to test my potions on.

 

 



Same time, elf group



 

 

-          “So, do you have some plans ready?” the silver haired elf asked her friends.

-          “Well, we are finally getting some time off. We will probably stay in the city, buy a few trinkets, I have also heard that in two days, there should be some theater act in this city so…” the personal maid of Lanele started making her plans

-          “Humans? Theater? What a time to be alive. I could just take you to the zoo, the effect would be same when you would just watch few monkeys jumping around and…”

-          “Mavik. Shut up already.” Lancer was quiet for the last few hours, he pretty much became his usual self. He raised his voice only to scold his friend.

-          “But you can’t just expect that these lesser life form have a culture worth admiring!”

-          “It doesn’t matter... It doesn’t matter if you enjoy their culture, their cities, their craftsmanship or even them. Right now we are in a human city. We are their guests. They already proved having a greater culture by allowing us in, for as you know, the cities of elves rarely let outsiders in. As long as you are sleeping in their beds, eating their food and walk their streets you will respect them. Or at least tolerate.”

-          “But we are paying for it, so there is no reason to be gr…”

-          “Stop. Being. Such. A. Cunt.”

Elves rarely used vulgarisms. That shocked the swordsman even more. He only “Tsked” his friend while turning his head to the side, letting everyone know that he considers this conversation as a finished one.

They continued their late dinner in silence. After  few minutes, heavy steps could be heard as someone was descending the stairs from the upper floor.

-          “Giselle!” the priestess smiled. “… please join u…” the dragoness already sat with them before she even finished her sentence. It was clear that she would just join them even without the invitation.

-          “Daaaamn! Bath was all I needed.” She sat on the chair comfortably, or in other words – not very lady-like. With her legs spread and stretched for maximal relaxation.

Seeing this display, a single vein started pulsing on Mavik’s head, yet remembering his friends rebuke, he remained silent.

-          “Anyway, Lana, ya wanted to join us. Is there any particular place you want to visit? Some quest to take?”

-          “W-well, you know, I am a priestess and I may have some commitments. You see, there will be the Festival of the Three Moons soon, I am pretty much bound to participate. Zariel as druid…well maybe not <bound>, but I think that would be quite important for him.”

-          “Important? For Zariel? My little foolish girl, there are only three important things for Zariel. Cakes, Alchemy and me. In reverse order, of course. I assure you, after hearing that he has to go somewhere he will do everything to stop us. There is absolutely no way that Zari would leave the guild for any other reason than to get a cake, kill something or make a potion. Druid or not, he is not very devoted so…”

In that moment, the door was slammed open and the white haired magician entered the inn, he quickly gazed over the room looking for their group. He located them pretty quickly and approached with a few fast steps.

-          “Listen, ya lil pointy-eared bastards…” he started. “… I don’t know how you feel about it, but in less than a week, there will be the Festival of the Three Moons. We are attending it. I don’t care if you like it or not, I am not asking, just informing, so pack your gear and get your ass moving. We are marching out as soon as possible. I don’t want to hear any objections.”

All that needs to be said is that Giselle looked at this with dropped jaws.
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Giselle was dumbfounded. She kept looking from Lanele to Zariel, and from Zariel back to Lanele a couple of time.

-          “Not devoted, you say?” Mavik raised a single brow

-          “B-b-b-but! That’s some trick, right? Zari, you heard me a moment ago and simply decided to mock me!”

-          “No.” I answered calmly “… we are going to join some Sabbath. That’s the most important event for worshipers of Aria ever! Happens once every thousand or so years. How could I not participate?”

-          “But you are not a worshiper! I have literally never seen you praying! On our way here we walked past a few Aira’s altars! Most of them ruined! You didn’t even look at them!”

-          “Mostly because I find it pointless to pray. Altars are nothing more than a place of focus for average people. Gives them ideas of unity. After a long time the place would eventually be coated with their faith and become bit magical, but it’s still just a stone table for offerings. Instead of singing <I love Aira, give me blessing> I prefer to actually follow her teachings. Live the way she showed us. I hate boring rituals.”

-          “… what is the three moons night if not a ritual?” dragoness was still not very convinced

-          “You see, I allow myself to participate in such events every once in a while. The next time I do it will be in…. one thousand years, five days and more or less 4 hours. Any more questions to ask?”

-          “But!....” Giselle still tried proving her point.

-          “Good. Start preparing.”

There was nothing more to say, even though the dragoness still tried to raise her objections against my willingness toward participation. Later I would tell her that the invitation was direct.

I started finishing business I had with certain townsfolk. In the end I reported back quests, getting a few (dozens) of silver coins for my efforts and a few (thousands) of experience points. Then I would just sign papers with the Rosewood trader guild for herbs delivery and sell a few prices of junk from the dungeon that we picked with Giselle. Not that I needed money,but putting it bluntly, a certain dragoness had a little obsession on earning things on her own. A diamond that she found on the road was worth less in her eyes than a copper ring she pulled off the finger of lich she had killed by herself.

Not that she would actually pull the ring off undead’s hand! That shit would be cursed for sure and even she would know about it!... or does she?

What I wanted to say, is that with most of OUR reward from the quests SHE got HERSELF a very pretty golden ring with quite a big sapphire in it. Very well made piece of jewelry, a skilled enchanter could cast high spell on it.

I just hoped she would never find out that I actually had to put a few more coins from my personal alchemy income and then convince the shopkeeper to play along pretending to lower the price from what he was offering to the price that Giselle was willing to pay. For fuck sake, Giselle, no merchant would ever lower the price from 5 gold coins to 1 and 25 silvers.

… But don’t tell her that. She looked so happy to leave the store with merchant pretending to cry for selling such gorgeous ring for pretty much nothing.

That night I couldn’t sleep well, mostly because of what Aira told me by accident, just before her mind decided to update her brain to Windows 10 and shut down. That little kinky goddess was watching me. And not in spiritual sense! She was nothing more than a little pervert! Over and over again I would activate meditation state and “scan” the room with every scouting spell I had.

Not that I believed that goddess could easily avoid detection. All she had to do was to watch me from spirit realm, then I could only spot her by entering trance, or speaking in another way, drugging myself.

Yet, despite my little paranoia, the loving embrace of my dragoness was getting warmer and warmer, and her calm breathing was easing my nerves. All I had to do was to repeat her pace. Inhale, exhale. Eventually, my eyes shut and I drifted into sleep.

The world of dreams and world of spirits are connected, there is a statement that these two are twin worlds being a reflection of each other. When one was about to fall asleep, he was the closer to the spirit realm than any other part of the day.

Why am I mentioning it? Because I could swear, that just before I followed the Morpheus, I could swear I heard a single phrase: <Stupid wench>

I woke up a second before someone knocked the door.

The problem is, I couldn’t really answer. Giselle, as every single night, somehow managed to tangle her limbs around me, completely crippling my movements. I started a desperate, horrible struggle in order to free myself. Why not just wake her up and ask her to let me go? Good joke. In camps and dungeons Giselle is quite a light-sleeper, you could crack a branch on the other side of planet and she would wake up and ready her sword… but in the guild bed? My theory is that she either rests after all the sleepless nights, or that she actually managed to “store” her sleep - just like camel stores a water in his back, she stores sleep in her ass. That explains the size.

Damn. That was a good one. Will have to repeat it to her face in the future.

Knocking sounded again.

-          “Just a moment!” I yelled irritated.

Giselle pouted, purred and tightened her embrace.

A-ha! An opening! As she focused on her arms, her legs gave up a little. I used that split of second to free my waist. Now with half of my body free, rest was a piece of cake.

Another knocking. Someone was getting inpatient.

I was getting up from bed in less than two minutes. New personal record. Would give myself medal for that. Walking toward the door I managed to put some pants, just because it could be awkward to open them being naked.

In next moment I turned the key and put my head outside.

-          “What?” I asked in not very pleased tone. Yet as soon as I saw who was on the other side of the door I corrected my behavior “… Oh, pardon me. I meant: <What THE FUCK do you want>?”.

-          “Indeed, this language suits you well, primitive…” yes, it was our favorite elf “… I was asked to tell you, that miss Lanele is ready to leave. So, as soon as the two of you would decide to leave…”

-          “And you had to do it at…” I gazed over the window to see the position of sun.

Yet I didn’t see  it at all. It was still dark

-          “Before 5 fucking am? Are you nuts!?”

-          “Elfs are usually waking up earlier.”

-          “Tell me, rootsucker, can you see pointy ears on me or Giselle? No? So scram! Or not! Wait! If you already woke me up, please, wake up Giselle too!”

I would love to see that. Unfortunately, the elf seem to be a fast learner. He backed off quickly.

-          “Thank you, but no, seeing you in nothing but pants was already enough of trauma for me. My poor heart probably wouldn’t withstand such horror again. Just get yourself ready. Lanele prepared some breakfast for your group. She rarely does it, for she is very busy person, so maybe move your ungrateful asses down.”

-          “Do I hear envy in your voice?”

He throw me an angry gaze.

-          “Yeah. Her dishes are great. I am torn apart, you know? I don’t want you to eat it, but it would be blasphemy for her food to be wasted.”

-          “Great. Now, be a nice dog and tell your mistress we are coming. Remember to bark.”

I said slamming the door right in his face.

I looked at still sleeping dragoness. Now, the hard part. Waking up Giselle on her day off before sun rise. But elf gave me something to bargain with.

I bend over still sleeping beauty and purred in her ear.

-          “Gis, sweetie, rise and shine…” she answered with displeased moan as she twisted her body to  the side, running away from source of noise that wouldn’t let her rest.

-          “Giselle… I don’t want to eat alone.”

Her ear twitched twice.

-          “You don’t want to? Weird. I wanted to wake you up, because I thought you would want to taste elvish cuisine. Our new friend cooked something and I was told that her food is to die for! Well, I will ask her to keep some leftover, so you would at least know the taste…”

She moved in her bed slightly, yet I knew that this little shiver was a sign of intensive internal battle. Her laziness and everlasting hunger were battling together, like two mad wolves fighting over territory. What would win? Desire to keep resting and sinking into bed, or the need to sink her fangs into juicy meat?

-          “You say that the food is ready?” she opened one of her eyes.

-          “That son of a bitch was here and told me so.”

-          “Can’t you just… bring it to bed? Like yesterday?”

I could. But she doesn’t have to know about it, right? Also, I can’t spoil her all the time, even if I would want to.

-          “I think that Lanele wishes to spend some time together. Simply taking the plate and leaving would be impolite and rude.”

She huffed. And puffed. And moaned. And yelled. And then she started getting up from bed. Only two things are certain: Death and Giselle’s hunger. Well, I am still not very convinced about the first one.

We got ourselves ready in next few minutes before we moved down to the inn section.

-          “Oh! You came! Sorry for the early hour, but I was so excited about the journey, that I couldn’t sleep, so I walked to the kitchen. And night staff was not there so I allowed myself to start cooking, in the end miss Giselle’s appetite is legendary! I heard you like dishes with meat with extra meat, am I right?” she smiled widely

-          “And additional meat. Don’t forget with meat at the top… and bottom.” I added, earning myself another hit with elbow.

-          “Lana, you are my angel!” dragoness sat by the table. In that moment you couldn’t ever guess that merely five minutes ago she was dressing complaining how unworthy it was to get up from bed.

Indeed, priestess put in front of her a huge plate with meat pie. Pretty much a pancake with meat, the sauce was dripping from the sides. Face of dragoness was lightened, eyes widened as she was left speechless, for indeed, the meal was quite colossal.

-          “And I allowed myself to ask Giselle about your preferences. You are more into sweets, right?”

O-ho-ho! My little petite croissant! You are about to make greatest mistake of your life!

-          “I do, but mostly as dessert. You see, sweets are rewards! It needs to be an accent after the meal itself! Also, I like contrast! Sweetness and sourness! Best served with…”

-          “Black coffee?”

Her eyes shined and sparkled. She knew she was up to the challenge.

-          “Indeed… coffee…”

Damn, this is why elves are best as scouts and agents. Their ability to find information about their targets is truly frightening. I was told in better old days, Syndicate was hiring a couple of elves, criminals wanted by their kingdoms and houses for treachery, manslaughter and other funny, not exactly legal things in exchange for changing their identity. Maybe in the future…

She put a plate in front of me.

-          “Not too sophisticated? I tried keeping it simple, but I am afraid that I got carried away!”

She was so proud of herself, but damn, she had a reason to be.

It was… damn.

It was mix of meat and fruit. Is that… no! Where the hell did she find an pineapple?... is that an pineapple at all? I already learned that despite similarities all animals and plants are bit different.

Yet I didn’t see these anywhere. No store sold them.

-          “Ah, I see it picked your curiosity! These fruits are hard to get, they are growing on the south, but our priestess managed to create an artificial places in which they are manipulating the environment in order to…”

-          “You just made a greenhouse. End of topic. Don’t boast about it as if that was some national treasury, especially if it is already being used by other parties.”

It was time for her eyes to widen in surprise.

-          “Which one?”

-          “Hm?” I didn’t understand a question.

-          “Which parties are using it?”

-          “For example? Me.”

-          “Pardon me?”

-          “I am an alchemist with factory in capital. In basement I am growing plants.”

-          “How did you do that?! It took millennia to create a formula for these areas to be self-sustainable!”

-          “You are using dragon veins, aren’t you?”

-          “Yes.”

-          “Idiocity. I mean, yes, you can kill a mosquito with a canon, but it is better so use your boot, isn’t it? Mana veins such as dragon are extremely hard to keep in control, you had to put multiple layer of control spells that would keep the power level in check. You could simply use hexbags, like myself.”

-          “They are too weak…”

-          “Only if you were to use them as fuel, not the catalyst. I created a closed conduct in which I put my own power. It doesn’t require any outside intervention.”

-          “I… I don’t understand! The power used for growth should be consumed…”

-          “Well, the basic law of the world is that energy can’t be created or destroyed. It can be only transferred. This law doesn’t really apply to magic but…”

Damn, how to explain the laws of energy loss that was explained on engines? In the process of changing fuel into energy, part of it is wasted. The magic is 100% reusable as it is being emitted by every life form. Also by plants. Simply, energy that was used to grow is later given back to the ether around. But, I changed the hexbags to attract this energy for future use.

-          “I am sorry. That’s something that can’t be described during breakfast. I won’t mind sharing knowledge later.”

For a price, of course.

-          “I… I see.”

She really looked moved. I was grateful that rest of her group was away. I already imagine what kind of uproar our little conversation would ask.

-          “O-oh! But eat! I want to know your opinion!”

She quickly changed subject, yet I knew that she will be reporting it to her mother via communication crystal, maybe even today.

Not that I mind. Maybe that would open paths for the Syndicate to the Kingdom of Elves. Oh, the opportunities..

I raised the fork with her dish to my mouth.

And then I saw the god. The so called allfather. The light shined right on my face and piece of heaven travelled down my throat.

-          “As I said… the fruit may be bit too sweet, I was afraid that it may ruin the taste of meat but… Z-zari? Is everything all right? Are you crying?”

-          “Lanele.” I looked at her “… Marry me.”

-          “WHAT? But…!” She looked toward Giselle

-          “Decide quickly, because if you are not going to marry Zariel, then you are marrying me!”

-          “Polygamy?” I asked looking toward dragoness

-          “It can work.” She nodded.

-          “Stop joking! You meanie!”

-          “Don’t blame us, your cooking is just too good.” Giselle already finished her breakfast “…Mavik wasn’t lying.”

-          “I… I like cooking, but I think you are exaggerating… A-at least not to marry someone!”

-          “Yeah. If you ever lie your hands on Zariel, I am going to kill you.”

Oh, she said that so casually. Yet, instead of being intimidated Elf smiled.

-          “Now! That’s more like it! Dedication! Passion! Possessiveness!” her eyes sparkled.

-          “What with your team? Where are they now?” Giselle decided to change subject

-          “Oh, we already parted our ways. They decided to visit few places, so we can leave as soon as you are ready.”

-          “Where will be heading? I assume you know where we could join some Sabbath.”

-          “The bald mountain!” she said nodding “… and to be precise – the emerald woods. It is a place which only druids can enter… with few exceptions. As next head priestess I am allowed in… Zari, you are a druid yourself, so there should be no problems, but Giselle… well, I think she would be let in if we both asked for it.”

-          “Fine, I will just finish eating and we are good to go…” I stabbed the plate with fork once again, just to notice that my dish is no longer there.

Where did it go?

-          “But you finished it a minute ago…” Giselle noticed

What. NO! It’s not possible! I just took one bite!... or two. Maybe three? There could be four or them, but no more than five! With the last one that would be six in total...

Fuck.

-          “Well, I am already packed and rented a cart, so you can just take your things and…”

-          “I AM DRIVING!” Giselle yelled

Oh no!

-          “Well, I am fine with that.” Poor, unaware of the situation elf agreed before I managed to rise my objections.

-          “No! Please god no! No! NOO!” I cried in terror

-          “Come on, she can’t be THAT bad!” Lanele tried to support her friend

-          “You are underestimating her!”

Still, Giselle loved driving, despite her terribleness. She wasn’t going to back off, and Lanele in her lack of traumatic experiences, decided to support her. I was outvoted.

We packed our things and moved. It started innocently, first fifty meters or so.

Bumb

-          “Sorry!” Giselle yelled from driver place.

-          “So it begins.” I whispered to myself

-          “Come on, it is just a single rock! You are being too strict!” Lana once again defended her

-          “You fool, we are riding for a minute. More is yet to come!”

-          “You are exagge…”

Bumb

I raised my brow, yet said nothing.

-          “Okay! Two is still a coinc…”

Bumb.

-          “Tis just a…!”

Bumb.

Lanele blushed a little and opened her mouth to say something

BUMB-BUMB

She shut her mouth, waited half of a minute before trying to speak again.

BUMB

-          “OH COME ON!” Elf lost her patience

-          “Told you.”

Once again silver-haired wanted to speak, but she was disturbed yet again, this time not because of Giselle.

-          “Why did we stop?” I asked

-          “Dunno. Guards have locked the street.”

I groaned, yet jump off the cart coming to group of soldiers that stood in the half of the street.

-          “What’s wrong officer?” I asked politely, yet not hiding that I am in hurry.

-          “A robbery, attacker is in inside, just wait, civilian, we will be done with it in few minutes. Bastard is equipped with repetitive light crossbows, heavily armored squad in on the way.”

-          “We are adventurers, can we help?”

-          “Thank you, but no. Everything is under control!”

From the window of the shop some young man quickly gazed on the street before getting back inside. He was probably the attacker.

-          “Fuck! How could it go so terribly wrong? Is this real life? Is this just fantasy?”

I heard him cursing.

-          “You are caught in the landslide! There is no escape from reality, kid!” the guard mocked him “… come back with hands in the air! Come on kid, there is no reason to die here! Open your eyes! Look up to the sky and see!”

 

Wait! Is that…

-          “I’m just a poor boy, but I need no sympathy! Because I am easy come, easy go! A little high, little low! Anyway the wind blows, doesn’t really matter to me! To me!”

The man went silent for a moment.

-          “Mama. Just killed a man. Put the crossbow against his head, pulled the trigger, now he's dead. Mama, life had just begun, but now I’ve gone and thrown it all away. Mama… I… I didn’t mean to make you cry! If I am not back again this time tomorrow…”

-          “Kid! Just get out with hands up!”

-          “Too late. My time has come. It sends shiver down my spine. Body’s aching all the time. Goodbye, everybody. I’ve got to go. Gotta leave you all behind and face the truth! I… I don’t want to die! I sometimes wish I’d never been born at all!”

He moved again, and he flashed for a moment in the window, this time it was noticed by the city guards.

-          “I see a little silhouette of a man!” one of the guards yelled

-          “Scaramouche, scaramouche! Will you do the fandango!” another one decided to mock the attacker again hitting the sword with his shield creating a loud sound that resonated across the street.

-          “Thunderbolts! And lightening. So very, very frightening me!”

-          “Where is Galileo?” female Captain of the guards called for a specific soldier

-          “Galileo?!”

-          “Galileo?”

-          “Galileo?”

-          “Galileo?!” guards were yelling after one another

-          “Reporting for duty.”

A huge man, over two meters tall came to his commander. He was carrying a tower shield as big as himself. The light crossbows stood no chance against this beast

-          “Galileo Figaro.” Woman looked at him with pride, that such a person was serving under her “… Magnifico!”

 

-          “I’M JUST A POOR BOY! AND NOBODY LOVES ME!” man would eventually lost his cold blood and yell from the shop

-          “He is just a poor boy! From a poor family!” some elder lady took his side trying to convince the guards to go easy on him “… spare his life from this monstrosity!”

-          “Easy come… easy go…” voice of the attacker calmed down again. “… will you let me go?”

-          “BISMILLAH!” the Captain of guard seem to be offended by very idea of releasing the burglar

-          “No! We will not let you go!” another guard would cry

-          “Let him go!” somebody else from the crowd would yell

-          “BISMILLAH!”

-          “We will not let you go!”

-          “Let him go!”

-          “BISMILLAH!”

-          “We will not let you go!”

-          “LET HIM GO!

-          “Oh, mama mia, mama mia, mama mia let me go!...” the Man was almost crying “Beelzebub has a devil put aside for me. For me. FOR ME!”

He got up from the floor and kicked the door open standing with small crossbows in each of his hands.

-          “SO YOU THINK YOU CAN STONE ME AND SPIT IN MY EYE!?” he started shooting, his accuracy was low, but the tempest of arrows that he unleashed was enough to force warriors to hide behind crates.

-          “Oh, baby, can’t do this to me baby! You just gotta get out… just gotta get right outta here!

Yet one of the guard would leave his cover and shoot with crossbow of his own. The bolt flew and pierced the man belly. He felt on the ground bleeding heavily. He dropped his weapons, put his hand to his wound checking how quickly he was losing blood.

Very quickly.

-          “Oh… Oh yeah. Ooh yeah. Nothing really matters…. Anyone can see… Nothing really matters to me.”

Then he lost conscious.

What the fuck did I just witness?

 

(Editor's note: that was amazing and everyone should have enjoyed it. If you did not. Take a long shower and think about what's wrong with you)
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Giselle kept riding across the field Road behind the town at pace of riding over a pebble every 30-40 seconds. Yet no verbal abuse could be heard. No one pointed out how horrible she was at driving. No teasing. No joking.

- “Gis, I am worrying about Zariel…” the priestess said. “He didn’t say a word since that incident with the burglary.”

- “I doubt that is the case. I can’t imagine him caring about some stranger.”

Zariel was sitting in the cart with his chin resting on the palm of his hand. His gaze was hazy as if he was looking into the oblivion itself. Lanele waved her hand in front of his face a few times, yet there was no reaction.


- “I didn’t get it…” he would eventually speak, drawing attention of girls.

- “Ha?” they asked in unison. Just to notice that those words were not addressed to them. He was speaking to himself.

- “Just what, in heaven and hell, was that? Musical? No. The crowd would join and start singing and dancing. Improvisation? No. That was fully scripted. Shakespeare monologue? No, no monologue, too many people were involved… Tolkien’s storytelling? No, different style…”

- “Ok. I give up. Something broke him.” Giselle exhaled loudly stopping the cart.

She got up, walked toward her mate, laid both her hands on his shoulders…

- “Zari…” she said with the cutest, most loving tone that ever escaped her mouth. “…WAKE UP! WAKE UP! WAKE-WAKE-UP!”

And then she started shaking his whole body. The magician’s head started jerking in all directions.

- “What are you doing?! Crazy woman?!”

- “What am I doing?!” she put an accent on <I>. “… you were acting like a lunatic for the past four hours!”

A surprised glimpse sparkled in his eyes as he looked over surroundings. Then his gaze traveled to the sky, checking the position of the sun. Yes, Zari, the sun is in completely different place than before.

- “Sorry. Got lost in thoughts.”

- “FOR FIVE HOURS?!”

- “Yes, Giselle, when people are smart they use it to THINK about stuff. You could try it too.” He didn’t say that with malice of any kind.

- “YOU LITTLE!”

- “Oh? No one is driving? Fine, I will take the carter spot. Take a rest, my love” He said, standing up from his sitting spot and moving past the still angry Giselle.

- “Wait, what?!”

- “You stopped driving, you stopped doing something that you love! If it is not because you need to rest, then I have no idea what was that!”

- “I just wanted…”

- “Shush babe. Rest.”

- “I mean…”

- “Shush.”

- “But…”

- “Shhh.”

- “Thank you!” Lanele whispered to her savior that saved her butt from damages caused by the rocks which dragoness would hit.

Giselle was still “But-ing” and “I-ing”, but the white-haired man wasn’t going to move away.

- “So, where are we going? Our next destination, miss Lanele? Unfortunately, my studies of geography were rather shallow. I merely learned the locations of bigger mountains and forests…”

The magician said while giving the horses a command to move.

- “Oh, indeed, Bald mountains isn’t that tall, the only reason why is it so remarkable is that it’s the place of druids gathering.”

- “Which circle?”

- “All of them.”

Zariel turned around his upper body to look at the elf priestess. His raised brow asked a question that his lips have never spoken.


- “It’s a place of hierophants gathering. You know, it’s like your Senate… But they are concerned more about the needs of the world than politics… that’s common knowledge.”

- “Please. Treat me as someone that was born yesterday… or not, better as someone who was born a year and half ago.”

- “Will do!” elf chuckled, for she didn’t realize that her conversation partner was serious. “Anyway, we have much more time than we need. We can take our time. In two days we should reach another village. For now just keep riding along the road. On the next crossroad, turn south. Stay alert. I heard that this path is being often attacked by renegades.”

The expression of both the magician and the warrioress turned ugly. Renegades. You think a bandit was a serious problem, plaguing the world? No, bandits themselves were the lowest level of the crime word. The bottom in cases: power, methods and targets.

Renegades were something we could name “bandit +”. Someone that knew the methods of attack of mere road-thugs and eventually exceeded them. Someone that used to hunt bandits. Ex-soldiers, marauders, ex-city guards… and adventurers that eventually decided that money from monster-killing business is unfair.

They weren’t just dirty villagers with pitchforks that they could scare by simply demonstrating their strength.

Even more, as they suffered a “little” complex. You know, by being kicked from law supported forces and becoming outlaws… let’s just say that they didn’t really love regular adventurers. Some renegades even specialized in hunting adventurers.

- “Chances of meeting them?” Zariel asked after a moment.

- “Can’t tell. We are traveling with Giselle, who is a celebrity among guilds. Few would get scared of her and let go, few would want to hunt us twice as much.”

- “I won’t mind treating them with my sword….” Gis laid her hand on the huge blade. “… these bastards think that they are some kind of hunters. While they are nothing but scum.”

- “Easy there, girl…” her man responded. “… You know, don’t call the devil, he may respond.”

- “Chickening out?” the redhead teased.

- “No. I simply don’t like killing without profit. Being attacked means fighting back. Fighting means getting tired. And I hate getting tired without being paid.”

- “And what about all the poor damsels in distress? Children that are being oppressed? Poor farmers that can’t afford to protect themselves?”

- “Well, sucks to be them.”

- “Oh? And you are then one saying that? Really? A guy who sells life saving potions for the 10th of the price?” 

- “I did that to justify the existence of my company. Otherwise I couldn’t get on the market and would have less customers.”

- “The orphanage too?”

- “What is an orphanage?” Lana joined the conversation.

- “Zari’s project. A house for orphans. He is about to build a huge building that would be both a school and a dormitory, and take in kids from the streets so they won’t have to live on the streets.”

The man pouted.

- “Really? Why? I mean, don’t get me wrong! That’s very noble! And…”

- “Exactly! Zari doesn’t want to be seen as a noble person. Don’t know why, but he wants to appear as some kind of villain.”

- “Again, why?”

- “So people would leave me alone. Help someone once, and he will remember about you next time he has a problem. When you are a jerk no one wants anything from you.”

- “He says that and makes the world better for everyone around. That’s why I love him!” Gis got to him and kissed him on the cheek.

- “I thought that’s because I can cook edible food.”

- “That’s also true.”

- “And because I am such a beast in bed?”

- “Buaha-Hahaha!” she burst into a not so lady-like laugh. “… Kitty, I am afraid that in bed you are docile and cute. I am doing most of the job!”

- “W-w-w-w-what are you talking about?!” the hundred years old virgin couldn’t really talk about sex

- “If I am that bad, maybe go look for somebody else?!”

The man suddenly got angry

- “Baby are you angry?”

Giselle, for fuck sake, listen to the narrator! I said he was angry a moment ago!

- “Not at all.” the magician wouldn’t even look at her.

- “You sure?”

Giselle, you dense, dumb f…

- “Guess it.”

- “You start to act like woman!”

- “I DON’T!”

He did.

- “You got angry for nothing!”

- “It’s not about what you said, but the way you said it!” the man would stick to his own version of reality. Then he froze, as if he just heard what he said. “… oh. My. God.”

- “See? SEE?! My point.”

The argument lasted for quite some time. All this time they were being watched.




Definitely-not-renegade’s POV




The camp was hidden pretty well, not only by bushes and trees, but also by multiple layers of illusion. It was quite far from the main road so no patrol would ever come scouting for this place.

A single gnoll was sleeping on the plain bed, even now he was wearing a mixed armor. His weapon, a morningstar on long chain was lying next to him.Yet his rest was quickly interrupted by an approaching troll.

- “Get up, Lokiv, Mak’harg said that someone is approaching the ambush spot.”

- “If these are some traveling farmers, like last time, I will get seriously fucking angry. Poor bastards wanted to sell food at the local market. They barely put up any fight.”

- “We were low on food. Killing them was necessary.”

- “Killing? We could just take their goods and let them go.”

- “Not if you wanted to stay here longer than a week. We need to lay low for now, until we would learn the topography better.”

- “Tsk. Better for that witch not to be mistaken this time, or else…”

- “Or else what?…” the troll taunted. “… I am really curious what you will do to her.”

The hyena-man wanted just to boast around, yet he quickly became silent. They moved past a few traps to the small tent. Inside two more people were waiting. A human and a dark elf.

A magician was sitting in the middle of circle made out of candles, meditating. Her head was risen, her eyes, completely rolled back to her skull, were open.

- “What is it?” the gnoll asked.

The elf on the ground snapped back to reality.

- “Don’t you know that interrupting a magic trance is dangerous?”

- “You are a big girl, you will be fine…”

- “To you. The circle around me is also a barrier, when the mana flow is disturbed…”

- “… Use common language, please?”

- “Boom. There would be a big boom.”

- “You said you saw someone?”

- “Yeah. Three adventurers are coming. Giselle Redwing…”

- “That bitch is fucking mine.” The gnoll snarled.

- “Yeah, she would cut you in two.” The human male stated his mind.

- “Shut up. Both of you.” The elf tried calming down her companions. “… the other one is an elf priestess. Here it gets problematic. She is the next head priestess.”

The human whistled.

- “So? What does it mean to us?” the troll asked.

- “You are just proving that you are nothing more than a goblin that grew too tall. One, she will be strong. Two, many people will be after us. She is like a princess.”

- “Good. Her death will bring us glory.” the gnoll nodded.

- “It’s far more personal. Her mother is responsible for my current life. Because of her, my tribe no longer exists.” the witch in the middle whispered. “… I don’t care about that scaly brute and that male, I simply want to send her pretty face to her mother.”

- “The last one? We have priestess and warrioress, the last one must be a rogue…”

- “No, most likely another mage, probably no one important. The wind whispered his name. Zariel.”

The human, that was right now drinking water from the cup spitted it out, choking.

- “No one fucking important? Girl, I know that you three can’t go into the cities, but daaaaamn!”

- “He is important?”

- “Do you know why out of the blue I could afford more potions for the same price? Because of him. He is a genius among human. He joined the adventurers so the other parties would leave him alone.”

- “He was being hunted?”

- “Yeah, but not like us. Guilds are killing each other to make him join them. Alchemists, Senate… Sentinels.”

- “Fuck.”

- “Damn.”

- “Crap.”

- “Is he that good?”

- “His battle abilities are unknown. At least officially. He is traveling with Giselle, the question is: if he is leaching from her, or fighting on equal ground.”

- “I can’t imagine THAT Giselle letting anyone leach on her glory.”

The mood in tent became dense.

- “So team made of an S rank, an A rank and some god-only-knows rank prodigy?”

- “Are we letting go?” the gnoll asked. “… don’t get me wrong. I would love to fight, but…”

- “We have the advantage of numbers and the element of surprise.” the troll said.

He took a used map from his bag and put it on a small table in the corner.

- “The ambush spot is quite great, we could rain down arrows, then…”

- “Arrows?! Only you and Derek can actually shoot. I prefer close combat…”

- “No. We will say hi.” The witch said after a moment. “… that man can’t be this good. He didn’t sense me, and I didn’t really use any powerful presence-hiding spells. It means that the range of his detection-spells is small.”

- “I don’t like that idea. That man is running a big company and many parties benefits from his actions. And he is an idol-adventurer. And the princess elf. We will make quite a few enemies. Everyone would thirst for our blood.” The man called Derek cursed under his nose.

- “That’s the point. Adventurers are looking down on us. This is why we are killing them. Our methods are too extreme? Only weak fools can’t comprehend that true powers can’t be restricted by form!” the gnoll moved towards the exit “… We will kill them, make more of them come after us, and then kill them too. That’s the whole fucking point.”

- “Maybe for you. I am selling the stuff you stole for a percentage.” the human rogue whined.

- “Derek, are you with us?”

- “Ha! That man will probably have some valuable stuff! Bank bills of changes, documents, maybe potion recipes. I will have my fucking share.”

- “Good. Go, prepare yourself. Meeting next to the ambush place in 30 minutes.”
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The group of four criminals was waiting around the crossroad. The human and troll were sitting with crossbows on the eastern and western sides of the path. From the south, the place to which the travelers were heading, a gnoll took his guard. As the only heavy armored member of the party his duty was to focus the attention of the adventurers on himself. At least for a moment, for a split second. That would be enough for rest of the party to unleash their attacks. And the dark elf, no one knew where she was, not even her own party members. She hid somewhere further and cast multiple detecting-negating spells. For that, she needed to be in bit more distance, so the priestess and that so-called prodigy couldn’t sense the mana manipulation.

The troll was looking into the horizon awaiting for their targets to come. That was the worst part of ambush. Waiting. You had your crossbow in hand, the bolt was loaded, your finger on the trigger. Trembling. One unnecessary move and fragile mechanism would send arrow into nothingness. He didn’t have his lever to that crossbow with himself. That meant that he had only one shot. He started sweating.

WHY WAS HIS HEART SO LOUD! He could swear that it was pounding so fast and loudly that Derek, sitting thirty meters away from him could hear him.

But rouge didn’t react to his worries. It must have been his imagination.

They were covered in mud and pieces of plants, to hide their bodies, heat and scent. He was the one who suggested that. Oh, elf-witch didn’t like that idea, Ha! She hated it! They weren’t monsters, she said.

No. But Giselle was half dragon. Some reptiles have heat sensing receptors, this is how snakes can hunt at night. Also, most reptiles have magnificent sense of smell. That's the knowledge he harvested together with body parts of monsters he killed. Also, what would they lose? A sense of comfort? Ha! After battle they could just wash in the nearest river. It’s better to be too prepared for some event, than the other way around. In the end they agreed to his plan.

Why is he this nervous!? Oh, he is always nervous. No matter if he was hunting a rabbit or Gairaran, he was always trembling. But this time, it is something else. Like spirits of ancestors were trying to warn him personally.

No. A hunt is a hunt. This will bring him glory. Yes, let that sink in. He is the hunter. One of the best. There is only he, ambush spot and prey, that is about to come, he could almost hear them approaching… No, wait, he really hears them!

The cart was approaching. The white haired man was driving it, they were talking to themselves, joking, laughing. He would turn around every few seconds just to answer back. Come on. Just 100 more meters to the ambush spot!

-          “Zari! You bastard!” dragoness yelled

-          “What? I said the truth!”

-          “No, you didn’t!”

-          “Miss Giselle! I-I have no idea what to say! To think that someone like you…” another voice, probably priestess

-          “No! You get it all wrong! He is twisting the reality with his words! Showing you only the piece of fact that would make me look bad!”

50 meters. He could already see them completely, yet there was no way that

-          “I-I have no idea what else could happen to justify you sitting on Zari with a w-w-w-whip and…”

-          “NO! It was his whip! I took it from him, then we started struggling! I landed on him and THEN Marika entered the room!”

-          “You hear her, Lana? I hope you can hear how ridiculously that sounds? That  many coincidences in one place?”

The man was clearly enjoying himself. 25 meters. He could already see his eyes. What weird eyes. Green and blue. Like forest and sky. Or river with purest water. Yes, he remembered the eyes of the creatures he hunted. That was his only trophy, carved on the back of his mind. The way expression changes. From the one suspecting nothing, to panic, to desire to fight, to begging for mercy, and then into this cold, blank gaze to nothingness. Closer. Just a little!

-          “I will fucking murder you!”

-          “Please, if you already have to, then just kill me. I am afraid that fucking may involve that whip of yours!”

-          “YOU LITTLE!”

10 meters. The troll took a breath in and held it. For a moment everything became quiet, as he was pointing his crossbow at the perfect location for his shot. That moment of serenity, just before strike, was what made him into the hunter. His heart slowed down instantly. His hands were no longer trembling.

8 meters. Almost there. Yet somehow expression of white haired man changed.

7 meters. His eyes. For the love of avatar of hunts! His eyes! Pupils narrowed almost into vertical slits.

6 meters. His eyes started looking in all direction, he could swear that his ears twitched a little. Human’s ears can’t do that!

5 meters. He stopped the cart.

NO! No there! Part of bush was still covering him, from here shooting was impossible!

-          “Zari, what happened?!”

Exactly?! What happened! Why did you stop! There is no way that we noticed them! They were invisible! Smell-less, soundless! Mud was still supposed to hide their body temperature!

-          “Do you hear it?” the man asked.

-          “No.” the elf and dragon answered in unison.

-          “Exactly. No birds, no insects. Nothing. A few dozen meters ago I thought that my mind would split because of that noise… Off the cart. Into formation. We are not alone.”

He was smiling and troll could swear, that for a moment his teeth were non-human like. Sharp like wolf’s, except his fangs, which were sharp, thin needles, like viper of some sort.

Fuck. FUCK! Who the hell pays attention to such details while traveling!?

The answer for that question was more than obvious. A hunter. Someone that grown up in wildness, someone that was listening to surroundings on daily basis, for his survival depended on it. A hunter, like himself!

He left his cover, it was pointless, took an aim on white haired man a fired. He shouldn’t aim at him. Not him. His reaction time and surrounding-awareness was best of the whole team, when ambushing enemy team, they should focus the weakest chain – the support, the priestess.

But… that man. He HAD to hunt him down! His eyes! He needs to remember those eyes! They were his!

Derek did same thing after split of second, he actually pointed him weapon toward elf. Good. That man was his.

They both fired. He saw the bolt flying right between his eyes. And then again, that bloody change in his face. For a moment he could swear that part of him were non-human. He moved his head to the side letting arrow dig in the earth behind him. All this time he was looking him in the eyes. These eyes were not surprised. Not willing to fight nor begging. They were amused. Like a lion looking at baby deer charging at him with his underdeveloped horns.

That hurt his pride. With roar he grabbed a javelin off the ground and charged at him.

In same time dragoness covered the elf with her own body, making arrow bounce off the strengthened armor. Stupid Derek! He told him to take the heavy crossbow! But noooo! Adventurers rarely use heavy armors! The light one would give him better mobility! Stupid fuck! He was literally traveling with a gnoll using similar armor as hers!

Speaking about the devil, Lokiv jumped away, growling like half-dessert-dog he was as he charged on warrioress.

-          “May the blessing of mother, fall upon thee, sharpen thy claws, ease your mind…”

The priestess started doing what priestess do – buffing her party.

-          “Like hell I will allow you!” that was her, their boss, witch send a ball of dark energy that hit her target in backs, stopping her chant.

Good. Now it will start. Just as they agreed. Separating them. Mak’harg would attack the priestess, force her further away from group, Lokiv was supposed to engage dragoness in combat, in that time, troll and Derek were meant to buy as much time as possible by harassing magician.

They had double the advantage, two against one when it came to fight with so called genius and battle between priestess and witch. The high elf was pretty much defenseless against the witch, she specialized in supporting, while her race-cousin specialized in curses and pure damage dealing. Also, Lokiv and Giselle were supposed to be on similar level. Beasts in the league of their own.

When their boss would finish with her target, she would aid them, and then, as whole team they would gank on Giselle.

And that's what happened. The gnoll pretty much rammed his whole body on the great sword wielder pushing her away, deeper to the north. Good, the distance between them in increasing. Now. The dance of the hunter begins now.

 



Giselle’s battle



 

The hyena man was actually quite strong, enough to push the dragoness further and further. Oh, he got caught her by surprise a little, still, her opponent possessed greater strength than a single minotaur. And if you would consider that a gnoll’s tribe are made mostly of hunters, then you would finally reach the conclusion that he obtained his power only by training and fighting. No racial bonuses in muscle mass.

Yes, he was able to push Giselle away, despite her draconic blood and guidance of Jericho. She could respect that.

Eventually the beastman would stop his assault and break their fighting embrace.

-          “GISELLE REDWING!” he roared angered.

-          “Do I owe you money?” Gis asked smiling with corner of her lips.

-          “What? No!”

-          “In that case, yes, I am Giselle Redwing.”

She joked right in his face. He came with his war scream, ready to fight to death, and she jokes?

-          “My name is Lokiv of the Sandwalkers clan! I came to claim your life!”

She could disrespect him, but he will remain faithful to his codex. To his credo.

-          “Wait… I think I know your name…” of course she would, he used to be quite popular “… You are that adventurer that failed his contract. No, not just failed, you pretty much let the man that hired you die!”

That was true. He was hired to escort a merchant across the dangerous dunes of a great dessert. They were attacked by monsters. Oh, he was killing monsters, just… not really protecting the people that paid him. Instead of creating a defensive formation he charged at the greatest beast, breaking lines. That cost lives of many adventurers and travelers. Those which remained reported his actions to both the authorities and the guild.

The guild wanted to protect their friend, they tried explaining that during missions many things may go wrong, that they are bound to make decisions in heat of moment. HA! They almost managed to convince authorities. But when the gnoll himself was asked why he decided to break formation that was completely safe, he just answered the he really wanted to kill that dune king.

“But what about the people?” The judge asked.

He responded, that he couldn’t care less about them. He joined the quest only to kill things.

He was supposed to be executed the very next day. But, he broke out of the prison. He killed five armored guards with his bare hands, took their equipment and left, killing his way through a dozen more that tried to stop him.

-          “You are a person that leaves his companions to die…” the warrioress’ tone became cold.

-          “Don’t you dare to look down on me. I have my pride. I don’t need weak leaches to follow me. They were joining me only to rank up, and I couldn’t take party quests alone. In the end I was the one doing pretty much the whole job. Then I would just hear them at inn, bragging about achievements that weren’t theirs. I thought, that if people would die, the guild authorities would finally do something about the weaklings. But no. All I did, was go into battle. I took on almost every beast in the dunes, maybe a tenth of the swarm attacked the caravan. Without me, they were defenseless. Weak. Good for nothing. Leaving my companions? They weren’t companions. And now, look at yourself. Traveling with spoiled princess and some good-for-nothing alchemist!”

-          “I have no idea what the battle competences of Lanele is, true, but if you would look down on Zariel… Let’s just say he only looks like pathetic, good for nothing weakling.” She smiled “… anyway, this conversation is over yet? I need to quickly kill you and go check on Lana.”

-          “Your pride will be your undoing.”

The creature snarled again. He raised his shield and corrected his grip on his morningstar. Then he moved. His dominant hand raised to the sky, and fell down, forcing a weapon into movement. A huge, spiked metal ball hit the ground on which Giselle was standing second ago. She evaded the attack by moving to the side, then, as the weapon of the beast-kin was lying useless, she charged in.

Yet her opponent parried the attack with his shield before using it to push her away. Once again, then he pulled his weapon back.

The dragoness in very last moment fell to the ground, as the metal ball flew back to its user. No sane fighter would decide for such move, mostly because if avoided, the ball would damage the user.

But the ball rested in weird round spot in the shield without causing any damage. Damn, these two, shield and morningstar, were a complete set. Designed in such way to allow wearer to use ridiculous moves that normally would end with his death.

Not only that. The shield was apparently magically enchanted. It didn’t just stop the spiked ball, instead after second of delay it was shot off the shield back on Giselle.

One more time she saved herself in very last moment.

-          “Nice one, right? It cost small fortune.” He smiled.

Dragoness looked at him for a moment before taking the battle stance.

-          “Treating me seriously already? Good, otherwise I couldn’t be proud of killing you. Now, as you won’t take me lightly, I could start being serious myself.”

Then, till the end of the fight they said nothing more. They just rushed at each another letting the song of metal hitting metal ring.

 



Lanele’s battle



 

-          “TAKE THIS, BITCH!” another bolt of dark thunder split the air and devastated the single tree that was growing nearby. It cracked in half, then caught fire.

-          “Oh, fierce lover, hear my plea,

respond with might of the…”

A whip of pure magic power send high elf flying before she could cast a spell

-          “What are you? A first year student? You can’t even cast spells without chant? To think that her daughter would be THIS pathetic!”

Oh, but she could cast spells without chant. But, her mother taught her much more. For example, she was a chess maniac. Lurking your enemies in reckless action by letting them think they already won was her mother favorite tactic. On purpose she would lose half of her chessmen, and then the remaining half would win the game, almost without taking a single pawn from her opponent.

Now!

The priestess clasped her hands making a magic word resonate between them before putting her palms to the ground.

Dozens of vines erupted trying to catch her.

-          “Woe, woe you, my foe,

For sins you made became well-known,

Despair now and tremble, you have made,

Wrath of Eden this world embrace.”

The whole ground shook as the whole area turned into small jungle filled with carnivorous plants.

-          “That was a delayed chant, something that is being taught waaay later than on 1st year.”

A rose that inside her petals had an actual maw with teeth swallowed witch whole. It made gulp-like sound. About ten seconds passed before it was tore apart from the inside.

-          “UMBRA FINITA!” dark elf shouted as remaining of rose was send in all direction.

Her body was covered in black mist, a sparkle of electricity would appear occasionally.

-          “You little tricky whore! You and your mother are alike!”

-          “My mother is a great leader and wonderful priest, thus I will consider this as compliment!” Lanele grabbed edges of her dress and curtsied with grace.

-          “Your mother is a murderer and an abomination!”

-          “I would love to argue about this matter and protect her honor and good name, unfortunately, you are not a partner for such conversation. I think I will just satisfy myself with getting rid of you!”

She once again clasped her hands before raising them to the sky

-          “Oh, mighty garden than in Eden dwells,

Come upon this land, where evil lies…”

-          “Two can control nature, wench!”

Dark elf mimicked her gestures.

-          “Darkwood, Witchwood, come to life!

Swallow fools who have stepped inside…”

The battle was about to get real.

 



Zariel’s fight



 

-          “What wrong, are you going to finally move?”

White haired man was standing in the same spot he was before. The troll and human were moving in circle around him waiting for opening. On the one hand, they were supposed to play on time, on the other…

… THAT MAN WAS FULL OF OPENINGS! Come on! He was pretty much begging to get stabbed! It was almost as if he considered that it was unnecessary to protect himself.

-          “Nah mate, we are here just to buy some time.”

Derek revealed his plan on the spot. Clever. By doing so he tried provoking so called genius to move. Yet he just chuckled.

-          “Oh, you could've told me that earlier! I don’t mind waiting! Bah! I am sure I have booze on the cart, come on, let’s sit together and rejoice. Waiting for our beloved ladies to get back… or was that gnoll a male. If yes, then pardon my rudeness, that was the first gnoll I ever saw so…”

Derek attacked when man was still talking. From the side – blind spot. And again, troll could swear that his face twitched – shifted, in inhuman way, as if it was made of receptors that no known race should have.

He parried attack of the dagger, engaging the rogue in few grapples before countering with an elbow to the solar plexus. Derek left this little encounter defeated.

-          “Damn, fucker has eyes all around his head!” Derek shouted

-          “yes, his awareness is quite…”

-          “NO! I mean literally! He had a fucking third eye on his temple!”

What?

Indeed, all that time when his skin twitched, that wasn’t just troll’s hallucination made my excitement. His skin pulsated again and new eyes started opening around his head.

-          “I… seeeee. You…” he moaned like soul of the damned. Then he burst into laugh “… Sorry guys, always wanted to say that.”

The rogue and hunter exchanged gazes.

-          “Just what the fuck is this guy?”

-          “Hey! It’s rude to just ignore me! So, you join me by the glass of booze or what?”

-          “Sorry mate, I am afraid that after attacking you we can’t let you reach any city. You know, if you would tell someone that we attacked you quite few people would come after us….”

-          “Yeah, messing with the syndicate is bad for your health…”

That was new information.

-          “You have connection with them?” that complicated things. A lot.

-          “If you could call bringing them back to former glory and becoming one of Shadows… then kinda? Oh, wait, you didn’t know bout that, did ya? Crap. I thought you were just checking ground, stating obvious in form of questions. This is bad. Now I have to get rid of you… Also, thanks for waiting. That helped a lot!”

Wait, why is he bleeding?

-          “You know, there is one spell that I really wanted to test, but I was lacking mana to cast it. Because of our conversation I could perform a blood ritual. Now, I should have enough to…”

His eyes changed. A moment before he had eight eyes all around his head like spider would, half of them were blue, half green. Yet suddenly they become yellow. So wonderfully yellow, you couldn’t just avert your eyes…

One could just sink in looking into this eyes… yesss...

-          “Hey! Greenskin! The fuck are you doing! Move! Fuck! Are you crazy? He is going to fucking kill us! RUN!”

Run? But why? He was so, so sleepy. If he could just… take a nap, right now… Actually, why couldn’t he? He doesn’t even have to get on the ground and lie. His body was turning into stone. A solid stone. That meant that he could just rest standing. Yess, in this wonderful, grey shell he won’t have to do anything. Just rest. Into comfy, cold, refreshing sleep.

-          “PIGFACE!” Derek yelled last one time.

He turned back to face abomination on the field. All those yellow eyes were now looking at him.

-          “Are you waiting for something?” the creature asked in sweet tone “… you may go.”

Rogue was still trembling, yet his eyes almost popped out in surprise.

-          “Yes, I am letting you go. Run, run fast as you can, I need to check on my friends, so if you would be far enough, I wouldn’t chase you.”

-          “B-but you said… that you can’t… let us go…”

-          “True. But I am quickly changing my mind. So run unless you want to join that troll…”

Derek didn’t need to be told twice. He turned around and started running, faster than the wind.

-          “Poor fool.” the white mage exhaled air.

He didn’t have to chase him. Basilisk’s Glare Curse of highest level would damage thief every hour. Eventually, he would die. Because of effects of [Fear] and [Paranoia] he wouldn’t talk with anyone.

The man called Derek had a Health Pool of 420, which meant that he had 420 hours of life if he would be under the care of skilled healers that would be treating the damage every hour. 420 hours of life in best-for-him-case-scenario. But there was no healer around, only pools and villages.

The witch-boy took one last look at the  monument of a troll. He had twisted in a fearful expression. Apparently, the effect of the calming down spell wore off in a moment when his body completely froze in its stone-shell. Now, his always open eyes will be forced to gaze over this scenery forever, until his mind goes insane. The man shook his head disappointed and left, in order to join his companions.
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Despite that the Gnoll was clearly weaker than Giselle In terms of pure brute strength, he dominated the battlefield. He clearly was worth being called an S rank. Unfortunately for the dragoness, her opponent was thinking, the fact that his weapon and shield were pushing her in the corner all the time wasn’t helping either.

The beastman had no openings in his stance. Even when his weapon would be thrown away, giving her an illusion of a gap in his defense, he would use his shield as a weapon itself to keep her away until he could withdraw the morningstar.

Speaking about the weapon. It was enchanted. There was no doubt. The chain was moving like a snake, sometimes it would even change its trajectory a little bit in mid-air without the gnoll’s physical intervention.

The spiked ball once again crushed the stone. Even though, Giselle jumped back even more. She already learned in the painful way that charging on the beastman when his main weapon was far away wasn’t the best idea. So she waited. By the method of trial and error, she got an idea. If this enemy is deadly both with weapon and with his weapon being thrown away, the only opportunity that was left was to strike as the ball would be slowly creeping back to him.

The gnoll moved. Spikes tore the ground as he pulled the chain back to him. Giselle, with a swift move took one of her twin axes off her back, turned it around, so the blade of the axe was pointed to the sky and hit the chain. The head of the axe from the other side was ended, like most of war axes, with a spike. Right now, she used it to pin the chain to the ground below, immobilizing the Morningstar for a few seconds.

Then she once again gripped her meteoric sword with both hands and rushed onward. She slashed vertically. The former adventurer used those few seconds to struggle with the chain, he managed to free his weapon, yet Giselle was already performing her attack. He had to choose to drop the weapon and run to gain some ground or to stay there and pray to the goddess that he would withdraw his weapon in time. That’s what dragoness thought.

In reality, the beastkin decided to pick option number three. While staying his ground, he indeed dropped his heavy weapon, his dominant hand followed to his thigh and pulled a short, thin blade. It looked like rapier that was broken in half. He took a step toward Giselle and raised the small blade, pointing it at her belly.

Most of the warriors would end their stories here, but Giselle once again took advantage of being a half-dragon. She put her whole weight on one of her legs and twisted her body to the side, hitting the gnoll in the side with her tail. The attack was strong enough to actually throw the monster-man on the ground.

She finished her pirouette, regained her footing and finished her attack from before, hitting the ground on which the man called Lokiv lied. He rolled away, avoiding the attack in the very last moment. In response, the dragoness once again raised her blade and attacked the ground, just so the beastman would roll away again. And again. And again.

Gis attacked again and again the enemy that still hadn’t gotten up, not a honorable deed to do, but when you fight with a renegade that would never show you mercy of any kind, honor becomes a commodity that you can’t afford.

The dragoness got too hasty in her actions. The gnoll used that single mistake by rising his lower body and kicking the warrioress in the gut. Gis was forced to take few steps back. She lost a few seconds, that her opponent greedily used to get up, jump to the side and pick up the axe that Giselle used a few moments ago to disarm him.

The redhead cursed nastily under her breath. That whole battle up to this very point brought nothing. None of them were damaged in any way. That was a fight for exhaustion, the one that was forced to move more would lose first. And up until now, that strange weapon made her dance quite a lot. She already was breathing quickly, while her opponent didn’t show any signs of stamina loss. She wiped sweat off her forehead with her palm, just to discover that her palm was covered in blood. The spike-blade hit her. Not in vital places, bah! Barely scratched her skin, still if it was poisoned it could end really badly. Later she would have to ask Zariel for some medicines, just in case.

The gnoll balanced his new weapon a few times, nodded with approval as the piece of steel positively scored his quick inspection. He could continue this battle. He took a step, and another, and yet another one, slowly changing the pace of his movements. Right now, he was openly charging at the dragoness with his shield raised to his chest level and the axe hidden behind his back.

And then player number three joined the game.

A monster jumped out of the tall bushes growing on both sides of road. In his entire life he have never seen a monstrosity like this one. Easily three meters tall, yet appeared to be shorter because it moved on all four limbs, it’s body was ridiculously muscular, like a bull on steroids. It’s tails ended with two spikes and it’s body was covered in exoskeleton – in areas of his spine and main limbs, and reptilian scales everywhere else. No to mention two bull-horns on his head.

The creature was charging right to the gnoll, direct collision was impossible to avoid. In a split second, the Sandwalker clan member changed his direction and covered himself with his shield. Still, the blow sent him four meters into the air, when he hit the ground he slid an additional four to five and hit the tree. The beastman quickly check his body. One of his ribs almost broke.

The creature also didn’t end up unharmed either. It was sitting on its butt, a bit confused.

- “Fuck…” the abomination said. “… Giselle, sweetie, remind me next time to strengthen my skull. That hurt like hell…”

- “Zari, is that you?” the dragoness asked with uncertainty.

- “No, my fair-lady. I am just some random beast that speaks and decided to aid the damsel in distress. Also one that calls you casually. Of course it’s me, bird-brain!”

- “No need to be an asshole!” the redhead pouted. “… how could I tell? You are never using the same body twice!... also, what happened with your enemies?”

- “We started drinking booze. Unfortunately, they couldn’t hold their liquor and are now sleeping.” the monster mocked her again. “… Gis, please, you really could deduct a few things. They are dead and soon-to-be-dead. Came to help you.”

She grumped again, yet said nothing in that matter. The gnoll already raised again. This time, a glimpse of fear and excitement was visible all over his face.

- “Also, couldn’t you make your body handsome just once? You always choose some hideous mix of nightmares.”

- “Well, my human version is handsome enough.”

- “If it was, I wouldn’t be bringing this topic up in the first place.”

The creature threw an angry gaze yet did not respond. He decided to destress himself on the gnoll. He would finish this conversation later.

The duo started circling around the beastfolk. The renegade did his best to follow the movements of his enemies. Yet in the end, he made a mistake. He failed to read their actions. The creature roared and hit the ground with his tail causing a noise, he started getting closer with bared fangs at the warrior in a hurried walk. It was nothing but a trick made so the gnoll’s attention would focus for those few seconds on the beast. Excessive movements making far more noise than necessary. Normally he would have never got caught on such a silly move, yet normally he would never face a huge abomination that jumped out of nowhere.

With the grace of a dancer, Giselle jumped at the beastman’s back, slashing vertically. He did try to avoid the attack, and because of that he wasn’t cut in two, yet a crimson wound on his side was a proof of the damage done.

Bleeding, he tired parrying blows from two sides – blows that were performed by two much stronger creatures. Normally, he would jump away, he would gain some space, rest his back against the tree, hiding himself from back-stab damages.

But each time he tried, the wound would burn with pain and lose few more blood. Each time he would take an attack of the sword on his shield, a claw would pierce his side, each time he would duck under the swipe of a mighty arm, a blade would kiss his body.

Scratch after scratch, cut after cut. He was getting weaker. His actions were getting slower, each time he would guard himself from the attacks, his balance would shake more and more. He almost didn’t notice that one of the attack sent his shield flying behind him. He saw a glimpse of piece of metal flying away only because his arm was attached to it.

Yes, the dragoness has finally cut off his arm near the elbow. The way adrenaline works is funny. He already broke his bones without realizing it, but he never thought that he wouldn’t feel his arm being cut away…

And all of this from such a strange angle… why was he lying on the ground. Ahhh, indeed. Now it all makes sense. He didn’t realize that his arm was gone, because a second earlier the beast actually removed his head from neck. He thought that his death would be far more painful, and that is… except for few scratches he felt barely anything.

As the darkness was embracing him he was almost… disappointed.





POV change





Giselle finally raised her gaze from the corpse that was lying on the ground. Or a part of it.

- “Rest in pieces…” she said with a smirk before she looked at me. “… why did you come to me?”

- “I beg your pardon?”

- “I was doing fine!”

Suuuure. We will argue about it later. For now we have to check on Lana.

- “I have used my whole mana, which means that I can’t cast spells nor use D’iabel. That means that I can only fight using my shapeshifting. As I am far more concerned about the outcome of her duel, I can’t aid her without blowing up my cover. That means I had to help YOU, so YOU could help Lanele… Are you still with me, or do you need some additional explanation?”

She “hmph-ed” at me, turned around and started reclaiming her equipment. Putting it bluntly, she took her axe from the gnoll’s dead hands.

- “Are you going or not?! Lana is mostly a support. I am afraid that she may struggle with her opponent.”

I only nodded, turned back to my human form and moved to the place from which loud sounds of thunder could be heard. Our hurry wasn’t necessary, when we got there we quickly noticed, that the dark elf was the one needing aid here.

Still, THEIR battlefield was far more grotesque than dungeons that I saw. It was like a mad jungle that came to life, trying to swallow itself. A rose with toothed mouth between its petals was swallowing a thorny weed, which was trying to twists its body around it and crush it in process. Some mushrooms were puffing out spores that ignited midair on moss that was slowly creeping towards them, draining water from the ground leaving nothing but cracked earth in its path.

And in the middle of this mess, two elf females. With one hand they were controlling nature around them, with other one they were throwing battle magic at each other while their lips kept singing chants of protection.

I rarely speak these words, so note them down in calendar: I was truly impressed.

The witch-elf noticed us first. Her expression became ugly, very ugly. Never before have I seen this much hate, anger and malice being painted on someone’s face.

She stopped casting battle magic, her lips stopped singing to the dark woods for a moment. She raised her hands and sang a spell in some elfish sub-language, I couldn’t understand the meaning of even one word spoken. All I knew was that in answer to her cry the nature around became crazy. Thorny tentacles made of weeds started rising and falling while twisting to the all directions. Ground bulged, cracked and opened resembling a face, as if the bog under our feet tried to swallow us. I grabbed Giselle by her collar and pulled back.

Because I was lacking mana I couldn’t fight against this manifestation of nature, poor Lanele had to protect the two of us too.

After a minute or two, the swamp would once again resemble forest, and forest started slowly returning to field road, almost as if that battle never took place. Yet, the witch ran away. With her last chant, she decided to create a havoc she could use to run away. We could catch her. If I wouldn’t waste my whole mana just to play around with spells.

I acted like a spoiled kid that got new toys and wanted to check them out, and that can cost us dearly in the future.

- “Are you all right?” Lanele ran to us panting exhausted. “.. that wench got me good. If you hadn’t come… I would prefer not thinking about what would have happened.”

- “You didn’t look as if you need help.” Giselle showed her a bright smile.

Yet the priestess shook her head to the sides.

- “No, the advantage I had was temporal and I was quickly losing ground… how did your duels ended?”

- “We won’t be seeing them any time soon… Or actually, we won’t see most of them anytime soon.”

- “Kill count?” she asked.

- “Two dead, one will be dead soon.” I reported.

- “Are you sure about last one? You know, bleeding and poisons can be cured…”

- “This was a curse.”

- “It can be dispelled…”

- “Not this one.”

- “But…”

- “Lana. Look at me. The guy will die in less than ten days. Unless he would drink from the spring of eternal youth, he is a dead meat.”

- “But you couldn’t possibly cast such spell without…” I felt her using some appraisal spell on me, she was probably looking for the magical damages on me. That meant she looked at my swollen, damaged mana veins “… ARE YOU CRAZY!? WHAT DID YOU DO TO YOURSELF? HOW CAN YOU EVEN WALK STRAIGHT!?”

She didn’t shouted at me. She didn’t yelled not scream. That was a roar.

- “Can someone tell me what’s going on?” Gis asked “… I don’t know what this whole fuss is about.”

- “HOW DID YOU DO IT?! How did you make your mana veins absorb… over thrice as much magic as you could normally store?!”

- “Equilibrium spell.” I answered casually.

For a moment she lost her composure.

- “I… I never heard of it.” She admitted.

- “Nothing serious, just your average ritual of blood…”

- “ARE YOU OUT OF YOUR MIND?! DO YOU KNOW HOW DIFFICULT IT IS TO CONTROL THE BLOOD RITE?! There is a reason why every legal magic group forbids them!”

She would yell for couple more minutes before finally calming down.





Witch’s POV





As soon as I casted “Nightmare of the Swamps” I ran away. Lanele’s friends coming to our battle ground meant that rest of my team failed. In case that they were about to lose they were suppose to retreat. Oh, I will have a talk with them, as soon as I…

I stopped. I thought that for a moment I felt a very dense condensation of mana in one place. I quickly moved to investigate it. If that was Spirit’s den, I could use the power to slow them down even more.

Yet as soon as I got closer to it, I saw that gathering of mana was caused by a statue of stone. Weird, it was very close to the place where we made our ambush, yet I never sensed it… The statue of a troll? Just what kind of culture would make a sculpture of t… May the night embrace me… this is not a statue… this is a living being! Stone eyes bulged a little, as if they tried to look at her.

It can’t be… petrification? Such spells take days to reach this form! There is only one group of powerful lamia witches called gorgon that could create something like this!

I felt my spell dying. The adventurers managed to get rid of the hex much faster than I thought. I had to keep moving! Even if… No, I could at least finish his suffering. Eternity in the form of a statue is a fate worse than death!

With words I casted the “Thunder Blade” spell and hit my brother in crime…. Yet the stone didn’t bulge.

I poured more mana into spell and put more strength in the blow… yet not even a dent, not even a scratch appeared. I put my hand on the monument to check the construction of the spell.

Spell’s form usually have plain form. Some 2 dimensional drawings, sometimes three-dimensional locks when some magician wants to make spells more difficult to dispel. Yet, when I saw it, I puked. I literally vomited on the ground.

Whatever that formula was, my brain simply couldn’t comprehend it. The only thing I knew, is that if I tried to destroy it, I would lose my mind.

I hesitated, yet in the end I only whispered a quiet “sorry” and started running. I had to check on the rest of the group.

On my way toward our camp I moved past body of Lakiv. Poor bastard was strong. Just mentioning his names would make adventurers in guilds shiver. Yet here he lied with his body in pieces.

I started crying. Not because of sorrow, we were not friends, just partners that were using each other for profit. Still, they were dead because of me. It was my decision to attack! I was so foolish! The idea of getting my revenge for what Head Priestess did to my clan flawed my judgment.

I never stopped. Even though I tripped and fell few times, even though my skin got cut on the stones I didn’t stop to treat my wounds. I had to gather the rest of the equipment and get the hell out of here! Lanele was stronger than I thought, still, I could defeat her. It was her companions that I was afraid of. Someone that can use a gorgon’s curse. Someone that cut and tore the gnoll apart.

Eventually I got to the camp, I entered my tent to gather my equipment. When I did, I saw Derek lying in the middle of it, sobbing quietly.

- “D-derek?” I asked shyly.

For a moment he froze, then he looked at me… before he jumped right on me. I thought he wanted to kill me for organizing this slaughterhouse, but all he did was putting his palm on my mouth.

- “SHHH!” he hissed angrily while putting his finger on his mouth. “… quiet! Or it will hear you!”

I managed to push his hand off me.

- “What will hear me?”

- “The monster! Thousands eyes! It looked at you, into you and through you! He allowed me to run! He said that if I was fast enough he wouldn’t chase me! But you came! Fool! The beast will track me down now!”

This is when I noticed, he was covered in mud, even more than before.

- “I hid my smell! But now he will find me because you made so many tracks! Fool!”

His fear wasn’t natural. There weren’t any damages on him, so there is no way he could be traumatized physically. I once again put my hand on him and gazed into his mana vines looking for any signs of magic.

This time I managed to free my mind before vomiting. A spell, the same, yet completely different.

No, wait, it is impossible that there is someone walking through the world causing such insane curses left and right.

- “Derek, please focus… that… beast, did it have any item with it?” a cursed item. That was the only answer.

- “No! No items! Just eyes! These… scary… eyes…”

He started coughing, a few drops of blood left his mouth.

A curse of petrification, now paralyzing fear that… kills? Yes, Derek was dying, awfully slow. Wait! These were curses of the beasts! Gorgon! Basilisk! But these two are fundamentally different! It is impossible for these two to exist near each other! Even if he would carry two cursed items, they would be resonating! That would be dangerous! Like carrying a bottle with dragon oil in one hand with a burning torch! No one would do…

X and Y can’t exists next to each other! That causes a dangerous paradox!...

…And the only creatures that can live with this paradox are the titans. Children of the very gods. Children of the sky – Uranos, and the earth – Gaia…

Then she recalled the so called genius Zariel. A man about whom Derek told that he possess great knowledge about alchemy. With one eye as blue as sky, and as green as nature itself.

But that can’t be possible. Right? Right?!
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Ah, nobles. A fundamental aspect of every nation. The ones that kept the wealth and political power. They were the force that could heavily influence the kingdom, in other words, they were men with power. And power is corruptive, that’s a fact, especially as there are many sides of their inner conflict. Kingdoms were fighting each other, houses within one kingdom were fighting each other and in the very end even members in the different families were rivaling to impact their strategy the most.

But one thing needs to be said atop of that. They surely had class.

These thoughts were crawling in Jason’s head as he was serving food and drinks to the member of house he was spying on. Covered in illusion making him look like a regular commoner he managed to infiltrate the Grand House.

Ah! The quality of food! The smell of liquor that was being served!... Jason promised himself, that he would stop by the kitchen on his way out. Illusions surly are convenient!

-          “Thank you for your service. You can leave us now.”

Head of the house addressed Jason politely. It was clear that he was about to discuss politics of the house or some delicate matters with his son – the man that was sitting on the other side of the table.

Still, such courtesy toward mere servant? Maybe not all nobles are assholes? Or maybe that was yet another act to earn the loyalty of his people? That was not a concern of his.

Jason grabbed few dirty plates, bowed his head and said with polite, formal tone

-          “With your forgiveness, I will leave you gentlemen alone.” And with his head still lowered he took two more steps back before turning around and leaving the chamber, shutting the door behind him.

Now, he had some time to sniff around the place. So, how about visiting chambers of the head of the house? That was a bold move. But needed.

-          “Xavery, are you alright?” Jason asked one of the servants that was sitting on the corridor with a painful expression.

-          “No, I am afraid not.” Butler said with a groan “… I feel as if my stomach is about to turn inside out!”

Of course you would feel this way, after all the Photomancer had added some poison to your cup. Nothing lethal, but enough to make you cry in pain for a few hours.

-          “That’s bad. The head of the house after dining would probably go to his chambers… which you should clean.”

-          “I know… but… Damn…”

-          “You sure that you are not just pretending to avoid work?” Jason angrily raised his brow. He could allow himself such action, he was pretending head of the House’s staff.

-          “No! No sir, no! I… Agh!”

The man tried getting up from the floor, but pain forced him back on the ground.

-          “In that case, you can leave early today. I will do your duties. But, if I would find out that you went to the pub…!”

Jason raised his finger in the air in word-less threat.

-          “No, sir, I won’t… and thank you…”

The light mage took cleaning-kit from a man named Xavery and moved toward private chambers. Just like that he gave himself an excuse to walk into the places he was supposed to avoid. Was that necessary? In the end he was pretending to be a head-butler. Maybe not, but you can never be prepared too much.

On his way to the higher floor, he said his greeting to the guards and some other family members. As soon as he got to these specific chambers, he started cleaning.

By cleaning, he meant putting pieces of documents together into nice piles, and as he was doing so, he was “accidentally” reading them. As he was removing dust from tables, he was looking for some hidden mechanisms that would reveal some inner pockets in the walls.

Nothing, only boring stuff.

So he started putting books back on the places of the shelves, and of course, he used that opportunity to pull every possible book back and forth. Secret room behind bookshelves was a classic!

Yet once again, to no avail.

With resignation, he rested his body on one of the candlesticks that were sprouting from the wall. And then it dropped a little. A cracking sound of the mechanism being activated could be heard as the fireplace moved to the side revealing a narrow passage.

Jason cursed under his nose. Why didn’t he notice earlier that fireplace was far too clean!? He shook his head to the sides to cool down, he had no time for idle actions. Lowering his head he moved into the narrow corridor. He still had lots of time, in the end, nobles loved dining and plotting. And if they would be plotting during dining, then you could be sure that they were not leaving feast-chamber for few next hours.

 

 



POV change



 

 

The cart was moving further to the southwest without more surprises. Weird, the road was supposed to be swarmed with bandits, yet after encountering renegades nobody bothered us. Or maybe these area was so peaceful exactly because of renegades? That would be logical, in the end, bigger and stronger predator always push weaker one from certain territory.

-          “Lana, how long till next town? Or village? Or settlement?” I groaned from my sitting place.

-          “Oh? And why would it bother you so much? I heard that you actually like camping outside? Maybe something happened that made you yearn for more comfortable bed? Hmm? What could it be though? Maybe backlash after using some forbidden magic? HMMM?!”


	You caught [Mana Fever - Medium/High]
	After depleting one's mana completely, magician suffers  condition known as [Mana Fever] it is similar to extreme body exhaustion, yet affects mind and spirit.
	Max Mana	- 20%
	Mana Regeneration	- 25%
	Magic Based Abilities [Lvl-up] speed	- 10%
	Time remaining	01d18h23m11s





	You are under effect of [Swollen Mana Veins] effect
	Sometimes magician needs to cast a spell that requires more [Mana] then he posses. In most cases that magician would use external sources of [Mana].

Sometimes there is an idiot that would forcibly stretch his mana veins in order to force more mana into his body.

Sometimes we wonder how such individuals managed to live long enough to ever try this.

	Status [Headache - Upper High]	Added
	Status [Nausea - Low]	Added
	Status [Confusion - Medium]	Added
	Effect of all magic-based skills	- 15%
	Time remaining	01d18h23m06s




-          “I have no idea what are you talking about…” I said innocently.

Still, my condition could be compared to a hangover. Like, the strong one. Did you hear about Panoramix’s pot? You know, when you mix four beers, vodka, four energy drinks, fruit syrup and Russian champagne – the cheapest one? No? Have you ever been in college? … Or to speak precisely polish college? Well, you have to try then.

My point is, the “hangover” I had after Panoramix’s pot was nothing comparing to this one. Up to the point that I started to using [Healing] and [Detoxication] on myself. It barely helped.

-          “Oh, you sure? That’s great! Because I really want to stop by some clearing to collect few flowers. You know, we really fucking love flowers!”

-          “My-my! Lanele used a bad-word! Just what in the earth did you do this time, Zari?”

-          “Up to this point I thought that I suffered because I tried to aid my friends as soon as possible, but apparently Lana sees it differently.”

-          “Yes, I do. It’s just… Could you promise me that you will never use blood magic again? At least next to me?”

-          “Sorry, but no…” Oh, what an angry gaze she throw at me! “… there may be a time when I would be forced to risk my life. Then, it is any means necessary for me.”

-          “… I would still love if you would do some researches about the origin of blood magic. That’s a big deal for us. Most of the elves would avoid you after knowing that you use it. It’s like a purest dark magic for those from human inquisition.”

-          “I will try remembering that… so… when is our next stop?”

Priestess sighed loudly.

-          “Still more than a day. We should reach it tomorrow by evening.”

-          “Whaaaat?” I groaned

-          “And what were you thinking? We just left one town! And we are on the outskirts of the kingdom density of settlements is lower here!”

I got more comfortable in the cart as I prepared myself for two days of a hangover. And in my case, more comfortable meant, less-uncomfortable. My ass hurt, my head spun, and I was fighting with my stomach to keep my breakfast inside.

Oh, and Giselle was driving. Horror, horror.



One day and eighteen hours later.



-          “HALLELUJAH!” I yelled as I saw the small city in the distance.

Ok, ok! The name “city” could be a “little” exaggeration here. Still, that was not a village either. Far too fortified.

It was getting dark as the night was approaching, the sun was dying on the horizon so our vision was getting worse and worse. I was slowly changing my eyes to those of nocturnal creatures.

Then, the wind blew, bringing the smells from the town. The average town, you could say. Sweat, dust, unclean bodies and death.

Yes, indeed, the last thing surprised me too, yet I clearly sense a sweet, breathtaking stench of rotting bodies coming from the city. My adapted eyes started moving in all directions looking for its source. I didn’t have to look long. Right in front of the town, a huge tree was growing. The tree, which was decorated with bodies.

-          “Hangman’s tree? Looks like they are no longer playing around with the bandits.”

Giselle whistled quietly.

-          “How… how cruel…” Lana whispered quietly

You could ask yourself, why the word “cruel” was used, in the end hanging bandit wasn’t an abnormal thing to do, especially the more violent ones.

Well, they were hung in “slavic” way. Not by their throat, strangled to death. Oh no, they would be lucky to end this way. From the branch a rope was lowered. The rope was ended with hook… which was later stabbed under the rib cage of the bandit. They were hanging for days in torment awaiting their death, as birds were feasting on their still living bodies. After few hours, they wouldn’t have the strength to scream. They weren’t fed either. It wasn’t that uncommon for them to die of starvation on those trees.

One efficient way of getting rid of bandits from your region, if you ask me.

-          “Stop! Who are you and what’s your business!” the guard yelled at us from the gate as we approached him.

-          “Just adventurers. We want to refill supplies and rest for the night.” Gis answered back

-          “.. Wait here! The Capitan will decide if you can enter!” man yelled one more time before vanishing from our sight.

-          “What the hell?! Limited access? To the town?” Dragoness couldn’t comprehend what just happened

-          “It looks like a state of war, and not just fighting with the bandits.” Lanele replied quietly

-          “Still, such methods… what kind of person could shut the villagers in their houses and punish enemies in such cruel way?”

-          “Dunno, but I already want to punch his face!” Dragoness grouted.

-          “Her.” I corrected my love.

-          “What?”

-          “It’s a woman.”

-          “How can you tell?”

-          “By smell.” The wind never stopped blowing at my face

The door started opening slowly, and just as I said, we were greeted by about dozen soldiers lead by a warrior with crest of some lower noble family.

-          “Stay where you are!” she yelled as we tried getting in “… we still need to verify your identity!”

-          “Reaaally?” Gis whispered annoyed as she rolled her eyes

-          “Looks like someone here is a control freak.” I responded

-          “Now, now! We may be in troubles! Try acting a bit formal!...” Lanele scolded us “… if she is that strict we may be better off trying to avoid offending her here!”

Captain of soldier squad finally approaches us.

-          “Fret not! She will recognize me in no time and let us in!” Gis boasted

She looked at dragoness, yet her expression didn’t change a lot.

-          “No, I never heard about you.”

-          “WHAT!? I am Giselle Redwing! THAT Redwing! S rank adventurer from capital! Daughter of Jeremy Jericho!”

-          “I do not pay much attention to adventurers.” She moved to the priestess

-          “I am next priestess of…”

-          “Nope.” She didn’t even let her finish

-          “Oh for fuck sake, Zari barely started adventuring so I doubt…”

-          “Mr. Whiteraven?” the noble asked looking at me.

-          “Do I owe you money?” I decided to joke a little.

-          “What? No…”

-          “In that case, that would be me.”

-          “Forgive us for this whole situation, sir Zariel. Bandits became ruthless lately, they tired infiltrating town a couple of times already. That’s just a method of prevention. My name is Jessica Blackwater.”

Ah, that solves everything. Branch of Blackwood family.

… also, girls, why are you stabbing me with that gaze of yours?

-          “… Bandits were always a problem here on outskirt, far from main military bases, yet close to the borders of other countries. They were robbing villages on our side, and then running away on the territory of the other country. We can’t chase them there, because…” Captain of soldiers kept explaining the situation as she was walking us toward local inn.

-          “… entrance of army on territory of another country could be viewed as act of aggression.” I didn’t need explanation in that matter

-          “Indeed. The problem is, that one of the groups united the rest of the bands. They became far more organized and dangerous. And violent. And barbaric. We had to use more… drastic measures.”

-          “Don’t you know that you won’t win the war by destroying what you hate, but defending what you love? Violence breeds only more violence!”

-          “What if protecting what we love requires killing what we hate? She tried remaining serious, yet she looked at me like I was a madman.

-          “Easy, I am just messing with you. I make money by killing things that people hate.”

-          “Their warleader settled in the ruins of the castle in mountains nearby…”

-          “I am wondering why are you telling me all of this.” I allowed myself to disturb her monologue.

She stopped for a moment.

-          “I was tasked with the duty of killing that warleader… but… me and my squad are… unqualified. We were trained in taking battles on the ground. An army against army. I know that it was supposed to teach me elasticity in battles but… people’s lives are at stake. I can’t risk it for the purpose of getting better. That would be dangerous, egocentric and foolish. I… I thought that maybe if I could hire you…”

-          “That will not happen.” I stopped her “… I can’t just accept requests right away. Every request needs to be given to me by guild. That’s the only restriction that adventurers have when it comes to taking a quest.”

Otherwise, we wouldn’t be different from some murderers you could hire on the street. Guild is checking if the quest is not an ambush or scam. This is why we have guild halls in very first place.

-          “I… I see… But, sending a request would take at least a day, then at least a day for a guild to verify the requests, and one more day to get back information….

 

Woman bit on her lip. I already knew that she couldn’t be THAT bad of a person. In the end villagers that were walking past us were bowing their head with gratitude on her sight, and not with terror.

-          “Another thing is that we are kind of in a hurry…”

Here I looked at Lanele.

-          “In which mountain did he hide?” Priestess asked.

-          “The Watcheye, mountain was named after castle. Centuries ago a border line was a bit different, that castle was supposed to be a garrison which…”

Jessica! We ain’t here for history classes!

-          “Lana, how far from Bald Mountain is it?”

-          “Not that far, it’s almost on our original path.”

-          “Giselle, how do you feel about kicking some assess?”

She “hmphed” at me, still annoyed by the fact that she was not recognized, yet her eyes sparkled. I just gave her a scapegoat for stress-relief purpose.

-          “Let’s do it this way, send a request to the guild, in the meantime we would pay a visit to the <lord of Watcheye castle>. If the request would be accepted, just send money to the guild, we would collect them from other guild facility.”

-          “…And if it would be rejected?” Blackwater-lady asked

-          “Then we wouldn’t be able to take payment as formally we wouldn’t be on quest, but you would owe us a cake…” Giselle coughed “…  and steak ...” Lanele repeated a cough “… and…I dunno? A salad? No, honestly, Lana, what else do you want?”

After some more negotiations we moved to the inn for some normal food and light beverage. Tomorrow another busy day awaits for us.
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We were resting at the inn – probably the last place in the whole city where people acted normally. And by normally I meant that they were drowning their sorrows at the bottom of the glass. Yeah, bandits surely turned their life into a hellhole.

Because, you see, monsters are simpler in that matter. They kill and steal only just enough to fill their bellies, sometimes they would take a little more, just to stay in their lairs without being disturbed. They would attack periodically, thanks to which villagers could prepare themselves. Bah! Sometimes monsters in the region were blessing! Especially those more intelligent one. Some villages would even treat them as their guardians – build them altars on which they would leave offerings. This way beast would stay away from the habituated area and get rid of other monsters and bandits.

Humans, on the other hand, are far more greedy. Trust me, you would rather have a manticore in your neighborhood than an organized group of bandits. Manticore does not burn houses. Manticore does not slaughter dozen of people for no reason. Manticore does not rape or kidnap for ransom.

On the other hand death by manticore’s poison is considered one of the most painful and agonizing ways to die, but hey! You can’t have everything, can you!?

Plus, taking note of the matter above, you actually can reason with the beast, with humans, not really. The beast will view every form of humans concession as a form of a treaty: if they will leave goat every week next to the stone pillar in front of the village, then I won’t move past it. The pillar would be a border sign that one would not trespass.

Bandit? Give them a finger, and they will grab the whole hand! Never satisfied. Did you give them goat this week? Good, so next time give them two and barrel of wine, or else they would burn your granary.

But now, why would I care? For pretty much free, atop of that!? I will tell you why:

One – another favor at Blackwood family. Capitan Jessica may be from a branch of the family, but I am sure that my deeds would not be left unacknowledged.

Two – bandits are weak. Especially for adventurers. Their whole power comes from the element of surprise, knowledge about the environment and lack of mercy. Capitan Blackwater admitted that herself – they would have gotten rid of them weeks ago if they could have fought on open ground. But bastards decided to play Robin Hood and his man in tights hiding all over the bushes. As soon as we would locate them, which was more than just a simple task (because, you know, magic) we would use them as a stress reliever. I may not need this at the moment, but Giselle? Yes. She was more than frustrated after her sparring with gnoll.

Three – main reason! As we were going to prepare ourselves before a battle, we would have to rest. That meant no trainings with Giselle! Hallelujah!

I know, I know, I was supposed to “train”. But I simply can’t consider Giselle’s methods as sufficient. I need few weeks to myself, first for mediations. Then I would make myself a whole training plan. In the end, Giselle only knows one training pattern – the one that ends in becoming berserk slaughtering enemies with heavy, two-handed weapons. Not really my style.

Also, I should find some expert in hand-to-hand combat, that would benefit my morphing ability the most. Maybe some monk? Or martial artists? But first I will have to get rid of Giselle. And don’t misunderstand me here! I love her!... but sometimes I would love to take a break from this love? You know, go with friends to the bar, watch a football match, play D&D tabletop… in places where no girls are allowed.

Ehhh, I slowly miss being single.

In that moment dragoness, which was eating in front of me, coughed as if she suffocated herself a little with her food.

- “Everything all right, darling?” I asked lazily putting mug filled with ale to my lips

- “Yeah, all right, all right. I had that weird feeling as if you wanted to cheat on me. Or break up with me. Or do some other silly action that would result with your bones fracture…”

…. What the hell?! HOW!? Don’t tell me that she awoken her yandere sixth sense?!

- “We talked about it, it’s just your imagination.”

- “I know, I know…” she sighed heavily “… but maybe I could punch you few times? You know, as a preventative measure. I am pretty sure you would mess up something sometime soon.” She smiled to me lightly. It was clear that she was just joking about it.

Or was she?

- “That would be an effect that occurs before a cause. A paradox. Bah, using your pattern of thoughts, if I would be punished before <messing something up>, I would be morally justified to actually mess something up. Because I would have already served my punishment….”

Eyes of dragoness blurred a little, I am pretty sure that she stopped listening to me after half of the first sentence.

- “Fine, fine…” she snapped out to reality “… also, may I ask you a question Zari?”

- “You just did.” Here we go again.

- “I mean, the question after that!?”

I gazed on Lanele, poor elf was barely holding her laughter.

- “You won’t believe it.”

- “What!?”

- “You did that again.”

Oh, she actually looks cute when she got angry. It’s only important to not cross the line of frustration.

Gis took few deep breaths before crossing finger of her palms and resting on the table. She looked at me with intellectual sharpness in her eyes (which meant that she was dangerously close to overheating her last three brain cells) before she stated her mind, doing her best to avoid the questioning form of the sentence.

- “Zari, I wish to ask you a question regarding your last actions, I would appreciate if you would answer it.”

I waited for something along the line “would you mind answering it”, yet it did not happen. Clever girl.

I could, and wanted to, roll with that for few more rounds, yet muscles on her arms that were dangerously pulsating, betraying how little of a push she needed to lose her composure.

- “What is it?”

- “Why did you agreed on helping those people?”

- “What do you mean? We are adventurers, helping other is what we do!”

She spat the beer that she was about to swallow, as she burst into hysterical laughter.

- “Good one! You! Helping others! Zari, I never knew you were such a joker! Come on! Tell me something more!”

She tried to pay me back for that little mockery of mine from just a moment ago.

- “I have no idea what you mean. I am very helpful, compassionate, and selfless person! Your words are hurting me.”

Once again, her expression changed.

- “My-my, I have to admit, that Capitan Blackwater is a very pretty woman!” she said trying to act as if she didn’t direct that statement to me.

Really? This is how you want to play?

- “Indeed. She is a beautiful, strong woman. From good family too. I bet that she has many admirers! Just look at her, these long, naturally wavy black hair, well trained body, and cu…” I started describing what a wonderful person our task-giver is.

- “Cut it out!” apparently the conversation didn’t go in direction that Giselle wanted.

- “No, why?! You started it! It’s only natural for male to help a damsel in distress!”

- “One more word… and I will spread your body on the walls…”

That’s what you get for your passive-aggressive bullshit, darling.

- “Unfortunately she has that one flaw which makes her completely unattractive for me…” that picked her interest again “… she is not a brash, half-reptilian, insensitive brute I love.”

- “… do you think it helps your situation? Idiot?” she would answer fighting back with a blush

Guessing by the tip of your tail which just started to go up and down rapidly, yes.

- “Now! Kiss!”

The mood was completely broken by Lanele. I almost forgot about her, for most of our conversation she remained completely quiet. Yet she did not remind idle. During our little quarrel, her expression just kept changing into… more lewd one? That’s the most fitting description. She almost exhaled steam via her nostrils. Wait, did she just start bleeding from her nose?

- “That was… awkward.” Even Giselle shared my point of view.

Still, what else could expect from teenager girl that has never been in a real relationship?

- “Well, that’s it! Look at the time! We should go back to bed and rest if we want to take over a castle by ourselves…” saying so, I started getting up from my chair

- “No! You won’t leave me like that! Where is my grand-finale!?” Bit drunk elf raised her objection by hitting the table with her mug, spilling lots of ale “… oh shit…”

Using fuss that priestess created we quickly left dining hall of the inn and went toward our rooms.

Tomorrow we start killing again.






Next morning.






We left an inn as the sun was rising on the horizon, and right after passing the doorstep we were welcomed by Capitan Jessica and squad of about 70 men.

- “Aaaand, what are you doing here?” Giselle asked

- “We asked you for help, but we will not just stay here, behind fortification, as you are doing our job.”

- “We appreciate your support… but we are not suited to work and travel with soldiers.” I tried to nicely ask noblewoman to stay away from the mess that we were about to cause.

- “And I appreciate your courtesy, but if you wish to say something, just do it, no need to coat your words in formality and politeness. Just spit it out.”

She wasn’t angry. She just wanted to clarify her situation.

- “You will slow us down.” I followed her advice.

Her soldiers didn’t like my remark, but she just nodded few times.

- “I understand your point of view… But I also have to respect the orders of my King and my family. And my uncle wishes me to get experience in battle in different environments so…”

- “So you are willing to risk lives of villagers for your own egotistical needs?”

I allowed myself to attack her sense of honor. I always considered it to be a weakness.

- “I most certainly am not. I am leaving forty men in fortified positions around the city, that will be more than enough to keep it safe from groups that would slip past us!”

Oh, so she actually thought about that. My bad. I admit my defeat.

- “Girls, how do you feel about it?” I decided to look for support from my companions.

- “I don’t mind, but we are doing it our way.” Lanele answered cheerfully.

- “There is one pace – our pace, if you can’t keep it, you are staying behind.” Giselle also didn’t want to make any problems.

I grunted and rolled my eyes. The more people are around me, the less violent I can get with my spells. Also, I could always “lose” Lanele somewhere and just morph. With a whole squad of soldiers watching my back, I pretty much lost this advantage.

For the very last time, we checked our equipment before moving out.




Bandits POV






The Watcheye Castle. Ha! Even in days of its glory, it could barely be called a castle! Just stronger and bigger watchtower! And now?! Ruins. Walls are cracked and broken in several places, through few of the gaps a whole squad of charging cavalry could easily get inside.

That is if they would survive rain of the arrows that bandits would unleash.

Despite the horrible state of fortification, the location of so-called “castle” was good enough to protect current habitants from pretty much every form of assault. But no one would ever come here. That would be a suicide. Especially if you would take into consideration traps and ambushes that were placed all around it and in the forest that covered the Watcheye mountain.

From here, defenders could easily scout the valleys below, yet garrison itself could be seen only from few spots. Of course, if you would there, it would be far too late.

Self-proclaimed bandit king was sitting on his throne, gazing on maps spread across a huge table. He was relatively old for a bandit. Between his forties and fifties, with his bald head covered in scars and missing one eye, his wound covered by an eye-patch he gave the impression of being a mindless berserker.

That was a reason for his many successes. He managed to live long enough only because his opponents would underestimate his intelligence. And he, Malcolm called Steelfist never came into battle without a plan, ambush and additional knife in his boot.

Ah, if he wasn’t born a commoner, he would probably reach a higher position in the military. But no, because of his origin he could become only a sergeant. Serving under people far less competent than him, seeing as his commanders were sending his friends into death just because they were brainless morons…

… That would make anyone embittered. He left the army becoming a deserter and for past 15 years, he started plundering the lands he was once sworn to protect.

He often changed locations avoiding capture. He had only one goal to prove that the position to lead the army should be given to one with experience, skills, and knowledge, and not just because someone was born with a silver spoon shoved in their asses.

Fifteen years. For fifteen years he was proving his point, yet there was no one to listen, to see, to understand.

I didn’t matter. He would just continue doing his deed.

But just recently, he found an opponent that could be called worthy. That young girl surely had guts, spirit and brain. A rare combination. Unlike many before her, she was fighting on the first line of battle. Bah! Many times she outwitted him, catching his scouts and groups of attackers. He was forced to look from afar as she taunted him by serving his men a horrible death – death of thugs.

Death of thugs does not suit soldiers! And he and his people were soldiers! Even better trained than all legions of Neira!

… But, he needed to break his vows. In the end, they were lacking a logistic support of weapons, food, medicines and materials. They had to attack villages. And they had to spread terror all over villagers. They had no other way. No, if they needed to continue doing things they believed were just.

At least lately they obtained lots of cannon fodders – local bandits. Scums and rascals he conquered. They were just disorganized bunch. First, they agreed to serve him because of his strength. Then, their loyalty only increased because of the number and quality of goods that they earned under his guidance.

Soon, they started calling him a bandit king. Bandit King. What a humiliation. He felt as if he reached the lowest point of his miserable life.

The door to his chamber were slammed open as one of his man and friend entered the room.

- “Malcolm. They moved.”

- “What? Are you sure?”

- “I may be old, but I am not blind!” scout said with sly smile.

- “That was rhetorical question, Mark, it was supposed to vocalize my state of ultimate surprise!” no matter how hard times would get, no one would ever take away from them those little, friendly mockeries that would brighten their days

- “Oh? Did you just improved your vocabulary? And they say that you can’t teach old dog new tricks…”

- “Why did they move? They have the advantage. For past weeks we were in defense. If they would continue current strategy, they would eradicate us. On the other hand, frontal attack on Watcheye is like a suicide. An act of hysteria. That woman proved many time that she is not kind of hysterical girl.”

- “Maybe she got orders from capital? To finish with us as soon as possible, or she would be removed.”

- “That could be, but, your idea has one flaw, old friend, it benefits us. In real life, nothing really benefits us.”

- “Pessimistic as always?”

- “Always, but better to have prepared for the worst case scenario, that way you are pleasantly surprised when the situation turns out better than you planned for”

- “So, what do you think?”

- “For now, stick to the plan. Send word to ambush squads. Usual pattern – hit and run. I want them bleeding by the time they would reach the fortification. Survival of our troops is essential. I want no god-damned heroes! If someone does not see a clear way to attack, then he is not supposed to fucking attack! Is that clear!?”

- “Aye aye, sergeant!”

- “Good.” He raised from his throne and picked up his battleaxe. He walked toward entrance of the hall and walked outside, to the courtyard of garrison “… Listen boys! We are expecting visit of certain noble! We wish to not offend our guest by treating them without respect! So we better prepare one hell of welcome party! PREPARE FOR A SIEGE, YOU MAGGOTS!!”
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Jason kept throwing papers from one pile to another in a hurry. The secret room in the noble mansion was pretty much a hidden library, yet instead of books, it was filled with documents, notes of transactions and correspondence letters. What’s the problem then? Do I have to once again point out that someone bothered to hide all these papers? These were transactions of illegal goods, notes of bribes, letter to private thugs and much more.


Yet nothing that would connect House of Redfeathers with Church. At least not now. The time was running short, so photomancer decided to fit as many documents into his leather bag as he could and leave the place. He would study notes later, in some safe place. He would hope to find something useful. Oh, there was plenty of USEFUL things here, just not useful for him. Later, he would send them to the Arthur, he could use them to strengthen his position on the court.


Still, that’s not what he is paid for.


He started moving past narrow tunnels as he tried leaving the place he was not supposed to be in, just as he walked back to the private room of head of the house, the sound of a key being turned in the door could be heard. Jason jumped to the side of the room and clinging to the wall he cast illusion once again, becoming pretty much transparent.

The door was open and owner of the chamber walked inside. It took him just a second or two to notice opened passage to his secret room. The man froze in place and became pale all over his face.


- “GUARDS!” he yelled as soon as he regain his calmness

The room was stormed with four men in the leather armor, and the sound of dozen more feet hitting the stairs afar could be heard, as even more of the people were approaching.

- “Lock the mansion! I want all servants to be gathered in the main hall for inspection. We may have an intruder. No one enters and leaves this mansion until I would learn who is responsible for this!”

That was bad. Very bad. He couldn’t hurt them, otherwise, a simple burglary would turn into sabotage or even “an assassination attempt”. Knocking one of the servants down and stealing his identity was one thing, fighting with a squad of private guards, completely different.

For now, all he could do was holding his breath, for “invisibility” spell did not make him invisible, only completely transparent. If he would move, everyone would notice his silhouette moving across the room. He needed to await until everyone would leave the room.

Head of house send his men to secure the whole building, then, cursing under his nose he went into secret passage to check what intruder was looking for.

That was Jason’s chance. Moving slowly he started leaving the room. Despite being an “illusionist”, he did not like sneaky attack. He used visualization to hide his attack, keeping this form of magical formula was draining. He only hoped that he would have enough mana to leave the area.




Meanwhile in Guild




- “W~rong!” Aiele almost sang as she once again send Elana on the floor “… seriously, kid, you are thinking too much. Unless you would become magician-sage, this will be useless to you, you have to feel it!”

- “I-I don’t get it.” Girl admitted massaging her bottom, which got hurt during her fall.

- “We are training your reaction time! In real battle your enemy won’t stop his attack in the middle to give you time to consider from which side he would attack. Thinking is pretty much useless in battle! Action and reaction followed by reaction for previous action! This is what melee battle is! Look at Giselle! She is a great fighter… yet thinking is a crime she did not commit.”

Elana liked her “older-sister”, despite being a thief that stole her angel, still that remark made her chuckle a little. Then she froze a moment.

- “Bad Elana! Bad Elana!...” she yelled at herself slapping a little her own cheeks “… That was mean! I should not laugh! And you, Miss Aiele…”

- “Call me Ay damn it!”

- “… should not offend other people!”

- “Come on! She is not even here!...” Assassin just rolled her eyes “… no one except us are here!”

- “That’s still wrong! Is crime not a crime only because no one saw it?!”

- “Whoa-whoa-whoa! Easy there girl! What crime!”

- “You are being mean for no reason! Despite the fact that Giselle is such a good person! I heard stories about her! She always protects kids and people that can’t defend their self ! When a village can’t afford to hire an adventurer she does her job for half or even less of the money required! She is a good person, and calling her that is simply not just! We should act more like….”

Aiele had many skills in her sleeve, one that was in the form of acting, that she needed to learn as an assassin, she attended many boring political or business meetings, as well as she took place in many boring religious rituals. Her mind could not process so much boring and uninteresting information, so it found a way to protect herself. She started sleeping with her eyes open.

The lecture lasted for over 20 minutes, during which El pointed out every moral, ethical and religious reason why such mockery is simply evil.

- “… reaching conclusion I would just want to add, that mocking people that do good deeds in counterproductive! Even more, if they would be <punished> for their deeds, they would learn that their wonderful actions are meaningless and stopped doing them! That would be a tragedy! So please, Miss Aiele, restrain yourself from speaking badly about other people!”

Blonde girl ended her passionate lecture. Her checks were still reddened from excitement.

- “You are right.” Aiele snapped back to reality.

- “Y-yes?” noble girl was caught off guard by sudden submission of her teacher

- “I have been doing wrong things my whole life, yet now, you made me see, I have been purified! I already feel the goodness of yours

 knowledge reaching my heart! It touches my soul! I repent! I repent for sins I commit! I shall cut my ties with underworld of crime and will dedicate my life to live as a nun, feed homeless, treat sick…”

- “R-Really?!...” Elana’s eyes sparkled with finest joy “… Teacher, that’s wonderf…”

- “ARE YOU FUCKING STUPID!?”

Assassin hit blonde’s head with a wooden ruler

- “OUCHIE! That hurt!... and where did you take that ruler from!?”

- “I was role-playing in bed as a teacher before I came here to train you!”

- “I-I-I… I have no idea what it means…”

A single vein started pulsing on her head.

- “Elana, what do you hold in your hand?” Great Ay, just like that, step by step

- “A dagger?” El blinked twice rapidly, not knowing the reason behind this question

- “And what is dagger used for?”

A total, pure dullness covered El’s eyes

- “IT’S USED FOR KILLING, GOD DAMN IT!...” in the end killer from syndicate lost her patience “… This is what I am teaching you! The art of manslaughter! You will be using it, to put the sharp part of the blade into guts of your opponents! And you would repeat the action until they would stop moving!”

- “I… I know that…” El grabbed her weapon with both hands, looking at it conflicted “… mr. ang…, Mr. Zariel told me that world is not as it is described, that if I want to live this life I will have to kill, that many times I would kill an innocent, either because I would be mistaken or because someone would trick me…”

- “Is killing an innocent a thing that you are afraid off?” so that was her trigger. The reason why she was so conflicted and lost her focus every few minutes.

She nodded shyly.

- “Then I will tell you something, there are no innocent people, there is only a degree of guilt. The creature that would be the closest to pureness I ever saw, would be you, but even you are not innocent. You were, pardon me, you are weak. Pathetic. Fragile. Because of that, you were used a puppet. Because of you, your sister was forced to hunt Zariel. She spent months in the forest risking life of her and her people, not to mention Zari actually getting captured and tortured. It is your sin. On top of that…”

- “I know…” El whispered “… I know… I know… I know…”

She felt on her knees, covered her ears with palms as she started crying.

- “I KNOW! I KNOW! I KNOW!”

Yet Aiele did not stopped, she did not kneel next to her nor did not tell her that everything will be alright. No, she kicked the girl, not very hard, she wanted to cause pain, not break anything.

- “And look at you now. Feeling sorry for yourself. Want someone to hug you? To give you a candy? Life does not work this way, when you show that you are vulnerable, it will hurt you even more. Feel bad? Feel exhausted? Damaged? Get up, smile and ask life: <Is this all you got?>. Sometimes killing one means saving hundreds, sometimes saving one means sacrificing thousands. Which one is wrong? Which one is just? Only you will know. Kill a tyrant if it is necessary. Kill a village if it means saving the one you love, there is no such things as good or evil deeds, only you can view them as one. So get your sorry ass up, and train.”

Aiele raised her leg in order to stomp on girl, yet girl managed to roll to the side and get up.

- “This is what I meant. You are thinking too much, instead of considering if something is good or bad, just do what you feel is needed.”

A sparkle of resolution appeared in girl’s eyes, seeing that Aiele licked her lips lustily. She knew what to do to break people, to change their mind. Elana could be called a terrible case, but maybe with right persuasion, her innocence could be re-forged into something different. A pure murderer? Why not. That was a challenge, and Ay loves challenges.




POV change





After few kilometers we “parted” our ways with soldiers, precisely – after falling in first ambush that I did not notice because of noise of dozen armored feet hitting the ground. I couldn’t hear my own thoughts!

Nothing serious, for now. A group of bandits just jumped from the bushes, shot once or twice with arrows and ran back. They were wearing leather armor which colors blended with forest. No one died, Capitan Blackwater yelled a command in split of second. Her men were better than just Well-trained. Shield of wall that was raised in next moment left the squad with almost no damage. Almost.

Two men were slightly injured. I knew were this was heading. Before we would reach the castle we would encounter dozen of such traps, if each of such encounter would end with two soldiers getting “slightly injured”… The outcome would be terrible.

We agreed that the main group would keep traveling using the main road (not that they have any choice in that matter, have you ever seen regular army marching through the swamp? Bad- idea.), while we would move bit ahead of them by the forest. We would take down ambushes.

I looked in the sky, checking position of my familiars. Sebastian flew toward castle, to check how the defense of the garrison looked like. Walter was scouting our current location from above while Gilbert and Remus were flying through the woods. Kaito was roaming somewhere near sniffing the area, and Greg… Was not here. I did not summon him. I mean come on! He is a fucking treant! Have you ever seen the speed of walking treant? If I would summon him, I would do it already under the castle.

Remus and Gilbert flew back to me, sat on both of my shoulders as they shared their memories with me. They found group of bandits preparing another ambush near the main road.

I whistled quietly drawing attention of Giselle and Lanelle. I raised my hands in the air before I started gesticulating orders. I stretched hand previously curled in the fist shoving four times all fingers, then direction.

Information was clear: enemies ahead in two hundred matters.

Giselle hit her chest with her fist and then pointed in direction of enemy – “I charge”

I crossed my hands on my chest before rapidly throwing them apart – “no fucking way”

Giselle pointed at us, then she hit her fists together, then once again – her chest with fist and direction of enemy – “You stay, I charge”

I pointed at her and poked my forehead with pointing finger thrice – “you are fucking nuts”

Lanele got between us, pointed with her hands at us, then she bumped her fists together, brushed her lip with her thumb and pointed on index finger, the place where ring should be placed – “you guys argue like an old marriage!”

Our silent conversation lasted for about two more minutes during which we were waving our hands like madmen.

“If you are lacking guts, then let me handle this!” Giselle waved

“I am not lacking any guts, you moron, I just want to be sure that they would not run away! If you would just jump in, half of them would flee!” I gestured

“We are wasting time here! Few more minutes and soldiers would walk into another ambush!” Lanele pointed out obvious

“So….” Giselle brought attention back to herself “… I CHARGE!”

“GOD PLEASE NO! NOOO!” I hysterically throw my hands in air “GISELLE NO!” I brought my fist to my open palm

“GISELLE YES!” dragoness ended her sentence showing me middle finger. I bet that this gesture does not requires translation.

“Then at least wait for us to secure sides!” I dropped my arm resigned

“Fine! But you have one minute!” Giselle smiled showing thumb up.

Fuck. Sweet Jesus, Mighty Allah, Wise Odin, Enlightened Buddha please, give me patience, because if you give me strength I will fucking strangle this woman!

Calm down. Calm down, dear me, one of the reasons why you came here was for Giselle to “relax”.

I walked toward the area while cursing with gestures. Shit was about to go down.
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The group of bandits was watching the road which leads toward Watcheye Castle. They were nervous, the whole action they were supposed to perform was just shooting an arrow once or twice and then simply run away. They were all wearing leather armors or even simple pieces of cloth, it was supposed to give them mobility to escape the chase of knights as they would flee to the forest. They didn’t even have any other weapon but crossbows and arrows!... well, and a knife or dagger in their boots, but that’s hardly a weapon!

God! Those stupid birds are so annoying!

One of the bandits aimed his bow at colorful bird singing loudly on the tree close to them. Seeing that, his companion hissed angrily.

- “The fuck are you doing!? You want to give away our position?!”

- “To who!? We are alone here! They are a squad of dozens heavily armored soldiers! We will hear them from mile away!”

- “Scout reported that someone was traveling with them, they may have a mobile front guard walking ahead of them! So stay low!”

He was supposed to answer with a juicy curse, yet his lips froze. He heard something.

It definitely wasn’t the sound of armored boots hitting hard ground, no.

- “Do you hear it? Sounds like some beast running across the forest…”

- “Yeah, heavy, fast steps, damn, I am sure that this is one massive creature…”

Then, the “beast” jumped from the bushes right into the middle of an ambush squad.

- “WHO ARE YOU CALLING MASSIVE, YOU ASSHOLES!?”

“Massive” Giselle yelled bringing her sword down. A vein was pulsing rapidly on her forehead. Little fools, up until now dragoness merely wanted to beat them up and leave them tied up for soldiers to secure them. They could have a legal trial.. As their base was about to get destroyed few of them had chances to avoid death sentence. But now…

- “You are dead meat folks!” She yelled again as bandits started running in all directions. This way they increased their survival chances. Or so they thought.

Forest moved, vines and other plants started rising up in wonderful dance, creating impenetrable thick walls between trees cutting ways out. One of the bandits stopped right before smashing his face into one of such walls, he turned around trying to find another way out, yet the last thing he saw was a fist of dragoness armored in gauntlet approaching at high speed. One strike was enough to break his jaw, nose, send him flying, knock him down and cause minor concussion.

- “Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” another man of forest cursed loudly as he was trying to get as far as possible from this madness.

Then, for a split of a second he thought he saw something between trees, so he stopped. There was another woman there, an elf. Goddess! She was beautiful. She was smiling to him with sorrow. That was his chance. He got a dagger up and started approaching her slowly.

- “Listen, lady, we are going to play a game now, ok? It’s called: <help old Ted get out of here>. You are playing a hostage, I am putting a knife by your throat and you do as I say, then as we would be far away we would go different ways, fine with you, m’lady?”

- “With sorrow feasting on my heart, I have to decline your generous offer, though I have another one to compensate your loss, you get on the ground, tie your hands and wait for soldiers to secure you.”

- “Ain’t happening lady… In that case… Move aside.”

- “Once again, I am sorry, but I can’t comply.”

- “Please! I don’t want to hurt you!” he really meant it “… Look, I had to join them! I had no other choice! I… I never hurt anyone and I don’t want to change that… B…but I will! I am not going to die nor spend rest of my life in jail!”

- “You are not lying to me, are you?” priestess blinked her eyes few times.

Sweet goddess, these long lashes around her crystal blue eyes… So breathtaking.

- “… I am overjoyed hearing that, in that case, I will restrain myself from acts of violence against you…” man didn’t notice a huge plant growing beside him, it was already as tall as him.

A single green bud growing atop of it started slowly changing colors and growing as it bloomed. Finally, it opened its petals releasing sweet-scented pollen.

Lanele was talking with the man, occupying his attention with her beauty and words. Without man noticing it, pollen already started working. In next minute or two, he collapsed on the humid, soft soil beneath him in warm dreamless slumber.

In the meantime, another group of six men was running in yet another way. But the forest was acting strange, it kept changing all the time, what was even more strange was the fact, that birds from before kept “chasing after them”. They didn’t do much more, yet it almost looked as if… but it can’t be, right?

Another wall of moss raised up.

- “Whatever it is, it’s playing with us… we are like lambs chased to the farmhouse pen by shepherd dog!”

- “What’s at the end of it?”

- “Usually? Either a cage or slaughterhouse.”

Another raven fell from the sky. Twice as big as its two colorful cousins that chased them up until now. It landed on the ground and squawked in anger.

- “Fucking flying rat! I will pull every single feather out of you!” man taken over by his wrath started approaching the animal. Yet, he was forced to stop in the middle, for the body of <flying rat> started to change. Flesh started crawling under its feather, the sound of bones cracking could be heard as a body was “rearranging” itself.

After less than 10 seconds it was done, what stood in front of them, was a humanoid bird, with a long, curved beak. It was the bit similar to a more feral version of the harpy.

- “You will do what to me, human?” monster squawked in unnatural tone.

It started walking toward the bandits, its talons ploughed the ground on which he walked, the “brave one” – man which promised de-feathering of garuda collapsed on the ground.

- “W-w-what are you? You monster!”

- “Monster? No, I am a mere servant of my master. Yet, the desire of knowing the name of the being that will end your life is understandable. Master gave me a name, it’s Sebastian…” devil stopped “… but then again, he told me to bring you to him. I am bound with my contract and can’t go against his will…” bandits looked reassured “…on second thought, he never precisely stated how many of you I was supposed to bring.”

Two little birds that were watching this performance flew away

Devils, dear kids, are indeed a nasty bunch. If you would ever encounter some friendly devil wishing to form a pact with you, watch your tongues and read “the fine print”. They will always use a hole in agreement. They would also try lifting your spirits, give you a sparkle of hope, for they love nothing more, but to see that last sparkle dying in eyes of their prey.

- “Now, you said something about my feathers?..” creature pinned man to the ground with one of his legs.

- “Fuck! Die you piece of shit!” a man cried bringing his dagger and stabbing creatures leg.

This form was weak, far from perfect. It made Sebastian feel pain, lots of it. Yet instead of being annoyed, he looked to be more than pleased. He started to tighten the grip of his leg making his talons dig in the flesh of man. Ribs cracked and broke under the titanic strength of the familiar.

- “Now, now! Carefully! We don’t want your ribs to pierce lungs, do we? Such swift death would be… inappropriate.”

Colorful birds returned. The brighter one opened its beak and sang a song, that after a moment sounded like words spoken by a man.

- “Sebastian, I don’t want to rush you, quite the opposite, take your time, but mind finishing your job first? I am still waiting.”

The Dawn Stalker, bird that was known of its abilities to cast lesser illusions and mimic other people voices was used like a recorder to deliver Magician’s order.

Devil groaned in annoyance, looked at the man under him considered some options, then he rolled him on his belly and impaled one of his talons into man’s spine.

- “Wait here…” Garuda taunted his prey. Just a moment ago he broke his neural connections making him paralyzed, probably permanently. “… and you…” he looked at the rest of the group that watched him in terror “… run?”

He suggested in questioning tone. It sounded as if he was surprised by the fact that they hadn’t yet done so. Bandits didn’t need to be encouraged any further. They started running deeper into a forest, to the place where magician waited.
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The annoying blue massages stopped popping out. Asking the “administrator” for permission from an administrator. It is confirmed guyz, gods are using Windows-system to maintain the world.

I stretched my body, past half an hour I spent sitting in lotus pose meditating, I used empowered version of [Echo of the Earth] to scan the forest all around me searching for bandits, then I would cast nature manipulation to block their paths allowing my party members to hunt them down without much effort.

They were weak. Weak and HUMANS. They never really trained nor fought with creatures more dangerous than few wild wolves or boars. All their physical strength came from working a little in the field. Their level range was starting at 6 and ended around 13-14. These with “higher” level must have been some kind of hunters before starting their lives as outlaws.

They were not dangerous, not in the forest. Still, attacking a castle, even a ruined one, was completely different matter. They knew the environment, they had the advantage of number and... higher ground…

~… Zari don’t

~… Zari, stay focused.

~… Zari, just don’t you fucking dare to use Star Wars reference!

… BUT THEY UNDERESTIMATE MY POWER!

~FOR FUCK SAKE! You are a grown up man! Your familiars and friends are killing people right now! Can’t you just pretend to be mentally stable, and focus on battle ?!

Mentally stable? I am an artificial witch, that became an avatar and king of beasts, carrying a book that is talking to me and I am hearing voices in my head!

The silence was my answer

That’s what I thought!

Now, the last group of bandits was heading my way. I sat bit further from my team on purpose. I needed to ask those gentlemen few questions. In the end, you can win the battle with the blade, but with the information, you win the war.

Finally, they ran right into a clearing in which I was sitting. They stopped in awe. Why? Because I took my sweet time to prepare this place a little. I grew a tree under myself which took a shape of something similar to the wooden throne which towered over three meters above them. There were also very thin trees growing on both sides of clearing creating a path between bandits and myself.

I opened my eyes.

- “I will give each of you one chance. Surrender your lives to me and tell me everything about your group. Especially about the castle, the group that protects it and your leader, and who knows maybe I will be merciful?”

- “Fuck off, you…”

Why are they like this? No, I am honestly interested in the way they think. Your friends are dying all around, you meet an enemy clearly out of your league and you just insulted him. This is how the will of survival manifests? By provoking death? Evolution works in mysterious ways.

- “Wrong answer.”

Kaito jumped from the bush next to the group of bandits and bite the leg of “offensive” one, then he started pulling him back, deeper into woods.

Wargs are very specific creatures. They love playing with their food. Sometimes their prey will take hours to die, his screams could be heard from afar. This only helped me to influence the other one.

- “I will repeat myself. How strong are your fortification, what kind of ambushes did you prepare, how many defenders protect the castle and do you have any magicians?”

- “There is no way that we will ever tell y…”

- “The walls are broken in several places!” one of the man cried out “… these places are guarded the most! The gaps were filled with oil, if some army would try to enter by these, other defenders would ignite it! I heard that there was one mage, I have no idea how many people there are, but surely more than a hundred! I have never seen the boss with my eyes! Only heard about him!” he was still young. Level six. Just a kid that was either forced to join them or imagined a life full of adventures.

- “You idiot!” his friend rebuked him “… he is going to kill us anyway!”

The eyes of a man that betrayed his comrades opened so wide, that I was sure they would pop out, he was looking at me with terror.

That’s what I wanted to see. The will to keep living. When you are walking by the forest with a dog and you are attacked by a bear, all you can do is order your dog to attack the bear and run away. No matter how much you love the animal, no matter that you raised it from a pup. That’s how this filthy world works. If you are weak, you need to sacrifice things to continue living.

I waved my hand. The trees started opening a passage

- “You may go.” I said with neutral tone “This path will lead you to the main road, there you will surrender yourself to the soldiers.”

- “They will kill us!”

- “No, no if you would surrender yourself voluntary and repeat same information you just told me. You will be either thrown into jail or forced to work your crimes off. The alternatives lies behind you, in the forest.”

I pointed with my head direction where Kaito was still tormenting their friends.

Bandits started walking toward the passage, yet I waved my hand one more time, everyone except the one that talked were rooted to the ground by vines.

- “This deal is valid only for him…” I looked at young bandit “… the rest of you still owe me information. I hope you know more that this kid. Otherwise…”

Sebastian walked on the clearing, in his talon he was carrying a skinned corpse of the man.

No, it was not a corpse, the man was still living. He looked like an anatomy doll that was used in schools to teach kids about the muscles in human body.

I didn’t have to encourage them more. They became very talkative
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The interrogation of the rest of the group went smoothly. Those that said something new were spared, those that did not... let’s just say that Sebastian was enjoying himself right now. Just like the young bandit said, there are around 130 – 150 defenders of the castle, most of them were nothing more than cannon fodder, they had some basic understanding of how to hold a sword without cutting themselves, slightly overgrown muscles… and that’s it. They were merely causing a distraction, attacking caravans, merchants and villagers while the main squad dealt with any soldiers.

And that was the only troublesome part – the main squad. One of the men proclaimed the mountain bandit king was an ex-military man, that meant he knew how to deploy his people correctly and how to protect an outpost.

Sending few ambush squads to attack marching troops was also his idea. And that shows perfectly what kind of person our current enemy is. If we wouldn’t have acted like a front guard for miss Blackwater, her people would come under the walls of the castle severally injured, decimated even, for he ordered them to not kill soldiers on purpose and to wound them instead. If you kill an enemy, you get rid of a single unit in the enemy army, if you wound him, you get rid of two – the wounded, and the man that will have to take care of him. On the other hand, if we wouldn’t have helped the young Capitan, she would continue hunting bandits one by one. Eventually, she would have gotten rid of them.

The bastard was playing dirty. I liked that. The urge to test myself against him sparkled at the bottom of my heart. For now, I had to meet with Gisele and Lanele, we had to clear the path for the main forces. Then, we would have to have a conversation with young noble regarding our attack. But let’s leave this part for later.

I moved toward the place where the three of us were supposed to meet. Girls were already there. Of course they were, they didn’t waste their sweet time to ask questions, so vital for our own safety.

-          “Zari, you shouldn’t let the ladies wait!” Gisele teased me with a grin.

-          “I beg thy pardon, my fair mistresses, yet thy servant was occupied with the matter most dire. Forgive me, the unworthy, for wasting thy time.” I yelled exaggerating and bowing in apology.

-          “W-what?” confusion appeared on dragoness’s face “… would ya mind using common speech?”

-          “I was gathering information.”

-          “B-but I hope you weren’t torturing them?!” Priestess apparently didn’t like the idea of excessively hurting other.

-          “No, I didn’t have time for that. I let them choose between surrendering to the soldiers and dying on spot.”

-          “I see…” she probably knew I wasn’t telling the whole truth, yet she didn’t dwell on the subject. Very nice of her.

-          “Ok, we got it, you had your fun. Still, the only questions that is worth asking is: why did you even bother asking questions?!...” Gis tilted her head to the side “… can’t we just…”

-          “Charge in?” I finished instead of her. She nodded in answer “… Gis, I can bet that in a fair fight you could defeat twenty of these bandits at the same time with one of your hands tied behind your back. But it will not be a fair fight. The idea of defending castles was meant to be as unfair as possible. And now, listen to me very carefully: if you would say this one more bloody time I swear, I will tie you up and leave  you in the inn…”

-          “That wouldn’t be THAT bad…” she snickered

-          “… and order innkeeper to feed you only vegetables.”

-          “YOU WOULDN’T DARE!” she screamed in horror

-          “For breakfast, dinner, and supper you would get only broccoli.”

-          “Why would you do this to me?!”

-          “Gis, if it were only the two of us, I wouldn’t mind letting you do as you please, but we need to protect Lanele and all those silly people that tagged along.”

-          “I-I just feel like a ballast.” Priestess smiled, yet that grimace was completely lacking any signs of happiness

-          “Fineee.” Redhead groaned

The tip of her tail was nervously moving in a circle. Something was wrong. She is air-headed, but not THAT much! She needs to have a reason of her own to lie her sword on those bandits.

-          “Gis. What’s wrong.” I asked in a bit cold tone.

-          “What do you mean?”

-          “Something is fueling you to act like this. It is not bloodlust, for I would have problems keeping you in place. You are eager to do it, but somehow your emotions cooled down…”

-          “You call this <being cooled down>?!” Lanele opened her eyes widely “… as we were waiting for you she kept telling me about the ways she would kill all those people!”

-          “If she was bit more… <passionate> about it, the two of you would be talking about this, instead, she would be already climbing walls.” I once again turned to Gis “… so what is it?”

-          “I just like killing bandits, ok?” she pouted angrily “… I promised myself that every single time I could get rid of them, I would.”

Looks like this topic is hard for her. It’s not time nor place to talk about something that made my girl so upset.

“Then I have some good news for you.” She raised her brow in silent question “… there are five more bandits squads in the forest. My little friends already found their locations, take Lanele and hunt them down.”

-          “And what about you?”

-          “I have to talk with miss Capitan. Prepare tactic and other boring things. By the time you would be done with those small fries we should have a way in the castle already figured out.”

-          “Why would you do t…” she asked aloud, yet froze in the middle of a sentence “... wait, are you doing this for me?”

-          “For you? Everything! By the end of the day, we will drink the finest wine from the skull of the Bandit King.”

-          “And they said that romance and chivalry are dead…” Lanele rolled her eyes.

-          “Drink from someone’s skull?” Gis wondered about this idea for a moment “…That gross. Nasty. Dirty. Gruesome. I love it.”

-          “It’s all settled then. Good luck darling, go now.”

-          “Good luck?” dragoness laughed “… I don’t need luck! I got this!” she raised her sword a little.

-          “Yeah, that’s one MASSIVE advantage on your side.”

She squinted her eyes trying to guess by my expression if I had mocked her here. Ha, you may try, my love, I have an expression of innocent angel plastered to my face!

 

 



Some time later



 

 

Change of plan. I am sorry Giselle, I have lied to you a little. Or at least I didn’t tell you the whole truth. I am not going to make the whole bloody siege strategy just so you could enjoy yourself. I have some dirty schemes of my own. To be honest, I felt terrible about it. I am using naivety of Gisele and good will of Lanele and all those soldiers for my personal gains. Oh, I couldn’t give a damn about Lana and soldiers. But, treating Gis like that was not fair, even if she would most likely never find out… or maybe I feel this way exactly because Gisele would never know about it.

Yet I have to do it. Yes, I have to. This world plays dirty games and I have to be prepared. You won’t win the war alone, this is why you need allies. As many as possible.

I stepped out of the forest and entered the main path close to the main attack group. I waved my hand from afar, just in case. You couldn’t really mistake me for any bandit, but I would still prefer if they wouldn’t shoot any arrows in my direction.

-          “Mister Whiteraven…” Lady Blackwater greeted me again as I approached “… the bandits you sent our way just finished talking about fortifications and the defending group. It is very thoughtful of you to gather intelligence before the attack.”

-          “Just as we are talking, Giselle and Lanele should be hunting down rest of the ambush squads. And I allowed myself to come as they are away because I have a plan of how to get inside.”

-          “And why is it so important for your companions to be away?” noble asked without any change in her tone. 

-          “There is a secret tunnel that leads into prison section of the castle. My plan envisages that one person, me, would enter the castle by this tunnel and infiltrate the castle. If everything would go according to the plan, I would open side gates for you.”

-          “The passage will surely be guarded.” She said after a moment of consideration

-          “I figured this much, but with you under walls… Ah, indeed, I could be playing with your lives here. If you would perform few fake attacks… as if you wanted to climb the walls… Of course nothing too risky, you would pretend that defenders are pushing you back and then retreat, regroup and perform another fake attack. With dozens of heavily armored soldiers under their gates, they wouldn’t suspect an attack from the inside.”

-          “That could work…” she stopped for a moment

“faking attack”. Ha! Nice phrase. That’s very risky, at least from her perspective. During those maneuvers, bandits would run them down with arrows and maybe even oil. They would most likely cause some damages, maybe even kill few soldiers. And in the end, these actions would cause anything good by themselves, as they would get any bridgehead. If I would fail, all these damages would be in vain.

-          “Lanele knows healing magic, she could treat your people in case they…”

-          “That’s not the problem here.” She raised her head and look me straight in the eyes “… I am not ok with you risking even more than we do. I… I can’t enlarge the debt that my family already owes you.”

That was her only problem? Really?

-          “Listen now, child…” I started with a tone of a teacher explaining most obvious thing to a bunch of kids

-          “Child? I am most probably ol…” she started.

-          “Silence! You are one hundred years too young to talk back! I have survived an encounter with Amelia Scarlet…” though she beat me to the pulp and captured me “… I was a prisoner in Inquisition castle, bah! They have been hunting me since I was few weeks old! I am tougher than I look! I’ve already chosen a strategy that has the lowest casualties!... plus I am the strongest here.”

She raised her brow

-          “I wonder if miss Gisele shares your point of view. I mean, regarding the position of strength.”

-          “Physically she is stronger, but that’s it. I already defeated her in a duel… just don’t remind her about it, unless you want to hear how using magic is unfair, or that I caught her by surprise, or that she gave me handicap… or whatever else she would think about.”

She chuckled a little.

-          “Fair enough… in that case, forgive me, but I will be counting on you again.”

She bowed her head.

-          “Sure thing. Leave it to me. If we would ever meet again you owe us a dinner.”

I said turning my steps toward the castle.

 

 



Few moments later



 

 

The entrance to the prison was well-hidden, there is no way I could find it without knowing its location beforehand. For now, I was waiting. What for? For commotion. When the group of soldiers would get under the castle walls, the attention of defenders would be shifted on attackers, then I would enter the castle.

And then it happened. Bandits started shouting commands to each other, someone rang a bell. A madness started.


	A new quest has been created [Watcheye Castle Siege]
	Conquer the enemy castle by either killing your enemies, chasing them out or making them surrender
	Rewards:	- spoils of war [based on performance]

- Experience points [based on performance]

- Improved relations with [Blackwood family]






	Battle starts
	Sides:
	Deffenders:	Attackers:
	Leader: Malcolm Steelfist	Leader: Jessica Blackwater
	Army: 98 Bandits; 27 deserters	Army: 70 soldiers; 2 adventurers
	Morale:
	Mixed, depending of squad:

- Bandits [Motivated, Fearful]

- Deserters [High Spirits]
	Mixed, depending on squad:

- Soldiers [High Spirits]

- Adventurer [Lanele] - [Confused]

- Adventurer [Gisele] - [Furious, Bloodlust]





So, Gisele is mad at me for leaving her behind while Lana is doing her best to calm her down? All according to the plan! Mua-ha-h… That was pathetic. Let’s just pretend I never let that evil-laugh, ok? OK!?


	A side quest of [Watcheye Castle Siege] siege has been created





	[Watcheye Castle Infiltration - optional]
	Enter the castle and open the gates.
	Rewards:	- Drop in defenders morale

- Increase in attackers morale

- Experience points [based on performance] + stealth modifier

	Stealth is option for this mission




…


	Stealth is option for this mission




…


	Stealth is option for this mission




…


	Stealth is option for this mission




… It never ends well. I have never finished the game with [stealth optional] in stealth mode. Not without reloading save few dozens time. Welp, what’s the worst thing that can happen? People dying!?
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The passage under the castle was narrow, there were places in which I had to move on all four. How those bandits managed to move via this tunnel, especially as most of them were taller than me and were wearing studier armor, remained a mystery to me.

What else could I expect? This tunnel was most likely used as a trap. Attackers lured into it by a promise of invading castle from inside would be forced to move one by one, in such case, a single defender could not only stop the attempt of attack but also cause serious damage. Even more, if I was the defending one, I would most likely fill the passage with oil. One sparkle and a few dozen people would be turned into cinders.

I reached the end of the tunnel, above me there was a single opening, covered with a metal door. I heard a few people running next to it, I waited till they passed, and lifted the metal cover of a manhole.

I entered the prison in a place that looked like either the guard’s room or some weird storage. Maybe both? So the main purpose of this room was an escape route in case defenders were overwhelmed, in the end, no sane prisoner would barge into a place filled with guards to escape, then again, leaving an escape route near the people that wished to escape (prisoners)? No one would ever think about such madness, thus no one was looking for it.

And now, as I am inside, I have two main objectives. First one is to, of course, secure and later open the side gates. The other one… sorry, miss knight, but I want to have a chat with so-called Bandit King. But first thing first.

I looked up at the ceiling. It was just perfect, at least for me. The time did its due damaging the castle also inside. Its walls were full of holes one could use to climb up. The columns supporting the ceiling used to be excessively big, now could serve as a wonderful passage above the guardians’ heads. I morphed my body, starting with reducing the weight and remodeling my spine and limb bone structures, that would force me to move on all four, next phase was growing curved talons which would help me with holding onto walls, in next moment I turned my skin gray (a wonderful camouflage in this dark place) and started producing a little sticky mucus just like amphibian does. I lost most of my hair, my eyes became much wider allowing me to see better in this dim prison. The joints in my legs twisted and turned, depriving me of ability to run, still the empowered jumping power should cover this disadvantage. The last modification was long, thin yet muscled reptilian-like tail, I would use it to balance my body bit better… or to strangle someone.

I moved toward the column and grabbed it with one of my hands, talons granted more than just enough grasp over the wide structure. I raised another hand higher, then I started using my legs for support. Climbing completely vertical and slippery column was as easy as breathing and cost me almost no stamina, in few seconds I reached my destination – a shelf like formation close to the ceiling itself, bipedal creature would have problems hiding in those, but my new, twisted, slimy self could do this just right. Now, the infiltration.

I licked my lips as I started moving from one hiding place to another using ceiling and walls. The adrenaline clouded my mind for a few seconds, then it disappeared leaving me clear headed like never before. I was nervous, yet in a positive aspect of this word. I felt this tight sensation in my guts, as if some hand was holding me by my stomach from inside – the feeling of anticipation, desire to wait for right moment to strike. The tingling sensation running down my spine screaming at me to jump at someone. Yet the greater bliss gave me the struggle of surpassing those primal desires, it made me feel as if I was the ultimate predator, watching its prey passing next to it. Their lives were in my hands, those who never hunted before could never understand would kind of sensation is this.

 



 

 

-          “The fuck are we supposed to do here?” one of the two bandits patrolling the ruins of the prison cursed loudly “… the enemy is at our front gates, yet boss is forcing us to wander around the castle?! What for!? We have them in shooting range! I want to join other people on the walls!”

-          “That’s exactly why boss sent us here, shithead! They took an effort to climb the mountains, they moved past ambush squads and reached the castle, and now they are just moving back and forth as if provoking us! If that’s not a decoy, I have no idea what is! We have to secure the escape routes.”

-          “What for?”

-          “How could you survive this long with no brain at all!? Escape routes could also be used as alternative entering routes. Just a squad of five to ten soldiers is enough to take a castle from the inside.”

-          “Bullshit! There is over a hundred of us!”

-          “If they would enter the gates from inside, the number advantage would be lost, and they have much better gear, with all those soldiers inside that would be carnage…”

The wiser of bandits was moving few steps ahead of his dumber colleague, this is why he did not notice at first that his colleague stopped talking.

-          “Finally shut your face, did ya? Right fucking time!” he turned around after few dozens of seconds

The second man was standing awkwardly at the other end of the corridor.

-          “Charles? Everything all right?”

The dumber man had a strange expression plastered on his face, he looked as if he was scratching his neck, his mouth kept moving, yet no words could be heard. The first bandit started moving slowly toward his immobilized companion with a bared sword. The eyes of the trapped man started going back to his skull as he was clearly losing consciousness.

The man moved faster, when he was standing five meters away from his fighting for air comrade he noticed that what he was scratching was not his neck, but some slimy, gray rope. His eyes started following after the “rope” toward the ceiling. His head kept rising higher and higher, up to the moment he was looking exactly above himself, there, there was a hanging upside down creature. It was looking at him with curiosity, when their eyes finally met, the monster smiled. A smile, which twisted the face of the monster into a sadistic grin.

His comrade was already dead, suffocated by the tail as beast dropped from the ceiling right on the bandit. He didn’t manage to raise his blade fast enough to protect himself, for next minute or two, in the prison the sound of flesh being torn into pieces resonated across the corridors.

The creature spoke of many things about himself, he said that he never enjoyed killing, that he does what he must, that every time he can he would give his opponent a swift death… yet, also said that he is a terrible hypocrite.

 

 



 

 

 

That so-called bandit king already earned my respect. He needed only a minute or two to notice that the soldiers in front of the main gate were simply drawing away attention, he even found out what for, and ordered to check on secret passages, if his men would just bit more competent, I would be in trouble. The only reason I managed to leave the tunnels before they arrived, was that one of the bandits didn’t like the idea of being given some strange job and was slowing his companion down. I just can’t wait to meet him in person!

Easy, Zari, easy me, the faster you would end your current task the faster you will be able to enjoy your little dark scheming.

There weren’t many other guards in the prison itself, in the end the walls needed protection. After getting rid of two more men I left the prison which located on the back of the castle.

First, I merely put out my head and scouted my surroundings, in contrast to prison the bandits were everywhere, they were running back and forth, some were yelling the order dictated by the “king”, some were bringing more arrows to the defenders on the wall. And I have to say, these bastards were quite organized. Of course, here and there someone made a mistake, which would make every sergeant cry, then yell, then mathe ke whole squad clean the toilet for two weeks in a row. But they weren’t mindless crowd. Once again, if someone managed to turn those scum of society into something that resembled a regular army…

Once again I sighed with sadness. I quickly learned the movement patterns of bandits, located the stronghold within a castle, then side gates, and THEN, I moved.

 

 



 

 

 

The bandit king was watching the assault from the stronghold. His face was stoic, yet the words he spoke revealed his dissatisfaction.

-          “You can teach those vermin how to act, you can train them, waste your time on performing military drills, yet in the end in heat of the moment they forget everything, just look on them, they are disgusting! On the other hand, the heavy infantry lead by that she-knight are almost flawless, look at their reaction time! She moves her people around as if they were one body!”

-          “Malcolm, am I hearing things, or did you just praise someone?” his old companion grinned in a partly toothless smile

-          “Indeed, apparently ambush squads failed to wound them… also, do we have any report from teams which were sent to investigate secret passages?”

-          “Yeah. Most of them returned.”

Bandit king turned around.

-          “Most of them? Most?”

-          “Indeed, people sent to the prison didn’t send the report.”

-          “Fuck. Of all the places… They had to enter via corridor to which I send the greatest slacker among all the bandits…”

The scout which was still standing supporting his back by the wall raised his head.

-          “Your orders?”

-          “Send half of the defenders to inner stronghold, we have no idea which part of the outer walls would be attacked, it would be best to give it to them and barricade here, ha, at least we would hit them good as they would be fighting over the walls with remains of the wall’s defenders…”

-          “Indeed, few of the walls are partly covered in oil, we could ignite them and get rid of both soldiers and bandits…”

A slow clapping could be heard from the dark corridor of the hall.

-          “So eagerly sacrificing your own people?...” an amused voice could be heard “… are you valuing their lives so little, or are you so experienced that you see the sacrifice that needs to be made?”

A white haired man stepped from the shadows. Malcolm didn’t sense his presence, and that was enough to send a shiver down his spine. Scout brought his daggers yet, bandit king calmed his friend with a gesture of his hand.

-          “I presume that you are one of the men that entered via passage in prison?”

-          “That statement is partly true.”

On closer inspection, the man was more like a boy, he clearly was under his twenties. His “guests” paid no mind to courtesy as he approached the table with maps, pulled out one of the chairs and sat down on it, putting his legs on precious documents.

Still, the way he talked, he was enjoying himself, he either felt as someone with much higher position, or pretended to be one in order to intimidate him. If he was just pretending to be in control of the situation, then damn, he was good at it.

In his years of service Malcolm learned how to distinguish different kinds of people, and yet he couldn’t much fit the kid in front of him in any group. He was lacking information. Conversation is always a way, it could be used to gather important data.

-          “You should have let us know that you were coming beforehand, we would have prepared some tea and biscuits, now we will have to sit by vodka, like some kind of savages.”

Kid laughed cheerfully.

-          “I am starting to like you more and more” intruder titled his head to the side.

-          “I am sorry to hurt your feelings, but I am afraid it will not work, however, if you would be bit shorter, blonde, and female I could give it a try.”

Such meaningless conversation is important. The “king” was buying himself time. That man clearly didn’t come alone, his group was probably already occupying some side gate and waiting for a sign from him in order to open it. As long as they are talking the king could learn something that could be vital for the survival of his people.

-          “I have a job offer.” Every sign of amusement vanished from white-haired boy’s face.

Maybe, the man noticed what Malcolm was doing? If yes, their horrible situation turned into a complete pile of shit.

-          “I am a busy man, still, I can at least hear it out, mister…” Malcolm made a suggestive pause, asking politely for his guest to identify himself.

-          “Oh, my manners! I am Zariel, call me Zari, my full name sounds like a venereal disease.”

Zariel, Zariel… it rang a bell.

-          “I see, it surely is an honor to…”

-          “Stop wasting my time and listen. I am not here, at least not for the soldiers that are attacking this place, this conversation never took place. And as I am running out of time, allow me to cut the subject to the most vital point. You are a skilled, knowledgeable man and, as far as I can tell, wonderful warrior. But you are being hunted by authorities. Syndicate values you highly and wishes to hire you. Not only you, but also few people of your choosing will survive this assault, even more - you would also be declared dead. Nobody would ever hunt you again, yet you would be allowed to do pretty much the same thing you are doing now… you would just do it when Syndicate would tell you to… The salary is decent, we have a nice carrier-ladder system, we offer working in a developing team with ambitious people, we would allow you to see the world. We also have bingo every Saturday and <fruit Thursdays>, the only catch is that you have to make the decision in… twenty-two, twenty-one, twenty…”

It’s bad. Syndicate? Here? Just what on earth did he do to draw their attention!? He was relocating every few months! He did everything he could to keep lying low whenever he could! They can’t possibly investigate every bandit warlord that would pop out around the world!

But the man kept counting down.

Malcolm looked at the man, then at the attacker in front of the gates.

-          “How many?”

-          “Hm?” distracted syndicate’s member titled his head to the side in confusion.

-          “You said I would be able to take a few of my people. How many.”

-          “Five.”

-          “Why only five?”

-          “Because otherwise, the soldiers would notice that you are missing, it is not a problem to drag few bodies of other bandits and scorch them to the point that would make body impossible to recognize, but if suddenly half of the bandits went missing, the whole plan that I bother making as I walked here would be wasted. Also… four… three. Threeeeee… Two and half… decided already? One and three quarters …”

-          “No. I will not abandon my people. There are around thirty good men that left the army because of me. I am responsible for them. It will not happen.”

Zariel looked truly disappointed.

-          “There is no way I will be able to protect you from those soldiers, you know, I have a deal with them too… such a waste.”

Man got up from his chair.

-          “Ok. In that case, I will be going, you know, the gates won’t open themselves. Honestly, coming here alone is such a bummer…”

Wait, he came alone. He actually came alone?! That means… that if they would get rid of him there would be no one to open the gates? That they could push away the attackers?

Malcolm looked at his friend, he already knew the thoughts of his companion. With a barely visible nod, they agreed to kill the unwanted guest.

But as the kid was in the middle of his path toward the door he stopped.

-          “On the other hand… If they would catch you alive… they could make you talk… then you could mention that I am with a Syndicate, and that could damage my good image… and as a serious entrepreneur I have to take care of public relations, marketing and stuff…” he said that with a tone of naïve kid, yet it was clear that he planned that from very beginning. “… sorry, looks like I can’t let you leave!”

Malcolm picked his two handed axe and charge at Syndicate’s member with a war-scream, he didn’t shout to boost his ego, but to completely draw the attention of the man from his companion.

Zariel wasn’t paying any attention to the scout, still, somehow he managed to avoid the backstab. He moved one step to the left while putting his hand on the handle of the sword attached to his belt.

-          “You are in the way.” He said annoyed drawing his blade.

With a fast swing, he decided to detach head of the scout with rest of his body, yet he didn’t train all these years for nothing. He stomped with one of his foot, stopping his charge and then used the momentum to jump in place while performing a front-flip.

Still, few drops of blood were splashed on the ground.

Malcolm brought his axe down while performing a [Powerful strike] on the Zariel. The blow was actually strong enough to break tiles on the floor and produce a huge cloud of dust.

-          “Are you ok?” He quickly checked on the condition of his companion?

-          “Yeah, just a scratch!” scout got up from the ground

-          “Man, that was scary!” a voice of their opponent could be heard from behind their backs.

They jumped away in fear.

He could finish them with a single swing, yet he was busy with removing the dust from his shoulder.

Was he looking down on them so much? Or maybe…

-          “That’s the very final offer, I rarely have the pleasure to work with people I like, so I don’t want to give up on you so quickly. Because I am very merciful, I will give you one more minute.”

This bastard… This bastard… THIS FUCKING BASTARD!

Rage clouded Malcolm’s mind. He dedicated his entire life looking for recognition of his skills, first, he wasn’t allowed to rank up in military structure because he was a commoner, right now, someone is giving him a handicap… If he would agree, it would be as if his whole life was pointless.

One thing was clear, he will bring this cocky fucker to hell, even if this would mean dragging him there personally!
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What a shame, this man is strong, experienced and quite wise, which is quite rare among the warriors, especially the last one. Having him working for me could benefit the Syndicate greatly. Yet, his loyalty toward his companion is flawed, he fails to understand that he could save the few he treasures the most, instead, he chose to let all of them die.

Admirable, foolish, but admirable.

He was fast and skilled with his weapon, he could easily call himself one of best warriors here, in Neira. All these skills he gained on his own, he had no personal trainer, he wasn’t sheltered before entering the battlefield on which he served in the first line. Every attack of his weapon that he swung at me was mastered in the heat of battle, hardened in blood.

He was reminding me of myself, myself without the help of the goddesses, without being safely made into a witch, without finding a magical book that turned you into a monster.

He was living a life I chose, yet was forced to give up because of the will of the deities. This is why I wanted him on my side. Still, I had to kill him, otherwise, I would risk everything I had obtained until now.

My opponent changed the grip over his weapon and slashed from below, I took a step back and to the side to avoid, yet he responded by changing his footing and direction of attack. The attack from over my head was performed so naturally and fluently, that one could swear it was exactly the same strike that came from below. This was also the moment I noticed, that the scout tried backstabbing me. my front, backs and both sides were perfectly covered, I almost had no place to run.

Yet I was not going to run. I moved onward trying to get into the blind spot of huge axe carried by Bandit King, then I raised my sword locking it for a split second. At the same time, I pointed my second hand at the scout and I focused my magic, as I cast mana shock wave.

The power of spell sent rogue flying two meters away before he crashed painfully onto the floor.

Malcolm didn’t waste his time though, using his body mass he pushed me away and once again performed a swing, this time from the side.

At that moment I decided to finish it.

I brawled multiple times with Gisele, who was not only stronger but also faster. Ducking under the attack, moving to the side and thrusting my blade targeting the man’s ribs was something that came naturally to me, like a maneuver that I trained for ages.

In response to my assault the Bandit King dropped his huge weapon, instead, he raised his left palm, impaling himself on my thin blade. He didn’t stopped here, instead he kept pushing until his fingers grabbed me by my dominant hand which was still holding Blade of Embers.

From behind his back he brought a short sword, barely longer than a dagger, with serrated edge, the next thing I saw was my blood being splashed everywhere, the pain came after that.




	You took [68] dmg



	You were affected by [Bleeding] status effect









	You are now [Bleeding]



	You will lose [10hp] every 30 sec









	You have lost your [Right hand]



	Damage you deal is being reduced



	[Sword usage mastery] level reduced



	[Mace usage mastery] level reduced



	[Hand to hand combat mastery] level reduced



	[Archery ....






I jumped back looking at the spot in which my palm used to be. Then I raised my eyes back on my opponent, which pulled a sword from his palm with a scream, because of annoyance, not pain.

- “Really well done…” I praised him “… I would clap to honor that, but, you know…” I raised my arm higher.

- “Still acting dumb? Fine, suit yourself, you are about to die anyway.” He grabbed his axe from the floor. Despite his wound, he still could carry his huge weapon without difficulty.

- “Boss, boss! We got the situation under contr…” some other man jumped into the room, it was another bandit that came asking for new orders. This was also when he noticed me “… ENEMY IN THE STRONGHOLD! TO ME! TO MEEE!”

His yell almost made my eardrums explode, when my hearing came back to me, my attention was drawn by the sound of a dozen or so people running by the stairs.

I sighed exhausted.

- “Sorry, I had my fun, I think it’s high time to end this.”

- “I hate your type, you just keep talking all the time, you can’t even die quie…” Malcolm froze, probably, because he saw as my damaged hand was healing, as bones were reappearing, as net of nerves and muscles was covering the white structure, as fat enveloped it for protection and as skin hide the whole gruesome process, all within around 15 seconds.

I raised my new hand for closer inspection, the skin was unhealthy white, as if it never saw sun before, not a single scar, scratch nor wrinkle on it, inhumanly smooth and…

- “…Itchy…” I started scratching it right away. I once again gazed over my enemy, about ten of his soldiers were already inside “… I will never get used to it. I see that you invited friends to our party, mind if I do the same?”

I snapped fingers of my newly grown hand, triggering explosives runes in which I covered one of the side gates before heading here. The powerful explosion shook the castle, it was also a signal for miss knight and her cheerful companions to regroup and attack.

- “It’s twelve against one… No matter what kind of freak of nature you are, there is no way you will leave this place alive.” Deserter hissed with anger… or maybe fear? It almost sounded as if he was trying to convince himself.

No, it’s just his instinct and will to survive that kicked in. His subconscious was trying to warn him, yet heat of the battle and knowledge about soldiers that right now were flooding his garrison made him stop listening to his intuition.

- “Twelve against one you say… doesn’t sound fair. Fine, you are free to bring ten more people.”




	You have successfully [Taunt]-ed your opponent(s):



	[Mountain Bandit]
	Taunted



	Malcolm Steelfist
	Resisted



	[Bandit Deserter]
	Taunted



	[Bandit Deserter]
	Resisted



	[Mountain...
	 






Another wall of useless notification I skipped.

- “You fucking bastard!” One of the outlaws that just came in charged at me, few of his companion followed shortly after.

- “Stop! Hold the line!” Bandit Kind yelled.

- “He is just a one man!” the man from before encouraged his comrades

Why don’t we inflict some physiological trauma this time?

I had more than enough time to set a [Fire-wall] spell around me, the heat forced attackers to step back, this spell bought me a few seconds I used for shifting.

I started enlarging my body, making it as big and bulky as only I could, as core of the shifting I used DNA of minotaur, my head became head of the deer, with some extra care I treated horns which curved a little to the sides, I grew myself a reptilian tail and two insectoid wings.

Yet, I focused on visual aspects bit too much, which caused my balance to shake, I needed to use my arms to support myself, much as apes do.

I have seen this creature in one of the books about religion, of course, from the chapter about devils.

- “You… you will be a fine sacrifice.” I stretched my colossal hand and grabbed one of the men through the flames.

The team that jumped at me a moment ago suddenly changed the direction and started running. I tightened my grip, breaking the spine of the man I caught before throwing him into the group of bandits, they avoided collision with a corpse of their ally, yet their formation was already broken.

- “A DEVIL! DEVIL, RUN!”

With two quick leaps, I covered the distance between outlaws and doors leading back to the stairs blocking the path. They were in such a mess that they weren’t even trying to attack me. Well, according to beliefs, you couldn’t hurt the devil with an unblessed weapon, my little charade with re-growing limb probably only strengthened this superstition.

A few dropped their weapons, thinking that it would only slow them down, one ran to the corner, dropped on his knees and started praying in a crying tone.

Two bandits nodded to each other before running to the doors from two different sides, apparently, they took their chances thinking that at least one of them would survive. The man on the right was hit with my massive palm, the strength of the blow was multiplied several times as I added mana shockwave effect. Poor bastard was sent on the old, rusty chandelier, which impaled his stomach.

The other man was already behind me, almost by the door, when my tail wrapped around his ankles and started pulling back to me.

- “NO! NO-NO-NO-NO! God! Please God no!”

- “There is no God here.”

Ok. Ok. I admit - I felt in the role bit too much.

- “Please! I have a hidden stash in the forest, I had plenty of money there! I can give it to you!”

Oh, and now I reminded myself the [O Death] song…. But that would be too much if I would start singing now, would it? It definitely would. Yeah, for sure.


...


Oh for fuck sake! Nobody sees me! At least no one that will be living in the next two minutes. Here I come!






The explosion shook the castle and revealed a huge space through which the soldiers get inside the walls.

Bandits were trained, at least it seemed as if someone tried teaching them a drill, thus they put on some fight. Jessica Blackwater carved her path in enemy lines with her sword. The phalanx that bandit made was full of holes, their moves were messy, here and there someone was moving a bit faster than his colleagues on the sides, completely breaking the line.

Outlaws thrust their spears.

- “Shield’s up!” The noblewoman yelled. She and all her people moved like one body, deflecting the attack. “OPEN UP!”

For a split of second the first row of soldiers pushed their shields to the side creating a gap, then the solider in the second row stabbed bandits with their spears and retrieved their weapons right away.

Formation once again covered their line with shields.

- “ONWARD!”

Her people responded with a single, short roar. Before the bodies of stabbed bandits managed to fell on the ground, the mass of heavily armored knights stepped over them shortening the distance to remaining outlaws. As the distance of the enemy spear was neutralized they began fighting in close combat. Formation shattered, forcing both groups into a series of individual duels.

It wasn’t a battle, it was a carnage.

- “OFF MY WAY!” Gisele jumped over heads of fighting masses slashing from above. One strike was enough to down three enemies at once

In case if you are wondering if she already forgot that her mate forced her to wait with soldiers while he took most of the “fun” for himself…

- “ZAAARI-EEEL! YOU FUCKING NITWIT! WHERE ARE YOU HIDING!”

She didn’t. She bolted toward the stronghold.

- “G-gis! Wait a little!” priestess followed after dragoness, still trying to calm her down.

Jessica was responsible for Gisele, she knew that her skills were far superior, but if she was to get herself surrounded, she wouldn’t win. Nec Herculis contra prulis, as the ancient saying dictated.

- “Lieutenant!...” Miss Blackwater yelled “… You are in charge!”

- “As you wish, Capitan!” her second in command took her place in the line.

As soon as she was sure that her people wouldn't suffer any losses, she ran after the two women, over the stairs, up, to the inner stronghold.

She had to find Zariel first, he risked his life getting inside, she owed him that. The girl was lucky, Gisele’s anger made her mistake a room, instead of climbing onto a higher floor, she entered some random storage chamber. In that room there were two more bandits, these poor bastard would buy few more seconds which Jessica could use to get on the top floor first.

Her wish to repay Zariel was only partly a reason for her to race with the dragoness. She also wanted to kill the bandit king by herself. She lost a few people because of him, good soldiers, even better friends. It was a personal matter.

Yet as she reached the last floor, she froze, the door was opened wide and she could easily see what was happening inside. All around the place, there were bodies of nine men killed in some grotesque way, three more bandits were barely standing, the thing that killed all those people…

… Inside the room, there was a creature she once saw in a book. Back then she thought it was nothing more but a fairy tale. Be nice, eat vegetables, listen to your mother. If you would be naughty the devil would come for you.

Yet here it was.

- “Please! Please!..” one of the bandits cried “… I will give you money! Please! I am too young!”

- “The old, the young, the rich, the poor, 
 All alike to me, you know?
    No wealth, no ruin, no silver nor gold,
 Nothing satisfies me, but your soul!”

Was that monster actually singing?!

- “Please, holy mother, who carries the name of the sun, keep me from the evil of…” despite his prayers the mad was grabbed.

- “The children prayed, the preachers preached,
 Time and mercy is out of your reach,
 I’ll fix your feet til you can’t walk,
 Will lock your jaw til you can’t talk,
 Will close your eyes till you can’t see,
 This very hour, you come with me…”

- “Plea…” the grip deprived him of air

- “I am Death, I came for souls,
 Leave the body, leave it cold,
 To draw the flesh off the frame,
 Both dirt and worms will have a claim…”

The female’s knees which were shaking all this time finally gave up, she collapsed, bah, she even wet herself, she, the grown up woman, the leader of soldiers. But those who would be there, couldn’t act differently, the bloodlust of the monster was suffocating, his songs full of horror yet sang so cheerfully.

- “Jessica, why are you…” Lanele came as the second on the highest floor, and after seeing the same thing that knight did, she also froze in place deprived of air.

The Devil was right now killing the last two men, the bandit king and his friend, holding them in his mighty grip he never stopped singing.

- “Well, for I am death,
 None shall excel,
 I open doors,
 To heaven,
 And hell.”

These verses were last things that bandits heard.

It was also the time when Gisele climbed to the same place as the other two girls.

- “Hm, what are you two…” then she noticed the monstrosity in the main room, still standing with its backs to the door. “… oh, here he is.”

She picked a rock from the floor on throw it at devil’s head, a dull <thud> sound resonated across the room. Then the monster turned around with angered roar…

… and then it was its time to freeze.

- “You fucking bastard….” Gis hissed as she kept approaching the avatar of carnage itself. “… now you did it. Leaving me behind so you could have whole fun to yourself?!”

The other girls were awestruck, they were already saying their goodbyes to family members in their heads awaiting to be torn apart by a devil.

Yet monster, curled a little, losing some of its colossal size before whispering quietly:

- “… sorry?”

It’s voice, the voice that up until now sounded as the legion of damned, tormented souls screaming at the same time was much more… soft?

Plus those eye’s of scolded dog.

- “Sorry!? SORRY!? YOU BETTER FUCKING BE! Oh, I am going to whoop yo’ ass!...” Gis kicked the creature, yet the size difference made it to barely bulge “… turn back to your previous form!”

- “B-but…”

- “NO BUTS! TURN BACK. NOW!”

The skin of the beast started crawling, the bones started remodeling and snapping. In few second, in the place of the devil, a boy with white hair in the total mess was sitting helplessly.

- “Now, we are going to talk.”

The monster that moment ago was ending people’s life with a song on its lips whimpered like a puppy.
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There are two things Gisele could never let me do. One, have her food, once we were eating in the inn and ordered completely different dishes, I was curious how her’s tasted, so I took a bit. A BIT! A little, itty-bitty-tiny piece! She almost bit my fingers off.

The other thing is having a fun-fight alone. I wanted to leave the guild (by myself, alone, Gisele-free), I would be back after month or two, yet even that was too much for her to handle.

And she would pretty much sure consider handling that little group by myself as cheating.

-          “You are dead, ya hear me?!...” she yelled standing over me “… what were you singing a moment ago? I will fix your leg till you can’t walk, was it? Well, I am going to smack your ass so hard you can’t fucking sit!”

I decided to get up from the floor.

-          “Gis, look at me. Focus, attention please, if I wouldn’t have sneaked into the castle, we couldn’t enter it, and then you would have no fun at all!”

-          “We could’ve just stormed the gates!!”

-          “And let dozen of good people die before reaching the walls? Then another dozen before getting inside the walls!?”

She knew that I was right, but damn, she didn’t care, right now all she wanted was to scold me.

-          “That is why you went straight for the boss?!”

-          “No, that is why I go for one person, leaving over hundred of them to you!”

Dragoness snorted and looked over at corpses of bandits.

-          “I see more than one dead person here!”

-          “I-I-I am sorry, but…” a weak voice could be heard from behind my mate, as knight and priestess emerged from corridor leading to the stairs “… but mind telling us… what the fuck… has happened here?”

Lanele asked helping miss Blackwater stand as her legs seemed to be wobbly.

-          “Don’t mind us, we have such quarrels every now and then…”

-          “No, I meant that huge beast that was throwing bandits all around the place like rag dolls!”

My heart skipped a beat.

Fuck. They saw, what should I do? Deny? No, that wouldn’t work they heard it from somebody else as gossip. Tell alternative version of the story? Something about summoning? Nah, it could work for now, but eventually they would find out the truth, then things could become even dirtier.

Maybe… Should I turn it into a joke?

-          “Y-y-you saw that?!...” I yelled trying to act shocked. I covered my face with palms “… THAT’S SO EMBARRASSING!”

-          “E-embarrassing?”

-          “It’s same as if you would have a peek at my underwear!... You perverts.” I added after a moment.

Jessica blinked twice, apparently my casual responses helped her regain her composure.

-          “Have you ever heard about lycanthropes?” I asked, twisting my head to the side avoiding looking girls in the eyes.

-          “Werewolves?”

-          “Yup, that will be our example. They are shapeshifters, creatures with the ability to change their appearance. I am one myself. Speaking bluntly, some people change their shirts, I change skin.”

-          “THAT IS NOT WHAT I MEANT! You can’t compare those two!”

-          “Of course you can’t!...” I pouted “…Changing your pants will never be as intimate as changing your skin! And you! You… you didn’t avert your eyes, did you!?”

And now, basic psychological trick, by starting to “attack” I forced Lanele into “defense” – thus, she stopped prying on the phenomenon she saw.

-          “What? No, I mean… You can’t really look away when over three-meter tall beasts slaughter people left and right!”

-          “Perverts…” I hissed “… You think you will manage to get away without taking responsibility!? Gisele saw me morph, and now she is my mate for life, so…”

Already mention Gisele smacked the back of my head. I admit, I deserved. I could get carried away a little with my monologues.

-          “Stop it right here!...” she yelled clearly dissatisfied “… Will you just be fine with the fact that Zari is freak of nature?”

-          “I prefer the term: one of a kind.” that was offensive, damn it!

It was obvious, that Lana wasn’t satisfied with just that.

-          “But… what kind of shapeshifter? There are plenty! Also…”

-          “You are a rare magical race that lives among human?” Jessica finally managed to utter a sentence. Despite her body that still remembered the horror she witnessed, she regained her mental stability.

Quite incredible, if you would ask me. On the other hand, field commanders needed to react to changes in the tide of battle in a jiffy.

-          “I can already tell what you are thinking. Council of magic, King, Heads of Grand houses and Jericho from guild are aware of who I am, so no need to worry.”

She wasn’t convinced about that, not that she didn’t believe me, it was more her nature of the soldier – to report every event to her superiors.

-          “If you want to make sure, feel free to contact old Blackwood, just please, be discreet about that, I don’t want it to become a common knowledge.”

-          “Why? I heard many good things about you, I am sure that people would no longer see you as threat…” knight tried to find out the reasons behind my desire for secrecy.

-          “It’s not about public opinion…” Of course, it is all about public opinion, I am not telling you the whole truth. The old legends say that one day I will swallow the world “… As you said, I am a magical creature, so who knows how valuable my organs are on the black market?” The black market that is controlled by Syndicate, which I partly control myself…

-          “I see, some shady organization may be after you.” Expression of Lanele changed, right now she was actually pitying me.

And now I felt bad because of it.

The sound of steel echoed across the stairs as one of the soldiers was approaching us.

-          “Capitan, we are now in control of the castle, bandits defeated, most of them are dead, around a dozen surrendered.” He reported quickly.

Then he looked up, right at the man hanging on the chandelier.

-          “For the mercy of Luxia, just how… Never mind, I don’t want to know.”

Wise of him.

-          “Congratulation Captain.” I said my words of approval, by that I told her that I am fine with her taking all the credit.

-          “There is nothing to be happy about, because of these scum I lost a few good men... and good friends.” The mood of knight darkened.

-          “It may not be much, but at least they died honoring their vow. Think about how many people were saved by their sacrifice. For those villagers, your people that died here will be heroes for the rest of their lives.”

-          “Such words coming from lips of an individual like yourself will mean a lot to my people…”

-          “I don’t mind repeating them in front of the soldiers.”

-          “Much appreciate.”

Blackwater’s thoughts already wandered far into the future, I knew what she was wondering about, the most difficult part of being a commander – informing families about the death of the soldiers.

The next things that happened weren’t nearly as exciting as conquering the castle. I watched knights getting rid of the bandit’s corpses, securing the prisoners and resting bodies of their fallen comrades in the old chapel in the stronghold, later they would call for the priests from nearest city or village to pray over them one last time. Eleven people from Jessica’s squad had fallen during the attack, around half of them were from arrows before they even rushed into the walls.

Jessica called for inspection, during which I once again was asked to boost the morale of soldiers. In same chapel, their comrades laid I took the place behind the altar and started speaking from the elevated ground to the men sitting on the benches.

And I talked, about honor, the noble duty. I said about how harsh, yet fulfilling the fateful life of a soldier is. I showed them my respect, thanked them for their sacrifice.

-          “It is justified to cry after comrades you lost, it is understandable that you may weep after your brothers, but don’t be sad, I forbid you feeling bad for your comrades. They fulfilled their vows, death of each of them saved lives of hundreds more, instead of being sad, say with pride, that you got to serve with people so noble, that they gave their lives away to defend their ideals – ideals about safe and prosperous future, as a mere citizen, for those deeds you did, I thank you.”

I bowed my head to them.

-          “Said the man that infiltrated the castle, opened the gates, and rushed to defeat the leader…” I overheard one of the men whispering to another.

-          “I feel bad for making him bow to us, we should be the one doing that.”

-          “THAT Zariel thanking us in person, it’s sad that Gordon couldn’t see that.”

Nonetheless, they seemed to appreciate what I said, just like Jessica predicted. No matter what you do, you always like being reminded that whatever you do is important, every human being searched for recognition and to be appreciated.

Still, the mood was heavy, so together with Gisele and Lana, we quickly left to the storage room for resupplying. Miss Blackwater followed us, mostly because she needed to catalog all the goods that were stolen by the bandits, later she would give them back to their rightful owners.

-          “Looks like you have quite a renown in the capital, Zari.” Priestess said to break an awkward silence.

-          “Of course he does, he did more good for the city in a year than Grand Houses and Senate in the past decade.” It was Jess who decided to quench Lana’s thirst for knowledge.

-          “Really?”

-          “He saved Madame Blackwood – Matron of our family, when he was offered a prize he just asked for free entry to the library, then he established company which is selling potion by half of the original price, the reason why Alchemists Guild reduced their prices a little is Zariels action, also, I heard about your last project you intend to carry on, orphanage was it?”

-          “Orphanage?” priestess tilted her head to the side.

-          “I know only the general concept, maybe you will elaborate it for us?” she turned her head toward me.

-          “In the case of parents death, the elven society takes care of the children, right?” As far as I know, they had a bit of a different approach to children.

-          “Yes, because we aren’t very fertile, our lifespan is long and if there isn’t any war our number doesn’t change a lot, we have very few children in a generation, if one child would lose their parents, every family almost fights with each other for the privilege of adoption, in the end, having a child to rise is the greatest blessing of Aira… But I heard that human society is a bit different in this matter.”

-          “Indeed, if your closest family wouldn’t take you in, you pretty much end up on the street and are forced to end up as a beggar or thief… or something even worse. So… our company generates a little bit of excessive funds, we have enough to cover the salary of workers, buy supplies, and invest in the company’s growth, so… I thought about making a huge building that would serve for those kids as a home, hire a few women that would take care of them and give them some basic education till they reach adulthood.”

-          “Why would you do that?” she clearly was surprised.

-          “Before I started the company, I met a girl on the street, she was a beggar with some basic talent in magic. There was no way she could afford education in Academy, so she was studying by herself, nothing serious, just trying to ignite candles and such… She was also trying to lie low, for if mages would sense magic being used daily in slums, they would hunt her down and seal her powers – the Senate calls her type the Rogue mages, in reality, it’s nothing more than controlling who has access to the power. In the end, I hired her in my alchemy facility. But then I started wondering, somewhere out there, in the streets, are dozens of talented kids, some of them may become merchants, some magicians, some blacksmiths… yet they were deprived ofthose opportunities simply by being born in the wrong environment. I started getting a little depressed that I couldn’t possibly find every single one of them personally… So I just changed my approach, instead of looking for them, I would just open another facility, pro-bono-publico, which would be like a haven for those that had a harsh life. This way I give them the opportunity to once again have a somewhat normal life, life with opportunities. Everything has a right to grow, plants, animals, so why not human?”

That, plus I needed a way to send money to Syndicate without anyone wondering where the money went, no one knows how much maintaining such facility costs, so I could just pour 10 gold coins monthly, where one would be given to the kids, and nine to the Syndicate. No one would check on it, because no one is interested in the fate of orphans.

And if there would be some truly talented individuals, Syndicate could train them from the very start. If you would also add the fact, that in eyes of people I raised to the range of hero, you would have a whole picture of how splendid an idea it was to take care of a few stray cats.

-          “That’s… wow.” Lana was left speechless. In the end, humanity as a whole doesn’t really have an opinion of being generous and selfless.

-          “Also, at the same time, I am paying my debts. You already know that I am not human, yet despite that, there were people that took me in, offered me shelter and food. I believe in Karma, if you do something good for someone, something good will happen to you, but also, if someone was good to you, you are morally bound to do something good for somebody else.”

-          “How does it affect all the people you killed?” Gisele decided to mock me.

-          “If fate put me on those people’s path, it means that they were some nasty fuckers and deserved everything I did do them.”

-          “That’s one handy approach.” Jessica couldn’t not smirk

-          “Right? Otherwise it would mean that I am doing something bad, but I can’t be doing anything bad because I am perfect.”

-          “Still, you are perfect only because you are with me!” dragoness grinned widely and ruffled my hair.

-          “Looks like Gisele has a bad influence on you.” Lanele sighed.

-          “Zariel, Gisele, Lanele…” Blackwater said after a short pause “… I owe you a lot. If we would ever cross paths in future…”

-          “You will buy us dinner.” Gis gave a pat at woman’s shoulder, almost making her trip.

-          “Are you really fine with just that?”

-          “That’s not as easy a task as you think, Gis can eat more than the whole platoon!”

That was a mistake. I already forgot that Gis was still mad and was looking for an excuse to quarrel.

-          “Did you just call me fat!?”

I felt her iron grip tightening over my neck.

NOT THAT AGAIN!
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	You have successfully finished quest [Watcheye Castle Siege]
	You have finished optional mission [Infiltration of Watcheye Castle]	- Secondary quest [Opening gates] - Completed

- Stealth - Failed - You have been detected

	Calculating Rewards:
	Exp	750 [500 + 250 + 0]
	Gold	00g00s00c
	Spoils of War:	3 bags of supplies




You have been detected? WHEN!?


	Details of quest: [Infiltration of Watcheye Castle
	Secondary quest - [Opening Gate]	Completed
	Stealth:
	Completing quest without being detected	Failed
	You have been spotted by [Malcolm Steelfist]
	Alarm has been raised
	Rewards
	Exp	250 [250 + 0]




You must be kidding me!

Maybe I shouldn’t complain? In the end it counted blowing out a hole in the wall as [Opening gate]? Tch, still disappointed. Lately I don’t have as many possibilities to obtain exp as I would like to, so every bonus I can obtain is desirable.

And there is one more problem I have to deal with

-          “I am sooo fired up!...” Gisele yelled as we were heading toward the bald mountain via a narrow valley passage “… Damn! We decided to help em’ cuz I wanted to distress myself! Yet now I am even more stressed than before!”

-          “Didn’t you brutally murder a dozen of people?” I sarcastically asked

-          “That makes me sound like a bad person!”

-          “Taking into consideration that you destress yourself by killing human beings?”

-          “They were bandits, not human, in the moment someone put bounties on their heads they stopped being humans, and became targets instead.”

-          “Really? What if someone was wrongly accused?”

-          “That would be a political matter, I don’t take politic-related quests. Only bandits, and you can clearly tell if someone is a bandit or not.”

-          “How?”

-          “Oh, plenty of ways! But mostly? – they would attack you first.”

If someone was being chased by bounty hunters, he would try to defend himself right away… yet I hadn’t the heart to inform Gis about it.

-          “Anyway, are we there yet?” she asked for the eighth time in an hour.

-          “We would arrive by tomorrow afternoon...” Lanele answered for the eighth time “… and it will not change, no matter how many times you ask.”

She smiled. Lana, just like most of the elves, considered caring for time to be cute. Well, for them, time wasn’t as valuable as for other races.

-          “I need an enemy, and I need it now!”

In that moment the bushes at the side of the road shook a little.

-          “A FOE!” dragoness yelled. In a split of the second she brought her sword off her back and slashed from above “… what kind of vicious beast did perish from my blade this time?!”

She boasted proudly. Yet, as she parted branches of the bush, all we saw was a single squirrel, that by sheer luck avoided the powerful slash, right now it was shaking from terror on the verge of death by heart attack.

-          “May the bards forever sing the song of brave Gisele, the fearless vanquisher of rodents.  All hail her good name.” I said with a serious tone.

Lana trying to stop laughing picked the poor animal from the ground, and brought it close to her chest as she started patting its head.

-          “There, there, you are safe now, aunty Lana will keep you away from the big, bad dragon.”

-          “I could have sworn it was a cave bear…” Gis pouted quietly

I only raised my brow. A cave bear, while standing on its rear legs, could be easily over three meters tall, while the bush didn’t even reach our knees.

-          “Anyway, are we there yet?” she asked, probably trying to change the subject of conversation.

As we kept walking, the weather was slowly changing. The cold wind was blowing at our backs, pleasantly removing our fatigue and making our little hiking trip much more enjoyable.

-          “Weird.” I whispered to myself

-          “What’s weird?” priestess and warrioress asked in unison.

-          “There are moments when I could have sworn that the air around us have a little  magic, yet the sensation is so fragile and soft that I can’t tell for sure.”

-          “The mountain is the place where Sabbaths gather. Indeed, the mountain itself is so filled with magic that it actually affects the environment around it and actually has a mind of its own. You see the closer to the mountain we are, the more it would attract us. It senses that we wish to partake in the ritual, if we would wish it any harm, it would repel us, if we would be just wandering, it would make us avoid the mountain.”

-          “Wouldn’t that make it a perfect hideout for rogue magicians that wishes to avoid responsibility for their crimes?”

-          “Nope. Not at all. The power isn’t absolute nor stable, still, it is most powerful during days of rituals. Someone more persistent could easily find a way in.”

-          “So, it is almost as if…”

-          “The mountain is welcoming us. Indeed, it senses our connection to powers of the earth.”

-          “I don’t remember having any connection to some mountain.” Gis said, more to herself than as an actual reply

-          “Sorry, I was talking about myself and Zari. You are traveling with us, so it ignores you, you could say it does not distinguish you from bags with food.” Priestess showed all of her teeth in a wide small

-          “Now you are just making fun of me!”

-          “Not necessarily. It’s something I noticed during meditation. You clearly have magic inside of you, I mean, everything has, but it isn’t really different from rocks… If I would have to name it, it would be… dormant?” I elaborated what Lanele just said.

-          “It is because of her twin nature, her dragon blood makes her body very rich in mana, yet her human part makes her unable to control it, even to feel and use it. This is why you will never be able to use magic, Gisele.”

-          “But makes her valuable for sacrifice rituals…” Indeed, dragon blood, even if dormant, is still a dragon blood. Oil isn’t less valuable just because it wasn’t yet been extracted from underground

-          “Whatever, I don’t need it. Magic is good for weak losers that can’t get the job done with their muscles.”

-          “Ekhem.” Lanele said

-          “Ekhem.” I followed.

-          “Ekhem.” Squirrel ended, drawing our attention “… I mean… squir! Squir!... what the hell are squirrels supposed to tell in the first place?”

-          “Lanele… Put it on the ground… slowly…” I said looking at the little animal.

Gisele, who already managed to put her meteoric sword away on her back, took off her belt, one of her twin axes. I did the same taking out my blade of embers.

-          “Hola! Easy there! I have no ill intentions! I am not harmful kay? I can explain!”

Squirrel yelled with both hands raised in the air in surrendering manner.

Lanele, with very careful movements was bowing down, bringing the animal closer to the ground.

-          “We can always kill it and THEN question it, right?”

-          “NO YOU CAN’T! I will die if you kill me!”

-          “I am afraid that’s the point.” I acceded Gisele’s way of thinking “… furthermore, I never liked squirrels, dogs rules, death to all squirrels.”

-          “I AM NOT A SQUIRREL!”

With a loud <poof> the place where rodent was standing was covered with white smoke.

-          “See? See?! I am a human!”

From smoke a scantily clothed girl emerged. Green eyes, chestnut hair, improperly big chest and annoying voice. Even more annoying than Aiele’s.

-          “Who are you and why shouldn’t we kill you?”

-          “WHY SHOULD YOU KILL ME IN FIRST PLACE?!”

-          “You sneaked upon us, who knows what your intentions could be.”

-          “WHAT!? I never… look, I was heading to the mountain for ritual, but, you know, nature called and I needed to go to the bushes to deal with it… and then that sick woman almost slashed me in half! I used magic on instinct, and only that saved my life!”

-          “See? I told ya that something was in the bushes.”

She said magic, not shapeshifting?

-          “What kind of spell was that?” I asked

-          “Ho-ho-ho! So you noticed? You saw my genius? It’s a spell of my own design! Up until now the spell was known only in fairy tales, yet thanks to hours of studying, hard work, my genius and beauty…”

-          “I don’t have time for that, end with 20 words or less.”

-          “How could you be such an insensitive brute without releasing…”

-          “You have ten words left before I cut your tongue off…”

-          “Polymorph. It was polymorph spell.”

Now, that was impressive. Forcibly changing someone’s nature was hard, usually it was some kind of curse like lycanthropy or inborn ability like mimics have. Spells that witches used to turn their enemies into toads or sheeps existed only in stories for kids. That girl has to be quite powerful magician. At least within her field.

-          “You were heading toward mountain, were you?”

-          “Yes, that’s right, the spell is imperfect, so I thought about improving it, you see, it is common knowledge that during rituals, such as three moons, excessive magical power is generated, and that magicians that participate in those rituals often use it for their own purposes, what I meant to do was stabilizing fluctuation of spell structure to…”

-          “Twenty words.”

-          “Spell. Bad. Me. Mountain. Woosh-Magic. Spell. Good.”

-          “And why didn’t you tell us right away your identity?”

-          “W-well. To be honest, I am starving. I didn’t take enough food for my journey, so I was forced to eat some wild berries, which upset my stomach, which made me need a bathroom a bit too often, which almost left me dehydrated, because of which I kept losing energy, because of which…”

I swear to god, if she won’t shut the fuck up…

-          “… and as I heard that you are going to the mountain too, I thought that you could…. You know, give me a lift.”

-          “Farewell. Girls, let’s keep going.” I turned around and made a few steps.

-          “Wait! You can’t leave me here! I am exhausted! And starving! Oh, the world is suddenly growing darker…”

She pretended to faint behind our backs, yet none of us stopped.

Exhausted, starving and fainting woman, despite her lack of strength, got up from the ground, ran ahead of us, and repeated the scene few meters ahead. Once again she was ignored. Gisele didn’t even bother to avoid her, stomping on petite girl’s body.

-          “BUEH! Why did you do that!? I think you broke my legs! And ribs! And…”

The vein started pulsating rapidly over my head.

-          “Gisele, you prefer your stakes rare or well-done?”

I ignited the tip of my hand with fire magic.

-          “Usually? Bloody, but right now I really could use some carbonized one….” Gisele wasn’t less angry than myself.

-          “He? You will cook some meat? Great! Can I have some? Anyway, what meat will you have?”

-          “Squirrel’s”

-          “Waa!? No!-no-no-no-no-no!”

Girl was even louder than before.

-          “You are hungry, are you?” I asked eventually.

-          “Starving, dying, it’s agonizing!”

I tossed her piece of bread. Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t do that out of good will, I just thought that she would shut the fuck up while eating.

Oh boy, I was wrong.

-          “Phaa! Delicious, truly, you cwan’t tew hoff guff de fuuf iz tif yu ar sarffin’! Fo a movent der I thouf that I wud die! Yu muzd be som hiro!”

She was talking and eating at the same time.

-          “Aw! I diwnt ter yu my nam!” God please, suffocate yourself with that food.

-          “Marie, shut the fuck up. I dare you, I double fucking dare you, if you won’t stop talking right now, I will cut off your head and shove it in your ass!”

-          “I am quiet now! Not even a word! I shall stay silent as spirits of the dead!” she made a movement with her hand as if locking her lips and throwing key away.

-          “And you better keep it that way.” I threatened her with finger

We resumed walking. Marie kept walking behind us, unfortunately, as she was heading in same direction it couldn’t be avoided.

-          “… By the way, how did you know my name? I am sure that I didn’t tell it to you, yes, I know that I talk a lot, I mean, everyone tells me that: Marie, the speech may be silver, yet the silence is gold; that’s what they say before adding that because of that I would never be rich, but hey, I am talking so much that I could live with that silver better than all those silent folks with all their gold, anyway, I was told it can be quite annoying sometimes… why are you taking your sword out of your sheath? GAAA!”

She yelled as I swung over her head.

Mighty Allah, Sweet Jesus, Wise Odin, Enlightened Buddha, give me patience, for if you would give me strength, I would FUCKING BUTCHER HER SO HARD, THAT SHE WOULD BE REINCARNATED AS MISCARRIED FETUS!

Easy there, easy me, Zari, you are better than that.

-          “Still, I would only want to know if…” Marie started again

-          “ARE WE THERE YET!?” I yelled

-          “No…”

-          “FUCK!”

 



Next day, afternoon.



 

We reached the top of the mountain. The extraordinary thing was that the peak of the mountain was wide and completely flat, a huge village could fit in there. All around the place some stone altars were raised and all around them a group of witches (and very few wizards) raised campfires and tents.

And in the very center of that, a not-so-small backwoods, almost a small forest, very-very dense. It was so thick, that you almost couldn’t get past it without cutting yourself a path with a machete. Density of magic that was surrounding it was almost suffocating.

-          “That’s our destination, the gathering of hierophants. As an elf, I should be allowed in, Zari, you are druid yourself, so you should be allowed in without much troubles, and if we both would vouch for her, Gis should be let in too.”

-          “Hmmph-hmm-hmp!”

Marie, which unfortunately was still there, mumbled with efforts. Why did she mumble? Mostly because we silenced her with a gag.

-          “Zari, I think we can take it off her face already… Also where did you take it from?”

-          “I am not going to tell you.”

-          “Ok, it may be better not to know…”

-          “Fine, you convinced me. It used to be part of my private collection. Don’t get me wrong, I am not a pervert, it’s a just-in-case-toy.”

-          “Just as whip? And that weird, tight, black leather suit you ordered one day?” Gis said in mocking tone “… and no, I will not allow you to use any of those on me!”

-          “Ha, all of em’ say no at first. Fret not, lass, you will learn to enjoy it. You won’t have a choice.”

-          “Those jokes of yours are not funny at all.” She squinted her eyes angered.

-          “Anyway, Gis, wanna play rape-game?”

-          “No.”

-          “Atta girl, that’s the spirit.”

-          “A-Ano, maybe you would consider rescheduling your private matters for some other day? I mean, among the hierophants we should act with respect and dignity.”

Should I tell her that I am actually hierophant myself? Nah, there is no reason to.

-          “We will not reschedule anything, for there is nothing to be rescheduled! Also, aren’t you bothered with all the nonsense he says?!” dragoness roared

-          “Fetishes, no matter how degenerated, humiliating or disgusting are a form of love, and thus should be respected. Just please, keep it away from society, you could sicken some people, such as myself.”

-          “I HAVE NO FETISH, ZARI, TELL HER?!”

-          “Speaking about the whip, do you remember when Marika went into our room as we were…”

-          “LANELE! No such thing happened! You have to believe me!”

-          “I told you, no matter how demoralizing your activities are, as long as you are keeping them within four walls, one should not judge them.” She said with smile, yet her whole body and voice’s tone said clearly what she thought about it

-          “MPH-MHH!” Marie reminded about herself

Eventually, she was allowed to speak.

-          “Phaa! Finally! What I wanted to ask: what about me?”

-          “Pardon?”

-          “You said you would enter that lil’ forest out there, what about me?”

-          “Why should we care?”

-          “Come on! You are letting me in too, right?! RIGHT?!”

-          “No.”

-          “YOU CAN’T LEAVE ME HERE! You saved my life, which means you are responsible for me!”

We approached the woods.

-          “Halt. What thou wish from these woods, travelers.”

I didn’t even sense the creature that asked. It was a female (another fucking one), almost completely naked, dressed in loincloth. Her body was green and brown, almost completely blurring with scenery around. Dryad?

-          “Greetings, keeper of the wild, we came to beg for permission to step into thy woods.”

-          “What is the purpose of thy travel?”

-          “Greeting the ancient and praising the Mother.”

Dryad gazed over me, Lana, Gis and Marie.

-          “The two ladies behind you?”

-          “Gisele, daughter of dragon, if you would allow, oh keeper, we wish to bring her in as mere observer of ancients rites. We vow that she will not harm those within the woods, nor offend the gods.”

-          “The other one?”

-          “A parasite that wish not to leave us. Please, by any means, don’t let her come with us.”

-          “THAT WAS CRUEL! We share the bond of fate, how could you toss me aside as overused panties that no one wish to touch!? Cruel!”

-          “Gisele, the daughter of dragon, you have my permission to see the ancient one.”

-          “Me? What about me?” non-stop-talking witch yelled.

-          “Try upsetting the spirits of forest, and thou shall know their wrath.” Dryad threatened

-          “…Which means?”

-          “Try entering and I would feed your insides to the pigs.” Dryad right away lost her formal tone.

-          “Kyaa!”

-          “Of course, hierophant does not require permission to enter, step in, the father of rot, the ancient one expects you.”

-          “Really?” I raised my brow

-          “Nah, not really, at least not for you in person, it’s just a tradition that they can’t start conclave earlier, until all sits by the stone table would be occupied, only your spot is left.”

Once again she said informally.

-          “Ha? Father of rot? Hierophant?” Lana was confused.

-          “In you go.” dryad, with gesture of her hand, created a path in the woods.

-          “You aren’t leaving me here, right? It was just a joke, right?! Come on! Now as I know that you could see the inner circle, there is no way I would be satisfied with regular sabath! Oi! Come on! Let me in! LEMME IIIIN!”

Her screams were dying being us, silenced by dense, thick woods.
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In the very center of the woods, the group of six people was sitting around round, stone table, yet that very table had a huge hole within its edge, making it look like a crescent moon. In that gap, a single tree was growing. It was so wide, that even five men couldn’t embrace it.

-          “Hey, old man, can we start already?” a young, cheerful kid asked in a friendly matter. One could easily tell that by <old man> he didn’t mean to offend anyone but merely state how close relations he had with the addressee of the question.

-          “Show some respect! The ancient sage is not your regular grandpa, to address him so casually!” a female, one could say that in her late twenties, hissed angrily

-          “Pff, strict and proper like always, Mayero, that’s why you don’t have a boyfriend!”

-          “Each time I see and hear males like yourself opening their mouth I lose my whole interest in finding one!”

-          “Really? That’s the reason? Good then! You see, for a moment there I simply thought that you are such an annoying old hag that no one even wishes to approach you in the first place!”

-          “YOU LITTLE!”

-          “… Calm down, younglings, you are embarrassing us in front of the Ancient one.”

Much older man, with a strict face, said with a calm, yet serious tone. It was more than enough to silence two troublemakers.

-          “It is fine, it is just fine…” the tree called. After a moment of inspection, one could notice a man sitting on it. Yet part of his body was merged with it.

That man was the ancient – Arch’Hierophant. The official spiritual guide of everyone who followed the path of Aira. Equal for prophetess of the Sun's Church.

-          “… they are young, youngness seek for adventurers, for quarrels, for noise. This is only a natural order of things, also, Mayero, I don’t mind being called <the old man>, nor <grandpa>, actually, it cheers this old man’s heart.” His wrinkled face, partly covered in bark was twisted in a gentle smile

-          “I could never disrespect you by uttering these…” the girl from before started, yet

-          “Fret not, grandy! Will spoil you in place of all these insensitive brutes!”

-          “Maykor!” the girl yelled as if someone offended her great ancestors.

Yet a pleased laugh of the ancient stopped her from taking any form of action against her brother.

-          “Answering your question, young man, no, we can’t start just yet. Three spots are still empty, till at least one member of the Black clan shows up, we can’t start.”

-          “Weren’t they wiped out millennia ago? Up to this point, I started considering that they were just a fairy tale to scare young, naughty druids.”  Young man called Mayero snickered, turning his question into a joke

-          “Wiped out? No. They self-sacrificed themselves so the rest of us could live. They faced an enemy they couldn’t defeat, none of us could, the first demon invasion. As they kept pushing further, deeper into the continent, they merged their lives with nature. They wished to grow the Tree of All-Life, yet, of course, failed. Still, their powers were just enough to create forest impenetrable by any army. The dreadful forest, the forest of dread. Have you ever wondered why these woods are so savage? It is an incarnation of their wrath against those who burned everything on their path. The spell they made was just enough to repel the demons and force them back, giving other races time to regroup and come up with a strategy to fight with these fearless warriors of the eastern continent.”

-          “You know quite a lot about events that happened so long ago, that were rumored to be a myth…” yet another voice raised.

-          “Maybe because I have been there.” Old man coughed and laughed at the same time.

-          “You never said…” a quiet voice of another hierophant was raised.

-          “For you never asked. Giving an answer before hearing a question could make children stop being curious about the world, without curiosity there is no learning, and without learning, there is stagnation. And stagnation, my young, is worse than death.” The sage lectured them with such a tone, as what he said was most obvious, a common thing in the world.

-          “Yet, if I understand correctly, all Black Druids perished that day, yes?” the young troublemaker raised his voice again.

-          “Correct.”

-          “So there was no one left to spread the teachings.”

-          “Indeed.”

-          “So there is none, and most likely never be any Black druid.”

-          “These assumptions may be correct.”

-          “… THEN WHY THE HELL ARE WE WAITING?!”

-          “WATCH YOUR TONE, MAYERO!” his sister yelled at him once again

-          “Look at the table in front of you. It is also an altar, three seats, each represents a school, each of three main seats has yet two behind them, for sub-school. Here you are, School of Beasts, leaded by Wolf, followed by Eagle and Snake; School of plants, leaded by Oak, followed by Yew and Vines. Your two schools were meant to bring and sustain the life. Black druids, were meant to protect and avenge those who upset the balance, who defiled sacred groves. Back in my times, all nine seats around the Oak were taken… The black druids… Skinwalkers, avatars of change, called the face-stealers. They could sneak up on everyone, pretending to be the one they loved, before delivering their justice. Wendigos, mages that gave up on their humanity to live as ferocious beasts in body of man, tirelessly hunting those who stepped into their hunting grounds… and, the most cruel one, those which could bring the end to entire village from afar, those who…”

-          “Elder…” a voice rang from the edge of the clearing.

A dryad came into the woods

-          “Damn, I will never grow tired watching these…” Mayero didn’t even try pretending he wasn’t staring at the almost naked woman.

-          “What is it, my dearest friend?”

-          “I granted permission for two outsiders to partake in conclave observers. Also, I believe that last hierophant arrived.”

She said moving to the side, showing the passage via which three travelers approached.

 



<Few moments before that>



 

Lanele decided to ignore for now the strange words of a dryad. Instead, she focuses on the matter much more dire – she double-, and even triple, -checked if Gisele remembered all the do’s and don'ts.

-          “Gisele, what is this invitation to us?” she asked with a cheerful tone

-          “An honorable privilege.” Dragoness responded in an exhausted tone.

-          “What will you do?”

-          “At first, I will greet the ancient one, then rest of the gathering, then I would sit somewhere and stay quiet.”

-          “Good, and what you shall not do?!” she asked even merrier than before

-          “I will not talk, provoke and definitely not fight with anyone within these woods.”

-          “That’s just splendid!” priestess clasped her hands. “… you have to remember, that most of them are very wise and noble people full of dignity, they also treat their responsibilities very seriously just like elves! What we will witness is one of the most holy rituals that you can imagine, performed by a creature that lived longer than most of the elves! This is why you…”

They reached the edge of the woods stepping into the clearing, just when dryad was supposed to finish announcing them.

-          “… I believe that last hierophant arrived.” She indeed finished, still, if she considers her to be hierophant, then that’s one huge misunderstanding that needs to be clarified as soon as possible!

Some extremely young looking man wearing a brown cape and bone necklace jumped off his seat and bolted toward them. He stopped few centimeters from Lanele’s face, in which he yelled with all the strength of his lungs.

-          “WHICHONEOFYOUAREIT?!”

Yes, full of majesty and dignity indeed.

-          “As I was just saying, the last group was known as Plague Spreaders, the name says it all, yet it does not reflect the respect and fear that they possessed. They were being called the harvesters or reapers, yet what they gather were no fruits, but lives. If one of the specimens would grow too high in number, they were the one who decimated it. And indeed, I do feel it, the same nostalgic, feeling.”

The ancient sitting on… in… within the tree turned his gaze toward us. One could say he was truly happy.

-          “The circle of cycle can be finished now. Greetings my child.”

-          “Ah, speaking about which…” Lana started “… I do know that I have quite a strong affinity with nature, but calling me a…”

-          “Lanele.” I said from behind her back.

-          “Not now Zari, it is important, if I won’t clear this misunderstanding…”

-          “He is talking to me.”

-          “What?... What?...” she blinked once, twice, thrice… Oh, I think she just got it “… WHAAAAT?!”

She definitely got it.

-          “WHATDAYAMEANSAYIN’ITSOCASUALLY?!”

Elves. So full of pride and dignity.

-          “Would you mind, if I would disturb you a little in your conversation? Forgive the old man his impudence, but I waited very long to talk with one of his kin.” The sage politely asked.

-          “O-of course! He is all yours!” in a moment priestess got behind me and pushed me toward the table

-          “Easy, Lanele, I can walk on my own.”

I pouted a little.

Then I took a few more steps onward, getting closer to the group surrounding the altar. They were staring at me as if I was some kind of exotic animal. I looked back at the man fused with oak. In silence, we gazed at each other for a minute or two.

-          “He is young… looks almost like myself and Mayero” Girl on the side said

-          “You are staying silent.” Sage stated the obvious “… I thought that a young man like yourself would be full of questions, that perhaps someone as senile as myself could answer.”

-          “Where I come from, elders speak first, for they are wisest and most worthy being heard out. I do have questions, sage, yet I will not ask them. The answers I seek will be worth anything only if I would find them out by myself.”

-          “Forget what I just said. There is no way he resembles Mayero in any way.” The same girl shook her head to the sides

-          “Hey! If you want to say anything 'bout me. say it in my face!” boy which she just offended raised his voice

-          “I would, but you are fucking ugly!”

-          “I am your twin, you nitwit!”

-          “Fraternal twin, we don’t even look alike!”

… these bunch… Are they all hierophants? Looks more like an asylum for mentally handicapped.

-          “Please, everyone, calm down! Let the ancient speak!” middle-aged man yelled

-          “Forgive us, brother in beliefs, for this commotion, but I think that the rest of us are just as excited as myself welcoming you within our ranks.” Elder smiled “… mind telling us, where do you hail from?”

-          “I was born in the forest of dread. Last two years I spend in the Kingdom of Neira as adventurer and alchemist.”

-          “So this is how teachings of Black school was passed down. You were living and developing in the place imbued with the essence of druids that became one with the forest.”

I… have no idea what he is talking about.

-          “Hey-hey, which subschool do you represent, are there more of black druids out there, what do you…”

-          “Mayero…” one again, middle-aged one called “… he is tired after the journey, let him rest before the ritual. You will have plenty opportunities to talk later.”

-          “Indeed, no matter how joyful reunion with our new brother is, our duties as shepherds of Aira’s followers comes first. Please, save your strengths, we will need them tonight.”

Oak sage ended the discussion.

I sat by the table trying to clear my mind. Stone altar almost resonated with pure power. They needed quite a while to calm down and start doing what they were supposed to.

I used my time to appraise those individualities.

Their power differed, you could easily tell the power of the elders was incomparable, still, quite disappointing. Twins were around level 15, the rest was around 20-30.

Maybe because they weren’t the battlemages? At least most of them, that’s what their skill list told me.[ Nature Manipulation] spells and [Nature Healing] responsible for blessings were quite developed, yet any form of offensive abilities were barely touched.

What about Sage?


	You are using [Appraisal]





	Warning! Appraised individual is too powerful for current level of [Appraisal] attempt to be successful
	Name	 &@!)$#@     (#A)@*
	Class	[Oak Sage]
	Job	[Oak Sage]
	Title	... Guess what, it's still [Oak Sage]
	Level	Way too high
	Skills	Way too many
	Description	Ok, had your fun? I have eyes up here, you know?




I shivered, the headache hit me like a train.

The man on the oak-throne chuckled

-          “Curiosity, ha? Good, good.”

Maybe I should keep it low around this guy?
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The preparation for the ritual meant no, more no less than simply clearing your head, mind, and soul by meditation. As far as I could tell, the blessing of Aira would come from moons to the altar and Arch’Hierophant, which by merging with holy oak, will become a part of it, then the blessing would be redirected into three hierophants, which should be supported by two magicians sitting behind them. Then the power would spill like a flood over the mountain, and then the rest of the world.

Of course, the closer to the center you were, the more the power would affect you, even if the power of the blessing would eventually die with time, the tiny bit of it would remain in you forever. Not speaking about the density of mana in the air. I am sure that many witches that come here wish to use the excessive power that will be generated for all kinds of enchanting… I could use it too, it has been a while since I made my last hex bag.

I was trying my best to relax, to let my mind wander but… they were staring at me. Though my eyes were shut I could clearly feel their gazes all over me.

- “Zari-el, child, mind approaching this old man for a moment?” sage weirdly pronounced my name.

I got up from my seat and walked toward oak tree. I wonder if he wanted to rebuke me for trying to appraise him.

- “We have many things to discuss, oh fret not, we will not force you to do anything, nor impose any form of ideology, we merely wish to know what you are going to do.”

- “To do with… what?”

- “Your, let’s call them, predecessors, tended to be… their methods…” the elder was struggling to find a right phrase. Apparently, it was a very sensitive matter, even for him.

- “You don’t have to be overly polite with me, ancient one, just ask away.”

- “Because of their philosophy, a way of living and methods, they had many enemies. And every single time a ritual was meant to be performed, they used their share of power to… eliminate them.”

- “Sounds bit extreme…”

- “Oh, the plague spreaders, despite their… cruelty, we owe them a lot. Their diseases allowed us to maintain the balance of the environment. I can even risk making a statement, that without them, the world could have collapsed.”

- “It is a duty of gardeners to pluck the weeds, otherwise, roses couldn’t grow.” I said without looking him in the eyes

- “Though I am sure that weeds do not share this perspective.”

- “No matter how many times gardener would do his deed, the weeds are still there, but if they would be allowed to overgrow, the roses would meet their end. Gardener does not do it, because he hates weeds, but because he loves roses and wishes to see them bloom.”

- “I am relieved to hear such a romantic and poetic answer, one of the Black Druids I knew also responded to this question of mine…”

He made a suggestive pause.

- “What did he answer?” I really was curious

- “Word for word: shit belongs in the drain, the hell do you even care about trashes?”

That caught me off guard. Up until now, I considered black druids to be a mysterious, respectful cast. Elder popped my bubble and made me laugh hysterically.

- “Now, now, I know that they could be bit eccentric but… Creating life is something that every druid can do, we can make a seed and force it to grow, but creating a life, or sup-life, which only purpose is to kill its target and vanish is… against nature. And because of that, almost impossible. Group of three Harvesters needed three nights after the day of ritual collecting and stabilizing power in order to summon a plague. This is why everyone here wishes to know if…”

- “… I am going to decimate some population? As tempting as it is, I am doubting my skills. The power that would be bestowed upon me would be way too overwhelming and I most likely won’t be able to control it. The last thing I want is releasing the plague that would make my friends suffer…”

- “Very noble of you. It’s good to know that powers of this sacred night will not be used to end someone’s life…”

- “… also, that’s very unpractical, it’s not about creating a plague, that’s as easy as breathing, the problem is maintaining it, the structure of the spell is fragile and requires maintaining and that’s a very draining process, still I found a way to avoid it, but by using a totem and forming pact with vengeful spirit of the forest I managed to…”

Crap, as I lost myself in describing a theory I said too much, maybe he didn’t notice…

- “You <managed>? So you have already performed a harvest?” his expression saddened a little.

I didn’t answer. There was nothing to justify killing those villagers. I infected dozens to save myself and people that were following me, to keep inquisitors occupied. I sacrificed someone’s life for my own gain. And I do not regret it.

- “I bet you had your reasons. You alone have to decide when your powers are supposed to be used, the true knowledge comes not from knowing how to use your skills, but IF you should do this. I would love to ask you to use those only if necessary, but I can’t imagine you to be some madman singing over corpses of his enemies.”

I raised my brow only to test him, what he said… was that observation with a rebuke, or merely he just used a comparison which just happened to mention the event that occurred. Better not to respond at all.

- “Elder, may I ask you question?”

- “You just did!”

Oh come on! It is my trick to use!

- “I meant the question that may be a bit problematic to answer, mostly because of your personal connection to the subject of my question.”

- “Oh, what a polite young man, I see, fine, ask right away, if this old man would be able to help you, I will gladly do.”

- “I wish to understand my responsibilities as a priest of Aira, all I know is that I should spread the faith and help those in need… if I would feel like doing so. Yet, I can easily tell that those are merely general duties, each school has yet the task based on their specialization. What are mine? I don’t know how to perform a ritual, I have no idea how…”

- “You do, my child. Do you think I studied or practiced for this night? No. It just… happens. What needs to be done will simply appear in your mind, we are guided by the Mother. Druids, are only vessels of her will, she will guide you. Or in other words, trust your instinct.”

- “That sounds a bit too…”

- “… ordinary?” sage finished with a smile “… you will understand everything after this night. As for your individual duties… I may only show you a path, or paths, but it is up to you to decide if you want to follow them. If you mind this old fart may share with you stories of his youth, but before then, actual history lesson. The druidism itself comes from the days before magic. Back then worshipers gathered in sacred groves to…”

The elder started extremely entertaining and educational story, by expressions of rest of the group, no matter how hard they tried to hide it, I could tell that it was boring them, as if it was some kind of story that this one relative repeats over and over again during every family gathering.

But I enjoyed it. It was a wonderful source of information that I couldn’t find in any book. It didn’t surprise me. Church of Sun wrote down and recorded every word dictated by goddess and angels in their Evangelions and Gospels. Followers of Moons had bits of their knowledge passed over by grimoires – spell books with minds of their own that leeched on their users like parasites, paying back with knowledge and spells… sounds familiar?

And druids never wrote any book, any OFFICIAL book, something like, 101 things you never knew about druidism; druidism for dummies; herbalist hates him, learn how this guy became a hierophant using one simple trick… such things. Only a few letters and sacred scrolls which were records of rituals. That’s it. Every piece of knowledge was either discovered by themselves, or heard out from one another, and no other way.

Greedily devouring words of oak-sage I lost my sense of time. I didn’t even notice when the day turned into dusk, and dusk slowly crept away, giving way to the pleasant, warm night.

It was very bright, thousands of stars enlightened the sky. Two huge moons, as always were tirelessly traveling across it. One of them, the regular-sized moon, the other one, few times bigger, covering a great part of it.

Yet, everything was vibrating, the colors of things around me seemed to be… much more alive, as the whole world was blurring and twisting.

- “What is life, you ought to know!” out of nowhere sage sang

- “The moment of misery upon this world!” rest of hierophants replies. Strange, I never knew this chant before, yet my lips said them as it was most natural thing in the world, like most common greeting.

- “What comes next, you are aware!”

- “Nothing one can be prepared!”

The greater moon’s edges became irregular, as from behind it the third moon started to slowly ascend.

- “May this night be ever-blessed!”

- “May your spirit find its rest!”

- “Three are one and one is three!

- “May the sky hear out our plea!”

- “Three are one and one is three!”

- “May the flow of river flee!”

- “Three are one and one is three!”

- “May the lover’s love break free!”

The moons finally took their positions on the skies, creating a perfect triangle. And then it rained down upon us, the ray of green light, falling down from the sky like a waterfall. The power was directed on the oak.

For a moment sage was sitting with his eyes closed, he was purifying the pure, raw force of life and nature with his own body. The oak tree started growing, it’s almost dead, old branches were affected by the revitalizing power greening themselves once again. Even colorful flowers, not suiting the oak tree, started blooming all over it.

The sage opened his eyes, they were glowing with unhealthy green light, he wasn’t able to purify the power by himself, it started leaking out of him onto the stone table. The force was creeping toward us across the altar, being followed by rapidly growing vines. Finally, it touched my hands resting on the altar.

Saying that the power hit me like a train is like saying nothing. It hit me like a meteor. Like a supernova. It was like every cell, atom and molecule of my body was torn apart, restructured and healed just to be torn apart again. A thousand times every second. This desire to scream. To kick. To bite. To kick. To die and rise again…

That was life itself, something no one could order around.




	You are being affected by [Avatar of Lover]



	Your [Nature Affinity] is being raised









	[Touch of Lover]



	Your [Nature]-based spells and abilities are now [600%] more effective









	[Touch of Lover]



	Your mana is being regenerated [10000%] faster









	[Touch of Lover]



	Your mana is being raised over maximum capability









	Your current mana:



	[1294/690]






It’s not good. It’s far from being good, the same power was affecting other hierophants, but they were sharing it with their two “helpers”.




	Your current mana:



	[1962/690]






I already hear you asking: hey! What’s wrong with having more mana?

I will tell you what, do you know what happens when you pour into a balloon more water than it can contain? First it will stretch. Then, there is Ka-Boom.




	Your current mana:



	[2791/690]






And how do you get rid of excessive mana? You cast a spell.

- “Oh the mother, the keeper of groves,

The only being that selflessly loves,

Hear your children, hear us out…”

Ten druids cried one song, the structure of spell was so powerful, that it actually became visible. A huge, greenish orb made of hundreds of symbols appeared in thin air sucking the mana. The spell was thirsty for power, it kept devouring magic refined by our bodies, still it merely slowed down the process of my body generating mana.




	Your current mana:



	[2947/690]






This nightmare was supposed to last for few more hours.

Half hour later




	Your current mana:



	[3134/690]






My whole body felt swollen

An hour later




	Your current mana:



	[3371/690]






My fingertips were tingling

Two hours later




	Your current mana:



	[3711/690]






I started seeing sounds. Yet, if I was not mistaken, my mana level started slowly dropping. As for the spell structure, it became wider, I was pretty much sure it covered whole forest on the top of the Mountain, which meant we were inside of it. We were inside of bloody spell structure, that was not even supposed to exist in this realm.

And then, the time has come to release it. How many mana units had this spell swallowed? I myself was generating gods-only-know-how-much, and I was not alone in this madness? Millions? For sure? Billions? Most likely…. Or even more.




	You are casting: [Blessing of Lover] - [World Scale]



	[Nature]-based spell effects
	+ 7.5% [month]



	Caster's with [Nature Affinity] [Mp/regen]:
	+ 10% [Month]



	Vitality
	+ 5 [Month]



	Endurance
	+ 5 [Month]



	The soil on whole world has become a little more fertile









	You were in the epicenter of [Blessing of Lover] cast range



	Vitality
	+ 99 [12 hours]



	Endurance
	+ 99 [12 hours]









	You were in the epicenter of [Blessing of Lover] cast range



	Max mana capacity
	+ 50 [Permanent effect]



	Mp/regen
	+ 1% [Permanent effect]






My mind felt like priestess ass after pleasant encounter with a clan of virile minotaurs – devastated and broken, yet somehow oddly fulfilled. And if you think that my metaphor was weirdly sexualized, let me just remind you that I was being affected for a few hours by stray rays of life that came from the bloody sky. And by “life” you know what I mean.

- “My children, my beloved children…”

A gentle voice filled with pride could be heard from the center of stone altar, back there, a lone female was standing. She had to be around sixteen-eighteen years old, her long, silky green hair fell to her waist, her eyes seemed to be bit hazy and her cheeks were flushed red. Yet her voice was steady and full of might.

- “Once again, I wish to thank you for helping me in bestowing my love to the rest of the world. I am also overjoyed seeing the trinity together after all these lonely years…” goddess turned her eyes toward me and smiled brightly.

This heartwarming smile left me defenseless, if I wasn’t sitting I would fall for sure.

- “Everyone, this man is my new champion, raised from earth of forest made of a sacrifice of others, molded by their love, influenced by their wrath. Let it be known, that his words are mine, his actions, approved, his judgment, clear. May this be my gift to him, and you.”

She stepped closer to me, her eyes were looking within my very soul. I knew Aira, but more like a guardian, friend or little sister. I was fooling with her, trying to improve myself and simply enjoying my life. I could easily forget that she was one of three great goddesses, the three administrators of this system.

Right now I did see her glory and divinity. Maybe, it was because of green glow that was still shining over the altar, maybe because of three moons that looked like a diadem over her head, or maybe because every single piece of my body was screaming.

I didn’t even notice when I stood up. She put her hand over my shoulders, raised on her toes and planted a gentle kiss on my forehead before pulling me closer into warm, tight embrace.

- “Welcome home.”

She whispered in my ear.

I didn’t know what she meant by home. Was she speaking about the conclave of druids, which shared my bond to the earth. About the mountain filled with witches, magicians and other weirdos that couldn’t practice their art outside of sacred places or maybe she spoke about this whole world, in which I happened to be reborn.

Back then I only knew one thing. She was right, never before have I felt that I truly belong anywhere. Not like this.

- “Now, close your eyes, open your heart. And see.”

And then, I became a tree.
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Lanele could not believe her own eyes, her last few months were like a dream coming true. One, her mother agreed to let her leave the forest to have the journey of her life until she would reach the age of priesthood. Two, her friends allowed her to form a party with total strangers, with extraordinary reputation and after testing their skills, yes, but she was left “alone”! Three, she found out that one of her companion is a natural shapeshifter, and damn, they are bloody rare! Four, the same shapeshifter appeared to be a hierophant! She knew that he was a druid, but actually being one of the cult leaders?! There are only a few dozens of them in the whole world! Five – she learned that he is not just-a-hierophant, but hierophant of long-forgotten school, one which was eradicated before her mother’s birth!

And now, grande finale, during ritual the Mother herself came from her land of EverGreen to greet them… and to bestow the highest blessing upon that one man.

It was as if the world held all of its wonders for this very moment, so Lanele could witness them. It was almost yelling to her: <look, I am this magnificent, so full of mysteries, beauties and wonders, just have the courage to step out and see!>

She wanted to cry. In these past few months, she saw, touched, learned and felt more than past hundred years of her life. Ah, Zariel was becoming an oak tree because of Mother’s kiss, achieving the enlightenment. In theory, Zariel could fail, in that case, he would not obtain the blessing, but after everything she saw up until now, she simply knew, that there is no way for him to step off the path. The ancient one was trying to achieve the same goal – for centuries he was meditating, trying to understand the true meaning of All-Life, the more he understood, the more the oak tree accepted him swallowing more of his body in the process.

Lana looked at Gisele, the girl she already loved like one of her sisters, she wanted to know if she was rejoicing just like her.

-          “Gis, why did you unsheathe your sword?” priestess asked without realizing what was about to happen

-          “Zari…” dragoness whimpered looking at her love growing branches and leafs “… THAT CUNT TURNED MY MATE INTO A PLANT!”

Before entering Gisele promised to honor the goddess. The same she just called a cunt.

-          “WHY DID YOU DO THAT?!” redhead almost cried

-          “Hm? Maybe I just wanted to keep him all for myself?” Avatar of love winked teasingly putting finger on her lips. She approached still growing tree that already lost all his human traits and hugged it tightly “… mine!”

She smiled.

Gisele knew that she was a goddess, she knew that there was no chance of harming a celestial being with a physical weapon. She also didn’t care.

-          “OVER MY COLD-DEAD BODY!”

She jumped in the air and slashed vertically. Aira, which was standing next to them, was merely a visualization of the goddess, she could just stand in place, for every physical attack would simply pass through her as if she was a specter, yet she decided to jump away with nimble moves.

Slash, stab, another slash and headbutt, all missed their targets as Aira was slowly moving further into the center of the clearing. None of the druids interfered. Reason? They couldn’t even comprehend what was happening. Once again, dragoness raised her blade above her head and brought it down, and once again goddess effortlessly moved to the side. Yet this time, Gisele thinking that she finally cornered the Mother put all her strengths in this one blow, performing an advanced version of [Powerful Strike] – [Heroic Smite].

Yet, it also happened, that the place that was struck with dragon’s fury was a stone altar, the one that was used for millennia by druids to perform most sacred rites. The same stone table, that just cracked in half.

-          “HYAAA!” one of the hierophants let out the most primal scream of terror, seeing the most sacred altar, on the most sacred mountain during most sacred night being smashed into pieces.

-          “The-the-the-the-the-the ALTAR!” somebody cried plucking hair from his head “…. It’s defiled!”

-          “DIE, YOU BITCH!” Gis shouted once again

-          “GODDESS! OFFENDED!” another one whimpered

Yet all this time, Aira looked as if she was enjoying herself.

-          “I don’t understand you, child…” she kept mocking “… you are acting as if it is something serious, I mean, I have merely lent him to you! He belongs to me from the day of his birth…”

-          “SHUT YOUR TRAP!” the berserker’s madness completely took over her little brain.

-          “You could have slept together, but look at him now, he is WITHIN me, inside of me! You will never be able to be THIS close to anyone even if…”

-          “DIEEEEEEE!”

It was a miracle that no tree was harmed, especially Zariel, for – let’s say it bluntly, Gisele wasn’t very sophisticated with her slashes and collateral damages were a matter of time.

-          “Hmph, looks like your brain is not ready for a logical conversation right now. Shame. Wanted to tease you a little more…” Green haired woman sighed “… Sooo… I guess I will be going, everyone, take care of her. See Ya!”

She strike an “idol pose”, by tilting her head to the side, putting “V” formed fingers near her open eye and winking with the other one, then she disappeared with a “puff” sound.

Avatar of Love. You could say “The Child” was the most unpredictable one, but you could always try to have some form of bargain with it. The Lover, on the other hand, was always doing what she wanted to, pushing people in all forms of the most awkward situations and then leaving them be. You could easily say, that she was a spoiled teen that just wanted to have fun, even if it meant pushing other people into all sorts of problems… or maybe, especially when it meant pushing people into all sorts of problems.

-          “GET BACK HERE, YOU CHICKEN!” Dragon roared in the sky

And then, the awkwardness fell upon everyone gathered, only to be quickly replaced by anger.

-          “I get it, the Mother in her current form can be troublesome… but to trample the herbs, break the altar and offend the Life-Giver herself?”

One of the older hierophants massaged temple of his head with both palms.

-          “The usual punishment?” one asked quietly looking at the ancient one

-          “I am afraid it is inevitable.” Sage responded with sad expression all over his face.

-          “Usual punishment?! What is your usual punishment?!” Lane shouted. She knew that Gisele committed many sins, but she still could not feel bad about her, in the end, it looked as if Aira was doing all of this on purpose.

-          “Oh, cutting stomach open, nailing it to the trunk of the tree and forcing the victim to run around it until she would run out of her intestine.”

-          “SHE WILL DIE!”

-          “Of course she would, it is a death-sentence.”

But dragoness didn’t seem to hear anyone else, she just crawled to the tree and put her hands on the bark.

-          “Zari, hey, Zari, you hear me?” she asked poking the trunk “… if you hear me wave your branch thrice, oy, bastard, stop playing with me, I know you hear me! So stop… so stop… YOU FUCKING IDIOT! How am I supposed to bring you back to the inn!?.. wait, I can always chop you down and bring your upper part, right?”

-          “DON’T!” Lanele tried to stop her friend from committing yet another grave crime







Sooo… If I am not mistaken, Aira turned me into a tree, I can’t know for sure, for I am lacking… sight, smell, touch, hearing and taste. I was left without stimulants I could interpret. BUT, before my senses grow dull I am pretty much sure I saw leafs growing from my fingers.

Damn, Gisele must be freaking out. I just hope she won’t cause any troubles to the folks out there, I have studied Celtic mythology a little and I know, that friendly druids like Panoramix didn’t really exists. The kind of druids that sacrificed humans to feed oak trees with their blood, on the other hand, were quite… numerous. I have no reason to believe that they would treat her nicely if she would pull any form of trick.

Welp, in that case, I gotta deal with my current situation as fast as possible.

Somehow, I can’t summon status screen no matter how many times I try.

Can’t use magic either. Let’s use my outstanding intelligence to gather all the facts regarding my current situation.

I am 99,725% sure I was turned into a tree. My mind is “sitting” in this numb darkness. I can’t use magic, I can’t summon status, sins and codex are silent. There is only one thing left I can do.

I can Panic.

…

….

………

……………….

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA! LET ME OUT! LET ME OUT DAMN IT! AIRA! IT’S NOT FUNNY! I AM AFRAID OF THE DARK!

AIRA! YOU INSENSITIVE SOW! WHY DID YOU DO THIS TO MEEEE!

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!

Hmph. Panic-ing does not help either. Fine. I am officially out of ideas.

Hey! Wait! A tree is a living organism, living organisms can evolve if they would gather enough experience! You gather experience and stats points not only by “killing” but also by doing your “job” related tasks. Lumberjacks get little experience when chopping trees, as an alchemist I got itty-bitty exp each time I crafted a potion.

I am a tree. My class is most likely a tree, and thus is my job. And what is tree’s job?! THAT’S RIGHT!

HERE I COME!

Gooooo! PHOTOSYNTHESIS-OOO-VER-DRIVEEEE!

You Will see Gis! Just give two-three decades and I am sure I will rank up! I will be done in a flash!

Nope. Not happening. No matter how tempting being self-sustainable is, I would rather have more freedom in choosing place, time and way to do it.

On the other hand… It’s not that bad, food, “home”, damn, by becoming a tree I achieved more than I managed to do in my previous life.

Also, what kind of tree did I become? I hope that not some cliché oak-shit. Or some pussy-willow, that would be gay. Not that being gay is bad, it’s just… you know, my bestie would never let me live that down. Birch? Naah, to political. Some fruit tree would be cool, no apple tho, too biblical, last thing I want is some snake tempting girl to take fruit off me. A pear-tree?! I love pears!... Or cherry! I could use them for cakes! HA! That would be the next level of self-susta…

FUCK IT! Zari! You are tree for 5 damn-minutes and you are already growing mad!

HA! Jokes on you! I was never normal, thus I couldn’t become mad! At least not because of becoming a tree.

Screw this, if I am a tree, I don’t want to be anything less than Yggdrasil!


Madness part is behind me now, so I can focus on calming down and re-evaluating my situation.


Breath in, breath out, breath in…

You are lacking air passages which would allow you to perform breathing…

AHA! I was prepared for that! STOMAs! Have you heard about them!?

I did, and I know that they are either open or shut, thus allowing for permanent passive respiration which would..

OH, SUCK A C… Wait

What now, me?

Shut up, me, I am thinking.

What are you doing folks?!

Great, another me appear, just shut up! I thinking that I found something….

Cool! What is it?!

TOLD YOU TO SHUT UP!

Me?

No! Him!

Me?

No, the other me! You!

Me?

Yes, you, who are you?

You

No, not me – you!

Yes, I am you.

Just answer the damn question! Who are you!?

I have told you!

Are you deaf?

No, you is blind!

.

Well, that’s point, BUT YOU ARE ALSO BLIND!

 That’s what I just said.

You just said what?!

I did not say what, I said you.

That’s what I am asking you!

And you is answering!

Shut up! You!

Yes?

Not you, him! What’s your name.

Me.

Yes you!

I am me!

He is me, and I am you!

And I am about to you whoop all yo asses! CAUSE I AM SICK OF PLAYING GAMES!... Wait, I know it from somewhere…

You were just talking that you found something! – the other me said. Or maybe it was you? Oh, fuck it. Invite also Myself and I, and the party would be lit.

Yeah, if you would focus on the “roots”… or at least I hope these are my roots, otherwise I am some weird tentacle bug, and that would be nasty, so, behind these roots, there is something that I… You.. M… FUCK, EVERYONE is connected to…

And then I understood. I wanted to cry and laugh at same time. I had everything on my palm this whole time. These “hints” alter egos, connections…

I was not a tree.

I was the World.

But also a tree. And other trees. And other lives. The more I focused on connection, the more voices I started hearing. The cacophony was overwhelming, yet by concentrating and focusing I could isolate my own thoughts.

The world is one being. One creature. One body. Made of billions of existence and consciousness becoming part of it, just like cells building a body, like atoms build of molecules, the world is also building bigger universes. And each universe is also building something.

The meaning of life is…

Everything changed. The World collapsed, broke and cracked. Mountains turned into dust, sun liquidized itself and fell into the ocean which vaporized.

The ice was burning hot, air was polluted, gases froze in mid-air after being touched by flames.

The chaos. The pre-world.

Four elements were twisting. Shaking, yet not mixing.

-          “Tell me Zari, do you believe.”

Aira said taking a seat in the darkness next to me.

-          “Believe? The question is irrelevant. I have literally talked with gods and..”

-          “That’s not the question. By instinct, do you have something questionable in which you believe. There are other worlds, some like your old world, where gods no longer interfere with people, merely watch and judge, did you believe then?”

-          “No. it was pointless.”

-          “Pointless? Faith in never pointless.”

-          “Back then, these were nothing more than lies.”

-          “Indeed, but needed one.”

-          “Why should I believe in lies?”

-          “Little lies…” she corrected me “… and you have to believe in little lies, like, Santa, monster under bed or gods, so you could believe into bigger lies.”

-          “Bigger lies? Like what?”

-          “Love. Mercy. Justice. Redemption.”

-          “These are not lies… Yes, they are questionable, and relevant, but..”

-          “Oh? Is that so? Look what happened with a world. This is a world with no faith. Ruled by logic that was not invented, by science that was never stabilized. Turn the world to dust, then sift through a sieve. And show me, the molecule of justice, the atom of mercy, the electron of redemption. We do believe Zari.”

Goddess said with a smile.

-          “And beliefs of others give us strength to perform a miracle. I will let you see, how the world you know has come to life, and how the life has come to the world.”

And I fell, yet I was falling up high in the sky of falling stars, and I saw.

-          “Who are you, little soul.”

The creature made of clouds of toxic gases asked me

-          “I am life.” These were words that I had to say. It was simply stronger than my own consiouness.

-          “Life? Isn’t it too early for you to exist? Ah, my manner, you told me your name, so I will tell you mine, I am Uranos, Zephyr, Caelus, Ouranos. Urobors. The Beginning. The end. First to rise, last to fall. Looks like ol’ Aira sent you to say regards. Very well, close your eyes, open your heart. And see. Here I blow the air into your soul, may it fly with my winds, down on the earth, tell my Gaia, that it’s time…”

He inhaled loudly, and blew the tempest, and I started ascending down, through the paradoxes till I hit stones that shattered into sand, and sand that was as solid as stone.

The feminine creature emerged from the dust, with long brown hair and golden eyes.

-          “Uranos sends you?” she asked with curiosity

-          “Indeed, I am life.”

-          “Pleased to meet you!” she cheered “… name’s Gaia, Tellus, Terra, Echidna, the one that crumbles and ascends into oblivion, untouched. Life, you say? Isn’t it bit too early?”

-          “Uranos said that it is the time.”

-          “Pff, course he said that. Celestial spirit or not, boys will be boys. I will answer his call, but hey, you need to have something of it, soul as you are, should be clad in the body. Let the earth embrace you and form a body, a vessel for your mind, now go and call the others.”

She takes a handful of dust from the ground and blows it in my face.

And earth swallowed me, yet I ended up in the sea, and sea, like thetwo before, took a shape of humanoid.

-          “Hi! Are you my new friend? Wanna play? Name’s Acqatios, Okeanos, The limitless, unbound, you?”

-          “I am life, Gaia told me to…”

-          “NOT THAT AGAIN! These two lovebirds are always like that, stretching their hands, yet can never embrace, this is why they use me as their bloody messenger, as if I have no better things to do… But if you are here, it looks as if I have no other options, do I? So be it, I shall evaporate from Gaia, delivering the message from her to the skies, and then I shall fall as rain with a reply… But you, so free with wind, yet bounded by this earth-ish shell, let me bring circulation in the vessel, let the life of your soul flow through your body…”

And ocean squeezed me from all sides, pouring itself into the armor of mud.

-          “One left to finish the cycle” she smiled waving her hands as the ocean turn into the lakes of liquid magma.

-          “WHO DARES TO ENTER MY DOMAIN” devil-like eternity formed of flames cried with a voice of thousands tormented souls.

-          “Name is life…”

-          “WHY SHOULD I CARE, INSECT?! YOU ARE NOTHING BEFO… life you say? I am Zulvurius, Helios, Prometheus, the Scorcher of all, last ember, igniter of souls. I am the Sun, I am the core of the World, I am a breath of life… and so shall you be bestowed with my gift, LIVE, INSECT!”

The flame scorched my vessel, arising it from numbing embrace.

And tree cracked, and spat me out. Died and reborn, reborn with knowledge, the notification returned, which I had to quickly skip, for what I saw before my eyes was quite a show.

-          “UNTIE ME YOU GREEN BASTARDS!”

Gisele was being carried toward the tree bound in the vines. Someone was sharpening the ritual knife, Lanele was arguing with sage trying to, apparently, save dragoness. Altar was cracked, clearing looked as if small tornado passed through it. And all I could do was to raise my voice and ask the question.

-          “Excuse me…  but what the fuck?!”
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I had to be within the tree for more or less thirty minutes, yet to me, it seemed as if ages passed. No, not because of some distortion of reality or time, no. The only reason I felt his way was because I left a peaceful clearing, and I came back to a raging inferno.

Quoting Joseph Conrad appears to be valid, taking into consideration the current situation – crumbled altar, broken trees, and total chaos in behaviors of other druids. “Horror, horror”.

Gisele, tied with vines was being dragged toward hierophant which was sharpening ritual blade next to one of the oak trees. In same the same time the wall of notifications flooded my vision


	You have received the [Kiss of Aira]
	The marked individual was marked as the [Oracle]





	You have achieved the title [Oracle of Aira]





	The [Oracle]
	Just as [Luxia] marks a young girl at the day of her birth as [Prophetess].

Just as [Heira] marks those she deems worthy as [Touched one]

Aira can mark one of her children as the [Oracle]

	[Oracle] is highest rank (in religious aspect) priest of the nature. He/She can freely contact her during meditation to better perform his duties.

They possess an extraordinary affinity with Nature, they are told to have tamed the wildest beasts, even [Draconis Vulgaris] - the stray dragons.

The community of worshipers of Nature highly values his/her opinion and presence.






	The [Oracle] perks
	Your affinity with [Nature] increased:	All [Nature] based spells are 10% stronger and may have additional effects
	Your affinity with [Nature] increased:	[Neutral], [Untamed], [Not-manipulated] and [Non-hostile] beasts and animals will no longer attack the [Oracle]
	Your affinity with [Nature] increased:	You can now communicate with [Mentioned above groups] in limited way
	Your affinity with [Nature] increased:	Your mind can now enter [EverGreen] plane during meditation




-          “Excuse me, but what the fuck!?” I raised my voice hopeing someone could explain why they wanted to slit my girl open.

They froze in place looking at me, then at the tree into which I turned moments ago, which now was cracked open. And I have no idea why, but their expressions changed – in creepy way, especially Lanele and Ancient one. I almost thought they were about to snuggle against me, or at least Lana, for the Sage was still merged with the tree.

-          “So… quickly? I thought the process was supposed to last months, years even… yet…”

-          “There is no doubt, he is overfilled with an aura of the Backwoods of EverGreen. I can almost taste it…” NOW! That sounded waaaay too kinky for my taste, old man. We shall not follow that path!

-          “May you explain to me… why is my woman being turned into a sacrificial goat?”

-          “The list of her crimes is long, though she committed them in mere minutes, that’s something even you can’t let go unpunished, Oracle. The groves were meant to be untouched, yet she wrecked havoc over it. Her blood will nourish the grove helping it to re-grow.”

-          “Is that true Lanele?”

-          “It may appear like that, but I am pretty sure that Mother tricked her to do so! She was merely an avatar, she couldn’t be harmed no matter how much Gis would try, yet she kept dodging and moving closer to the altar so she would smash it!”

-          “Yet, she said that by herself: to punish the dragoness.”

One of the hierophants pointed out.

-          “That’s what she said?” it caught me a bit off guard “… did she literally say to gut her alive?”

-          “W-well, no, but she said to <take care of her> right after she smashed the altar so…”

-          “Brother…” I silenced him “… I know you have quite a different opinion about the Mother, but, let me pop your bubble, she is bored. Just bored. One, she promised to never influence mortals directly, so she never orders around, she would merely ask or act indirectly, two, she loves playing with people, what she said could be interpreted in numerous ways. By <take care of her>, she could as well mean calm her down and treat her. Why she chose this way of forming a sentence? Exactly because she wanted to see what you would do.”

That plus just as they said – the process of my “enlightenment” was supposed to last for months, even the vision of “world making” seemed to be weirdly “accelerated” as if she wanted to kick me out from EverGreen to save Gisele.

Then again, why would she drop a death sentence on her, but not really kill her at the end? – because she really did not like Gisele, yet she knew that I would never talk to her again if my mate would be harmed because of her.

“Just a prank”, you could say. And I bet, only Aira thought it was funny.

-          “Still, the altar is broken and…”

-          “You fool!...” I yelled not with scorn, but amusement “… The mountain is the Altar, stone table was built eons later! It served no other purposes than to be a symbol of Conclave. You can simply rebuild it before next ritual and I assure you, none of you would see the difference…”

-          “We would <rebuild> the trees too?”

Other hierophants weren’t pleased seeing me defending dragoness, they knew I was siding with my mate.

I looked at the grove, quite a few trees were dangerously broken, still alive for now, yet definitely would die within days left with no way to feed themselves.

I gazed over my mana bar, it was still awfully “bloated”. Literally. Usually, the rectangular bar was now a bit rounded on every line and edge, as if it was about to pop open. That and my boosted Nature affinity should do the trick.

I stepped into the center of the broken altar, kneeled and clasped my hands to the prayer.

-          “I sing my song to spirits of oak,

Heed my call through the ancient fog,

Answer my words, oh forgotten and old,

And unfold the tales that were once told,

The tales of Fire, of Earth and Wind,

The tales of Water and deeds they linked,

May they reach through the veil of the night,

And let their life once again see the light.”

The grove started moving as if havinga will of its own. The mana from my body and air started vanishing rapidly as damages started healing almost instantly. No matter how much mana I would use though, there was no way of treating this many serious damages, instead of removing these, I would rather fix them. Vines started creeping over trunks of trees, hugging them tightly in strong embrace supporting partially collapsed branches or merging with hole acting like artificial living tissue. You couldn’t much tell that damages were gone, but at least they were treated nicely.

-          “Would that do the trick?”

-          “Why are you trying to protect her that much? We can understand that the two of you may have bit more intimate relations but…”

-          “That’s true too, but as we entered into the forest both me and Lanele vowed that she will not harm the grove nor its habitants, her sins are ours, her punishment is ours. You could say that I am trying to avoid being nailed next to her. I know our laws, the whole group is guilty of sins of the individual, for the group shaped the individual the way it is. By fixing her sins I am trying to make you withdraw your accusation against her, Gisele and me.”

Grand finale, bastards. Try killing the Oracle that was just born. Your move now, tree huggers!... wait, I am one of them…

-          “There is one more crime, the one that can’t be… as you say, <fixed>, she offended the goddess during night of her resurrection.”

Once again I raised a brow, asking sage to elaborate the subject

-          “… she called her… well, a female genital…”

-          “A cunt…” younger druid wasn’t trying to be polite at all “… she called her a cunt.”

Aye, I could believe that. First to insults, beer and brawl, that’s my girl.

-          “With those vulgar lips you used to kiss your mother, Gis? I am sooo disappointed.” I shook my head in disbelief

-          “Ah, we may as well ask the Oracle for its verdict.”

-          “Would you care, if I would punish her personally.”

-          “Something already on your mind?”

-          “Yes.” I knew that he wanted to hear the details, unfortunately, I wished to keep it secret till the very last moment, so Gis wouldn’t even know what hit her.

-          “…Very well…” ancient one said with bits of disappointment in his tone.

-          “Pff, right, what will you do, bite my ass?” dragoness tried mocking me.

She is a dominant type, she loves knowing that she has the situation under control. The knowledge that her life depends on my action (non-combat-related) was driving her nuts, the idea that she will be punished by me – even more.

-          “As much as I would love to, no Gis, I am afraid that no. I can only promise you, that when I would end with you, you would regret not being sacrificed.”

I answered with a serious tone. And I meant it. I left her alone for thirty-god-damned minutes.

Rest of druid were not pleased with this outcome of our little quarrel, not because they were blood lusting beasts, but because they knew I wouldn’t protect anybody else like that. What could I say, I don’t give a damn about anybody else, but she, she is mine.

Dagger wielding hierophant with a sigh used ritual blade to cut vines holding Gis in place. She got up, shook dust off her shoulders and eyed group of magicians.

-          “… and remember, next time I won’t go easy on you.” She tried maintaining her <good image>, yet failed horribly.

-          “We shall end for today…” ancient one raised his tone again “… we may continue tomorrow, for now, I am sure that power of moons… affected you. So go, my brothers and sisters, tend to each other. It’s the night of the Lover.”

Hierophants nodded slightly leaving their places.

I understood what he meant a moment after. Because of adrenaline caused by recent events I was forced to cast aside other worries. Worries, which now returned, reminding about themselves in one of the most painful way.

The ray of pure life magic passed through us and it screamed in pain begging for release. The 99 END and VIT bonus was slowly clouding mind and numbing body.

Two hierophants holding hands moved to some secluded part of the forest. Few, together with priestess of elves, sat around the altar trying to clear their minds by meditation, and few – mostly the younger, decided to completely leave the sacred grove and… “join” the other witches and magicians celebrating the sacred night on the peak of the sacred mountain.

 

<18/21+ content, kinds, avert your gaze. Seriously, stop reading it’s all pervy till the end of the chapter. To you, my fellow perverts. I tired changing the approach to this scene a little. I encourage you to tell me what ya think. If it’s good, it’s good, it it’s bad and you won’t tell me what’s wrong, you will be stuck with this version for quite some time.>

 

It was awkward, I know, in one moment you are all tensed trying to find a way out of some nasty mess, in other you just look into those jade-green eyes and can’t force your brain to muster a single thought.

That silly woman, with silver light of three moons falling on her face, face still twisted with bits of grimaces of both anger and humiliation. Grimaces, which were slowly vanishing as she turned her face toward me.

She wanted to scold me, I know it, something along the line <why did you keep worrying me all this time!?>, yet her words froze in her throat and never escaped her lips.

Her lips, though that looked pale in the flashed of the moon, to me they seem to be as red as crimson rose bathed in blood. I didn’t even notice when she walked toward me, or maybe it was me who came to her? It didn’t matter, not for me. All that matter in this one moment, are those teasingly beautiful lips, shaking because of excitement.

I heard a single moan, somewhere from depths of the forest, apparently, other couples already started celebration of Mother’s resurrection. That single sound was a signal that triggered something from me. That switched something in my brain. Just a moment ago I was admiring her as some form on wonderful, sacred statue that I was afraid to touch because of how fragile she looked, as if mere touch could shatter her into thousand pieces.

Now, my heart raced, it started jumping, trashing everyone as if it wanted to carve its path off my chest.

At the same time we both leaped onto each other, pressing our lips together in almost brutal, possessive, hungry kiss. I moved my arms behind her back, one of them I pulled her waist closer toward me, second I put on her head, gently stroking her, petting, playing with her wonderful red hair.

Ah, my love, not less fierce than before. Her warmth spread across my body like a drug, drug to which I was addicted.

And then, it all stopped, no, no kiss, no passion nor hug. It was like the whole world stopped, my mind and heart became completely calm at once. The serenity, everything around I saw in shades of grey, except Gis. She was the only colorful existence in my field of vision.

Was that some twisted allegory? Was she the only being that brought light into the dullness of my life?...

… who cares. Who would care about such petty things like life, philosophy, knowledge or death, when you had this warmth on your body, and these lips on yours.

It seem almost funny, the way Gisele acts. Always so pushy, yet now, her tongue, her sweet, sweet tongue seem to keep losing its strength, as if magical she was being drained of her usual power. With each passing second, she offered less and less resistance, she put less fight, welcoming me in depths of her mouth, and when her spirit seem to completely give up to this simplest of pleasures, she moaned right into my lips.

The vibration of her voice, so delightfully being passed through my body send a shiver down my spine.

I opened my eyes just to once again gaze into hers. Her usual playful glimmers disappeared almost as if she was drugged. Her lips kept moving submissively, tasting more and more of me.

For a moment I parted our lips, we used these splits of seconds to greedily swallow air. Then I attacked again, yet not her mouth, but neck. Gently, yet possessively, I bite on her soft skin. Her neck was fascinating me for quite some time, so slander. Each time I tried tasting it, she would either push me aside, hit me, or hide it in the collar of her clothes. Then she would yell she had tickled or it was sensitive. Now I could indeed confirm that it was the case.

She was not ready for my assault. Her whole body tensed, yet in spite of her former struggles, she throw her head back giving me even better access to sensitive flesh, skin I started adoring, almost worshiping. Tempest of kisses and bites left dozens of red marks over her body, every single one of them caused her body to shiver.

Both her hands hugged the back of my head pulling me closer, her breath became ragged as moaning she whispered…

-          “Za..Zari…”

The whisper. It was something I have never heard before. She never spoke my name like that. In that moment, that single action, that single word was something that made me completely cast aside my sanity.

When did we end in this part of the forest? Did we actually kept walking this whole time? And once again, who cared.

Still in our embrace, we tripped over some root, yet the fall did not cause any pain, as we ended on soft moss.

Laying atop of her I decided to once again taste these lips, I used one of my hand as support my body as the other one was taking off her clothes, or the more correct statement was tearing it off of her.

Stupid leather armor, stupid metal reinforcements, stupid straps and stupid shirt! These damned pieces of unnecessary covering kept getting in my way to feel her warmth. When the last part of her upper suit was thrown to the side, I put my palm on her belly.

The electric like shock that I felt when our bodies touched directly made me flinch, yet left me hungering for more. More, faster, stronger.

I pushed my whole body in her embrace, the way she was melting under my touch was sending me into higher planes of euphoria.

One last time I parted our lips as I raised on my palms above her. I wanted to see her in her whole beauty.

Hazy gaze, rigged breath, flushed cheeks. Because of her life style, her body was quite tanned, except for places covered by armor, leaving most seductive marks over her wonderful body.

She moaned my name in anticipation, as she raised her arm offering an embrace of absolute love and affection.

And once again, I crumbled to my desires as I descended into these open, welcoming arms.

Another warmness embraced me in the moment our bodies connected, in the instant her legs and arms locked around my waist and neck trapping me, as if she did never want to let me go, I had almost no place for any maneuvers, barely enough for shallow, yet forceful pushes.

The more we got into the dance, the more pleasure I gave her, the weaker her grip became allowing me for faster, deeper strikes.

Her voice kept ringing in my ears, her moan, her screams, the way she kept calling my names. The leftovers of sanity that remained after blessing of lover completely took over our bodies made her remind about presence of other people all around us, of other druids, witches and magicians. The embarrassment of being seen made her struggle against the urge to scream, all the time she was trying to limit her noises, muffling her moans.

The sweetness, the cuteness of this act was constantly pushing me over the edge, part of me wanted to break her resistance, to ravage over, to seize and conquer her last inhibitors, to hear her voice screaming my name.

Once again I gazed over notification that was counting down the time till the effects of blessing would perish.


	You were in the epicenter of [Blessing of Lover] cast range
	Vitality	+ 99 [10h31m11s]
	Endurance	+ 99 [10h31m11s]




Then again, night is still young, and I wish to remain in her embrace forever.

For a moment I stopped moving, lack of my caress made dragoness moan in disappointment, yet was enough to draw her attention, she looked at me full of agitation.

-          “Gisele?”

-          “Y-yes?”

I look her deep in the eyes, in the eyes I sank so many times.

-          “I love you.”

I said forcefully, as if challenging the whole world if it want to prove me wrong.

Normally, she would turn it into a joke, answer with <Of course you do>, or something similar, yet the magic in our vines, the light of the moons and my tone stated how much truth was in my words.

She blushed and hide her eyes with her arms.

-          “I-idiot!”

She moaned.

The cuteness she was hiding under the mask of confidence once and for all pushed me over the line. I didn’t care about embarrassment, about someone finding us or pleasure itself. I was more than motivated to prove that I meant what I said. And I was not going to stop before she would acknowledge it, not before the world would meet its end.
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<Kids, there may be a “liii-tle” bit of sex-reference, though no act itself is being described, also I tried to put it into comedy POV, so I think you can read without too much damages to your sanity>

Lanele loved ritual nights. In her country elves also celebrated such sacred days, yet in bit different manner. In the end, their altars weren’t as blessed as naturally formed ancient groves. Because of that the “power of miracle” was also greatly reduced – not that they required any assistance in growing their crops.

This is why their blessed day had bit more spiritual form – in these days elves would thank the Mother for blessing of life she bestowed upon them. Lanele, considered these days to be wonderful moments in which they could stop for a moment and wonder over the mysterious blessing that She has bestowed upon the world.

And now she could see how the original ritual was supposed to look like, in the heart of the grove on Bald Mountain, led by the ancient in company of hierophants of all major circles. It was as wonderful as she imagined, the presence of Mother was almost touchable. There was only one, tiny, yet kinda vital detail of differences between the rituals.

WHY WERE THEY HAVING SEX IN EVERY CORNER OF THE MOUNTAIN LIKE RABBITS?!

She had the whole picture in her head, yes, the celebration of life in lover’s night indeed should have a bit of sexual coloration. A BIT OF IT! Yet again, she wouldn’t be that crazy about it, if it was just between real lovers, but guessing by the conversation she overheard, few of hierophants had met for the first time… YET EXACTLY THESE PEOPLE WENT TOGETHER INTO THE BUSHES!

HOW!? How could you do something like that!? S-sex is supposed to be the last act of love! THE LAST! It’s sealing the contract of marriage, in elf culture it’s not strange for two elves not sharing the bed for years after being declared a married couple! It’s THAT intimate!

Gross! GROSS-GROSS-GROSS-GROSS-GROOOOSS! It’s dirty! Un-clean! Outrageous! Corrupted!...

…

…

… Lanele could not stop herself from trying to learn just a liiii-tlle bit more of it. Don’t get her wrong! She is not dirty! Not at all! She definitely is not some kind of pervert which gains sexual pleasure from watching the act of different people! She does it… Ummm… Emmm… Duuh… FOR SCIENCE! Yes! Clean and pure educational purposes! Ha-ha! Remember kids: It’s not dirty if it’s for science!

With a resolution of scarifying this night for enlarging her knowledge, she moved one of her fingers (which were covering her face) off her eye.

Right in time to see sister Gisele and brother Zari looking at each other.

This…. this is how love is supposed to look like. They saw each other thousands of times before, yet this time, being influenced by the breath of life, the way they look at their faces…

As if they were discovering their loves anew, falling for each other on spot.

Still, it was quite uncomfortable to use your friends as experiment materials. On the other hand, if she would just re-interpret what she saw as some kind of story… yes, let’s do this like that!

Sis Gisele, always so dominant, so possessive and full of herself – right now she looked like a shy village girl that has seen her prince charming driving on his fiery steed next to her house.

YES! THAT’S IT!

It was so…so…sooooo … HOOOOOT!

Lanele felt as blood rushed from below of her body, hitting her chin, spreading quickly through her cheeks exploding on tips of her long, pointed ears. She could have sworn that smoke was escaping through her ears.

The prince was also taken aback, yet he was also the first to regain his composure. He leaped at poor village-girl, grabbing her in his strong as steel embrace, pulling her closer in a possessive hug and claiming her lips for himself.

Lanele’s long ears started rapidly going up and down, trying to ventilate poor priestess brain which was overheating.

B-b-but what was he doing with his lips!? With his t-t-tongue?! THAT’S DIRTY! Prince! You have just saw her for the first time! How could you take such advantage over poor, shy village girl!? So what that she is head taller than you!? KNOW SOME SHAME, DAMN IT!... Let’s get bit closer and take some notes, shall we?

In the embrace of their arms and lips they started walking deeper into the woods.

Dirty prince, carrying poor girl to isolated place where no one could see his crimes!... Lanele had moral duty to witness this h-h-horrible act! Yes! If it was not for it, there is no way she would enjoy herself seein… I mean, letting her eyes see this unholy act!

She waited for minutes, just so sly prince wouldn’t notice that he was being followed, then, she got up from under oak tree and moved into the forest.

She found them pretty quickly, in the end elves had enchanted hearing sense, and euphoric moans of Gise… I mean, muffled cries of village-girl which was begging for help seeing that her prince was actually a savage barbarian, echoed across the forest.

On the carpet of moss, the prince was tearing violently pieces of her suit. In same time Gisele was also helping Zari to get rid of his clo…. I-I-I mean, poor girl was trying to fight back, yet managed only to tear a little prince’s cloths… from waist down. Yeah, she was quite a clumsy fighter. And theeeeAHHDKA!!!

KYAAAA!

WHAT WAS THAT?! B-b-b-between h-h-h-his…

THAT’S NOT LEGAL! THERE IS NO WAY THIS IS LEGAL! Though it was common that nobility was carrying swords by their belt….

… WHAT KIND OF SICK MAN CARRIES A CLAYMORE!? THIS WAS DEFINITELY A TWO HANDED-WEAPON! HE IS GOING TO MURDER HER! Prince! Have some mercy! Put aside this cursed Excalibur of yours! May your Durendal of Destruction not taste the innocent blood! I beg you! In name of every fragile and poor creature that women are…

In that moment Gisele raised her hands toward her lover whispering

-          “Za-Zari… stop teasing me…”

-          “Gisele…”

-          “W-What?”

-          “I love you.”

-          “I-Idiot!” girl covered her eyes with her arm

That was too much for Lanele, she could no longer justify what she saw with fiction. One last time blood hit her head. Blood erupted from her nose like a crimson fountain. Lanele fell unconscious there, none could tell if the reason was shock, blood loss, or simply the momentum of the blood escaping through her nostrils.

<Next day, late afternoon, Zari’s POV>

I was laying atop of Gisele. My body stopped responding. Just like that. Because of stupid Endurance and Vitality boost I was fully awake, bah, my body itself felt fine, but my brain was not ready for such damage. The excess of stimuli exhausted my mind which literally went into half-sleep mode.

Because of that I was lying with completely numb body, yet fully awake.

How long were we doing that? It was our new record for sure. Yes, we happened to stay for the entire night, yes. Four, five, sometimes even six of seven hours, though at the end we would barely move.

The Blessing ended an hour or so ago, yet we kept going for at least half hour longer. I could hear Gisele wheezing for air.

-          “I have told you I love you.” I said as soon as I could move my jaw

-          “Shut up. I hate you.” She panted.

Despite her words her tail squeezed me bit tighter

-          “Wanna go one more time?” I decided to tease her

-          “Try laying a finger on me, and I swear, I will crack your head open.”

-          “Then say you love me.”

-          “Pfff. No.”

-          “Gisele…” I threatened her. Using inhuman willpower I forced myself to raise on my hands.

-          “What are you doing!? No! STOP IT! YOU MADMAN! MONSTER, BEAST!”

My arms gave up collapsing me back on the ground.

-          “You want to die!? Idiot?! Moron! Fool!”

-          “For you? F’cours.”

-          “… idiot…” she said embracing me again, burying her nose in my hair “… my idiot.”

Th. That will do. For now.

We kept lying there for god only know how long, trying to recover our strengths.

-          “Zaa-rii… Don’t you know some spell that would…”

-          “NO!... no more magic. Just… no more magic, please… the power of life that affected us was magic in purest form – a miracle, I don’t even want to know how our bodies would react if we would treat them with a spell.”

She groaned

-          “It’s worse than hangover.”

-          “Gisele, you never had hangover. Stupid dragon’s blood”

-          “But I am still sure that this is worse!”

-          “I can ease your pain.”

-          “How, you said you won’t use magic…”

-          “I won’t.”

-          “Then please, do.”

-          “The whole pain would go away if I would kiss the place that hurts, tell me my love, what hurts y… OUCH!”

Nice elbow-hit, Gis, and even from this position? How did you twist your body like that? You never cease to amaze me.

She grunted, pushed me aside like a dirty blanked and started getting up. All the strengths she mustered allowed her to barely sit under the tree, and even that only because she rested her back on the tree-trunk.

-          “Come’ ere.” She grabbed me by the neck and pulled toward herself

-          “The hell are you doing?! You will rip my head off! Ouch! Hey! Ey! ..Awww…”

Crescendo of peace fell upon my mind as she put my head on her thighs, brushing my hair with affection.

-          “Shut up. Marika once told me that you like being treated this way.”

Damn you, Marika, I owe you.

<Yet two hours later>

We started slowly returning toward the clearing. Each movement made our bodies scream in agony. I am quite sure I have pulled my muscle.

As we reached the place of meeting, we saw most of the druids already packing their things, preparing for departure.

-          “Look what the cat dragged back from the grave…” one of druids teased “… you look quite terrible.”

I looked at dragoness. Her hair was in a mess, her damaged clothes were barely covering her body, black circles under her eyes and unsteady, exhausted walk. I guessed that I look similar.

If some villager were to see the two of us from afar he would be running toward the nearest adventure guild to report undead walking in daylight.

My gaze fell on Lanele which was sitting by the tree with empty, dead eyes. Her whole face was pale and deprived of any will to live.

-          “Everything all right with her?” I asked “… hope you didn’t do anything to her, that would be quite problematic.”

-          “I can assure you that young priestess is still untouched. She came few hours ago already looking like that. Said nothing, ate nothing.”

That’s a bit problematic, I bet that  her friends wouldn’t be pleased if they would learn that she suffered some trauma while traveling with me.

-          “Lana, are you there?” I waved my hand in front of her eyes.

Her gaze dully followed after my hand, then right in my eyes. And something snapped in her. The paleness vanished instantly as redness replaced it.

-          “I-I-I-It’s you!”

-          “Indeed, Lana, very clever of you, that’s indeed me.”

-          “T-t-t-t-t…” Great, she is broken

But why would she act like that? Let’s see what is she looking at.

… A-ha.

My belt-area. I think I have more or less idea what happened to our romance-loving “young” elf.

-          “Psh, I know…” I whispered right in her ear “… you little perv.”

-          “HIII!?”

Yup, right reaction.

-          “Next time you can just join in. Though I don’t know if you would get out alive.”

Only now Lanele appeared to notice the condition of me and Gis.

-          “I-it’s scary!”

-          “Of course, my pet, love-making is one rough battlefield, barely a few who can leave it with his or hers own strength.” I said with sad expression

-          “Hey! What are you two whispering about?!” Gis called from the other part of clearing

-          “About the danger of traveling with us!” I answered back

-          “Ha! Indeed! Lana, prepare yourself for the worst! I am not going to go easy on you!”

-          “NOOO!” priestess cried

-          “YEEES!” Gisele replied being completely unaware of the impact that that her words has on little priestess. She probably thought that we were talking about training “… Tis but a beginning! Ha! Actually, we haven’t started yet! Just wait till we get serious!”

This is just getting better and better

-          “I don’t want to! Leave me alone!”

-          “Not happening! Starting from tomorrow, I will drain you completely! Your whole body will be covered in sweat, but that would be just a warm-up! Only when you would fall unconscious on the ground covered in tears I will allow you to rest. But fret not, it may hurt at first, you may be screaming in despair, but eventually you will learn to enjoy this! Bah! You will love it, just like me!”

Gisele, you are a natural.

In the meantime, Lanele’s eyes kept getting wider and wider till they reach the size of plates. Her whole body was trembling like a little animal in front of predator knowing is has no place to run.

-          “NOOOOOOO!” she got up from the ground and start running toward the end of the clearing

-          “HA! You may run, but you will not hide! I will find you and train you juuuust-right!”  Gisele started chasing Lana with a laugh, making whole situation even more grotesque.

-          “Looks like we are finally alone.” Ancient one said halting rest of the druids from leaving “… Zariel… No, the Oracle, if you would allow for a moment, we have last urgent matter to discuss.”

-          “Of course, sage, how can I assist you?”

-          “The conclave’s duty is not only to perform a ritual, but also to discuss the action that each circle of hierophants would, or would not, do. In most cases we do not interfere in politics of other countries. We are traveling from woods to woods, helping those who require our assistance and spreading Mother’s Love. You can say that we almost share the world into zones of influence in which the circle would remain and spread its teaching.”

-          “Hah! It almost sounds as if you are fighting to get as much terrain as possible.”

-          “Quite the opposite…” one of the other druids rolled his eyes with smile on his lips

-          “Again this! Laziness of young ones is truly saddening this old man!” the oak sage grunted “… You see, helping villagers to once again return to their roots is quite a tricky task…”

-          “… Because they are ungrateful little fucks that would grow too lazy if we would help them.” Yet another voice responded from the group

-          “As much as I would like to rebuke you for your tongue… you are right. Mother wishes to make the Races as self-sufficient as possible. She rarely just GIVES something to others, for she wished for them to obtain it by themselves. On the other hand, Heira and Luxia are tempting people with miracles, power and protection.”

-          “Hear about it, goddesses all wish for races to evolve, yet have different approaches. Luxia creates whole community of church which is supposed to take care of the weaker one, thus blessing her knights and priests just a little, hoping that they would evolve as one body. Conception of Unity” I remembered myself what Aira once told me

-          “Indeed. And Heira is looking for individuals which she would tempt to abuse one limits. If someone would see, that one person is extremely powerful, he or she would try to reach same level on its own in order to protect herself from the other one power. Conception of Envy.

-          “And mother thinks, that being simply GIVEN anything for free is just spoiling others. Even when she bestows her powers on someone, these are meant only to improve what the individual is doing. Helping those who are helping themselves. Just a little, they often do not realize that they were gifted” sage continued

-          “This is why villagers prefer to pray to the Sun or Greater Moon. They can literally see the influence.” The druids were clearly disappointed with such approach

-          “They can’t understand that this is an illusion of power. If goddesses would decide to completely remove their influence from this world, they would be left with nothing.”

-          “You will not become stronger when somebody else is chopping down wood for your fireplace, you will not become faster, if somebody else is chasing prey for you, you will not become smarter if somebody else if giving you an answer to the question you asked right away. You have to do your work by yourself, find your food by yourself, observe study and understand by yourself. Even if effect is the same, even if at the end you have warm place, food on your plate and answer to your question…”

-          “… still, it is easy to guess  why people choose the easier way. If the rain hasn’t fallen in days, and your crops are dying, it is easier to ask your priest to cause the rain than to walk to the nearest river or lake and carry dozens of buckets with water. Laziness leave them weak, unprepared for changes in flow of fate. Vulnerable. We try to make them understand that the Mother LEFT us because she LOVES us THAT much. Yet, they of frail minds are not ready for this kind of knowledge.”

-          “… and getting back to subject…” I tried to remind them what caused this whole conversation in first place

-          “Like I said, no one wished to help ungrateful little fucks that would thank you for healing their animals, just to forget about it after week or two. The smaller your territory, the better.”

-          “We wished to ask if…”one of the druids started

-          “You are now the Oracle. You are her Words upon this world. The influence that you alone can cause within a day may be greater than that of the whole circle.”

-          “Really?”

-          “Of course. Imagine that some priest would ask to see feudal lord. Or that he spread religion different that the lord in the villages? Not always people welcome us with kindness… And now, imagine that prophetess herself came to visit some town.”

-          “The feudal lord would pave the road from one city to another with gold to show his gratitude for her to come in person.”

-          “I think I see your point. But do you think that they would treat me the same? Even if our position in theory are same…”

I raised my concerns

-          “To hear what goddess herself wants to tell them? You are underestimating human’s pride.”

-          “What if Mother wouldn’t have a specific plan about spoken individual?”

-          “As hierophant you learned art of clairvoyance.”

Indeed. When I became one I gained that skill, though I never really used it after that. It’s exhausting, hard to use and pretty much gives nothing back

-          “Yet the visions are blurry and… Oh..” I understood

-          “Exactly. You don’t need to tell them what vision means, merely speaking what you saw is more than enough. You see, people don’t want to know what will happen in the future, they just want to know that it exists, that it calls them.”

-          “I see… very well. I am an adventurer, so if I would visit any village on my path which would require my assistance, I would do so.”

-          “Thank you, that would greatly ease our burden.” One of the older hierophants nodded with gratitude

-          “Fret not, my child…” I said in weirdly soft tone “… the EverGreen saw your deeds, it saw you working hard for my sake, your deeds were not in vain, even if just one person understood my teaching, your work was rewarded. Spread my love and make me proud of you, my beloved children.”

I snapped out of strange dullness that suddenly fell over me, just to notice that I was hugging tightly two young druids, male and female. When did I do that?

The fuck? AIRA!? What was that!?

Only then I heard a gentle laugh at the back of my head that sounded like hundreds of tiny bells

~ You were inside of me! It’s only fair for me to get inside of you!

So that’s the reason why Aira made me an Oracle. Not because she wants to spread any god-damn thing. She just wants to chat with me whenever she wants to.

What did I get myself into!?
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With everything settled we decided to grab our belongings and leave the Bald Mountain. To do so we had to first leave the clearing. Sage thought that it would be a good thing to let everyone know that the new Oracle has been chosen, so right now I was traveling with a procession of three druids and two dryads that protected the grove. For the time of introduction, I was wearing a specially designed robe which was hiding my whole body.

Forest nymphs marched in front of me, bit on sides, I was walking in the middle, and my back was protected by my brothers in faith. Gisele and Lana? Faaar behind. They weren’t part of our gathering for Lanele hadn’t yet legally received the title of priestess and Gis… Well, Gis wasn’t related with any religious fraction at all. Later I would rejoin with them and continue our journey.

As soon as we left the grove we noticed the state of the mountain’s peak. It looked as if a rock concert took place here a night before, still, the witches and magicians were cleaning the place, in the end despite all the activities that took place here, it was still a sacred mountain. Natural altar. Dryads kept singing which drew the attention of few dozen sorcerers, it was rare for those creatures to leave their forests.

-          “Rejoice our brothers, sing up, our sisters!...” the druids behind me shouted, and their voice echoed across the mountain like a thunder “… the blessing has fallen upon us all, the Mother, in her love bestowed us with the messenger of her voice! Spread this news, spread it wide, the Oracle of Aira shall be our guide!”

I stepped onward in slow, graceful walk, I gazed over gathered people noticing their confusion. I asked the ancient one when was the last time Oracle was chosen. He responded that not during his lifetime.

-          “Sisters and brothers, heed my words!...” I was speaking peacefully, quietly, though my voice could be heard in every part of the mountain “… the mother has spoken to me last night…” she speaks to me quite often to be precise, but that’s not their concern “… She ask me to convey her words of gratitude and pride. That night, you partook in most sacred rite that filled all of you with her love, wisdom, and power. Keep doing your deeds. Keep getting better in your craft, polish your skills, overcome obstacles which lie before you… But on your way to the top, don’t forget about people that share this path with you, if you would ever meet someone weaker who you could help without great effort, please, do so. She considers us as her children, so in time of need, let us act as one family.”

I bowed my head in gratitude, before taking few steps back trying to leave the gathering. And then inferno broke loose. Just as Sage said, Oracles are celebrities for believers. Each of them wanted something from me.

-          “Step aside! Step aside, good people!” druids and dryads kept magicians away from me “… the Oracle is exhausted after ritual! He is already pushing himself delivering this message, let him rest!”

I… I am definitely not used to this kind of attention. If I would ever help people around, I would most likely inform them about my position while leaving the village. Yeah, that would be best.

We quickly ran back to the forest where I left ritual-incognito robes before leaving with rest of the druids. Though the crowd was still “hunting for the Oracle” I managed to slip out and rejoin with my team members.

-          “How is it to be almost as famous as myself?” Gis grinned to me

-          “Awful. As if I didn’t have enough of problems already, all I need is a group of squeaking teenagers that would chase after me….”

On the other hand I could use that to tease Gis… maybe it’s not that bad?

-          “Fret not, I will personally ward our dearest oracle from these vicious beasts.” Dragoness squinted her eyes clearly displeased by the mere idea of other women showing interest in my humble persona

-          “So… Um…Za.. I mean… Ora…” Lanele struggled with addressing me

No! Not this again!

I rolled my eyes

-          “Lana, if you would start addressing me formally, I will do my best to curse your family to the tenth generation!”

-          “Oh, sure. I am actually relieved, for a moment there I thought that you may change after being directly touched by goddess.”

That wouldn’t be the first time I touched her. You may say that I already got used to it.

-          “A-anyway! I wanted to know what is our next destination…”

-          “No idea…” I admitted “… Gis, any plans?”

-          “Hmmm, nope! Let’s just go further to the west, I am sure that eventually we would find some decent place to set up our training camp! Somewhere close to the village or city from which we could get supplies, having a branch of adventurer guild and dungeon or two would be nice as well, these would provide both money and stress relief.”

-          “Have you heard about such place?” I asked as all of us start moving to the west

-          “Nope! But I am sure we will fi… wait. Did you hear it?”

Indeed, someone was yelling from afar

-          “o..eeee!!!”

-          “What was that!?”

-          “WAAAIT FOOOR MEEE!” the shout became louder and louder.

From the mountain path above us we could clearly see something moving with high velocity. Something round, squishy, rolling down.

-          “An enemy?” Gis hissed putting her hand on her sword

-          “Worse, it’s Marie!”

Indeed, the rolling mass of misery eventually hit the tree next to us, finally stopping her advances.

-          “At-ta-ta-ta-ta, my poor butt!” she cried as she raised from the ground massaging her bottom.

-          “What a strange turn of events, that we keep bumping into each other.” I said with annoyed tone

-          “Ha-ha! Indeed! Must be fate! Just asking, where are heading to?”

-          “In completely opposite way than you.”

-          “What a coincidence! I am heading there too! Isn’t it just wonderful? It’s much safer to travel as a group.”

-          “We were plenty safe on our own.” Lanele said with deathwish in her eyes.

-          “F’course! But I wasn’t! It was such a bummer to keep looking behind my back to check for something following me! I was afraid that I would end with some bunch of perverts with endless stamina that would keep using me for hours! Phew! Yet, I am safe now!”

Lana, hearing last part of witch’s statement, looked in our direction and raised a single brow.

-          “Why do you think we will let you travel with us?”

-          “Oh, come on, you have been there! You heard Oracle! We are one big family! It’s only natural to help each other! You won’t oppose his words, would ya!? Hmm!?”

Does she know that it was me? No, I don’t think so. It means that she is using my own words against me without noticing. Still, you are not prepared for one thing, young witch, I am a hopeless hypocrite!

-          “He said to help each other when it wouldn’t cost us a lot, you, on the other hand, eat like a little elephant, distract us all the time not to speak about driving us mad!”

-          “Oh, come oooon! You could use some conversation! What’s the fun in walking in silence for hours!?”

-          “Nothing, but it’s much better than being ambushed.”

-          “I heard that recently bandits have been wiped out from the mountains, so no ambush should take place anytime soon.”

First, my own words, now, even my own actions are being used against me. Everybody, listen - if you would ever feel as if doing something nice or heroic, don’t. Just don’t. It’s not worth it, trust me.

-          “Why are you following us in the first place?” I groaned annoyed

-          “Because you are extremely nice bunch! Everyone I met until now was simply a horrible person! They were drugging me and leaving me in the inns, so I could not follow them, or they would tie me down and leave on the side of the road as treat for wild animal or bandits! And you? You fed me, put a gag on my face so I wouldn’t lose my strength on talking before reaching the mountain, you even told me to wait in front of the sacred grove so nothing bad would happen to me!”

That’s not the cause.

-          “Also, aren’t you interested in knowing why I studied polymorph spell!?”

-          “No!” the three of us answered in unison

-          “Hm-hm-hm! Very well, if you want to know so badly I will let you know, though it’s a great secret and personal matter…”

-          “MARIE!”

-          “Y-y-yes?!”

-          “SHUT! THE FUCK! UP!”

-          “I will be quiet now! You will see! Not a single word will leave my mouth! You will beg me to talk, you will forget how my voice sounds, yet I shall remain as silent as dead man grave!”

-          “Why just pretend to be a dead man’s grave?” Lana said with smile as fake as possible

-          “A-ha-ha! So funny! You must be a true party-animal!” it was Marie’s turn to tease an elf back

We started walking, and indeed, for next two minutes Marie was indeed quiet.

-          “Say… You are strong, aren’t you?”

Gisele was already opening her mouth to boast, yet I sensed hidden threat behind this question and replied instead of her

-          “There are plenty of stronger people in every possible aspect.”

-          “Ha! Only someone really strong could answer like that!”

She never intended to hear us out, she just wanted to praise us a little so we wouldn’t refuse her next favor.

-          “I… I want to… Do you think you could help me with something?”

-          “No!” I answered

-          “Nope!” Gis followed

-          “Forgive us, but we are awfully busy.”

-          “What if I would pay?”

-          “Can’t you just go to the adventurer guild and make a legal request?”

Something's fishy

-          “I am afraid I am lacking time… also… also none in guild treats me seriously. If I would make a quest they would most likely assume that I am crazy… and as this path leads to the West, so… I thought that you could...”

-          “Marie. You have just admitted that guild wouldn’t take your request. It’s far more serious than you may think. Guild almost never prohibits anyone from making quest requests. You had to either set up a dozen of fake quests, or hide some vital information that would cause adventeures to get hurt. In other words, it means that you absolutely cannot be trusted.”

Lanele looked back at young witch that walked behind us

-          “Please! If you would let me explain… I…”

She stopped moving. A few quiet sobs could be heard before the girl collapsed on her knees crying aloud

-          “It’s all my fault! I-I… there is… in the village… It’s all my fault! I have ruined his life… and now… though I was thinking I could reverse it… I am begging you! If you entered the sacred grove one of you must be a druid! It can’t be a coincidence! I beg you… I AM BEGGING YOU!”

She wasn’t pretending. Appraisal show the [Hysteria], [Fear], [Depression] and [Rage] effects.

But no. I am not damned charity!... Ok, I am, but only because it allows me to hide the flow of money from the black market. We have already helped plenty. We have wiped out Mountain Bandits for promise of dinner, we got rid of Renegades terrorizing local villages. And now this?! No, sorry, but I have to focus on other, more urgent businesses.

-          “I have cursed him! The only person that I ever loved… and now… because of me … he…” still crying she grabbed the corner of my robe “… only druid can help now! The spell I wanted to finish… it does not work! I beg you! I will give you everything! All the money I have, my home, all my books, I will teach you everything I know… I… I…”

She hesitated, but then she started unbuttoning her clothes

-          “…I can give you my first time too… just please… Please…”

Lanele looked away, just like people do when they see someone is in despair and they do not wish to get involved. If it was up to me, I would most likely leave, but there was one person that simply can’t stand seeing a weaker suffer, someone that always dreamed about becoming a hero. My foolish lover.

-          “… we can at least hear her out, right?”

Of course we can, she has specified that she required help of druid in lifting some curse, that would mean that YOU will not have to work too much.

… But then again. Her desire to help everyone, her need to leave no man in trouble behind is one of the reason why I fell in love with her. Fuck me. Fuck me.

Fuck me from behind and sideways too.

-          “Indeed, we can hear her out and later decide what to do.”

Though I already know that I has been decided.
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Jason cursed loudly. All these documents that he stole from the secret chamber of Redfeathers’ family were useless.

Fine, maybe he was exaggerating a little now, but it was still not what he was looking for. Looks like Mr. Head-of-Redfeathers is addicted to goddess dust, a nasty drug if bought unwell refined, but guessing by the prices that nobleman paid, he wasn’t buying cheapest stuff.

And even a note about money paid to Hieronymus van Kleir, Jason knew that name. The old mage, specialist of magical races – mostly monsters, was an acquaintance of Zariel. But why did they pay him? What possibly could one of the Grand Houses want from a weird monster specialist? Maybe they needed some nasty beast for tortures in those private dungeons, or for some degenerates pleasure? Who knows, maybe that mage has an affair with one of the family members and they are paying him to stay quiet… No, last option is most likely out of question. Old geezer isn’t material for lover.

Ho? Assassination request of a merchant from Rosewood family? Are they nuts?! If you think that war between countries is dangerous, wait till merchant guild gets involved.

In general, all the documents are awfully boring. Definitely no connection with the…

Wait. What was the merchant name again? He will have to check this lead. Of course, that nobility couldn’t contact the Church by their own, but if they were using someone who can freely pass the border, someone that no one would suspect… such as a merchant, for example. This way they could also smuggle some merchandise… but what could nobility possibly buy from Church? Or church from nobility? They both have no need for possessions of the other! That would make much more sense. Yes, especially if they wanted that man's death to cover their connection with the Church.

For now, let’s see if there is a record of business operation between the family and the merchant they wanted to kill.

… of course, there is none.

Guessing by the date on the document, the merchant should still live. Maybe it would be wise to pay him a visit? Maybe it would be nice to save him? Who knows, maybe man will be grateful enough to share why somebody wishes him dead?

 



<Same time; adventurers guild in capital of Neira>



 

Elana was sitting by the table at the inn section of the guild, slurping lazily her milk-based sweet drink. She was bored, she really wanted to start doing something, unfortunately, because her body was still in quite a bad condition she was disallowed to do anything alone. No training, no taking request… well, she couldn’t take requests anyway, for she wasn’t a formal member of the guild. She talked about it with grandpa Jericho, yet the usually heartwarming old man that spoiled her whenever he could was extremely strict about this matter.

-          “Absolutely not!” he said few days ago “… Don’t get me wrong, little El, I would love seeing you as legal member of our family, but until I am sure you can do easiest tasks by your own, I will not let you join. It’s for your own good!”

She knew that he was right. But right now, during the afternoon when the guild was almost completely empty, she was…

… so extremely bored!

She wanted to read some book, but these were expensive. Elana didn’t even realize how wealthy her family was compared to the average people, whenever she said that she would want another book, she would have it delivered by the end of the day.

Not that she was staying conscious to actually enjoy them as much as she wanted to, but in those few moments she was awake, someone was always reading her favorite stories. She missed father. And sister. And all these nice butlers and maids that became her friends.

-          “El! El!...” a cheerful voice rang from the door

-          “Ah, Rus! Welcome back! How was your quest?” Blonde-little-angel smiled with true happiness seeing her best friend stepping into the inn

-          “You are asking as it was some big deal! I just delivered a letter...” Redheaded teen sat at the same table. In that moment she saw what her friend was drinking “… strawberry milk drink? You like it too?”

-          “Hmm? Somebody else also likes it? I didn’t notice, though I did my best to memorize favorite food types of every adventurer!” She wasn’t lying.

As she entered the guild she had some problems with fitting in, she never really was in such big, spacious, loud places like an inn, not to mention crowds.

Back then, big sister Aiele told her that talking about food is a great way to start a conversation… And later could be used to poison someone. Ignoring the second part of her teaching El, despite no previous experience with food, became cuisine expert.

-          “Yes, if I remember correctly big brother Zari loves them.”

Hearing the name of her savior was enough to make blonde choke on her drink.

-          “R-Really?” she was still fighting for breath

-          “Yeah, I heard he adds strawberries wherever he can – when he bakes cakes; he puts strawberry syrup on cheesecake – I will never understand this one; and also these shakes are his favorite alcohol-free drink… what are you doing?”

Lost in her thoughts Rus stopped paying attention to her companion when her gaze once again fell upon new Adventurer’s Guild idol, she saw her scribing something down furiously in her little notepad.

-          “N-n-nothing at all! I am definitely not going to prepare anything for Mr. Zariel as he would return! Such a-a-assumptions are completely i-i-irrelevant!”

-          “Riiiight.” Rus gave her that <obvious> stare “… anyway, why are you alone today? I was pretty much sure that Aiele was supposed to train you again.”

-          “Ah, yes, she indeed is in guild today, but she said that she also needs to train so her abilities wouldn’t grow dull. She asked Mr. Mrogul to be her partner today… the only thing that seems strange to me is that they moved to the private rooms above, and not to training room….”

-          “I can already tell what kind of skills she trains…” once again, Rus said rolling her eyes

-          “Really? What kind?!” El raised from her chair leaning over the table “… Please, tell me! If that’s some secret training… I wish to partake!”

-          “NOO! I mean, no, there is so need. You see… Ay is… polishing Mrogul’s spear! Yes, that’s right! Taking care of your equipment is very important in life of adventurer! The quality of your equipment often determines if you will leave the dungeon alive!”

-          “Is that so? I thought that Mr. Mrogul prefers axes…” El looked confused

-          “No-no-no, he is an orc… and… umm…. You see… it is a tradition… for orcs… to have… spear… Yes, you could say that this is their tradition for every orc male to have an enormous… spear… They are well-known for that fact actually.”

-          “Hmm. I have never seen Mr. Mrogul’s spear… Do you think he would show it to me if I asked him nicely?”

-          “NOOO! NO! GOD PLEASE NO! NO! I-I mean… They don’t show it to everyone… I mean, those more savage orcs do… BUT THAT’S NOT THE POINT! ELANA!...”

Russiwell put both hands on smaller girl shoulders

-          “Y-yes!?”

-          “Please, promise me, you will never, ever, absolutely never! – ask any orc to show you his spear! That’s important!”

-          “F-fine, I don’t mind, but I just wanted to kno…”

A muffled moan could be heard from the higher floor

-          “Hoh? What was that?” El raised her head

-          “Must be sister Ay… admiring Mrogul’s spear. Yes, that’s for sure the reason.”

-          “Hmm. But why couldn’t miss Aiele take me with her? If she is really just taking care of equipment then I could also…”

-          “A-ha-ha! Silly me! I am such a goof! I just reminded myself that Ay asked me to show you how you should treat your gear! Yes! That’s what she did! Silly me! Ok, El, you have five minutes! Go grab your backpack and meet me  in the training room. I will show you everything, ok? OK!? So go on, go on! Let’s just move from this place!”

She started pushing her toward the exit

-          “B-but my milkshake!”  blonde’s eyes watered as the distance between her and her treat kept increasing

-          “I will buy you one after we would be done!”

-          “You pro…?”

-          “Yes! I promise, I give you my word of the scout!”

-          “Yeey!... Hey, but you are not a sc…”

-          “GOOO!”

Rus sighed loudly. This day just become far more entertaining, not in a good way.

 



<West from Bald Mountain>



 

We waited for the Marie to calm down, which surprisingly didn’t take long. Don’t get me wrong, it’s not because she was cheating or manipulating (or so I hope), but simply because she seem to have such personality.

A personality that makes her act instead of thinking. She did something bad and she knew that, yet instead of crying in place and repeating “I am sorry” she actually started studying in order to fix her mistake. Still, when I gazed again into those annoying eyes of her I noticed exhaustion.

All those smiles and excessive words were to cover her insecurities and despair. She wanted to keep herself busy with actions, just to avoid thinking about this matter.

Yet now, as for god-only knows how long she kept failing, her mind snapped for a few minutes.

-          “Kay, big-baby Marie stopped crying? Then maybe you would be nice enough to tell us what you need and stop wasting our time?!”

I hissed not even looking at her

-          “Zari!” Gis rebuked me

I wasn’t being an asshole “just because”, I was afraid that if we would start comforting her she could once again remind herself about the sorrow and fall into despair. And guessing by her expression, it was a right choice.

-          “N-No, he is right. I keep troubling you… so… just in order to not waste your time… I can give you the picture as we would be heading toward the village.”

-          “That would be best possible option.” Lana agreed with a nod

We resumed our journey to the west, for first minute or two Marie was absolutely quiet, as she was trying to put all the events into one story in order to give us the whole picture of the situation.

-          “I was born and raised in Rorado village west from here, we are heading there now. When I was young, local priest found out my extraordinary affinity to magic, and I started training in nearest villages, at local witches, mostly because I couldn’t afford academy tuition…” I cleared my throat loudly letting her know we are straying from the topic “… no, that’s important. I have no formal education, I barely managed escaping accusation of being a rogue mage! So, I have studied to become local village witch too… and I was growing up with this boy, Johan, son of hunter. Childhood friend. We knew that one day the two of us would marry, in such small villages it is often decided from the day of our birth… Not that I mind, we liked each other, he is a good kid… But damn, the two of us were troublemakers. Most of the village problems emerged from our little scheming, up to the point that when there was a period of drought and barely any crops grew, the villagers would start blaming us, I am not even kidding.”

She smiled to her memories

-          “We could have… messed a little with everyone. Johan would steal wolf’s fur from his father, we would tie and patch leather together creating scary dummies and put them in forest close to the village to freak people out… And adventurers were hired quite few times… bah, we have called them ourselves… the faces of everyone when they realized that they hired people to defeat a monster made of sticks and leather!... Back in the day we thought it was funny. Yet eventually guild stopped responding to our requests, instead, they made an agreement with village head, that he would pay them annual salary, and every week or so adventurers would come to scout the forest looking for dangerous creatures. Yet I was banned from even entering the guild building… time passed, the two of us grown up and we started working harder to become useful member of society, Johan trained to become a hunter, just like his father, and I was given small hut on the village’s edge where I started treating people… and played a prank on them every now and then…”

She scratched the back of her head and smiled awkwardly admitting that her annoying personality never ceased existing.

-          “… but Johan was… well, clumsy. He is great archer, wonderful tracker, but each time he would start sneaking up on the pray, he would step on twig, shake the bush or drop his knife. Out of ten of his hunting journeys he would return eight times empty-handed. And that’s not very good for the village which constantly requires leather for clothing… So, he came to me to ask for help. I am not an alchemist, I can barely make a medicine that would treat the fever, so potions that would raise his awareness and enchante his senses, even temporarily, are out of my reach. So, if not science, then magic! I know this and that about healing and minor blessing, but what Johan needed was something far more potent… so during night of spring equinox…”

I already knew where it was heading to

-          “Goddess… No…” I covered my face in palms

-          “A-ha, looks you really know what happened.” She smiled with sorrow

-          “What? WHAT?!” Gis hated being left behind

-          “The spirit realm is usually separated from ours, it’s like world on the other side of mirror, they are influencing each other, yet cannot touch…” Lana started explanation “… yet during certain days – or more precisely – nights, the border between the worlds becomes thinner allowing witches with weak spiritual connection to see and interact with them.”

-          “Aaaand?” Gis still couldn’t link the fact together

-          “Gis, being able to make a deal with spirit is one thing, making deal with spirit that doesn’t wish to trick you – another one. Just as our world is filled with good and bad people, as spiritual world is filled with kind and vicious spirits. If your spirituality is low, they would try pulling a prank on you, or worse, harm you.”

-          “Why is spirituality so important though?”

-          “It’s the link with the spirits…” it was my turn to join the lecture “… the stronger it is, the more <connected> spirits feel to you, even bad people don’t always harm their family, on the other hand, if your spirituality is low, they treat you like strangers. If you are hungry and walk across the forest, and you see a fat merchant diving a carriage across it, would you attack him to fill your belly? I would. But if it was your good friend? You would rather try making deal with him, <if you would feed me, I would travel with you and protect from bandits>. Though spirits have different needs and act differently.”

-          “There is yet another factor…” future priestess added “… you can easily summon the spirit via ritual, then your link with him is enchanted. But during sacred nights, this link does not exists, it was random encounter. A wandering spirit, like will-o-wisps that attract travelers into the bogs.”

-          “You made a deal?” I asked

Witch nodded.

-          “And what’s worst, he filled his end of the bargain.”

-          “What did you ask for and what did it want in return?”

These were most vital questions.

-          “I asked him to fill Johan with power of wild animals – predators, so he would become stronger. In return he… it was some weird riddle. Can’t repeat it word to word, but he wanted to come into our realm, something along the line <place of my own>”

I trembled.

-          “Did you boyfriend change physically?”

-          “Yes, at first he became much stronger, faster, he could find a coin lying in grass from hundred meters. He saw in night as good as in day… Then he started acting… different. Everyone in the village mocked him that he preferred eating meat <well-done>, just like females, they would say. But within days he started eating raw, bloody even. He was becoming angry very quickly, though never before did he mind people calling him names… he became… territory obsessed. He changed the hut he got from his father into small fortress with pitfalls and… and then there was this incident. In the village we all know each other, so we are fairly friendly, you know, like kissing each other’s cheek as greeting… in pub, another friend of ours laid his arm on my shoulder, he did that thousands of times before and he wasn’t even hitting on me… but Johan smashed a bottle on his head. Then… his body… When I left the village month ago, his nails turned into claws, his teeth became sharper, like – much shaper! Inhumanly sharp! His body became covered in excessive hair, making him almost look like a cave-man… He was changing into some kind of animal!”

-          “That’s why you started studying polymorph spell?”

-          “Yes.”

-          “That’s not nearly enough. His body is only adapting to the soul that is changing. Shapeshifting spell wouldn’t cure your friend, only slow the process down.”

-          “That’s why I thought I would find a druid that could help me… but after ritual night they all went in all directions so quickly, that I didn’t manage to ask them… and then I saw you heading in same direction… and I just thought… that maybe goddess herself put you on my path…”

As much as I wanted to snort, I was slowly growing suspicious about it. At first, Aira asked me to come for the ritual night, then she made me an Oracle, that greatly boosted my affinity with nature spirits. Coincides do not exist. At least not in such sophisticated form.

-          “What is happening with Johan now?”

-          “I… I told everything to the village elder. Together they decided to chain Johan in the basement of his house until I would find a way to undo it.”

-          “Good. Letting him hunt in the forest would accelerate the speed of changes.” I said more to myself than anyone else

-          “Do you know how to reverse it?” Lanele looked at me

-          “There is not one solution, at least I may try to do so. At very least, I need to inspect the patient.”

-          “T-thank you.” Marie said

At first I wanted to yell at her and tell that her <thanking> will not help anyone, yet I quickly noticed what kind of burden these words lift off her. In a moment she gave up everything, she left the village and moved into the mountains to study polymorph in order to help her friend. For past month she was sleeping on the road eating gods-only-know what, for it was clear that she is not a hunter. And despite all the failures, she didn’t quit.

In the end, the silence was my answer.
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The village, about which Marie told us about, was relatively close to the Bald Mountain, facing a few difficulties on the road we managed to reach it by the following morning. Yet, something looked different, wrong even.

Villagers in most cases have very strict plan of the day, they would rise with the sun and would finish their job as it would start setting down. It already was about two hours after sunrise, yet barely anyone was walking across it. No house wife was gossiping by the fence with her friend, no one was pumping water from the well. Every now and then someone would move in the hurry entering the huge (as for village standards) chapel in front of village mayor house. And the blacksmith. Blacksmith with dark shades over his eyes, which betrayed that he was working for the whole night, was hammering piece of iron. But he wasn’t preparing hammers, nails or horseshoe, no, he was finishing spearheads, arrows and swords. And guessing by the pile behind his back, he was arming whole village.

-          “I smell trouble…” Lana whistled under her nose

-          “Why? Because group of armed people is gathering in the chapel?... And because priests instead of lecturing about forgiveness and unity is blessing them and telling that <when sheep are in danger it is a shepherd duty to take a stick and breaks wolf’s neck>?” I groaned with sarcasm overhearing the words of the church’s clerk

We opened the massive door to the chapel. As soon as we did, we saw dozens of people sitting in the benches listening to the voice of priest behind the altar. Strangely, behind him five other men were standing.

Guessing by their posture, their equipment and scars here and there, they were no villagers. They wore reinforced leather suits, even better and more expensive than Gisele (though Gis did not spare a single coin when it came to treating her equipment) and had silver blades by their belts.

Appraisal time.


	Name	Jasper Stevikkt
	Level	22
	Class	Hunter of the Night
	Job	Trapper of [Brotherhood of the Dawn]
	Skills	- Night Vision [Passive] [Level 2]

- Creature of the Light [Passive] [Level NA]

- Sword Usage - Regular [Passive/Active] [Level 12]

- Tracker [Passive] [Level 12]

- Zealot [Passive] [Level 5]

	Status effects
	Creature of the Light	- Str +5

- END +5

- VIT +5

- DEX +5

- RFX +5

	Excited	- DEX +3

- RFX +3

- INT -3

- WIS -3

	Description
	After vampire slaughter his entire village, he was adopted and raised by [Brotherhood of the Dawn] - zealots of Luxia which devoted their life to hunt beasts and monsters.

Jasper loves helping people not only with his blade, but also on regular basis. Maybe because he treasures smile on faces of other people, or maybe because he tries to remember how it was like to have a normal life





Que!? What is this class and skills?!


	[Creature of the Light]
	- User of this skill gets stronger when fighting in daylight

- User of this skill is more effective while fighting users of [Creature of the Night] skill






	[Hunter of the Night]
	- Faction influenced class (can be only obtained by members of the [Brotherhood of the Dawn])

- Skilled in tracking down unholy creatures, [Hunters of the Night] can literally sense the creatures touched by corruption





-          “Unfortunately, our brother Johan, was touched by the powers of evil. Or should I say, he no longer exists. Johan as we knew is forever gone, because tell me, would Johan that we know kill our animals? Hurt our families? No. The evil took shape of our brother in order to harm our humble society, this is why we need to stand up and protect ourselves! With help of Brotherhood of the Dawn we shall triumph over forced of the night and…”

In that moment priest noticed us and roar with the voice of thunder

-          “Here came the witch that brought this misfortune upon us! She came to feast her eyes upon our misery, she…”

-          “Brother Kenzie, if you would mind…” Jasper, the man I just appraised had an ugly grimace all the time priest was speaking. Apparently he didn’t like the rhetoric of shaveling “… I doubt that she did that on purpose. She also returned which means she wants to atone her sins, she may possess vital knowledge about the spell we could you…”

I think I begin to like that young kid. He may be a zealot, but he is not a fanatic that wish to burn everything on his path.

-          “Can’t you see she wants to trick us!? Don’t let her innocent form mislead you and…”

-          “I have seen the man you call Johan and power of the curse. Now, as I see the girl in front of me I can assure you that she is lacking power to cast spell a tenth as strong as that. So, if you would mind… SHUTTING YOUR TRAP… and letting us work, we would appreciate your contribution.”

Another member of brotherhood, much older than Jasper, chuckled.

-          “Hey, Jaspy, we were supposed to not interfere with politics of village. We are here just to kill the monster.”

Jasper pouted displeased.

-          “Hey, who are you guys…” same older hunter pointed at us with tip of his blade “… I am afraid that we are lacking time so we have no time for courtesy. You have ten seconds to answer or…”

-          “Pst, Zari, mind if we would make a little scene?” Lana whispered

-          “Sure, give me a good show.” I nodded slightly

For a split of second Lana smiled widely to me, than her expression changed. Madness and fury are the words that couldn’t nearly describe her facial expression.

-          “Y-you dare to point your blade at us?!” she yelled with tone of pure hatred “… BOW YOUR HEAD, YOU SCUM, YOU FACE THE ORACLE OF AIRA! The bringer of her words! The Nature unbound!” she raised her staff in the air and slammed it into floor of the chapel, making the thunder-like noise resonate across the spacious building.

-          “… As… As far as I know Aira did not cho…”

-          “WATCH YOUR TONGUE OR HAVE IT CUT FROM YOUR HEA…” I put my hand on her shoulder

-          “It’s ok…” I said with the tone of purest calmness, serenity even.

-          “Your majesty! I can’t agree with that! To dishonor you with such a vulgar act of violence…!”

-          “Forgive them, for they know not what they are doing. It’s a duty of a child to learn by mistakes, and it is mother’s joy to show them the proper path… and I also ask you for forgiveness…” this time I pointed my head toward hunters “… my friend tends to react a bit quickly when I am being offended. And you were right, up until now, Mother did not chose her messenger. Until the night two days ago.”

-          “Three moons, huh? Cursed night… have too much magic in it.” Leader of hunters almost spat on the ground, yet stopped reminding himself that he is still in blessed place

-          “Three moons? Cursed night, you say?” I titled my head to the side “… my,my. I think I will allow Lanele yell a little bit more. This is the most sacred night, because of it your crops will grow faster, because of it your animals will not catch disease and your women will give birth to stronger offspring. Yet you call it curse?”

-          “Crap! That’s not what I meant! Of course we are grateful for your hard work, dru… oracle. But the magic effects also other beings, not only crops and cattle. We arrived here yesterday, yet power of the moon gave the monster power to crush his chains, hurt dozen of villagers and flee into the forest.”

-          “I see.”

-          “Mind if I ask you… Oracle… what is the reason of your arrival?” the way he called my title suggest that he still does not believe if I am really who I claim to be

-          “This child…” I pointed at Marie “… and deeds she has done. I came to undo them.”

-          “If I may know… why? Why do you care for a single individual in some tiny village?’

-          “I almost want to ask you the same.” I smiled politely, yet he right away saw through my smile.

-          “We are orphans, widows and widowers , that lost their lives because of monsters. We are traveling the whole world looking for these. No matter if its succubus in middle of the town, an imp at the edge of the world. We will eventually come for all of these. Your turn… your majesty.” He added after seeing Lana death-glare

-          “Once again. This child. You may not know, but she spent last month trying to redo her actions. She visited altars and sacred groves trying to learn the spell which would allow her to bring her lover back. She even came to the bald mountain hoping the power of the night would help her finish it. No matter how many times she failed, she never stopped trying. For last month she suffered greatly, not to REPENT, but to FIX it.” I made a short pause “… Mother loves those who chase after perfection, she is proud of those who sacrifice themselves in order to push their skills on another level. She helps those, who are helping themselves. This is why I am here. To reward her struggles.”

-          “I think… it will be best if we would discuss this matter with them.” Jasper whispered to his leader.

-          “Of course, not only do we need to question the witch about the nature of the curse… we also need to avoid offending that man that calls himself the Oracle. If he truly is one then offending him could bring more curses. And more curses is the last thing we want right now.”

Curse? When I appraised my status there was no information about me getting any defensive ability that came with new title. Was that just a lie spread across the world in order to prevent people from harming Oracles? Most likely, similar beliefs were spread in medieval Europe. Royalty was being crowned by high rank priest, preferably pope, in order to make everyone think that he rules thanks to will of the god. Yes, when god was involved peasants started to work dramatically more efficient.

Neat.

-          “But… but the people have already gathered! They are ready to ward off the evil!” priest once again raised his voice

-          “Then you can tell them, that as much as we appreciate their will to aid us, their help is no longer necessary. You must be happy that your sheep will meet no harm, aren’t you?”

Leader of brotherhood eyed worshiper of Luxia with cold glare, which made him take step back and stumble.

-          “B-but we can’t be sure that this… traveler… speaks truth! He may be just…”

-          “And how do YOU want to check if he speaks the truth?” Jasper hissed “… Oh, I have great idea! Let’s put him on the pyre and burn him down, that’s what you were thinking about?!”

-          “N-no, my lord…”

-          “Then tell me, what clever test did you prepare?”

-          “…none, my lord.”

-          “In that case maybe you will allow US to check it?”

-          “Y-yes, my lord.”

-          “In that case, it already was checked.”

-          “Jasper?” older man once again asked his trapper

-          “I can’t be sure, but I do sense his aura. I met a few Nature users before. I almost can’t sense existence of these girls behind him, it is that overwhelming.”

-          “It’s settled then. Mayor, can we borrow your house for the moment?” older member of the brotherhood asked gray-haired old man

-          “O-of course! You are helping us so much, that I would never dare to refuse!”

He didn’t say that because of fear, but respect.

-          “In that case… I would be… honored… to discuss recent events with you… Oracle.”

Oh, the way leader spoke was simply adorable! It was clear that he was a simple man, that never spoke to anyone with respect. He was literally lacking proper words to address those with higher status than themselves. If my predictions are correct I already know how to get on his good side.

-          “If I read your intention correctly, I will allow myself to wait by mayor’s house.”

-          “Please do.” He sighed with gratitude

We turned around and left, moving toward building on the other side of “plaza” if you could call round piece of ground in the middle of village like that. As soon as we shut the door and made first three steps, thanks to enchanted hearing I overheard Jasper whispering:

-          “Yes, his nature affinity is tremendous, but for a moment there I thought I felt devil dwelling within him.”

How could he… Crap. I completely forgot about her. Zanez. Stupid succubus still laying dormant in the mark on my forearm.

I will need to make a good excuse for that if they would pry upon this. And I am sure they would.
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The house of the village’s mayor was quite spacious, at least for village standards. It was made up of four rooms: two private chambers, one tiny storage room, which resembled more in-built cabinet where all the tools were placed and main hall, which was treated as a kitchen, living room and place where mayor used to talk with other villagers about their problems or mediating during quarrels between families. 

We were sitting in the last mentioned room, near the big wooden table, waiting for members of brotherhood to come. Together with Gisele and Lanele we opened our traveler’s bags and brought out food rations. Disgusting, dry, throat-scratching caloric bombs. Every now and then Gis throws a glance at me, as if considering asking me a question.

I know what she wanted. To ask if we couldn’t use village’s inn to have some proper meal. Yet she knew that we couldn’t. At least not before we would have conversation with hunters. It is possible that we will have to leave in hurry, and as we did not know what awaits us, it is important to fill our stomachs now – to have strength to battle with whatever the world can throw at us.

Marie was sitting in the corner, as far from the entrance as possible. I could only imagine why. The local priest, that surely had some power and renown in the village, made her into a scapegoat – yes, it was her fault that things turned this way, but if I remember correctly, priest turned an accident into crime committed in cold blood, bah, if hunters and me wouldn’t interfere I am pretty sure that he would make the crowd kill her on spot. Poor girl was nervously playing with fingers of both hands, not sure how the hunters would behave now, knowing that she is responsible for this misfortune.

We didn’t have to wait very long when the door opened once again and seven people entered mayor’s house. Five hunters, mayor… and priest. 

- “I am telling you! This woman IS evil! She was causing trouble her whole life! WHOLE! Even as a child! I simply cannot believe that this time it is an accident!” Shaveling hissed furiously 

- “You are overly dramatic.” Jasper responded with angry gaze. 

It must be something personal between these two.

- “Ha! You are saying so only because you were not here! I am pretty much sure that her corruption only grows with time this curse is our final warning! Warning, that her soul is rotting, and if we would not act she would spoil rest of our society!”

- “Do not look for wickedness in your neighbor, or you will find it within you.”

I joined the conversation.

- “I will not argue with you, that she is responsible for her deeds, but you have officially called her a blood lusting dark mage.”

- “Because I am sure she is!” fanatic yelled.

- “Then please, tell me why blood lusting dark mage would spend a month, sleeping on the road, eating poisonous plants which upset her stomach, only so she could continue her journey from one sacred grove to another trying to complete the spell that would fix her sin?”

In counterpart to priest, I was not yelling. You yell, shout and scream only when you want to influence the crowd, brainless mob. It is wonderful tool when you want to transform a village into a group of mindless worshipers – then the louder you shout, the more your cause is right. 

Now, I was talking quietly, very quietly and slowly, drawing out every word.

- “Maybe to convince everyone that it was an accident and…”

- “Priest, we are not in your church. Keep your nonsense for villagers. Hunters already stated that Marie has no magical power nor skills that are required to cast such spell.”

- “Still, it would be better if she would just…”

- “SHUT. THE FUCK. UP!” Jasper completely lost his patience.

- “Jaspy, have you already forgot my lecture? What did I tell you about keeping your temperament on the leash?” hunters leader rebuked his soldier

- “I remember other lessons – that when just men are idle, the evil triumphs. That creature is already in the woods! The longer we wait, the greater the odds that it will attack someone! Not to speak about him gathering strengths! We need to act!...” 

Now I know what zealot skill stood for. His eyes were sparkling with almost sick flame of duty. 

- “… tell us, woman, everything from the start. What happened, how it happened and when it happened.” He looked at Marie, yet not with disgust, he didn’t have same gaze that priest which hated every magic form except for light 

- “I… I just wanted to help Johann…” she started. A single tear danced in the corner of her eyes “… he was… he IS the person I treasure the most… what have I done!?”

Yet she lost the struggle with her emotions. She started crying loudly. The burden of her struggles finally forced her into dirt, helpless and broken.

And Jasper did something I never suspect worshiper of light to do – he actually did what was written in the Gospel of Sun. He comforted the crying girl.

- “There, there…” he said these words so… warmly, that even my heart melted a little “… it’s ok now. We are here to help, I promise you, I will do everything I can to help you, but to do so, I need to know. Ev-ry-thing.” His words were like music, like a lullaby that mothers sang to stop her children from crying.

And Marie stopped, though her lower lip was still trembling, though she was still weeping a little, she gathered left of her strength and once again said what she already told to us.

- “Johann… was always clumsy, or maybe he just had extraordinary bad luck… I… I thought that if I would ask a spirit of the forest for the blessing…”

- “Maybe I will finish…?” I suggested seeing the condition of girl. People in such states very often focus on less important aspects of story or mess up the order of events. After seeing a nod from hunters head I resumed the story of Marie “… during the night of spring equinox she summoned a spirit she thought was the defender of local forest. The guardian deity. Yet, instead of asking for a sacrifice, the spirit made pact with her.”

That was the most vital information. And hearing loud, vulgar curse from one of the hunters I was sure they understood.

There are three main groups of obtaining a blessing from the spirits – basing on their origin. The Holy spirits from Luxia domain would give you a quest – to prove you are worthy of the task. The Spirits of forest wanted an offering – spirits of hunt would ask you to bring them heart of specific creature that YOU killed, the spirits of protection would ask for a prayer in their names; and so on.

But, there is only one group that wish something in return. Only one group that is willing to give a blessing, and collect payment later, the one that assure it in form of pacts.

Unfortunately, it was not a common knowledge. Why? Because if people would learn that they can obtain inhuman power, and pay for it even years later… the number of abuses and devil worshipers would sky-rocket. 

Also, vicious spirits tend to fulfill their end of bargain in most nasty way. We have an example right now – the man was supposed to obtain power of the beast, the simplest way to obtain that is by turning him into one.

- “What did it wanted in return?” Jasper asked after the moment

- “We can’t be sure. Our little witch can’t remember word-to-word, because…”

- “It was speaking in a riddle… I can’t remember” she said from the corner “…It was some weird poem.”

- “You do remember, child.” The leader smiled to her with kindness “… that’s the trick. You always remember them, because they were burned in your mind. The spirits doesn’t want you to remember them, so he makes you think you don’t remember, but if you would focus on it, very much – with all your strength, you will know.”

Marie closer her eyes and clenched her fists trying to remember.

- “When the seventh night would come,
 when the seventh mark appear,
 soul will let the sweetest thrum,
 king of forest shall be fear.
I shall make the strongest roots,
rooting deeper in the soul,
till the evil bears its fruits,
claiming place I could call home.”

She opened her eyes bit confused, as if she wasn’t fully aware of what just happened.

- “Anyone have the idea what it was supposed to mean?”

One of hunters raised his eyebrow.

- “Seventh night and seventh mark means the duration of curse progress. The spell would be finish after seven days…”

- “But it has been more than a month since the place was casted.” Jasper noticed.

- “Instead of <day>, as measurement of time <night> was used. It may mean that the moon is the source of power. Johan after three days was closed in the basement, thus stopping progression of the curse…” it was only my speculation thought. 

- “He escaped yesterday, which means we will be screw day after tomorrow.” Another of the brotherhood members noticed.

- “No, it means we have two more days before we would have to kill him…” Jasper said

- “NO! Please! Don’t hurt Johann! I beg you!” Marie jumped off her chair and grabbed leader by his leg

- “Child, listen closely to what Jasper said. Two more day before WE WOULD HAVE TO, which means that we also have two more days to break the spell… though it will be a pain in the ass.” He smiled making the whole situation appear as though he does this every single day. Well, technically, he does.

- “Do we know the localization of the altar used for the ritual?”

- “There is only one in the local woods, I guess it is this one…” another of brothers pointed at the map spread on the table, and looked at Marie for confirmation. She nodded slightly 

- “Child, as much as we would love to keep you safe, we have to ask you to come with us. You have made a bond with the spirit, so we will need your cooperation in order to bring him from his hiding place so we could cast him out…”

- “Exorcism? What a pain in the ass…” Jasper whispered to himself, he was pretty sure nobody heard him

- “Fret not kid, I have you covered.” Well, I did hear him.

Saying so I raised my thumb up.

- “We… cannot put life of the oracle in the danger, so we have to ask you to stay and prepare the ritual to…”

- “Jasper.” I stopped him

- “Yes?”

- “We ain’t no bitch. We are coming with you.” Hearing these words Gisele smiled widely, showing of her sharp teeth in wicked grin. She looked like a devil smiling upon the soul it was about to devour. This single smile made almost everyone shiver. Almost

- “Gis, stop smiling. You have remaining of your breakfast between your teeth.”

In the instant Gis covered her face with her palms with reddened cheeks

- “What an embarrassment…” the tip of her tail was twitching extremely fast

- “Y-yet, I am afraid Jaspy is right. We can’t put your life in danger, your maje…”

- “Unlike her sister, Aira does not chose for her priests little good-for-nothing yellers which are all bark and no bite…” I looked at priest who throws an angry glance at me, yet said nothing “… to become one you need to reach certain level of understanding of nature magic. And let me remind you, you are about to fight with the spirit that corrupted the forest. And I cannot allow this crime to pass unpunished. So we can do it either my way or… oh, no, wait, there is only my way.”

I smiled back at hunters head. I could easily see that he was grateful of help of druid, yet my new role prohibit him to ask directly. When I didn’t give him any other choice, but to tag along he smiled brightly.

- “If that’s what you wish for, your majesty.”

- “I am no Majesty. Zariel is the name… On the other hand, <your majesty> sounds better, doesn’t it?” I asked at Lana

She nodded.

JUST BECAUSE I ASK YOU SOMETHING IT DOESN’T MEAN I WANT YOU TO ANSWER THIS WAY!!! You could say something like : <No, your name is not that bad> or <there is nobody else with name like your in the whole world! I like its originality>!! 

I looked at Gisele begging her with eyes for support. She only snorted

- “Definitely, when you told me your name for the first time I thought you are telling me that you are sick and you try not to infect me!”

I pouted quietly.

- “Zariel, that is, very well, I will try to refer you with your name from now on…” FINALLY “… your majesty.”

YOU DID THAT ON PURPOSE!
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We left the mayor’s house discussing the next actions that we were about to make.


-          “Jasper, take Andrew and Siegfried and go find Johann. Remember, it would be best to catch him alive, with as little damage done as possible, but your safety comes first. If you are not able to catch him unharmed, then harm him, and if he would pose a danger to your life…” he made a pause and looked at Marie “… then retreat and wait for reinforcements.”

Rest of the team nodded, yet I was pretty much sure that he did not mean what he just said. No, he ordered them to kill him if the situation would turn ugly, he only changed his words to give Marie a glimpse of hope. I can’t blame him for that. He is just a human, he puts his life in danger to help others. If I was standing in his shoes, I would most likely do the same, or maybe I wouldn’t even care for witch’s feelings and simply voice my thoughts.

-          “Me and Sam would escort Marie to the altar. We will try to… persuade… the spirit to leave this realm.” Leader continued

Once again, hearing the word <persuade> rest of the hunters grinned like madmen.

-          “Sam, you got everything?”

-          “Sir, yes, sir! Salt, wolfsbane, lavender, jasmine, silver, candles…” man started counting the content of his bag.

-          “Spare the details, kid, if you forgot something it will be your head that would roll.”

Leader was around his middle forties, though he looked much older his hair was almost completely silver, with only spots of grey which claimed that they used to have other colors, yet his body, especially eyes, were burning with a vigor of a young lover, also his moves were so filled with energy, that if you wouldn’t see his face you would bet that the man marching in front of you is a kingdom knight at his peak.

I cleared my throat.

-          “Gisele, go help Jasper’s team. Me and Lanele will join Rupert because of our connection to the nat…” I started looking at the leader whose name I learned a few moments ago.

Yet Gis cough few times irritated.

-          “Something’s wrong sweetie?” I raised my brow

-          “No, I just reminded myself that I am a party LEADER, thus I should be the one ordering around…” she pouted truly irritated

-          “Fine. Go on.” I sighed covering my face with palm, trying to hide smile.

-          “So… I was just wondering… that you and Lana can help with spirits, cuz, you know, you are magicians and such, and in meantime, I will keep myself occupied with a much more entertaining matter, like hunting.”

-          “Gisele…” I was simply lacking words

-          “What!?”

-          “Nothing. It’s a great idea. I am proud of you.”

And then she showed me that huge, innocent, yet a little bit dumb grin which made my heart and will melt.

-          “So, ready boys?” Rupert asked his men

-          “You can never be fully prepared!” They all yelled like one being

-          “Attaboys. Let’s do it.”

And we moved into deep, dark forest that grew south of the village.







The very aura of the forest appeared strange to me, so very unfamiliar, weird, and twisted. As a druid, I simply couldn’t feel bad while being surrounded by trees, I could never get lost within woods, because every single leaf, every blade of the grass was almost singing to me.

Yet this forest was quiet. Even though I could feel exactly the same life energy behind plants, even though I still felt a connection… The forest was not welcoming.

It wasn’t singing, it wasn’t blooming. The music of insects walking over the tree trunk, crescendo of birds calling their mate from the upper branches of the trees. Nothing was present.

Though it usually is dark in forests, especially as dense as this one, the lack of vision was greatly disturbing. It shouldn’t be THAT dark!

And smell. It was the smell of a forest, yet it simply did not fit. The current season of the year, the geographical location of the forest… it should smell like berries and dry branches. Instead, it smelled like a bog. The moss under our feet was heavy and bloated with water, almost swallowing our legs each time we stepped on it. In some aspects, it resembled Forest of Dread.

-          “It’s… wow.” Marie let out a muffled gasp

-          “I assume it didn’t look like this when you were here last time.” I more stated than asked her

-          “Indeed. When I was here a month ago, I had no problems with finding the altar, I mean, everyone knows where it is, that was the point – allowing everyone to find the place of worship! There was a path leading there, nothing great, but it was clearly directing the way… yet, it’s gone. It… overgrown with weeds.”

-          “No villager tends that path? Keeping it clean or…”

-          “No. It did not require that. Nothing ever grows on it because… just because! Almost as if the forest wanted to keep this path.”

I cursed quietly

-          “Apparently one unwanted guest started affecting the forest, but how? His powers should be limi…” realization hit me hard in very next moment

-          “Night of Three moons?” Rupert asked smiling sadly with the corner of his lips

-          “It seems so. Truly, a cursed night.” I repeated his words which previously I treated as blasphemy

Eventually, we reached a small clearing, yet even though fewer trees grew here, the surroundings appeared to be even darker.

-          “I… I don’t understand. It should be here… but…” Witch started looking in confusion left and right as if looking for something “… altar should be here. Yet…”

-          “Shh, easy child. Focus. How did it look like?” Rupert put his palm on Marie’s shoulder calming her down a little

-          “It was… it looked like a pedestal for some stone tablet. It reached my chest, around half meter long and wide….”

She started waving her hands showing us the approximate shape of a structure. And here our troubles already started. The clearing was filled with dozens, if not hundreds of broken tree trunks covered with vines and roots, all of them were similar in shape to the mentioned altar.

Apparently, the spirit was smart enough to hide the altar, cover it with moss and plants in a mass of similar structures. If we wanted to recreate the summoning rite, first we had to find the structure. And that meant that we would have to get rid of plants covering it.

How much time is required for a group of five people to clear hundreds of trunks from vines and roots? A lot. These will not give up easily. And I bet that this is not the last surprise that annoying spirit prepared for us.

As if only waiting for my words, the clearing slowly started filling with dense fog, covering our field of vision.

You must be kidding me!

Maybe I could just burn this place to the ground…

… no, no, no. The last thing I want is burning down the sacred grove. Even as an Oracle I will not be left unpunished by the Guardian Spirits of this place. I start regretting not taking Gisele with us, she is not the sharpest tool in the shed, but if she is good at something – then it definitely is destroying stuff.

With an annoyed groan, I looked left and right. Hunters and Marie were relatively far away, at least far enough not to notice my nails turning into long, curved claws I used to tear the resistant plants. Of course, behind those, all I saw was a piece of tree. I cursed loudly and stepped away from it, just to noticed that vines that I have just tore into shreds once again started climbing the structure, completely covering the tree.

So, we will have to remember which one we have already checked? I have no problem with that, I have the memory of a nerd. But, I am pretty much sure that my companions will not have same advantage.

-          “Oh, come on!” I heard annoyed yell from the side. The other hunter – Sam, seem heavily frustrated “… this shit keeps re-growing!”

This spirit starts to annoy me.

A single vein started pulsating on my forehead.

Where is shadow-clone skill when you need it most?!










Jasper was moving around a dozen steps in front of the rest of the team. Every member of the brotherhood specialized in bit different branch of dealing with evil beings. Some could recognize a mimic which turned into tiny chest in the warehouse of trade company, another one was able to find a succubus before she actually started to lead males toward their demise, and some were masters in finding monsters that live in the forest.

That was Jasper’s ability. He was able to recognize which footprint belong to warg, and which to a werewolf. Just by throwing a glance at deer’s carcass he could tell if it was killed by cave bear or Goliath.

And actually not too many people can do that. Most likely because warg’s paw and werewolf’s paw were identical, the only difference was the way creatures balanced their bodies, making most of the werewolf’s footprints “incomplete”, while warg was pushing his whole paw in the dirt, and when deer encounters cave bear or behemoth almost nothing remains for further inspection.

Yet Jasper saw these fragile, almost spiritual differences. For him, the world was vibrating with different frequencies of magic. On that half-eaten bone Jasper could notice an invisible magical signature of creature that did it.

Yet, right now, he had a problem. The forest was different. So much magic was in the air, that his 6th sense was raging from madness within his head. Also, his enemy is a former hunter that became a beast. He could only guess at the intentions of the creature.

And then he noticed it.

He raised his hand with a clenched fist in the air, ordering the rest of the group to stop.

In front of him, in the middle of the path, a piece of clothing was laying – a leather jacket that Johann was supposed to wear the day he left the village hurting a dozen of men that tried to stop him.

Normally, he would rush to check it, such a piece of cloth was a limitless source of information! Was he bleeding? Was he tired? Why did he throw it away?

Maybe his change accelerated, his body shape shifted and he could no longer keep it on his back without a constant feeling of discomfort?

But, there was one thing that kept bugging him. It was too obvious. The creature was crazy, but definitely not stupid. He knew that villagers would come after him, yet he didn’t rip it into pieces and throw them all around the forest to mislead the hunting dogs. No, it was lying untouched in the middle of the path, in the plain sight. Almost like a bait.

Jasper picked quite heavy stone from the ground and rolled it toward the jacket. Yet nothing happened. He looked left and right, looking for some ropes that would send a log tied to the tree to break his body into a bloody pulp. Yet there was none.

Yet he was still not convinced. He moved to the tree, broke off one very long branch, and used it to touch the jacket from a safe distance.

And that saved his life.

Jacket was tied to the stone covered by it. While moving the jacket, it pulled the stone off the trigger of the trap, which also remained under the jacket. About one meter tall and wide platform with dozen of sharpened pieces of wood jerked up and down, like a mousetrap, smashing the ground where he would be standing if he had decided to take the jacket with his own hands.

Trap was nasty, made so the trapped person would die, yet not right away. Dozen of sharpened wooden spikes would dig deep into the flesh, yet wouldn’t let him bleed out right away, working as “bungs”. If someone would try helping him, then he would die within a minute, if not, he would be waiting for hours in terrible agony waiting for the hunter to come.

An angry growl could be heard from the bush two meters away from the trap before some creature jumped from it and ran away. First dozen of meters it ran like a human, but then it dropped on all fours like a wild animal. Strangely, this way it was much, much faster.

Jasper’s heart jumped to his throat.

He didn’t sense that creature. It was around four meters away from him, watching all this time, yet he didn’t see it, didn’t hear it nor “tasted” it. That never happened before.

Also, he was still separated from rest of his team. He was sure that creature could jump at him, slash his throat open and run away uninterrupted. Yet it didn’t. Why?

There was only one logical answer – the creature was playing with them. Like a cat that is tormenting a mouse that can’t escape. He was completely underestimating them!... or maybe it really was this way.

-          “Go! Catch him before…!”

Dragoness yelled seeing back of the beast trying to chase it, yet Jasper stood on her path.

-          “Get out of my way, why do you…”

He pointed at the trap

-          “If you would follow him, you would most likely end in one of those. We need to follow it, you are right, but unless you can detect traps and ambushes, you are following my orders.”

She wanted to curse and yell at him, yet in the end she just gazed angrily and let it go, going back into her place in the formation.

She was a great warrior, there was no doubt. The way she moved, the way she held her weapon. She is going to be a great help if they would eventually confront the monster, but to do so, she must survive first.

-          “Whatever, it probably already ran away.” She pouted.

With a corner of his lips, Jasper smiled. He knew this kind of attitude. When he was but a child he would yell at Rupert which kept teaching him how to sneak and detect traps instead of fighting. Back then, Rupert said.

-          “You are right that forces of evil are strong, Jasper, that they have claws and fangs and you will have to learn how to fight, but the true reason why they are so dangerous is because of their cunningness. The brave warriors die before they are able to challenge the beast because beasts are NOT playing fair. So, before you would learn how to swing a sword, I will need to teach you to survive long enough to live up to the moment when you could actually use it.

Then, there were other lessons.

-          “Everyone has his role, Jasper. You will never kill a vampire alone. Never. This is impossible. In my life, I killed three of them, all the times we were fighting in groups of eight men, Jasper, if half of the team survived, we were lucky. Listen, it is not your duty to KILL the beasts, you have your comrades for that, your duty is to keep them alive, to warn them before the threats that await them kill them. Very often, when you will finally catch the beast you were tracking for days, you will have to step back and watch the fight.”

-          “BUT WHY!? I want to kill them! Vampires killed ev…”

-          “JASPER! You. Will never. Be able. To kill. A vampire. Alone. These creatures are extremely fast, inhumanly strong, most of the blades can’t hurt them, they can use deadly magic and their enchanted senses make them impossible to ambush. Humans will never reach this level of power. This is why you have to choose one specialization and allow your comrades to fill the gaps. You were born with extraordinary talent, Jasper, you can see things I can’t even imagine! You HAVE TO step back during battles because you are too valuable. You are our eyes, Jasper, without you, we are blind. You can either act like a child, risk life of the whole team to get your silly vengeance, or you can become something greater, something, that will allow us to kill not three, but thirty vampires! Or three hundred!”

Young Jasper would clench his fists because of helplessness and sob quietly

-          “Don’t be selfish, Jaspy, the creatures that will be killed by your team are YOURS. Without you, not one of them will succeed. Just like healers job is to hide behind the lines, as yours is to step off the ground and watch the surrounding, because in the shadow, monsters may have allies, waiting only for the moment when attention of all of you would be focused on the monster you were hunting, to wipe all of you in an instant. Mind over body, my child. Keep your hatred on the leash, and it will be more powerful than any blade.

Jasper snapped out from his memories, yet his smile did not vanish from his lips. This girl, she surely could use some lessons of anger-management.

For now, Mind over Body.

Hunt begins, and they are not prey. 
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Ah, this speed, this freedom! This feeling of wind pitting my face as I kept running across the forest, through the bushes, groves and bogs!

I was cursed. WAS, for I no longer am!

My father taught me everything he knew about hunting. Thanks to him I was able to learn how to track animals, how to sneak up to them, how to corner them and kill them… Yet, despite this knowledge I almost never succeed in my hunts.

Because I was cursed. No matter how well I planned my attack, no matter how much I focused, always something happened. Always. Twig would snap under my feet, my leg would stumble upon root, some other predator would jump out on my prey scaring it. Not only that happened. I would always accidentally push the bottle off the table, I would always trip in the bar making everyone laugh at me because of my clumsiness.

No matter what I did, bad luck would always chase me.

There was only one good thing that ever happened to me in this life – my beautiful girlfriend and soon-to-be wife, Marie. She was skilled and full of talent. Despite her lack of pure magical power she managed to reach certain level in witch-craft which would earn her praises from well-renowned magic associations. Many called her the blessing of our village, because despite her little mischievous tricks, she saved many lives of villagers.

And many of our friends would every now and then say that I am not worthy of her attention. No, not right to my face, but if they would get a little drunk and would think I was not around, I could hear them talking.

<How did he managed to get himself a girl out of his league?>

<What does Marie sees in this loser?>

And what’s worse… despite that I wanted to disagree, I knew they were right. Sometimes I was thinking that Marie is with me out of pity, or that if she would find someone she would like, a traveling merchant, noble or magician, she would leave the village without thinking twice. That she would leave me.

I wanted to be worthy of her attention, I wanted her to be proud of her future husband, I wanted her to be proud of… me.

So when she suggested, that there may be a way for me to get rid of this curse, to make me the greatest hunter this village… no, THIS WORLD, has ever seen… If I would make so much money selling skins of animals, that she would no longer have to rely on the kindness of villagers… That, I would be truly worthy of her…

… I agreed without a second thought.

And may the night swallow it, it was best decision I made in my life.

At first, I was scared. It started innocently, with thoughts that were not mine. Or so I kept lying to myself that they were not mine, in reality, this was voice of my true self, buried deep at the bottom of my mind. It started crawling up, sneaking from the pit in my soul I called morality, scratching the back of my head.

Then, my body started adapting. I became stronger than strongest man in our village – lumberjack Sirius. I proved it sending him across the inn as he dared to touch MY woman! Ha, he will think twice before disgracing me in front of her again!

Weak fools, seeing that they would not beat me in fair fight, the whole inn jumped at me, tied me and chained me in the basement of my own house! AS IF I WAS SOME KIND OF ANIMAL! And Marie, all this time she was looking at me with fear. She would tell them <Just please, don’t hurt Johann!..>

Don’t hurt Johann.

Don’t hurt Johann…

Don’t… hurt…

Why!? I was strongest in the village! I proved it to her! So why was she still scared that something would happen to me!? Instead of admiring me, instead of praising me!...

… she did what I was afraid she would do. She left me. She left the village. For almost a month I was lonely, visited only once a day by priest and village mayor that would throw me some food. RAW MEAT!... they really did act as if I was a mad dog on the leash.

Yet, when I tasted this raw lump of meat… I… I lost myself for the moment. It was… It was sooo sweet! And juicy! And fulfilling! Each bite was like taste of heavenly ambrosia, it was getting me more drunk than the most expensive, spiced wine I once drank during a harvest festival. It was addicting… the only thing that bothered me was the lack of blood. Despite not knowing its taste, I was hungering for it!

The days passed, then weeks, then months and years. Or maybe just minutes? I couldn’t tell, I have completely lost sense of time, in dark basement deprived of light I couldn’t tell how the time passed. Only visits of these two people that would throw me a piece of meat. I told myself that they visited me once per day, if yes, I spent in this hole 28 days.

The lack of grass under my feet, the absence of wind on my face, deprived of taste of prey in my mouth I was losing my sanity, or maybe my true sanity was emerging from below? Despite knowing that my efforts were in vain, I started thrashing in the basement, scratching walls, biting chain. I broke my fang, yet the following day another one replaced it. I grew a full sharp fang within one night!

And then it happen. The pure wild power descended from the mountains, I could sense it creeping down, traveling with wind I could now sense! And this wind, this breath of life filled me to the brim! My mind for a second was completely calm before it was filled with screams and yells and cries and pleas… and it was the purest form of ecstasy I have ever reached.

I almost don’t remember pulling the chain off the wall, I barely can remember kicking the heavy doors on the ground, yet what I remember from that night was the very moment I left the basement and walked into the field, the moment when I saw the three moons illuminating night. I had this urge I couldn’t stop, I raised my head, closed my eyes and howled.

Ha! The villagers came to stop me! Same people that previously threw me into the basement. I broke their legs, twisted their arms, dislocated their joints. They were like a ragged dolls before me. I wanted to slit their throats open, I wanted to drink from them like from a crimson fountain!.. yet the voice called me. It called me to the forest, promising more power, more freedom!

… More power. Was that even possible? Though I didn’t want to believe it, this voice was given to me by Marie, my wonderful, beautiful, golden-eyed Marie. And it never lied to me, because neither did Marie ever lie to me. So I trusted it, and started running.

I was cursed. Now, I am blessed. There is no creature in the whole forest that could stand against me! I will kill them all! I will collect a heart of every beast of the forest and present them to the Marie, then, she will see how strong I became, she will see how reliable I am! She will see me as worthy partner! And we will be happy! Truly, truly happy! I will give her protection, I will give her fo…

It’s her. Marie! The wind brought her delightful aroma to me!

She came back to me! She understood how wonderful I have become and came back! Everything that the voice said was true! I am coming for you my lo…

NOT YET!

The voice roared in my head.

What do you mean, not yet!? I am strongest, now I can…

YOU FOOL! YOU ARE NOT EVEN CLOSE TO BECOMING WHAT YOU CAN BE! DEEPER IN THE FOREST! THE SEVENTH MARK! YOU MUST OBTAIN THE SEVENTH MARK!

No! I want to see Marie…

SO SHE COULD LEAVE YOU!?

W-wha…

SHE LEFT YOU FOR A MONTH. SHE THOUGHT THAT AS SHE WOULD RETURN YOU WOULD BE FULLY DEVELOPED, BUT, YOU WERE DEPRIVED OF EMBRACE OF THE FOREST, YOU HAVE YET TO MATURE. SHE SET THE RITUAL IN MOTION, SHE WENT TO THE BALD MOUNTAIN TO SEND THE POWERS SO YOU COULD BREAK FREE AND FINISH THE RITE!

She… the powers… The reason I was able to escape was…

SHE NEVER LEFT YOU. SHE WENT TO PERFORM ANOTHER RITE SO YOU COULD ESCAPE AND GREET HER AS TRULY DESIRABLE SPECIMEN. AND WHAT WOULD SHE SEE? A HALF-BREED? A GOOD FOR NOTHING PATHETIC LOSER?! A WEAKLING!?

No! I am not a …

YOU BEGGED FOR POWER, SHE WAS THE ONE WHO GAVE IT TO YOU, YET DESPITE BEING GIVEN EVERYTHING ON SILVER PLATE, YOU FAILED TO FULLY USE THE POTENTIAL SHE GAVE YOU!? WHAT WOULD SHE THINK SEEING YOU FAILING AGAIN!? THIS TIME, SHE WOULD LEAVE YOU FOR SURE!

No! She wouldn’t…

SHE WOULD. AND SHE WILL. IF YOU WILL NOT OBTAIN EVERY GRAIN OF POWER SHE BESTOWED UPON YOU!

H-how am I supposed to do that.

SEVENTH MARK SHALL APPEAR AS THE SEVENTH NIGHT WOULD COME,

THE ROOTS SHALL GROWN AND BREAD THE FRUITS.

TILL THE TASTE THE TASTE OF SIN, YOU SHALL NOT BE INVINCIBLE.

WALK IN MOONLIGHT OF THE NIGHT, SAVOR TASTE OF SILVER SUN.

I WILL DO THE REST.

SURVIVE FOR TWO MORE DAYS, YOU CAN DO THAT MUCH, CAN YOU!?

I do…

GOOD. THE FOREST WAS RAIDED BY PATHETIC WEAK CREATURES CALLING THEMSELVES HUNTERS OF THE NIGHT. THOSE MISERABLE WEAKLINGS CAN’T STAND THE SIGHT OF TRUE GLORY. THEY CAPTURED YOUR WOMAN AND ARE FORCING HER TO BREAK THE RITUAL…

No! No they can’t I will not allow them!

FEAR NOT, YOUNG PUP. I WILL TAKE CARE OF THE GROUP THAT TRIES TO BREAK THE SPELL. YOU BETTER MAKE SURE TO KILL THOSE THAT WISH TO BIND YOU AND THROW YOU ONCE AGAIN INTO THE BASEMENT, DEPRIVING OF GENTLE CARESS OF THE MOONS. YOU CAN EITHER RUN FOR TWO MORE DAYS… OR KILL THEM. DECISION IS YOURS TO MAKE.

They came to hunt me down? ME!? I AM the new KING of the forest! My claws can pierce stone! My fangs can tear a soul to shreds! And they think that they will be the one hunting ME?!

There is no greater offence I could imagine! Their hearts shall be my wedding gift for Marie! UNLEASH THE HOUNDS OF THE FOREST! HUNT BEGINS!

 

 



 

 

Group of Japer continued moving onward. It has been two hours since they encountered the jacket-trap.

After seeing the creature young hunter was able to classify their opponent. So called perfect lycanthrope.

Curse of lycanthropy is actually extremely common, yet there are as many variants, as the one that casts the curse. There are those who lose their sanity during the nights when at least one of three moons is full. That happens around every week or two. These curses are quite easy to break. You either need to kill a caster, destroy an item, or fix the sin that was a cause of receiving such curse in the first place.

Perfect lycanthrope is different. Mind and body of victim turns more and more into beast the longer he stays in the form, changes are usually impossible to be undone after the finishing of the ritual. After seven days.

Jasper cursed quietly. He was partly prepared. Silver blade, that could cut through unholy nature of the beast, wolfsbane that could dull the senses of the beast and cause it severe pain… but that’s it.

They were lacking intelligence. Usually, they would follow the werewolf into its lair and fight it there, but in order to do so, the beast cannot know it is being followed, otherwise, it would never return to its home. And that’s the bummer. The beast knew.

Rule of hunting werewolves number one: Never fight the werewolf in the open forest. Never.

Yet here they are, deprived of time they had to break the first rule.

-          “How long will we have to wait?!” dragoness hissed in anticipation.

-          “We have to lure him in.” he responded calmly

-          “Well, I do not see how exactly is that suppose to w…”

-          “Exactly…” Jasper cut in the middle of her speech “… you do not know. In that case allow someone who does know doing the deeds that needs being done, fine?!”

She hissed in anger. Though it is dangerous to simply start chatting in the middle of forest that is werewolf domain, Jasper decided to share piece of his knowledge.

-          “Werewolf may be savage, but in a little part his mind remains human. This makes him think like human. And humans love to show off their possession. Or land they own. They would mark the land they claimed to be theirs with totem-like structures made of bones and body parts of their preys. Destroying it would enrage him and force him to confront us. We have to locate few totems, then build a reinforced camp between them, destroy the totems and run as fast as we can to the camp, were we would fight.”

-          “… tactic of the coward…” she noticed, that wasn’t supposed to be an insult, she merely stated that she is not a fan of such complex solutions.

-          “No, it’s a tactic of mere mortal that hunts beasts that cannot be harmed by normal weapon. Here, have this.”

Jaspy passed her a vial with dense, green paste like substance.

-          “What is it?”

-          “Wolfsbane. Non-silver blade normally would not do him any harm so…”

She grinned widely.

-          “I don’t need that.”

-          “I have told you that…” she pulled her two handed sword from behind her back and allowed him to inspect it.

It was made of crimson metal, shining like a rust, yet it was obvious that just my touching the edge he could lost his fingers.

Meteoric blade.

It wasn’t the silver that mattered. It was the purity of metal. Silver was deemed to be the best metal to fight against evil. Mostly because it was relatively easy to obtain it. Yes, it was pricey as hell, but in every bigger city you could get one from the blacksmith.

Silver was meant to reflect the light of the moon and stars.

Meteoric metal was made from the core of star that fell from the sky.

In other words, werewolf was about to have a very, very bad time.

Jasper wanted to say something, yet his brain started screaming after his delicate senses smelled the aroma of blood. With the corner of his eyes he noticed awkward silhouette of structure.

On the skeleton of some huge animal, probably bear someone (or something) put a head of deer with huge antlers. The remaining of animals were splashed around in such brutal, savage way that even scavengers would prefer staying away from it.

Jasper once again raised his hand in the air ordering his team around. Up until now, werewolf would only play with them with occasional traps. After trespassing his home, his attacks would now became quite a bit more… personal.
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The fortified camp that they have raised was nothing more than a trap, and they were a lure. Within the forest, they found a naturally formed stone wall, around four-five meters tall, twenty or so wide. Nothing great, but should be more than enough to serve their purposes. They acted quickly, using Gisele’s axes (and her muscles) they cut down three big trees before using them to make sharpened poles they later buried in the ground as a primitive palisade. Once again, every single one of them jutted out only a meter from the ground, but its role was not to stop the werewolf, but to limits its movements and possibly slow down.

Outside of their “little fort”, they raised four piles of herbs, from all directions: south, north, west, and east. If Johann would decide to show up, a nasty surprise would wait for him.

In the center of the camp, Gisele was sitting in the lotus position with her sword lying on her thighs. Jasper and two other hunters moved into the forest to break the totems – the symbol of werewolf supremacy within the forest. If he was acting like most of the Lycans, he wouldn’t be able to resist the urge to avenge the damage that was about to be dealt to his pride.

She waited a minute, ten, twenty, thirty - before hunters finally returned gasping for air.

-          “Are you sure that Johann would follow you?” Gis asked without opening her eyes

-          “Yeah, we left a few smelly tracks behind us, if he can’t follow them, he would be a disgrace to his kin.”

-          “And how would we know that he noticed our little act of vandalism?”

-          “It’s simple, he would just…” at that moment a long, angry howl could be heard from depths of the forest.

It was filled with anger and madness so much, that the whole forest resonated with its vibration. Jasper got goosebumps from the dark emotions that filled the air.

-          “I guess you don’t need to bother with answering.” She slowly stood up, shook the dust off her clothes, and grabbed her sword. Jasper stayed with her in arena-like formation in the middle of the camp, while the rest of the hunters jumped behind the fortifications hiding in the bushes. They quickly started rubbing herbs paste into their body and clothes in order to hide their smell, at least just a little.

Jasper and Gisele were pressing their backs together in order to avoid the werewolf’s attacking their backs, bastards were well-known for these strikes. They would attack the spine on the neck level, completely paralyzing or even instantly killing their preys with a single strike.

And they waited.

A single drop of sweat started falling off dragoness chin, the hunter didn’t notice at first that he was holding breath because of anticipation. His grip over his weapon was too thigh, noticing it, he loosened it a little. Still, he couldn’t calm pounding of his heart.

Oh, if old man Rupert would know that he decided to stay in the battle zone instead of choosing another hunter to do so, he would be mad. Truly furious.

But Jaspy was done with hiding behind the bushes, he wasn’t training all these years just to hide. He killed few minor monsters, he wasn’t trying to jump right on the werewolf without real combat experience. But it will be the first time he would duel with a monster on this level.

Hunters had their own system of ranking monsters. Werewolves were B rank – which meant that single hunter could never stand a chance. Never. If single hunter would spot, or even just suspect the presence of werewolf in the area, he was supposed to immediately call for backup.

The knowledge about fighting with such opponent boiled the blood in the veins of young man. That was supposed to be his first step for hunting vampires – an A rank monsters.

Then it finally happened, bushes all around the camp started shaking violently, as if a massive monster was moving past them at an incredible speed. The monster wanted to jump right away, yet all he saw were two warriors with joined backs and dozens of spikes coming off the ground – no opening he could use for an instant kill.

Then, it stopped. Nothing. Silence. Jasper and Gisele tensed up, awaiting a swift attack, for a charge that would force them to break their formation, yet that never happened. Instead, one more savage cry could be heard before the monster leaped into the arena, avoiding a fence like formation and all the spikes that were put inside, creature landed on all its four at a distance of six meters away from dragoness and human.

He raised on its rear legs presenting his huge body. While standing he towered over them - he was over 2 meters 20 centimeters tall, and that was with his back being crooked, already used to moving like the animal he was.

Almost nothing from his human side remained, his whole body was covered in thick fur, his face was barely holding onto last similarities of human, with long snout and tusks so long that they did not fit in his mouth. Only eyes remained slightly human, like the eyes of a man in his drunken rage, barely able to focus on the creatures he was about to kill.

-          “Johann, is that you?” Jasper asked without breaking his stance.

At the same time, Gisele stopped covering his back, there was no need to as beast decided to abandon the idea of fast attack, instead, she was moving slowly in the circle trying to take a position on the other side of monster and make best out of advantage of the number.

Young hunter asked that question to merely taste the water, to check how much sanity remained in the beast in front of him, and it did not react to his own name.

-          “Come with us, Johann, Marie is worried about you…”

-          “Marhieee…” the beast for a moment lost its focus and let out a grotesque whimper.

He almost completely lost the ability to use human speech, yet apparently, there was one last thing that was holding rests of his sanity in place – the memory of the woman he loves.

Wonderful, emotions are also a form of magic - if despite such deep changes in his mind and body he still remembers her, there is a hope to bring him from the verge of darkness.

-          “Yes, she found a cure for your… condition. Please, let her help you…”

Yet, Jasper didn’t know about the relations that these two had, he couldn’t know that Johann wanted these powers to be the one helping Marie, he couldn’t know, that by suggesting that Marie wanted to help Johann one more time, he pushed him further into the oblivion of his corrupted soul.

Beast grabbed his head with both paws, raised it high to the sky and cried.

-          “NoooOOOOO-UUUUU”

What started as a cry of rejection quickly turned into most natural sound that he could make – a howl, a deafening, ear-drum breaking howl.

There was no time to waste, Jasper quickly brought his silver blade covered in wolfsbane and thrust it aiming at the monster’s exposed leg. He wanted to cripple it, with its regeneration ability such wound wouldn’t be permanent, yet would allow hunters to safely secure him and once again shut him in the basement, stopping the last phase of the curse.

It all happened so quickly, or maybe, extremely slowly? Jasper could see how within three seconds he overcame the distance that separated him from the beast. He could see how his blade was getting closer and closer to the skin of the monster. He noticed Gisele running from the side to aid him too. Ha! At this point, her help will not be requi…

Half a meter was separating his blade and beast’s skin, and at that moment the monster opened his eyes and gazed upon him. He saw everything in slow-motion, yet what truly frightened him, was that the beast was barely interested in him. Despite that he could end the battle with that one thrust, the best didn’t mind. It stopped looking at him, instead, its eyes scanned the surroundings.

Even though everything appeared slowed down to Jasper, monsters eyes were moving extremely fast, it stopped for a moment looking at Gisele far more interested. 25 centimeters before leg would be pierced.

Monster once again shifted his eyes on Jasper, doing nothing, the blade was getting closer and closer, when the tip of the blade was merely ten centimeters away, monster moved, he saw as every muscle in beast’s thigh tenses before it changed its footing. One leg to the side, one leg back, at the very last moment monster left the blade’s trajectory. Not only that, at the moment it was in the blind spot of young hunter’s weapon, which didn’t allow him to pose any threat, bah, the beast even positioned hunter between himself and Gisele, nullifying her attack too.

And then, it raised its paw, bared its claws and slashed. Jasper couldn’t react in time as he was still lost in the momentum of his blade. Razor like nails easily cut through leather armor, and further, through the skin of shoulder, if it had just a split of second more, it would break the bones. Only a miracle allowed Jasper to keep his arm.

A miracle named Gisele.

Seeing that dragoness shortened the distances quickly, beast withdrew its hand and kicked young hunter toward warrioress, wanting their bodies to collide.

Jasper was once kicked by the horse, yet, the power of this hit was incomparable, only because he was kicked in the side, his bones were not fractured into dust. Yet dragoness did not stumble upon the hunter. Balancing wonderfully with her tail she stopped for a split of second and jumped over his body slashing vertically.

The blow raised a small cloud of dust from the ground limiting beasts vision and saving young man further, allowing him to crawl back and get a breath.

-          “NOW!” Jasper managed to cry out before starting to cough.

Remaining two hunters that were hiding in the bushes started setting the piles of herbs with fire.

Wolfsbane, jasmine, and dandelion started burning releasing a thick, grey and brown smoke, which covered all edges of the arena and eventually started creeping inside.

Werewolves are stronger, faster and usually smarter than humans, atop of that they do not fight “fair”. This is why humans are also not supposed to stick to the honor - while battling such beasts one couldn’t limit himself with such silly things like pride.

For them, smoke would be just annoying, barely poisonous. Wolfsbane would dull their senses, and scratch the insides of their throats, dandelion would irritate their eyes while jasmine… would do nothing. Not to them.

Jasper started getting up still holding his belly, he couldn’t join in, not now, not in this condition, all he could do, was to admire the duel of Gisele and beast that no one could defeat alone. Or so he was told.

Her moves were perfect, savage, simple. No excessive movements, no dancing-like showing off. Each strike was either supposed to cut one of the limbs off or be an opening for another strike.

Gisele slashed from the side, her huge blade cutting through air let out heavy cry. Monster ducked its colossal body under it, trying to bite her leg, yet dragoness raised one of her legs up and used the momentum of the blade that was still spinning to perform a powerful kick that sent monster flying. The monster that easily weighted more than 200 kilograms fell over two meters away, even though it turned in the air and landed perfectly, monster whimpered slightly.

And woman, she was breathing loudly, yet not because she was tired. She was panting with excitement as an awful, almost perverted smile bloomed on her lips. That woman was enjoying herself! She was facing a monster that every human avoided on purpose, and she was having a great time!

And after two seconds of gazing at each other, they once again leaped at one another, Gisele with her opening vertical slash, the werewolf with swiping his paws from the side and opened mouth ready to bite.

Yet Gisele and her colossal weapon had the advantage of range, that caused the beast to change trajectory. It kicked the ground jumping to the side, avoiding the sword by an inch, moved to the side and tried attacking unprotected side of warriors.

The “unprotected” side jerked, once again masterfully balancing her tail and mass of the weapon she rotated, avoiding claws of a beast like a twisting tornado, and as the two bodies were passing each other, Gisele once again had her sword raised above her head standing outside of monster’s attack range.

She brought her sword down, beast tried jumping away again, yet this time it was split second too late. The blade caressed monster’s back leaving a red mark from the neck up to tailbone. The cut wasn’t very deep, but the purity of metal surely painfully burned the monster’s body.

In that duel, she drew the first blood.

Johann rolled away hissing in anger. His eyes were filled with pure hatred, as it collapsed completely on the ground. Smoke shortened the arena size by half, Jasper already started crying because of it, yet he couldn’t run away, not just yet. If something would happen, he could at least jump on the beast granting additional second to Gisele so she could either save herself or strike back.

Werewolf noticed that the meeting with smoke would end quite painfully for him, so he decided to move into the center of the arena, as far from the wall of grey and brown fog as it was only possible.

Once again the two jumped into a battling embrace, into the dance of war, trading blows and strikes. Gisele’s attacks were perfect in their simplicity, yet these also made them relatively easy to be predicted. Monster got used to dragoness fight flow, thanks to which he eventually landed few minor scratches on girl’s calf.

And then, she made a fatal opening – thrusting her blade instead of slashing she exposed her neck to the monster that jumped to the side avoiding the attack. Veins pulsating in her body showed the beast where the most important arteries were located. He jumped on his new target.

Yet, the woman dropped her blade completely. What werewolf thought was a mistake, it wasn't an opening, it was just a bait. Because, what sane person would actually drop his/her weapon while fighting with the beast such as himself? What would she do? Punch him?

… she did. Up until now, he didn’t notice that gauntlets that Gisele was wearing had iron spikes on it, the metal wasn’t completely pure, but was more than enough to deal serious damage.

After first blow, werewolf spat out two of its fangs, he tried to shift the stance that would allow him to use best of his size and weight advantage… yet he didn’t have enough time, for dragoness already unleashed the tempest of blows that wouldn’t allow him to get enough time to shift his position.

Uppercut to the chin, two fast strikes in the belly, a kick under the knee, swipe from the side that hit him over his eye.

The last attack caused him to stumble, move two meters back and fell on the ground, right in the smoke. Dandelion attacked his eyes, blinding him almost completely, wolfsbane completely dulled his sense of smell and sting upon every wound, disturbing his healing.

The creature started whimpering in agony as it crawled out of the smoke screen. He raised his blurred gaze on the silhouette of dragoness. There was no way he could fight in this condition. He filled his lungs with as much fresh air as he could as he started running across the smoke… just to impale himself on one of the sharpened poles.

He got off the trap and tried moving onward, yet dragoness, jumped after him into the smoke, grabbed his tail and threw him back into the middle of the arena. Arena, that was even more filled with smoke.

The beast was exhausted, its senses dulled, his strengths were quickly vanishing. Johann knew that there was no way he could win against that woman, not here, not now, not when she had the support of three other men and not on the arena filled with traps and poisonous gas.

He decided to use his last trump card.

He raised his head once again, and let out a painful howl. Filled with a cry of help, with pain and agony. A king of the forest was calling for help,

And beasts answered. A pack of grey wolves came from the forest in less than a minute, as if transported by magic, and jumped right on the arena. The smoke hurt them no less than their king, yet in a blind rage caused by a howl they didn’t care about their lives. Like one man they jumped on the Gisele and hunters. They weren’t much of a challenge, hunters and Gisele quite easily get rid of twelve monsters which were dying after one precise attack, yet when they gazed looking for the werewolf, they did not spot it. The monster ran away.

-          “FUCK!” Gisele hit the nearest tree, sending huge part of bark into the air

-          “Fuck indeed…” Jasper hissed quietly still holding his stomach “… the longer he stays in the woods, the stronger he becomes. His damages will be gone in a few hours… yet he will not fall for the same trick again.”

-          “What will we do now, brother Jasper, are we chasing him or…” one of the hunters started

-          “No. Let’s team up with Rupert, and hope that they had more luck than we…”

-          “It wasn’t about luck…” Gisele cut in his speech “… it was you. Why the hell did you jump on it?! We talked about it, you were supposed to support me. Deliver one or two slashes from the side as it would be focused on me! Instead, you got yourself crippled at the very start of the battle! With help of another warrior I could easily corner him!”

He knew she was right. He wanted to justify his actions. He wanted to shift the blame or find some excuses. Yet he did not.

-          “I… I know. I am sorry.” He said quietly

-          “Save your apologies to families of people that this beast may, and most likely will, rip into pieces.”

She walked past him, hitting him with the shoulder in the process. She was harsh - but right. They had a plan, plan that HE made… yet. He lost to his desire of being a human that defeated a werewolf alone.

Curses. Rupert repeated it day after day.

Mind over body.

The mind. Over the body.

 

            

    
        Chapter 290

    
    
    
    
                Edited by:tommyjl7 


 The fog that raised all around the clearing at which the altar was supposed to be placed didn’t allow one to see further than two-three meters. Every once in a while I used pure magic to cast a wind circulation that would blow it away, but the effect didn’t even last for half of a minute. It resembled the fog I used in the forest of dread in order to hide a huge part of the forest (and myself in it) from inquisitors. Back then I used totem and dragon-mana-vein to both create the spell and permanently maintain its fuel source. If here the spirit was using a similar method, we would be just wasting time trying to get rid of that, for I doubted that he was stupid enough to leave such important spell-source in plain sight. The only reason I tried to blow the fog away was to check if some of my party members didn’t mysteriously vanish in the fog.

Yet all of them were just as alive as when I left them. So, the fog wasn’t supposed to be an ambush cover but was meant only to slow us down. Damn it, if not a [Map mind] I would not be able to remember which “fake altars” I have already checked. My teammate had it bit rougher.

Each time we tore the vines off the “sculptures” that appeared to be similar in posture to the pedestals that Marie mentioned, it just kept regrowing in absurd speed covering tree-trunks we mistook for the altar. I heard them cursing, Marie was almost crying, Rupert used a chain of words that would even make a sailor blush. Only Lanele was staying calm. Maybe because she didn’t view time like the rest of us?

Whatever, we would eventually find it, if not them, then me.

Yet eventually, I heard an excited squeak

- “I found it!” Marie shouted

All of us dropped everything we were doing and rushed to the place from which girl’s voice was heard.

Marie was standing there, hugging the stone structure that was already being covered in vines, as if being afraid that at the moment she would leave it, it would magically change its location.

- “Atta girl! You sure it’s the one?” Rupert smiled

- “Yes, I tried remembering the general location from the last time I was here… and, it’s the only stone altar around here! Even damages are exactly the same! Crack at the foundation, damaged edge…”

- “Great. Now, I have to ask you to do a less pleasant thing. Can you repeat the summoning rite?”

- “WHAT?!...” the girl’s eyes opened wide, almost popping out “… No! Please, no! It was scary, so scary! I do…”

Rupert moved to the shaking girl and hugged her tightly, he buried her head in his chest and put one of his palms on her head, patting her trying to calm her down.

- “I know, child, I understand that you are scared. But, the creature is the source of the curse. If we would manage to exorcise it, the curse would perish alongside with it. And… Johann could get better.”

I heard a lie in his tone. He did not believe what he was saying.

Rupert was an old man that spent his life fighting with monsters that came from human’s nightmares. He got old in a profession where people die young. He saw many things, experienced no less. And he saw what this spirit did to the forest and heard what it did to Johann. In his eyes, he already measured the power of the monster, and the outcome of the measurement was not pleasant. Not for us.

When he noticed that the spirit managed to force the forest into hiding the altar when he saw that it magically summoned a fog… he actually started shaking. A little, he was trying to walk outside of our vision range, so we wouldn’t notice.

I didn’t have to see him, I heard his heartbeat, which right now could be used instead of drums in a national orchestra. The man was afraid, terrified even.

Yet he still managed to comfort the crying girl in front of him. If that is not a true heroic courage, I have no idea what is.

- “I-I will do it.” Marie calmed after a moment. Actually, saying <calmed down> is a wrong term, she just started shaking a little less which allowed her to move on her own.

- “Atta girl, atta girl…” he said once again before shifting his gaze and looking at his companion

- “Sam, pass the salt! We are going to bind the creature!”

- “You want me to draw a lesser seal of Solomon, sir?” man wanted to make sure if his actions were correct.

- “No! For light sake! I want you to rub it in your chest while yelling <I am so fucked up!> OF COURSE, I AM TALKING ABOUT LESSER SEAL, YOU NITWIT!”

Samuel started taking out the herbs and spices and started creating a symbol all around the altar. A very complex one. The pentagram within a circle, and around each of the pentagram’s edges a lesser circle filled with symbols, glyphs, sigils.

I was watching it an awe. A non-magician using magic. Yes, the magic was all about the symbolism, even when the magician cast a spell they were creating a conduit either by words or thoughts. Here, they used symbols. Each time a line connected, each time a circle was closed, the sun falling on the grains of salt, on leafs and fruits of wolfsbane, on petals of jasmine, they would start vibrating with magic. A weak one, yet getting stronger with time. After half on an hour, the seal was complete.

- “Marie, child, if you may…” Rupert with gentle push force the girl to move closer to the altar.

She got closer, trembling a little, and when her hands landed on the stone pedestal, she turned her head back

- “I-I am afraid I don’t have enough magical powers to perform this rite again…”

She smiled shyly. It was more than obvious that she was having a second thought about facing a spirit. But why? I was sure that she loved her boyfriend. She was traveling for a month, sleeping on rocks, eating garbage… and here she wants to run away. Why?

- “Marie. Forest is filled with mana to the brim. Stop looking for excuses. We are here for you, literally, for you clinched to my leg begging for help. Either you do what you have to, or you will get back to the village pretending nothing happened. I am sure that hunters would manage to hunt Johann down and ensure safety to the village.”

I said with my arms crossed on my chest. We had no time to waste. Either one way or another. Someone needed to show Marie that she ran out of options a long time ago. That she needs to make a decision. Now.

She clenched her teeth and fists, almost start crying again, yet in the end she faced the altar, raised her hands above her head in worshiping matter as she started singing.

- “I summon you, the son of the trees,

Answer the call of a daughter of roots,

The one is willing to bear your fruits,

And embrace life like a purest breeze.


I am the one, that calls for your aid,

Show me your face, that I could adore,

Let my soul rest in your shade,

And serve thy command as I was meant for...”

Her song continued, echoing across the clearing. As she sang, the fog was slowly disappearing. Or, instead, I should have said it was concentrating at one point – in front of the altar, in the middle of a huge seal made by hunters.

The seal was over five meters wide, yet when the fog perished, the creature that was standing inside of it was filling it almost completely.

The beast’s body was made of purest, darkest smoke, it’s edges seemed to be blurred, shaking, just as if made of condensed gas. The only things that seem to be clear, visible from the shaking mass were its eyes, mouth, and claws. That creature was a devil. A real devil. Lesser one, he wouldn’t even be allowed to lick Sebastian’s boots in the hell realm, I am sure, but it was still a devil.

The colossal barghest was gazing upon us with maw twisted in a blood-freezing grin. It’s crimson red eyes, that most likely shined brightly in the night were locked on Marie. I think that I could guess now why the girl wanted to avoid meeting with this creature again. Only one question remained in my head – why the hell would you want to make a deal with such a being?! His whole body was literally screaming <I am a bad guy>!

- “Why did you call me, servant?...” the monster asked, and it’s tone sounded like a voice of dozen suffering souls “… I am sure that I have met my end of a bargain? Or, perhaps, you were so pleased with my performance, that you came to beg for another one? In that case, I have to sadden you, I can’t create a new pact, for the previous one is yet to be fully fulfilled.”

He was elongating the words as he spoke in a ghastly way that made every hair on your body raise in terror. Its presence was suffocating, it’s corrupting influence visible, as miasma started forcing the ground under its feet to rot.

- “I-I came… to ask you… To make you… release Johann from your curse!”

Marie wanted to make her voice firm, commanding, yet it ended as a frightened plea.

- “Curse you say?...” beast raised from its slumber-like state and started walking around its tight cage. “… none curse can I lift, for none curse have I cassssteeeed.” The last word was spoken in an extremely awkward manner, as its mouth were once again twisted in a savage grin

Spirits can’t lie. Not angels, nor devils, nor guardian deities. Yet, they could bend the truth.

- “Curse and blessings are the same forms of the spell, a permanent enchantment that affects one body. What you integrate as a curse, he sees as a blessing, thus he can lie without lying.”

I said from the corner. It was at this moment that the creature seemed to notice our presence. Not because it senses were dulled, but only because he just wanted to lock his whole attention on Marie. Yet now, he moved his head toward me and let out a furious roar.

- “Be cursed, child of dirt! How dare you accusing ME of lying!”

- “That’s not what I said, I just pointed out you are allowing to let people believe in what they think is true…” I moved closer to the altar “… now, be a good doggy, remove your magical influence from Johann’s body, mind, and soul and then leave this realm. This is what we want… And this is what Marie wants, is that, true Marie?”

I turned my head toward the witch. She was the one who made a deal with this spirit. If she wouldn’t say these words, the beast could just ignore me.

- “MARIE!? I asked, if that’s what you want?” I raised my voice, for girl apparently forgot how to speak

- “Y-y-yes! That’s what I want!”

And monsters smiled once again.

- “I refuse.”

Of course. Hearing us out was only one thing, making him do as we please, another one.

- “What if we would make you?” I titled my head

- “I would love seeing you try… before I would open your chest and devour your heart!”

… he was not supposed to lie. As a spirit, he can’t harm anyone in a physical way – not directly. He could throw a tree at me, he could summon wild animals he corrupted and order them to kill me, but there is no way he could personally feast upon me.

Unless…

- “That’s why you want Johann…” I said

Monster squinted its eyes, visibly displeased it spoke too much.

- “W-what? What do you mean?” Marie raised her head

- “The words of your pact… until evil bears its fruit I could claim the place I could call home….”

- “SHUT UP!” monster roared rising its paw as if it tried to scratch me, yet its movement was stopped by invisible barriers made of salt and Wolfsbane

- “He wants <place to call home> I thought he meant forest, but that was only a method to let him reach his true goal… He started changing, corrupting Johann’s body and mind to…”

- “SILENCE, YOU SON OF A WH…” the words froze in its mouth, as he was not able to lie. Not in this realm, not in this form

- “… make himself a vessel. A corrupted mind is easier to possess, a cursed body is stronger. He just wanted to have a body that would not resist and would be strong enough to wreak havoc upon this world…”

The forest was only a hunting ground, place where Johann could faster adapt to his new powers and body, that would help him to faster let go his sanity, mind and open his soul for the influence of the beast.

That’s it. That’s the way to stop him.

- “We need to find Johann.” I turned around and started leaving the clearing

- “W-what about the spirit?!” Rupert was clearly confused

- “It is not important! He is harmless! All we have to do is to catch Johann, bind him, and take him as far from the forest as possible! We have to LET HIM undergo changes! When the curse would be complete, the spirit would HAVE TO possess him, otherwise, he wouldn’t meet his end of the bargain, making it invalid. The spirit would eventually perish from this realm as mana from the forest would perish.”

Rupert once again cursed looking at the bonded spirit, the fact that they leave this creature be just like that was driving him mad, yet he was not stupid enough to risk lives of his men for something that would be solved by itself within a week, maybe two. Locking forest down till the time when spirit would be forced to leave this realm was safer and cleaner than tearing a rift between dimensions to banish it forcefully.

He turned around and started leaving with me. Spirit couldn’t do anything, it was still within the seal.

- “Ha, so prideful, do you really think that I did not prepare myself for such childish play?..” he scratched the ground next to the end of a barrier. “… there is no way I will let you destroy my plans, not now, when I am closer than ever!”

He raised his head and cried

- “LISTEN TO ME, FORGOTTEN AND OLD,

Listen to my call, of keepers of bogs!

Disgraced and left, to decay and rot,

Raise once again, to do as I have told!

Bring out your rage, from the other side,

To pay back for crimes, for which you have died!”

Magic? Devil using actual chant-magic?!

The ground started vibrating, then shaking. Every single tree-trunk we hurt during our search for an altar started growing, twisting and… getting up. What we thought were just fake-altars that were supposed to slow us down, were actually treants buried in the dirt. Now, they were waking up, rising from below. Each of them looked weird, corrupted. The hollows in their bark that resembled faces were glowing with sick dark-green light. These were not treants that belong to Aira. They were possessed with minor corrupted spirits.

One, two, three of them. Six, seven, eight. Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen… more and more. The situation was turning ugly, and only Wolf-spirit inside of the seal smiled widely.
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New enemy means new information that needs to be studied in order to secure chances of victories. The current situation is tricky, for treants, that depending on game or story, were treated as creatures on different difficulty levels. In few games,s they were dying after some time if they wouldn’t root back in the earth, so the hit-and-run strategy was extremely effective, in other, treants could be nasty bastards that needed the support of the whole team to be put down.

Let’s start dancing, [Appraisal]!


	Your skill [Appraisal] has leveled up; [Appraisal] is now level 9
	Additional data can be gathered during [Appraising]
	Stronger enemies can be now [Appraised]
	Much stronger enemies will now display partial data while being [Appraised]
	You are now more likely to hide more of your data as a [Appraisal]-kin skill would be used on you





	Name	Medium Treant of the Bog
	Level	25
	Hp	[1200/900]
	Sp	[5549/5500]
	Mp	[100/100]
	Status Points
	STR	75 or higher
	VIT	75 or higher
	END	75 or higher
	DEX, RFX, SPI, WIS, INT	???
	Skills:	Tree Bark [Passive] [Level 4]

Stomp [Active] [Level 4]

Nature Magic Manipulation [Passive/Active] [Level 5]

Earth Magic Manipulation [Passive/Active] [Level 5]

	Resistances	Lesser Physical Damage Nullification

Medium Earth Magic Resistance

Higher Nature Magic Resistance

Higher Mind Magic Resistance

Medium Fire Magic Vulnerability

	These creatures usually are souls of people that died on the swamps, whose regrets didn't allow it to rest on the underworld's plains.

Instead, those lost spirits started clinging to another sources of life present around them - trees, which they possessed and corrupted.

Slow yet sturdy. These silent protectors of bogs and swamps brought an end to many careless adventurers, whose life they envy.





Nothing frightening, if it wasn’t for their number, it would be a walk in the park. On the other hand, their health pool exceeded limits. Maybe it was because we were fighting on their territory? Or maybe because they were lying dormant for god-only-knows how long charging up their eco-batteries?

This knowledge could be vital as I would have to fight with stronger creatures of their kin in the future, for now, the [Fire Magic Vulnerability] was the most crucial data that I managed to gather.

One last time I looked around the clearing, in order to locate my team members and the greatest group of enemies, so I could think about strategy.

Hunters will be useless in this very combat. Their blades made of silver were fragile and would shatter on the bark of the treants, causing almost no damage because of [Physical Damage Nullification]. The resistance’s description said:


	[Lesser Physical Damage Nullification]
	Because of the bark covering [user]'s body, he became immune to the damage created by non-enchanted dagger and one-handed swords.

If you want to kill a treant, you better come with your axe!

	Damage Reductions:
	[Dagger]-type:	- 99%
	[One-handed sword]-type:	-95%
	[Bare-hand]-type	-100% / +5% [damage reflection]
	[Bow]-type	-98%
	[Crossbow]-type	-95%




Marie wasn’t a battle mage while Lanele was mostly focusing on nature magic. That made me the only real damage dealer on our side of the field.

Around twenty enemies with “faces” twisted in anger, hate and pain started reducing the distance between us at a pace of quickly walking human. Running away wouldn’t be a problem, if we weren’t surrounded.

-          “Oh, mighty mother, who rejoice in the sun,

Ward off the evil, until my will is done,

Rise up a…”

I heard Lanele singing, rising a walls of earth and heavy plants to protect herself and rest of the team, though her spells had barely any effect. With a single, powerful swing of hand-branch as wide as barrel a treant could shatter the wall of clay into the dust. The vines that would start creeping from the ground trying to tie it down would swell and snap, as creatures mass and strength allow them to simply ignore it. Yet she did not stop singing.

-          “I am calling your aid, oh spirits of rage…” I started casting my spell. I felt it, as always when I used the fire magic, this warmness that starts tingling in my belly, heating me up like a furnace trapped in my guts.

Something was different. I know - I did use more mana than usual, mostly because I wanted to attack more enemies at the same time, to incinerate as much ground as possible. I didn’t care about the altar, I didn’t care about the guardian spirit. This place was already corrupted, in the flames, I shall purge it from its contamination.

Yet something changed. Even my chant. The spell I started forming changed its structure in my mind.

I was the Oracle, my affinity to nature was boosted over one’s understanding. I saw the creation of life. I saw him – the personification of Fire. The one calling himself as Prometheus, as Zulvurion. The first Ember. I saw the essence of flame. Of spark. Of cinder. And at that moment I understood.

-          “… I am the spark, that kindles the stars…” I started from the beginning, completely forgetting about my first spell

-          “I face the infinite, and feast on the night,

Laughing at perfection I channel the Might,

Until the life shall sparkle as bright as a Sun… “

Because my eyes were closed, focused on the memories of the Evergreen realm, I couldn’t see that my skin started glowing with white, blinding light. It was traveling over my veins up to my eyes.

-          “Fire and Flames,

My will is done.”

I have opened my eyes. My mind could be focused only on one thing, the name of the spell.

[Birth of the Sun]


	[Birth of the Sun]
	Spell domain:	Nature [Fire]

Light [Holy]

	Spell that uses dual nature of the caster.

The most powerful priests and paladins that reach the peak of understanding the Holy domain or Pyromancer that in their flames found purity can perform this devastating spell.

It's completely harmless for most of the living beings, instead, it targets every corrupted being - evil spirits and undeads as well as people with [Dark] affinity

	All lesser-medium rank [undead] will be vaporized.
	Damage dealt to [evil spirits] varies on level of [Holy] affinity of user and [Dark] affinity of spirits - the higher the better; as well as personal stat-point of both parties. 
	Non-[undead] and non-[spirit] beings would temporarily lose ability of casting dark magic, or its effect shall be limited - depending on power level of targets
	Side effects:
	May vary on power level of the spell performed, but usually:
	-mana fever
	- faint
	- [holy fervor]




The temperature on the field raised violently, for a moment I thought I would be roasted alive, yet, the heat, despite being unpleasant, suffocating and overwhelming, was not actually hurting. It was more like entering a sauna regulated by the Finns.

I felt as my robe started flapping on the wind that the spell generated, I felt as presences of evil creatures were burned on the spot. As the only thing that remained after their existence was merely a shadow on the ground.

The wall of notification flooded my mind, for now, I ignored them, I had no time for that.

When I once again opened my eyes, the creatures were gone, except for the barghest. The wind that the spell created blew away the salt and herbs, breaking the barrier. But, that meant that the devil got a handful of holy radiation too. The spell wasn’t enough to cast it away, yet it was clear that the devil did not enjoy it. The beast, battered, started rising up

Ha. Magical version of Holy Hand Grenade of Antioch? Can be useful in some dungeons.

…

Yet…Holy? Which part of me is holy?! Not that I complain, but…


	[Dormant] [Holy] source within the [user] detected




Dormant? You mean the angel core? Now, I think I can roll with that.

-          “How? Mere mortal should not be able to perform… You! Scum of dirt! What kind of cheat was that!?”

It was the first time I heard panic instead of mockery in beast tone. One last time I looked around to see if my team didn’t suffer in any way. They looked shocked. Eyes opened in awe, yet more or less not damaged. The spell could push them away so I was afraid they could accidentally break their skulls on some stones, yet that was not the case. I once again faced the beast.

-          “I am the Oracle of the Mother.

I am her herald, messenger,

Bringer of her words.

She also has one word just for you.

The word is: Perish.”

-          “YOU SCUM! NO MORTAL WILL STAND MY WAY!”

It bared its spectral fangs, the miasma started falling like a droll from its mouth. He can’t hurt me physically, but he can inject my soul with miasma – pure corruption. Saying that being hit with that would hurt, is like saying nothing.

I quickly checked my status. The spell description said that everyone within the area of effect would have some problems with using dark magic, yet I saw no such debuff within my [Status effect] panel.

I pointed fingers of my right hand at the charging spirit, as if I was holding a pistol, there was no time for a chant.

-          “[Dark Binding]!”

I yelled. Usually, I hate calling the name of the skill that I am using, the last thing I want is to inform my enemy what move I am about to perform, yet the distance between the two of us ensured that creature wouldn’t have enough time for reaction.

I used the miasma he was splashing everywhere. Black and violet drops of dark energy changed into shackles that tied beast’s body and for a split of second threw it on the ground.

Now is my chance!

Once again I looked within myself searching for angelic core, then, I activated it. Not to morph, but only to get access to my light magic.

I raised the palm of my second hand in the air and performed a canceled chant.

-          “Tremble before the might of the Light! [Sun Javelins]!”

I felt like an idiot yelling name of the spells, but as you duel four meters tall and wide devil, you can’t be picky when it comes to strategy as long as it works.

From the surface of my palm, dozens of needles made of light flew in the sky with parabolic movement before they stopped, turned around and fell like a rain of tiny falling stars upon the body of smoke.

Once again, not nearly enough to seriously would it.

-          “You… abomination!...” the devil roared “… the night and the day cannot coexists! How…”

He was referring to me using dark magic one hand, and light with another.

-          “How foolish of you. The day, the night. The Sun, the Moons. All exist for She allows it. I have a different point of view than you – a flawed being. You think that there can be no light in the darkness, I know that darkness cannot exist without light. The stronger the light, the darker the shadows. That’s my principle. Something, that you will never understand.. .and will never be able to fight against.”

I was bluffing. The effects of spell started to leave its mark on my mind and body. I was feeling so… burned out. Like a vessel made of clay when it is no longer ignited from within. A single drop of blood fell from my nose. The beast saw it and smiled once again.

He saw through my charade.

Opening his maw, he roared breathing our a thick cloud of dark miasma. With effort, I raised my hands up creating a mirror of light that started absorbing part of corruption, and reflecting rest, though the spell that looked as if it was made of gold and silver was quickly darkening under the pressure of devil’s colossal mana pool. Being so close to its goal, it stopped saving its magical powers.

-          “Hear my call, oh servants of the dark,

Step out of the shadows and…”

Words were being pushed back into my throat by the pressure of corruption, yet somehow I managed to perform a chant.

In the last moment, before the mirror shattered and vanished the smoke of my own creation covered me from Barghest vision. The monster let out a roar of triumph… until the smoke fell.

On the place where I was standing a huge, grey tree was standing protecting me with its branches and trunk, its purple leafs were feasting of miasma getting it rid from the air. Then the tree started getting up, the twisted hollows in its barks resembling the face twisted in anger.

-          “Greeeg proootectsss the massstaaa.”

The familiar that rested behind the veil for months finally yelled.

With affection and gratitude, I patted his vessel.

I summoned only Gregory, for rest of my familiars wouldn’t be able to do anything against a semi-ethereal creature. Greg, thanks to being a spirit himself that just possessed a tree was able to nullify some of devils damages. I needed to count the mana.

As I was preparing to perform another attack, I noticed what the rest of my team was doing. Lanele and Marie ran bit deeper into the forest, I sensed them sitting on the sides of the clearing creating a magic resonation between them, like an air circulation, the magic was flowing in the circle. This easy trick was shaking the structure of miasma, shattering it to tiny pieces that could perish in the wind without much harm, up to now I didn’t even realize how much the two magic casters weakened the miasmatic attacks of the devil.

The hunters, on the other hand, were approaching the devil from the back. Their silver blades were raised readying for a swift attack.

In a flash, I understand their idea and began focusing the whole attention of the beast on myself. I let out the ray of purest light right at the monster's face, he responded with a similar ray of corruption that looked as if it was made of millions of bugs, buzzing, twisting, creeping.

He was stronger and had more magical powers, so the point where our forces collided creating a magical knot was slowly being pushed toward me. Once again, a savage grin bloomed on its maw.

Just like that, eyes locked on me, fucker.

Rupert gave the signal to Samuel, the two man jumped from their covers, ran across the opened field and buried their blades in the spiritual body of barghest. Normally, the physical weapon would just pass through it, yet the purity of silver made the monster’s body act like real tissue.

You could see the blades stuck in semi transparent body of the devil, swords that used to be almost completely white turned red, making the hunters release them with a grimace of pain.

-          “Sam, now!” the hunter leader yelled.

-          “Exorcizamus te, omnis immundus spiritus,

omnis satanica potestas, omnis incursio infernalis adversarii,

omnis congregatio et secta diabolica.

 

Ergo, draco maledicte.

Ecclesiam tuam securi tibi facias libertate servire,

te rogamus, audi n…!”

-          “Impudent fools!” The devil roared.

The silver has literally melted inside of his body dropping under it. Without it, there was nothing that could bind him in place.

The monster released the aura of corruption from its body, yet it started to visibly shrink in size.

The purple and black smoke completely covered two hunters.

-          “Sam! Don’t breathe!”

Miasma was corrupting just with its very presence, yet in the moment you let it enter your body, the effect were much more severe.

Once again I focused the last bits of my mana and casted a ray of light that pushed beast and fog away.

The creature wanted to attack one more time, yet in distance, we could hear a howl of a werewolf, full of agony pain and despair.

Barghest froze for a moment, turned around and ran into the forest, toward the source of the sound.

-          “Yeah! That’s right! Run away!” I mocked the creature that already vanished from my sight.

Rupert burst into a laugh.

-          “You know what? I think that he is not the one that lost here.”

-          “No, he ran away from the battlefield.” I decided to stick to my version

-          “But…”

-          “Shush.” I silenced him

-          “But I…”

-          “Shhh!”

-          “I…”

-          “Sh!”

He gave up and once again burst into a laugh. When he calmed down he covered his face with palms.

-          “A devil. I thought that we would face some bitter soul that couldn’t find peace and turned evil. That it’s strength was caused by night of three moons, of equinox and the presence of altar… But, to meet the actual devil… Not only that. To survive a meeting with it… Ha! If I would see tomorrow I would become one of the most famous hunters of the brotherhood.”

-          “Why do you even considering not seeing tom…”

He started coughing violently. His veins darkened, eyes became yellow, skin turned grey like parchment. He inhaled miasma.

-          “Master Rupert!” Samuel jumped to his leader, kneeled by him and grabbed his hand “… please, stay with us!”

Should I tell them?

-          “Sam, you idiot… <cough, cough>, listen well. Jasper will be the one that would take the lead after me, but he is still young… watch over him. He is a good boy and…”

Yeah, I should definitely tell them.

-          “No! Please! Don’t close your eyes! Stay awake!”

On the other hand, I want to watch it for a little bit more.

-          “It’s too late… my ancestors… smile down upon me. I am ready to reunite with them… With my family…”

The old man smiled looking at the skies

Ok, enough.

I loudly cleared my throat

-          “Are you done playing the scene? Then Sam, please, move aside so I can treat that old man.”

-          “What do you mean? I can already see the face of my wife…”

-          “No-oo, you don’t. Miasma has some hallucinogenic effects, so you may feel as if you are flying and such, but despite that first phase of intoxication comes swiftly… you would need a few more days before you would actually die. Not to mentioned the amount of miasma you inhaled. I can fix you in… ten minutes?”

-          “You… you are joking, right?”

-          “Wait, have you never been influenced by miasma before?”

-          “No! How could I? This disgusting magic can be cast only by specific kind of monsters! But we have books! In books, it was described as a terrifying calamity! It causes everything to rot!”

-          “Indeed, and effects last for years even after the source of miasma would be removed, but first it would need to be soaking in it for days.”

-          “So… my wife?”

-          “Sorry, not just yet.”

I rolled my eyes. Through this whole pompous moment, I could almost hear Celine Dion singing “My heart will go on” at the back of my head. 

Sorry, not today, not on my watch. I still need you, you yellow bastard.
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A lone monster was running across the forest near the capital of Neira. It looked bizarre - as if it was patched up from several different kinds of monsters, though these parts did not completely fit each other. The oversized head was completely destroying the balance of the creature, making it perform weird movements, almost like a ship sailing across the stormy sea.

Despite its grotesque body shape, it was still dangerous, if not to the adventurers, soldiers or people living in the big cities, then to villagers focused on working in the field or resting travelers. The beast’s fluffy paws made almost no noise at all allowing it to sneak up to the prey. And the oversized head allowed it to bite half of the body with a single snap of the jaws.

Yet it was not allowed to spread havoc across the land. The vines emerged from the ground binding the creature.

-          “Pyrox, now!” fairy yelled.

-          “I am gonna make da boom them!”

A crazy laugh followed as punk-pyromancer entered the clearing. The creature squirmed and cried, yet to no avail. Magician danced a weird dance of triumph ended with a snap of his finger.

That snap created a crater in the place where the beast was standing trapped inside of prison of plants.

After a minute, Marika joined her companion visibly displeased.

-          “Pyrox, mind telling me what do you understand of the phrase: wanted dead or alive?”

-          “Marika’s always mad at Pyrox!” he pouted “… Dead or alive, means either dead… or alive! Here is dead!”

-          “No, airhead! It means we are supposed to deliver a proof that we killed it! How are you going to prove that we killed it?! HA?! WHERE IS THE PROOF?!”

As if only waiting for that command, from the sky fell a huge part of the monster’s head with a loud “splash” sound. Two adventurers looked at it for a split of second or two. Then they faced each other. Pyrox was smiling from ear to ear.

-          “SILENCE! Don’t you dare to say a word!” she was furious.

The pyromancer never stopped smiling.

-          “For real, how do you do it?! Has luck completely filled the vacuum between your ears after you lost your mind?!”

Pyrox still did not answer, only grinned like a madman.

-          “And you will be the one carrying this disgusting meat piece!” fairy tried to relieve her stress bullying the lower ranked adventurer, yet he didn’t mind.

And because he didn’t mind, she was even more furious.

-          “Whatever. You can talk now.” She rolled her eyes annoyed

-          “Pyrox believes it is because Pyrox is with Mari! Pyrox’s having fun time! Mari is second to big boss!”

-          “Whatever…”

Still, she had to admit one thing. Pyrox was efficient. Lately she, Mrogul and Pyrox were taking so many quests that ranking up within the ranks became only a matter of time. Yes, fire mage caused her several headaches, yet somehow he always managed to slip off from the consequences. If he burned the house they were supposed to clear of monsters, the owner actually wanted to destroy it and build a new one, so he even paid them something extra; if he would destroy the artifact they were supposed to deliver, it would appear that the item was cursed, and they were hired by nun which wanted to get rid of the corrupted item – which once again ended by getting something extra…

… and now this. A monster, whose head was resistant to the effects of fire.

-          “It was supposed to be the last one, right? Oy, Pyrox, how many did we kill already?”

-          “Dunno! Pyrox is bad at math!” and once again, this disarming smile of a fool.

-          “So, Pyrox, how much money do we expect to get from this quest?” she decided to taste the water.

-          “Hmm? Was that 50 silvers?” good. So he can at least remember the single numbers as long as they are not <too long>

-          “And how much is 50 silvers divided between two of us?” she squinted her eyes

-          “Ermmm. Dunno?”

-          “Isn’t it 5?” there is no way you could cheat him so easily..

-          “Heh? Is that so? Mari is smart, Pyrox believes Mari!”

That was too cute! Completely not fitting his appearance! But.. she couldn’t do that to him.

-          “No, Pyrox, it is not 5.”

-          “But Mari just said…”

-          “Look, if you would ever want to buy anything, doesn’t matter if it would be house or sweet roll, just call me first. Ok? I don’t want you to be cheated by some merchant.”

-          “Oooh. Oh. I see. Sorry Mari.”

-          “What for?”

-          “Pyrox causes troubles to Mari. Sometimes by accident, sometime…” he stopped as if he just noticed what he said.

-          “Wait, are you sometimes pushing us in troubles on purpose?”

He turned his head away.

-          “No, no-no-no, I will not let you avoid this topic that easily! Look at me! Pyrox! I will be mad, if you would not look me in the eyes now! Pyrox, just what, when and where did you do on purpose?!”

-          “It’s because… Pyrox hates silence. And sometimes Mari is very quiet. And Pyrox just wants to hear your voice, no matter if praise or scold. And Pyrox noticed that it is easier to make Mari angry than happy so…”

-          “Why do you hate silence so much? Don’t you like the sound of birds? Or insects?”

-          “They are too quiet. If something isn’t loud enough, Pyrox hears explosions.”

-          “But, don’t you love explosions?”

-          “Pyrox does, but not the one inside of his head.” His mood darkened.

Once they took a longer quest, the one that forced them to travel through the land. Few times they camped, few times they rented local inn, yet Pyrox almost never slept. An hour per night was plenty for him, and once she actually looked at him during his slumber...

He had nightmares. He was violently shaking in the bed. She did not believe that his man was afraid of anything, not because he was that brave, but only because he was too stupid to understand what danger actually is. He never thinks twice before jumping into the middle of deadly battle, as if the conception of his death was strange to him.

She talked with Zariel about him once. Apparently, something traumatic happened to the Pyromacer before, something that made him lost his mind, yet boosts his connection with the fire.

She could say that herself. As a fairy, she simply smelled and saw auras of other people. This is why she loved sitting and drinking with Zari, he was like a deep backwoods, smelled like old, wet trees.

Pyrox, on the other hand, smelled like ashes. And when she looked within him, she saw that his skeleton was a burning ember, as if he was the spirit of fire – salamander - trapped inside of human flesh. There are rituals that were supposed to bind one’s life with magic, with elements, but they usually ended with death of the one that performed the rite. Or maybe not death, but changing his life into another form of existence.

Pyrox looked as if he was trapped inside of the last phase of such rite, burning from inside, yet not allowed to turn into ember. Not allowed to move forward.

Or maybe she was wrong, and he was just an extraordinary person? Just like Zari?

-          “Mari? Is everything alright?”

She snapped out.

-          “Pyrox, don’t do that. Never again.”

-          “O-ok.” He was sad. Devastated even

-          “Instead, if you would ever want to talk, just inform be bout’ it, kay?”

-          “Mari sure? Is Mari ok with Pyrox?”

-          “You are a pain in the ass, I can’t deny that, but then again, you will never be worse than Loki, so… Whaa, What are you doing?! Idiot! Dummy! Put me back! I am not a toooy!”

Yet it was too late. Mage, twice as big as the fairy, already picked her from the ground and started spinning around.

-          “Mari is great!”

-          “PUT ME DOWN YOU IDIOT OR I WILL TURN YOU INTO PLANT’S NUTRITION!”

-          “MARI IS HOOOT!”

-          “THAT SOUNDS WRONG!”

Later she would scold him and whoop his ass.

In the end, fairies had some sort of complex regarding their size, and picking them up from the ground was usually considered as offending.

 



 

-          “That would be the last one.” Marika hissed as Pyrox put remaining of the monster on the table in front of the professor Kleir – the man that hired them.

-          “Ah, wonderful, wonderful. Truly splendid! Even if these are failures, I can still use them for further researches.” Old magician nodded with approval.

-          “May I ask you one question? Where did these come from?” she looked at the cages filled with couple of similar beasts and table with already dissected monsters that wouldn’t allow themselves to be captured alive.

-          “The war is coming. I was hoping I could breed some monsters that Neira could use on the battlefield, just like warhounds or horses.”

-          “But, chimeras? Why chimeras?”

-          “Multiple reasons! One, they can have traits of many monsters, I was hoping to breed a variation of monster that wouldn’t have weaknesses of its original kin. Imagine Yeti whose fur is extremely hard to burn, or..”

-          “I get it, I get it…”

-          “Also, Because of Zariel’s contribution. He truly pushed our understanding of these specific monsters years ahead! And his blood…”

-          “Wait, are these…”

-          “Zariel’s clones. Yes. Well, greatly imperfect. Come here, come here, I will show you something…”

-          “What is it?” Fairy opened her eyes open.

-          “Ah, just a tool of my creation, think about it as a magnifying glass. Just thousands of times stronger. I called it a microscope. Allows you to see the single being that builds our tissues. I called them cells. Now, take a look. Here is a drop of Zariel’s blood.”

Mairka bowed to the machine. Her vision was filled with dozens of tiny circle-like structures.

-          “Now, see what would happen if I would add a drop of blood of other creature.”

A single needle appeared in her field of vision which poured a liquid with another “cells”

After two or three seconds, the cells that already were inside would almost immediately leap at the others one, embracing them and dissolving.

-          “A perfect adaptation. Unfortunately, here, look what would happen when I would add another drop of his blood, that devoured different creature.”

Once again a needle poured cells into the pool.

And then all the cells became mad. They started feasting upon each other. All, until only one remained, which bloated heavily and popped.

-          “Somehow, after the first adaptation, the cells can only distinguish cells that have the same structure. Which means that here I am limited to just a few mutations. The more time would pass from the moment I took his blood out of his body, the less mutations can happen and the faster would they reject another absorptions. I have no idea how to stabilize the process. Maybe it is because of his spirit, specific mana waves? Or maybe because of cores that Zariel’s grows? Unfortunately, I still have no idea how to grow these in laboratory…”

-          “Wait, Zariel grows the cores?”

-          “You… you did know that he is a…”

-          “Chimera deity? I do. But not with the details.”

-          “I see. Well, that’s just a technical details, so…”

-          “Still, I am amazed that he allowed you to grow his copies…”

-          “W-well…”

-          “You DID ask him for permission, right?”

-          “He… agreed to help me with my experiments… so…”

-          “I can’t believe this.” Marika covered his face with her palm

-          “I… I wanted to inform him about it, but he already left and…”

-          “That’s your problem. Not mine, though I will inform him about this as soon as I would have such opportunity.”

-          “Ha, no need to do so, I myself would want to do that, for I am stuck, I really want to ask him for some more experiments, blood samples and such….”

Old man once again lost himself in describing all the details of his research.

Yet Marika was focused on the grotesque creature. It didn’t have same air like Zari. Not the affinity, not the air. Nothing.

-          “Is this… how Zariel’s real body looks like?”

-          “What? NO! It is impossible to tell that. According to the legends about his species, he is formless. The closest thing that could be called his <real> shape would be the form before reaching devourer stage of his soul and body. Thus, in his case, a human. His form is based on the cores he has, we could learn his shape after we would be removing cores from his body. How would it look like if we would remove the human core as the last one? There are many conceptions, one says that his physical manifestation would perish – that he would turn into smoke and cease to exist. That’s only a hypothesis though with no way of proving it without killing a…”

-          “But you are NOT going to check that, are you?”

-          “Now, I am offended. Is that really what you think about me?” old man pouted “… yes, I am very… dedicated to my work, but one: I consider him to be my friend; two: killing him would make rest of the experiments impossible.”

Fairy decided to drop the subject and once again gazed on the corpse. Monsters were escaping to the west – the place where Zari headed to. Was that a coincidence? Doesn’t matter. Not now.

The beasts escaped the facility, for one of Kleir’s apprentices screw up and accidentally destroyed the barrier that was holding them in place. Yet now, they have either gathered or killed all of them.

 

 



 

From the crater that was made by Pyrox a piece of monster started crawling up. It was just a piece of a head and a single limb. Monster was no longer bleeding, even more, the part of hydra’s DNA was helping him to slowly regrown its former form.

Something was calling him. Something deep to the west. Something beautiful. Something strong. Something he was part of. Something he had to serve. The creature was fueled by a multiple thoughts that made a single need. Consume. Adapt. Reproduce. Overcome. Reproduce.

Serve.

He need to serve, it had a mind of a swarm. He sensed its king, far away. He needs to reunite with him.

But before it… Consume. It needs to consume. It needs to get stronger in order to serve better.

It started digging in the ground looking for insects it could feast upon.
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A lone shade wolf was moving across the forest. It was lured by the smell of fresh blood. The creature starved for past few days, so the smell of carnage was like an invitation for a dinner. It was moving carefully for it knew that it was too weak to fight back in case of encountering another predator.

And then he saw it. A half of deer, it looked as if some powerful jaws snapped it in half. Where was the owner of the jaws? Nowhere around. Maybe it chased after another prey, thinking that this one wouldn’t run? How careless! Yet wolf was grateful to the powerful beast for dropping such a wonderful gift on which he could feast.

He got closer to the corpse and lowered its head to taste still fresh blood. And then it noticed, although it was already too late.

Predator didn't leave, no, it used the meat as a bait while he dug a hole in the ground next to it, waiting for some foolish creature to be lured with the idea of an easy meal.

Beast jumped from its pit with monstrous jaws opened wide, the creature’s body was grotesque, unbalanced, unfit to hunt like bear or wolf, yet after it ate dozens of insects and spiders, it learned their ways of setting traps. It was still greatly imperfect, but it was more than enough to allow it to hunt bigger animals.

Razor-sharp teeth sank in the belly of the wolf, the animal had no way of defending itself as teeth were gutting it alive. They struggled in a deadly embrace for half of a minute before the wolf fell dead, missing half of its body.

The beast got up, devoured rest of the deer, consumed half of the wolf, dropped remaining half in the place of the previous lure before it once again started hiding in the mud, covering the entrance of the pit with leaves and moss. Before it vanished completely one could notice, that the body of the creature was slowly gaining on balance as its mismatched rear legs slowly started resembling that of a deer.





Johann was running through the forest whimpering in pain. His left arm was dislocated, two of his ribs were broken and he was lacking two fangs. If he hadn’t called for the aid of stray wolves, he would be dead. Defeated. It was not what spirit promised him! He was supposed to be the strongest! Invincible! And he was defeated in hand-to-hand brawl by a woman! WOMAN!

He ran into one of many caves in the forest where he collapsed on the moss. Here, in darkness, his senses were at ease. It was a natural environment for him, here he could almost sense his wounds getting better.

An overwhelming presence filled the cave as wolf made of smoke entered the cave after Johann. Its huge red eyes and jaw were glowing in the dark. Yet, the monster appeared to be smaller, weaker, wounded just like the werewolf.

- “You lied to me…!” Johann groaned still lying.

- “I NEVER lie!”

- “You told me that I would be stronger, that I…”

- “You ARE stronger. Stronger than before. But, if I would say that I would double your strength, and your strength would be on level of 1, you will end as 2. You will never be able to defeat someone who is on level 3 or higher. You can blame only you, for you are pathetic, not worthy of my blessing! I armed you with claws, I gave you strength and speed… and look at you. Defeated. Broken. Crying for help like a stray pup.”

- “I see that you were not victorious either.”

A roar of anger echoed in the cave, forcing Johann to bow his head in terror.

- “I grow weaker to fuel YOUR powers! Every night you are touched by the moon, every day you run across the forest you are draining MY powers! You are like a leech to me! A bloodsucker feasting on my essence! I am feeding you like a mother feeds a child, and that makes ME defenseless… and what do I have in return? Gratitude? No. I am being rewarded with you blaming ME for YOUR failures! Guess what, maybe I will take away your powers if they are such a burden to you?”

- “No! Please… no.”

- “Your woman asked me for that too.”

- “M-Marie? No! She couldn’t!”

- “I told you, I never lie. But why did she do that? Maybe she thinks that you are unworthy? That she and me are wasting our time on you?”

- “No! I beg you! Give me one more chance!”

The monster smiled wide.

- “One more chance you say?...” it made a long pause as if wondering what it should answer “… very well. One last chance. Stay here for the night. Embrace the darkness, become one with a night, and when the sun would die on the horizon, leave the cave and become one with a moon. Then, you shall receive my last blessing and become one with my essence… Then your powers shall be complete and you will reach the peak of might you could ever dream of!”

… and then I shall devour your from within.

But these were the words that monster never said aloud.







An hour after our “conversation” with the spirit, we decided to team up with Gisele’s team. Well, in theory, it was supposed to be lead by Jasper, but knowing my love and the way she acted around others, I am pretty sure that she managed to subordinate rest of the hunters.

They stepped out from the forest entering the clearing on which we set up a little camp.

- “Guessing by your faces, you didn’t have more luck than we did.” She said sitting on the ground next to me and unstrapping the equipment

- “So you failed too…” I stated more than asked

- “Yeah, I got the fucker. I totally owned him! He wasn’t even a challenge in hand-to-hand combat, a disappointment, I tell you! Yet, fucker played dirty and ran away…”

I looked at Jasper with one of my brows raised in question. I knew Gisele, and I knew how much she loved to color up her stories. I wanted to just make myself sure if everything ended the way she described it.

Yet Jasper only nodded with a sad face.

So she was telling a truth. That’s a bummer.

- “How about you?” she asked.

- “We pretty much got our asses handed back to us, but he was the one running away, so…”

Yet she snorted

- “Weakling!” She teased me. I knew she didn’t mean anything bad and merely wanted to improve her mood after not fulfilling her role in the hunt.

Yet in the next moment she yawned stretching her arms in the air, and while letting them down one of these landed on my shoulder as she pulled me closer in a hug as she snuggled in.

- “Worry not, mate, we will get them next time.”

I wasn’t so sure. The power of the curse was getting stronger with time. We needed to quickly resupply and head into the forest. Otherwise, there may be no other solution as to simply end Johann’s life.

Yet for now, I needed to regenerate my mana. I quickly bottom up the mana potion I made over the fireplace by mixing herbs with boiled water.

It was a disgrace in the world of potions. Water as a base instead of alcohol, herbs were cut instead of shattered. If one of my girls would give me something like that in the company, I would kick her out.

Yet I was lacking tools. Instead of glass vessels, I had only a pot. I was working with what I had instead on what I should. Drastic times require drastic measures.

Then I got myself comfy hugging Gisele back as I wandered into the land of Morpheus. After being an adventurer for more or less two years I have received the ability to fall asleep no matter the time of day.

I let rest of the hunters to guard use during our slumber.





- “Ha. What a bunch of monsters. They are inside of a forest with a werewolf running free and they decided to take a nap. Are their nerves made of steel?”

Rupert chuckled quietly seeing the breaths of the two adventurers stabilizing.

- “Well, I can guess they already were in worse situations.” Lanele said in breaks between sipping herbal infusion. She asked Zariel if he can boil it for her, though he didn’t like the idea of wasting his time like that, out of pure courtesy he cleaned the pot and did as she asked.

Weird, but these infusions, though they required only boiling herbs, tasted differently depending on the skills of the person that prepared it. When normal people prepared it, it tasted like water mixed with grass. She liked that taste, it was refreshing, bringing ease to her senses. Once she was at the meeting when her mother was a guest at the house of a local herbalist, back in the country, her mother took her along. Then she tasted exactly same infusion.

The taste was deeper, stronger, overwhelming her senses. It was best thing she drank in her life.

But now… she learned the existence of tastes that she would never guess they could exist. It was like a ragweed – drink of gods, the way the tastes mixed in celestial balance, the way one was changing into yet another so naturally… she could fall in love with it. In her plans she was already imagining forcing Zari into preparing dozens, if not hundreds, drinks more. Now, as she knew the taste, there was no way she could live without it!

- “That woman is a beast.” Jasper said smiling seeing the war-machine hugging white haired boy like a teddy bear. “…have you ever heard about someone brawling with a werewolf? She is either crazy or… no, she is most likely just crazy.”

- “So there are two of them. Truly worthy of one another.”

- “What, the almighty Oracle was punching that Devil too?” Jasper snickered

- “No, but repeatedly using Holy and Dark magic in turns was hell of an experience.”

Jasper opened his mouth and closed it few times, lacking words to respond.

- “Monsters.” He just shook his head to the sides

- “Oh, we better hope they are not. I would rather never hunt this duo.”

Hunter leader once again made a joke regarding their profession.

Right now, the cuddling couple looked so innocent. The boy's head buried in the gap between her head and chest, almost plastered to the woman’s delicate skin on her neck; the girl with her nose buried in boy’s hair, as if she couldn’t fell asleep without the smell of her love. They looked so pure, like a first human couple chosen by Luxia – Adam and Eve.

Well, in the Gospel, Eve wasn’t a giantess brawling with werewolf.

In holy rites Adam did not bring the white flames to purge the unholy creatures in righteous anger.

But, if you would forget about these details, the two would fit in description.

Or not. After a second thought they were nothing alike. Only the passion they share among themselves would fit.

Yet it was enough. It was beautiful. As long as there are more people sharing love like these two, Rupert would fight. In order to protect their smiles, their lives.

Because there was nobody to protect his wife when he was younger.

He had to be the one.

These thoughts kept swarming the old man’s head as they were recovering strength before next encounter.

Four hours later they rose, geared up and entered the forest. Jasper was moving ahead scouting the ground ahead. He found Johann’s track and kept following them.

They were marching for the next few hours, yet they did not find Johann, before the sun settled down.







It was the time.

The Sun has died.

The moon was rising on horizon.

His wounds were healed.

His mind was cleared.

And it was calling on the night.


He left the cave, and stepped on the dark.

Embracing all the shadows.

His senses would scream.

His heart would race.

Awaiting inevitable.


The beast has come.

Off the moons.

Kissing him as a son.

The sins has fled.

Into the night.

Letting him die.

Untouched.


For it was the night.

When he would rise.

Reborn to the bone.

In purity.


His soul would let.

A sweetest cry.

Kissing the father in welcome.


He was lying down.

Embracing the end.

Untouched, his life was yielding.


The spirit above.

Showed teeth in smile.

Preparing to feast on the essence.


He opened his mouth.

Tasting the night.

Letting in all of the shadows.


They danced in his heart.

Clouded his mind.

Making him sleep in the darkness.


He closed his eyes.

With a smile.

Letting in his father.


His soul would wander.

Into the land.

None yet returned unchanged.


When the night has all.

And embraced him like.

A lover, he was always missing.


He would open his eyes.

Yet the human behind.

Was already gone is the shadows.


The eyes were so full.

Of darkest sin.

When creature raised up in the moonlight.


Now woe and cry, you little fool.


The fool, that let the night in.
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The howl broke through the night’s silence. It was like nothing any of us had heard before, it was filled with such creepy joy, and pleasure and desire, that even I shivered. It was like an announcement, it said: I have arrived!

All of us knew that we had failed, that we did not make it in time. All of us, except for Marie, she still could not comprehend what it meant for Johann. That he is most likely already gone, and would never return. Not in the way she knew him. The fool has crossed the warp and right now his mind was on one of hell’s plane.

Don’t get me wrong, he was not suffering, even more, he was most likely enjoying himself as he was allowed to hunt together with hellhounds. As long as spirit did not hold any kind of grudge, he tried keeping him drunk with pleasure so he would not resist. This way the devils could keep the bodies of mortals in possession. Docile, not fighting back. Although now, as he was already allowed to be let in, chances that single human could force him out were almost non-existing.

The fastest way was just to kill him. Without a vessel the devil would be forced to leave our plane of existence and Johann would keep hunting for eternity.

If we would try forcing him back… let’s just say that in planes of afterlife time flows slower. The Halloween world in which Heira decided to put me in was one of such places. The whole event took a split second in the real world, Marika and the rest of the team didn’t even notice I was away.

So right now, every tick and tock of the clock might be another day, month, year or century for Johann. Day, month, year or century he spent in the body of the beast, hunting and killing with savage devils on his side. This is why nobody comes back unchanged.

-          “May the night swallow it all!” Rupert cursed under his nose.

The air in the forest within seconds appeared to become thicker, denser, suffocating. Even though it was late evening and it should be cold and refreshing, the temperature and wetness started resembling that of a bog in the middle of the day. Sweat started covering our bodies.

And then I heard it, I heard them. The trees, the forest, as if they were weeping. The spirits that used to live here and take care of the forest, altar and village, the spirits that were forced into slumber and were lying dormant as the devil started taking control of its life forces have awoken now. And they were crying.

That sound, their mourning filled my heart with such sadness and pain, that I stumbled and fell to the ground, Gisele managed to catch me at the very last moment.

-          “Zari, are you all right?” she asked with true concern in her tone

Since the night I became an oracle I felt nature itself in a bit different way, but surely much more… clearly.

-          “I will be fine.” I lied with a soft smile

Barghest, by possessing a body of mortal gained a vessel that could purify mana for him, mana that normally was unreachable for it. He already started using it to corrupt forest and animals around it. I felt how sickness was being poured into the ground, how roots sucked it up together with its taints. The beast’s greed appeared to know no bounds. Seconds after it claimed Johann it started to create himself a land he could rule.

Yet, now it should be weakened. Not from the physical point of view, no. When it comes to its body he should reach a peak of peaks, yet as no longer an astral being his magical powers should be greatly used up.

That would be a wonderful news, for me, because it would no longer be such a pain in the ass, and for Gisele, for she could find herself an opponent that would make her break a sweat.

-          “What now?...” Jasper asked “… are we going to find him or…”

-          “That wouldn’t be wise. You have failed to defeat it in the daytime. Now he would fight in his optimal environment and at the top of its powers… It would be best if we managed to lure him into the open space, maybe even into the village.”

-          “You would risk the lives of innocent people?” Samuel asked with disgust

-          “I hate it as much as you do, but we can either risk the lives of few and finish the threat, or do nothing and kill all of these people and put at risk many more…”

-          “You say it as if it was a mere calculation to you!”

-          “LISTEN NOW! If you would manage to live as long as myself despite spending your life in dungeons, crypts, and bogs, hunting creatures that can snap you in half like a twig, you would start understanding what needs to be done! Yes! It is merely a calculation! We face two possible situations, either risk and possible gain, or certain loss! If you have any other ideas, I am glad to hear them out! Please, Sam, tell us! Tell us how do deal with this matter in a way that wouldn’t harm anyone!”

Sam lowered his head in anger.

-          “There must be a way…”

-          “But of course there is! Tell you what, let’s do it this way, go to the clearing, pick up some flowers and present it to the werewolf as a gift! I am sure that he will be so overjoyed that he would stop attacking humans, even more, he may become a vegetarian!”

-          “Actually…” I raised my voice “… there may be a way that would please both of you.” I finally regained my footing.

The gazes glued to me were asking a silent question, urging me to continue.

-          “It started corrupting the forest… I mean, even more than before. The creature thinks with patterns – processes. It would not do the second task before finishing first, we can assume that it would leave the village alone before it would be done here. We could provoke it, I think I can… No, I have to, fight the taint back. If it would sense that I am interfering with its job, it would most likely pay us a visit.”

-          “Another camp bait? I think Johann would not fail for the same trick twice…” Jasper said with sadness

-          “Johann would most likely not, but…” I looked at Marie “… that creature is no longer Johann. It does not share his memory. It would view us as a nuisance that slows it down.”

-          “… You are aware that your plan relies completely on speculation? You don’t have enough data to make such a statement. You could be just putting our lives on the line…”

-          “Either that, or we can go and wait till it would decide to raid a village, but, if my assumptions are correct and he is trying to take control of the whole forest, he would not come alone. Eight of us can fight on more or less equal ground here, can you say the same about the moment when it would arrive with a backup and you would be bothered by saving villagers?”

Rupert became quiet for a moment as he was considering my idea.

I did not ask for this because I cared about villagers, no. Simply, the toxin running through the forest was setting my body in fever. I felt it under my skin as if the roots of the trees and my veins changed place. I was fighting back the urge to start furiously scratching myself.

Rupert finally raised his head.

-          “Let’s do this.”

 

 



 

 

Somewhere, west from the capital of Neira, where the forest was meeting the bogs, an Omega Bee was flying full of pollen back to its hive.

Not many creatures decided to bother 2-meter tall insect. It was big, it was strong, it was agile, and it was a pack-monster, meaning that if you would attack one of these, in next minute you could expect two of her sisters to come, if you would kill these two too, in her place the four would follow, then eight, sixteen… and the whole hive, if necessary.

The creatures were actually docile, not bothering anyone as long as they wouldn’t make any violent moves next to their hive. They would just collect pollen from Florum Titatnium – colossal plants that grew in some areas.

There was only one exception where it comes to the creature that hunts these bees. These would be Arachne Giganta – the spiders that learned to sense the smell of the flowers from hundreds of kilometers, for they knew, that flowers, meant bees. It was a kind of spider that was even bigger than already mentioned insects. They grew webs so big, that lesser animals could just pass through the holes between single threads. The reason why they did not bring the attention of the hive – is that they have evolved in the way to not let the bees call for help.

The secret was blood. Bee’s blood. It had a special property that would call for help if it would be splashed, like a pheromone signal. The spider, after catching a bee, would use needle-thin fangs to inject a venom directly into the body. The venom would literally melt its insides into a musky pulp which he would later suck. Not a single drop of blood would leave the body.

A flower that could be pollinated by a single type of insect, a predator, that hunts exactly same one type of creature. A horrifying balance, so easily disturbed. The role of Omega Bees was to allow the Florum Titanium to spread, the more bees, the more flowers, yet nature hates vacuum, and when one species starts to rapidly overgrow the predators would be lured in. The predators would decrease the number of bees, which would cause fewer flowers to grow, the lack of bees would force predators to either leave or die, which could once again let the bees, and later flowers to regrown.

A perfect circle.

Until something else would appear. A creature that would break the circle. A creature, that would hunt bees, spiders EVERYTHING alike. The creature that would consume and adapt.

Because victory of the spider over a bee was not always assured. Bee caught in the web would start to shake, to pierce its stinger in every direction in hope of ending life of the predator together with its own, so no more of her sister would be devoured.

And sometimes, the stinger would land, paralyzing a gigantic creature and causing a terrible pain.

That’s exactly what happened. Spider bite a bee, bee stung the spider, both of them froze paralyzed on colossal, ten meters wide web.

And then, the other creature would emerge from the bushes. With mismatched body, with wolf’s head growing deer-like antlers, with humped back that couldn’t fully get up and walk as bipedal, not it could run across the forest like a wolf. Only oversized jaw would determinate how the beast managed to survive for so long.

It was good at waiting, most of the preys it feasted upon he hunted with primitive ambushes. When seeing a predator greater than himself, his instinct told him to wait. Wait for leftovers. For maybe, a colossal creature would drop a piece of meal that normally the abomination could not hunt by himself?

Yet, what he was rewarded with for his wait, was something far greater. Two beasts on top of the food chain of the local forest. Omega bee and Arachne Giganta, both paralyzed, dying on the web that could not contain it.

The beast carefully started climbing up, though it was gluing himself to the single threads, he did not stop, slowly, yet steadily he was overcoming difficulties. Eyes of paralyzed spider were gazing in panic over the creature that normally wouldn’t be even worthy to be treated as a meal. The creature which was opening its jaw wide, a truly colossal jaw.

Beast was patient. And apparently sadistic, for it started biting off spider’s legs first. Or maybe it was just securing himself in case if bee’s venom would stop working? Merely reducing the mobility of the monster that he would not be able to eat in one sitting?

Who knows. Only the outcome of the feast is known – the birth of a completely new creature. The eight-legged abomination that grew bees wings, which though could not let it fly, were more than enough to support the body to perform huge leaps. The abomination that could start producing spider’s web, though it found bit different use for it, instead of building a 2 dimensional web, it build an orb-like nest in the crowns of the trees, an orb, from which it spread hundreds of threads, the threads would be attached to the bushes, trees, ground, waiting for the passing animal to touch it. Then, using it monstrous eight legs it would jump in the sky, using wings, it would hover attacking the prey from above. With a single leap from the higher ground, it could instantly kill the creature within a 50 meters range.

In the day when it swallowed a spider and a bee and new monster would arise, the monster known as Horror of Omega Forest.

Few days passed before someone saw it, few more before someone would survive seeing it, and yet few more before it was reported to the authorities, adventure guild included.

            

    
        Quick note / "short break" 

    
    
    
    
                As in title. 

Soon I will have to turn back my master thesis, which means it is time for me to put few finishing touches on it (just kidding. The shit is far from done). This fact puts me on rather uncomfortable position where I am forced to sit on my ass and work.

Very unpleasant, I tell you. 

How long short break is? 

Around a week? Maybe a little more kre? Definitely not  longer than a month, at least that's what comes from my calculation, bud damn, i am bad at math.

If something would change I will keep you informed.

Until then...

 

AUTHOR'S OUT!

<jumps through the window>
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Together with Lanele and Marie, we set up a totem under which we sat down in a lotus position. The corruption was overtaking the forest at a horrible speed. Up until now, I didn’t realize why devils yearned for bodies of mortals so much, I was merely thinking that they wanted to get rid of restrictions which made them unable to interfere into our plane of existence, as they were nothing more than spirits. Boy, I was wrong.

Now, I could see with my own eyes why devils and angels are so feared and respected, what was nothing more than the minor corruption of a clearing with an altar a moment ago turned into madness which was changing the whole forest. You could literally see it spread – the tree’s leaves changing from green to purple in a blink of an eye, soil starting to rot making bugs and vermin escape their holes and flooding the paths in panic.

And this horrifying cry at the back of my head. Lives of trees, recently sparkling with dim flame would blaze for a moment before perishing.

-          “Hear me out oh Nymphs of the Wind.
I am begging for thy mercy marked with kind,
Send down your breeze, to purify thy land…”

I would gently sing a verse, which the priestess would repeat after me together with the witch.

Thanks to our words, the totem started lighting up with dim, greenish glow. The magic would hum a music that only magicians could hear.

-          “With our words, and bound by thy blood,
Get rid of the evil, that your home has flooded,
We cry for thy help, of Gnomes of the ground,
Spirits of protection that with might were crowned.”

A tingling sensation, almost as if blades of grass somehow charged themselves with electricity.

A single green spark appeared on the top of the totem gaining power with time, becoming brighter, bigger and warmer. The magic within the minutes gained enough strength to cause a light wind which would force blades of grass into dance.

The sparkle would slowly rise in the air, and when it reached a height of three-four meters, it popped, sending a wave of blissful energy around us “trapping” us inside of a barrier which stopped corruption.

The masses clashed – from the depth of the forest a dark miasma, the pieces of magic looked like purple bugs which tried to fill every space – crawling in every possible hole, plastering itself to every surface.

And the green one, a gentle one, as if made of hexagonal cells creating a wall. Upon touching the taints, the powers would buzz before turning the purple magic into smoke.

Slowly, yet steadily, the barrier was pushing onward, reclaiming the forest back. Not everything touched by corruption could be saved though. Many older trees couldn’t withstand changing its nature over and over again. These poor lives would let go and fall into eternal slumber, though the last noise they would make was a relieved, peaceful sigh.

Three magicians against the devil, fighting in the middle of the night. If not the greenish glow of the barrier, we would be sitting in complete darkness, for dense branches of the trees have completely hidden the light of the moon.

The barrier was actually more like a chain, a sequence of single spell-words which were creating the whole structure. And a chain is only as strong as strong as its weakest link. That’s where Johann, or should I say – what remained of him, would attack.

-          “Gisele…” I called the dragoness as I had some time to spare between verses of incantation.

-          “What do you need?”

Her usually carefree attitude was gone. She was focused, even though excitement was glowing in her eyes.

With a gesture of my head, I showed her the direction from which I expected the devil-werewolf attack. And I was not mistaken.

The first thing we heard was a low growl, then, red eyes shining in the night. Gisele balanced her meteoric blade in hands as she took the fighting stance. Yet, after the moment, more of the red-glowing eyes appeared in the night. Devil brought his friends.

-          “Impudent fools!...” the monster growled stepping closer into the greenish afterglow, so we could see it “… this land already belongs to me! You are like a pebble fighting with a flood! Like a single leaf on the path of a hurricane! I would admire your bravery if it wouldn’t be a pure act of foolishness!”

The creature lost every remaining trace of humanity. He was a huge, bulky wolf standing on two rear legs, with bit hunched backs, muscled legs and arms, with claws like butcher-knives and pitch black fur. He almost completely blurred with the darkness behind him. A perfect night-predator.

-          “The forest is not your property. As long as a single creature lives, as long as a single blade of grass grows, it belongs to the Mother…”

-          “This whore has nothing to do with it!” the creature grinned in a savage smile “… Don’t you know? Goddesses can’t interfere directly. There is only you, in this big, dark forest…”

I stood up, raised my staff and hit the ground. The totem shook violently before shooting a bright green beam of light into the sky which erupted like a flare banishing shadows from the area revealing creatures that the devil brought. Bunch of wolfs, foxes, one bear, all corrupted, twisted… broken. When the light erupted they flinched in pain and cover their eyes. This was the real reason why they did not attack yet. Twisted beasts of the night hated the light.

-          “I am Her Wrath. I am the messenger of her words. Be gone, creature of horrors, you are not welcomed here...” I said in a quiet, demanding tone “… I reclaim this land.”

-          “AFTER MY COLD, DEAD BODY!” devil hissed.

-          “So be it.” I said closing my eyes for the moment, searching my mind looking for spells I found fitting for the current situation “… Gisele. Would you kindly?”

-          “It would be a pleasure.”

Dragoness and members of the brotherhood formed a circle near the inner edge of the barrier. Once again, I sat under the totem completing the circle with witch and priestess. The barrier started spreading again.

Devil roared and charged, behind him, all the mass of animals followed. Werewolf crossed the greenish barrier, though the light visibly harmed him, he landed in the place where Gisele stood just a second ago. She moved to the side, swung her blade from the side trying to slice the werewolf in half. Beast only raised his arm to deflect the attack.

The blade dug centimeter or two into the flesh of monster. A surprise sparkled in his eyes.

-          “No mortal’s blade should wound me!” he roared pushing Gis away

-          “How about the metal of the fallen star, bitch!?”

Dragoness showed truly wolfish smile as she charged onto her opponent.

At the same time lesser animals tried crossing the barrier in other places, the weaker ones would only bite and scratch the surface, damaging the wall of light as they couldn’t cross it, the stronger ones, like a couple of wolves and the bear, managed to get inside, yet once again, the wall of light brutally tried to burn the corruption out of their bodies.

Fighting within the barrier was a huge advantage for us. Here, beasts were bit slower, weaker, not to mention that they were still standing within the light, taking small doses of over-time-damage. Yet, it still wasn’t the main purpose of the spell.

Two wolfs died during crossing the barrier, as the blades of hunters fell upon their heads. One of the wolfs jumped with its mouth open at Jasper, who raised his sword and burrowed it in its jaw to the hilt, yet a moment later he was knocked on the ground by the bear.

With his sword stuck in the corpse of the animal, he was defenseless. Bear raised up on its rear leg and let out an intimidating roar, roar of triumph, it was about to collapse its whole body mass on the disarmed scout of the brotherhood.

At that moment Sam jumped from the side and using all the strength he had he smashed the leg of the monster with his morningstar. Though the bear was still standing and was more than just ready to keep fighting, Jasper managed to roll out of animal’s reach and release the sword from the still warm body of the monster.

-          “Pulse incoming!” Marie yelled trying to stabilize her part of the barrier's structure.

As if on command all fighters took a defensive stance, waiting for an opening that would let them to perform a carefree attack.

Up until now, the barrier was growing steadily, the more magic we pour the more it would expand. Yet before we set it up we agreed, that we would change the tactic as the enemies would enter it. We started accumulating the power near the totem, forming something like a spell-core, a battery that we would overcharge before releasing a pulse.

Totem shined dangerously with blinding light before it released the ring of pure force that knocked monsters inside a little, expanding the area of barrier, sending monsters that were biting on the surface away.

The only danger this strategy carried was its instability. When the barrier enlarges steadily, you almost don’t have to pay attention to its structure. When it increases its size in pulses, for a few moments the barriers becomes… full of holes until we would stabilize it "manually".

Through these holes, another bunch of corrupted beasts got into the barrier, yet we didn’t really mind. We predicted that. In the moment of a pulse, monsters inside became stunned, as if hit by flash-bang. They couldn’t see and I was pretty sure they heard that high pitched ringing sound in their ears.

In those splits of second hunters ended lives of several beasts. This way, we allowed them to come in waves.

The only creature not affected by the power of the pulse was, of course, the devil. Though part of his fur vanished in green flames, he looked as if he almost did not notice being hit by the wave of magic.

Stronger, bigger and faster than Gisele he was pushing her back, forcing her to defend over and over again.

Sweep of clawed hand from the side deflected by the side of her colossal blade, werewolf put his leg closer, twisted his body and bolted onward with its mouth opened wide toward dragoness’s neck, Gis was forced to take step back, then her opponent still using the momentum of his body twist managed to rest his body mass on his frontal limbs, turned in place so his back was facing Gisele, raised his rear legs and kicked powerfully. His muscled leg landed directly on her stomach.

I couldn’t see Gisele’s face, yet I heard her groan. She was forced to move two meters back to catch a breath, yet werewolf did not give her time to rest. He bolted onward striking like a mad animal with his arms even faster than before. Though I could feel magic oozing from his body, he decided to deal with her with his pure physical power. I was pretty sure he could generate much deadlier pressure by using dark arts… why did he restricted himself?

Maybe because he wanted to show us we are no threat to him? Or maybe because he was a formless, shapeless, body-less creature for eons and right now he was merely savoring the sensation. Of flesh being ripped under the pressure of his claws, of blood splashing his body. Or pure carnal desires.

Yes. Guessing by monsters eyes, he was enjoying himself. Every now and then he “missed” the attack that could seriously cripple Gisele’s combat ability.

Another claw slash that damaged Gisele’s armor to the point, where broken links of chained armor broke and fell on the ground revealing leather vest, the last line of defense separating blood thirsting monster and dragoness body.

I wanted to get up, I want to leave everything and aid her, my heart was pounding, my mind was screaming. Yet I remained there, under the totem, chanting the spell.

I decided to trust her. Before we started this little charade she said that she will manage to hold him back until the end. I believed her.

Or I wanted to believe.

-          “Pulse incoming!” This time it was Lanele who yelled.

Another ring of light and another group of monsters perished.

Hold up there, Gis, one more pulse. Just one more to go!... Yet, the more the barrier grow in size, the more time is required to reach critical mass.

And Gisele wasn’t in very good shape, even more, I didn’t see when or how, yet on her vest a flower-like pattern of red started blooming.

-          “Zari-el, Zari-el…” the monster kept mocking me as he was circling around panting dragoness “… You know, you are quite a celebrity down there. Personally, I have no idea what is this whole fuss around you. The lady gives you so much attention, the higher devils are whispering your name, the avatar of change – they call you. T-ha! Look at you, nothing more than another silly mortal, nothing but a dust from under our nails… I know that you lust for this woman, who knows, maybe even you love her? Yet here you watch her bleed, you watch her get wounded, her life perishing before your very eyes… and you do… nothing? I am disappointed. I wanted to see your rage. To see your sins, to see how much more beautiful you could become as the darkness would bloom within you… and yet you hold back. What do I have to do to see your response? Zari-el?”

Nobody else was there to help her. Rupert was fending off two huge mutated crimson wolfs, Sam And Jasper were still battling with a bear, it had grown weaker, it was pretty much crippled, yet still deadly.

And werewolf approached Gisele kneeling in the clearing. She tried attacking with an uppercut, yet the monstrosity stopped her attack catching her fist with his palm and tightening the grip.

-          “A pathetic attempt!...” he yelled tightening the grip of his fist. I hear bones in Gisele’s hand snapping, I heard her letting out a quiet groan. Yet she never complained, instead, she raised her leg and kicked the monster it the side.

He barely noticed the strike. He let her hand go, instead, he catch her leg, raised in the air and slammed on the ground. This was when I heard he yelp in pain for the first time, moment before she cough blood.

The pulse was still in the middle of a charge.

<now>

I set out a mental order to my familiars hiding in the nearest bushes. One last trump card that was supposed to get us some time.

Kaito bolted onward and dig his fangs in the back of werewolf’s neck. The ravens flew high letting out high pitched scream that was bombarding sensitive ears of the beast, huge vulture-like bird attacked its face trying to scratch out the eyes, while Sebastian materialized in his garuda form and dug his talons in devil’s stomach.

Darkness erupted throwing my familiars away. Dawn and Dusk stalkers – little ravens didn’t withstand the blow and perished. I ignored notification saying about my link with these two being broken.

Marrow-eater was sent to the ground, before it managed to get up, the werewolf stomped on it breaking bones of its vessel.

Another notification.

Kaito got up from the ground, despite his wounds he started circling around the werewolf readying himself for one last desperate attack.

And Sebastian was just sent four meters away, not affected my darkness itself. That was the moment when the devil noticed his presence.

-          “Bahoru?”

-          “You are mistaken…” bird-monster hissed “… Name that master chose for this vessel is Sebastian.”

-          “From all the devils, to see you here…” for a moment the creature froze, I thought (and hoped) that in fear, yet I was greatly mistaken “… THIS NIGHT KEEPS GETTING BETTER AND BETTER!...” he howled at the moon “… Imagine the splendor that shall fell upon me as I would say that I have defeated the infamous Bahoru!”

Werewolf licked his lips.

-          “Once again, address me properly… You filth.”

In hell realm I was sure that Sebastian would hand his ass back to him, I did my homework and read about the position that he holds within the Heira’s society. But here, the power of devil was limited by his vessel.

Even lesser devil like the werewolf in front of us (or so I hoped that he was a lesser devil) with the possessed body could defeat top-tier existence that was summoned by an inexperienced conjurer.

Werewolf completely lost interest in Gisele and tosses her away like a broken toy. Then he bolted onward.

-          “PERISH, BAAHORUUU!”

Even though in terms of pure strength the werewolf was on a completely different level than Sebastian, my familiar had the advantage of ages of battle combat training. He raised his winged arm and gently push the strike off the trajectory line, then he moved to the side, bent the attacker’s hand and tossed him over his arm, right on the small tree which broke under the pressure of heavy body.

-          “Once again. The name I was given is Sebastian. I treasure this name, for it is something that I can truly call mine. I will teach it to you, and I will take every. Sweet. Minute. To do so.”

Werewolf raised from the ground annoyed as Sebastian took some kung-fu-looking battle stance, squatted a little over his leg, with one leg spread onward, with his open palms directed on his new opponent, one on his head-level, another one on waist level.

Maybe I was worrying about Sebastian a little too much?

Then werewolf roared and coated himself in dark miasma, which slowly sink into his body enlarging his muscles even more. The eyes of werewolf that up until now were glowing with dark red afterglow shined with deep purple.

Or maybe I did not.
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It was already the middle of the night when the merchant left the inn. He wasn’t just a merchant, he was THE merchant. The very person that was smuggling cargo for Redfeather’s family, it was THE merchant that kept resupplying them with moondust drug of the highest quality. And in the end, he was THE merchant that the grand house wanted dead.

Yet, what was important, actually happened a few hours earlier…:

Jason bothered himself a lot to find him. He needed to travel to the small trade-town east from capital, then he would drink at a couple of inns (and there were plenty of those in trade city – in the end, merchants need to sleep somewhere, so on every street there were at least two building offering bed, meal and… other attractions) where he kept asking discreetly about someone who could sell him some… highest quality merchandise. And this time, he did not mean alcohol. Normally, every inn owner would kick such client through the door, for hey never saw him before, nor did he call names of mutual friends. But, thanks to his shady appearance and not saving his coin for other barely-legal goods, he has been re-directed to the moondust seller. How did he – drunk head and vagabond - have money for such not-very-cheap stuff? Before leaving the capital he had a talk with the king, who generously did not skimp a coin. He didn’t like the idea of spending national money on booze and drugs tho, still, he didn’t have any other option, did he?

A few hours later he would sit next to the merchant by his table, smiled politely, and informed him about his desire of making a purchase. As soon as they finished formalities (and there wasn’t any), a small bag of coin traveled from Jason’s hand to merchant’s, but in return, smaller, much lighter bag filled with some ash-like substance was given into his possession. After checking if he wasn’t watched, Jason, still next to the merchant, coated his fingertip in saliva, burrowed it in the bag, and brought it back, this time coated in thin layer of a drug.

Moondust, one of the greatest garbages that exist in this sorry world. Jason hated it with all his guts, for he watched not once, nor twice, what this can do with people. Bah, sometimes, when there was someone possessing valuable information, inquisitors would use it to make people talk. For days they would give prisoners huge doses, just to suddenly cut the supplies. Oh, the faces, their pained faces. They wanted to give everything they got, tell every dirty secret, betray friends, family and ideology. Just for another dose.

And then, he put the finger in his mouth and rubbed it into his gum. Second, two, three..

And then it hit him. He took a very small quantity, just to lower suspicions of the merchant, yet, the shit was pure. Very pure. The smuggler had to get it right from the source. First, the stinging sensation that made him almost want to scratch his mouth open, yet, a moment later. A bliss. Numbness. The part of his jaw experienced nirvana.

His eyes must have betrayed what he was feeling, for merchant smiled deeply content.

-          “Wonderful, right? I was told that no other person has access to such high-tier merchandise.” He boasted

-          “You must have it right from the source, right?”

Man squinted his eyes.

-          “I am not going to tell you whe…”

-          “And I don’t want to know. Ha! I still treasure my life. The less I know, the better.”

Merchant eased himself a little.

-          “You have to forgive me my suspicions if someone sells such goods like myself, he needs to be constantly on guard.”

-          “This is why you hired those three guys?”… Jason smiled a little “… judging by their moves, they try to be sneaky. Sorry to say that, but they are green-horns. Intimidating, for sure, but I wouldn’t call them a professional.”

-          “How did you know?” merchant titled his head to the side.

-          “Oh, let’s say it is my job to get as much information as it is only possible. How do you think I found you?”

-          “… Well, you called the name of one of my friends so..” he meant one of the inn keepers.

-          “And before that? I am not into playing games, so I will keep it simple. I am from Syndicate…” man instantly turned pale. Technically, Jason didn’t lie. Zariel did hire him, not for this purpose, but still.

-          “Look! I didn’t mean to get in your way! I…”

-          “Shhh! Sh-sh-sh! Easy there, pal. We don’t mind. Syndicate did not take over drug market… yet... so you are free to abuse this freedom. Even more, your merchandise and our services are complementary products. You see, you make people have a good mood, and when someone has a good mood, he is more likely to hire a hooker and buy another glass of beer.”

Man once again relaxed. Only a little though.

-          “… even more. Our relations could get a little bit… nasty, if you would sell some garbage that would make people sick. But this… what are the side effects?”

-          “Hangover that will make you wish to kill yourself, sometimes some strong dehydration, but nothing serious! If you wouldn’t take triple of suggested dose, there is almost no threat to life nor health!”

Merchant assured quickly.

-          “Wonderful. Back to the business then. Lately, I paid the visit to the Redfeather’s main house, back in capital…” the gaze of plump man was darting everywhere, as he was more than just nervous “… your name appeared in one of the papers…”

-          “Can’t be!...” He said almost offended, as if he did not believe that someone could be so unprofessional, definitely not the Grand House “… We have a deal that was supposed to keep my personal data…”

Jason pushed a piece of paper to him.

-          “What is it?”

-          “An assassination order. Found in their vault.”

-          “But… there is…”

-          “Your name. Correct.”

If man was pale before, right now he could be easily mistaken for an undead.

-          “B…But why?”

-          “Oh, I have my assumptions, but that is for later. I have a deal. Safety for cooperation in a matter of certain information you possess… No, I do not mean the drug!” he quickly added seeing man’s expression.

-          “… What guarantee do I have…”

-          “You and I are both members of the underground. We are members of a society of hookers, assassins, smugglers, and instigators. We kill, steal and intimidate people. We ruin someone’s reputation and kill their social status. But we have one, golden rule while making an agreement. You know what I am talking about.” He stated

This was a rule that someone calling himself Rogue said to him as he was having a drink in the guild bar. He appeared out of nowhere, no one paid any attention to his unfamiliar face, and when he was done he vanished the same way he appeared. He quickly informed him that his services may be occasionally required, of course for compensation, yet thanks to this he will have access to absolutely new reality.

Right now, he was playing cards he was given that day.

-          “Honor of a scum.” Man sighed

The honor of person deprived of everything. A promise, that no matter what would happen, the agreement is as honest as it is only possible. Syndicate, smugglers, villains, dark lodges and even stray bandits, all hailed that vow. And if someone was to break it, all organization would hunt such person through their whole life.

-          “Very well. What do I have to do?”

-          “For now? Keep doing your regular business. We are already talking too long. I will be watching you. I will be in the crowd, I will be a person selling you bread and a pimp sending a hooker to you, though you will never realize it was me. The order was meant to be executed within the next few days. It may be wise to hire an additional guard… but do not spare a coin for this one. One good protector is better than those three idiots. When the time would come, I would act and save your hide. Then, we will have a talk.”

-          “… To think that they would decide to kill a member of the Rosewood trade company! When the guild head would hear about i…”

-          “He will NOT!” Jason put his hand on the hand of the merchant and squeezed it painfully “… that’s what I need from you. Do not inform other parties. The information you will give to me will most likely bring doom to their house, much worse than you can imagine.”

He finished his drink, paid and left. He moved outside, to the well, he lowered the bucket filled it with water and brought back. Then, he started to quickly clean his mouth from the reaming of the drug.

He looked at the bag, still in his hand, he waited for the wind to blow before releasing its content. He watched grains of ash-drug scattering on the wind.

He washed his face, put on another illusion and changed his coat inside-out. Reason? The coat could be worn on both sides, and each had a different color. This way, within a second he could become a completely different person.

It was already the middle of the night when merchant left the inn. He wasn’t just a merchant, he was THE merchant. The very person that was smuggling cargo for Redfeathers family, it was THE merchant that kept resupplying them with moondust drug of the highest quality. And in the end, he was THE merchant that the grand house wanted dead.

Jason inhaled cold, night breeze and did what he promised. He became the crowd. The shopkeeper. The pimp. Everyone and no one. Watching over people around the merchant, waiting for the attack.

His next few days were about to become quite busy.

 

 



<More-or-less same time, the capital.>



 

 

Elana fell on the ground, kicked in the guts by Aiele. The Syndicate’s assassin stopped being gentle with a petite girl, no, she was far from being cruel. She just greatly reduced the handicap. Right now, she started teaching a young girl about the pain. Nothing serious. Some bruises. Some damages on perfect, alabaster skin, a little cut here and there, mostly on arms and legs. She spared her face.

The girl was panting as she kept getting up.

-          “I am disappointed, you know?...” Ay said “… you have the charm, girl, refusing to use it is just a foolishness.”

-          “…I… can’t… rely…on it. I don’t want to! I want… to be strong! To make a difference! Just like Mister Zariel!”

Assassin snorted.

Girl charged holding dagger with both hands. She thrust with her body mass. Her teacher just moved to the side and with a karate-like chop, she smacked dagger-wielding arms making her drop the blade. Then, a knee in the belly, still holding back, yet it was more than enough to make the un-trained girl start gasping for breath and fight back with a desire to puke.

-          “I’m starting to believe it is a waste of time…”

She wanted to go away, but the girl grabbed her leg. She still was curled on the ground, one of her hands was still holding her tummy, yet in her eyes, a determination kept burning with a bright flame. It did not make Aiele respect her or anything like that. In her eyes, she was simply not fit to become a rogue. No matter how much time she spent with the girl, there was barely any progress. Her body did become stronger, much more flexible than before, but she was still weaker than most of the girls her age. Her technique was still non-existing as she was more than clumsy with a dagger.

Or short swords.

She was quite good with throwing knives, at least as long as the targets were not moving, but these are just a situational weapon! Something you used to either eliminate one of the opponents at the beginning of combat or to gather some distance. How many throwing knives could she carry at the same time? How many of these could she utilize? There was no we…

Wait.

With a light kick, Aiele released her leg from El’s grip.

-          “Wait here. I will be back soon.” She said as a joke as she moved toward armory.

She returned a few moments later with a dusted bag. She put it on the nearest table before looking again at the girl. She was now sitting in the middle of the room waiting for the next instructions.

-          “I think I know where I made a mistake…” Ay said unpacking weapons “… I skipped the basics. I have tried to teach you how to run, before teaching you how to walk, as for right now, you are crawling like a baby. Here, have these.”

Older woman threw in front of girl a set of tonfas.

Blonde girl looked at them confused.

-          “Pick it up.” Assassin hasted girl with irritation. “.. Instead of attacking, first I will teach you to defend yourself. Step-by-step. Pick a stance.”

-          “W-which one?” blue-eyes living angel asked confused

-          “The one that will let you to survive! I will be the one attacking you! Do you think your opponent would inform you what kind of strategy you should use in order to beat him!? No need in copying other people’s movements. Let’s make you create your own!”

Aiele picked a simple wooden sword stylized to look like a katana.

-          “I will attack from your left.”

Ay said, before raising her sword and attacking. Just like she said.

A swift, precise swing barely blocked by Elana that just managed to raise one of her tonfa-wielding hands. If Ay wouldn’t tell her about the attack, her bones could be fractured.

-          “Good, but try blocking with the middle of the tonfa, otherwise you are risking that you would lose your balance, or that my blade would slip off and damage your skin, that’s a wooden sword, but if it was iron one, or even more, iron one coated in the poison, you would be dead. Same. Attack from the right!”

Once again, quite a fast swing, this time blocked properly.

-          “From above!” this time Aiele gave her student almost no time for more preparation, yet information, where the attack would come from, was enough. Elana crossed her tonfas above her head blocking the blade in cross-stance defense

-          “Thrust!”

Ay withdrew her blade, lowered her body in a quick squat and thrust her weapon from the level of her pelvis.

Girl was confused. She once again tried blocking with tonfas. It did not end well. The wooden tip painfully poked her ribs

-          “Are you crazy? Trying to stop thrust? Blocking swings is all you can do with tonfas! You need to be some sick tonfa-master to pull this shit!”

-          “T-then h-how?”

-          “Why are you using only your upper body?! Legs! You have legs, forget about ‘em already!? If you can’t block, avoid! Move back, or to the side! Again. Left. Right. Above. Thrust. Prepare yourself.”

Yet she gave her no time for preparation. Swing from the left was blocked perfectly, yet instead of stopping, Aiele withdrew her weapon a little a let it slide over the tonfa to girl’s right. During mid-flow, she changed the grip over her blade, so “edge” once again was facing girl’s body and attacked from girl’s right.

Managed barely in time.

Assassin took a step back, raised her blade and quickly brought it down. Once again, the X-block stopped the attack, yet assassin once again allowed the blade to slip. Within a second she took a stance to thrust, and once again her blade “ended” in girls belly.

-          “To slow. Again. This time I will not stop after one sequence. Left-right-up-thrust, left-right-up-thrust. Left-right… and so on. Got it?”

Girl nodded.

And the hell began. Assassin once and for all showed El how fluently can one switch from one attack to another. These were not separate attack, it was almost as if the first move was an opening for another as if she never stopped moving. Yet El managed to keep with the tempo. Barely. Over and over again, when one sequence ended, she would make a little jump back which would save her frothe m sequence-ending thrust. Again and aga,in she would let her teacher get some ground advantage.

Until she would jump back one last time… and her backs hit the wall of the room. And the blade of Aiele once again made another bruise on her ribs.

-          “Never stop paying attention to surroundings. Every now and then evade to left or right, this way you could at least keep running around forever. Now. I will change the combination. It will no longer be left-right-up-thrust. I will be mixing it. It is your job to foresee where the blow would come from. What I show you just now are four most basic… no, most PRIMITIVE forms of attacks. And what you did were four most primitive forms of stopping it. I will train your reaction time and stances flow. I will no longer tell you how to move. I will no longer tell you how to stab, pierce, swing. We will start with defense, then with hand-to hand combat. And in the end…”

She looked at the table. Dozens of different, exotic weapons that were piled there made Elana dizzy. She couldn’t name most of them.

-          “Many words can be said about the demon continent, but they have mastered the art of war to perfection. They have dozens of weapons that were based on the martial combat arts. They believe that the real strength comes within your body, and weapons are only tools to empower the forces you already possess… well, it is easy to say that when you are three meters tall Oni made of muscles and bloodlust… Yet, still, if you would compare them to humans, which in most cases without a weapon are completely defenseless... Why am I talking about the philosophy of war with you, little morsel? Where were we? Ah, yes..”

And she attacked from the left. This time El was completely not prepared.
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This is not how I imagined the battle between the devils. Up until now, I thought it would look like a battle of minds and pure magical power, I thought that they would transfer us into a different plane of existence with ash floating in the air and erupting volcanoes in the background… Yet they were still here – in the forest, under the barrier, boxing one another. As much as I was terrified and the current situation actually happened to ease my nerves, I was utterly disappointed.

The werewolf dropped on all fours and charged like an animal shortening the distance in three huge leaps. It jumped on Sebastian trying to knock him down, then thanks to his size and weight, he would have a huge advantage. But as he was mid-air with his paws stretched outwards, Garuda moved two steps closer and attacked. First, he attacked with the uppercut yet as soon as his hand hit the monster’s jaw, he gripped werewolf by the back of his head and pushed him to the ground.

But, as soon as the beast was sent to the earth, he grabbed Sebastian’s leg and smiled smugly. With a strong pull he brought my familiar down next to himself.

-          “As always acting all-mighty, Bahoru?” werewolf snorted as he positioned himself above Sebastian pinning him to the ground. In no time he started pulverizing him into the dirt with a tempest of blows

-          “You have always been this way! Overly proud! Not seeing efforts of those beneath you! You always thought you were the strongest, fastest, smartest! Take away your real vessel and you are nothing!”

Yet all this time despite lying on his back Sebastian was blocking attacks of the other devil with his forearms

-          “I battled under your command during the war of firstborns! I carried your banner! I did everything I was told and more! What did I get? HOW WAS I REWARDED!?”

Another strike, Sebastian started struggling with keeping the tempo

-          “NOTHING! I was forgotten! When the war ended and we returned to the hell you rewarded those who you deemed worthy! AND YOU SENT ME TO LIMBO! ME!”

Another attack, yet this time it was filled with so much hatred and wrath… that despite its power and speed it was more than just obvious to predict. Sebastian caught his fist and twisted it to the side. The sound of bones cracking echoed across the clearing.

With few fast moves, Sebastian released one of his legs and twisting his whole body grabbing an arm of the werewolf locking it. Then he jerked his body back dislocating monsters shoulder. Releasing the grip and performing a lightning-fast kick he sent the werewolf to the edge of the barrier, which upon contact made the green light shine and burn the monster a little.

-          “I think I remember you…” Sebastian said calmly “… your name was… Adrosi?”

-          “AGEROSHI!” the beast yelled getting up from the ground. He grabbed his damaged arm and with one swift move he snapped his joints back in place “… the frenzy unbound!”

He finished his introduction. Idiot. That devil was an idiot. One of the things that helped an exorcist greatly in casting devil aside was to command him using his real name. Sebastian, you are a genius.

-          “Yes, Ambrozy, you did well, but that’s it. You were not even near to get a promotion, there are hundreds if not thousands better than you that did not receive the reward. You were expected to do this much. You did not take over the battlefield, you did not shine with powers or intellect beyond your current status, thus you were sent to the place which was supposed to sharpen your powers. But you missed the whole point of the lecture. You are still repeating the same mistakes as eons ago.”

-          “Keep talking, Blood-feathered! You will fool no one with…”

-          “Each time you step on the battlefield, what is your job? To kill as many enemies as possible? To kill as strong enemies as possible? No. That brings glory on the soldier, but it does not serve the purpose of strategist that planned the combat. The soldier role is to win the war. Even at cost of glory. Even at cost of honor. We are nothing more than tools and you failed to see that. When we enter the battlefield we are not supposed to attack the strongest enemies, but weakest. This way we break the formation, the chain is as strong as its weakest link, snap one, shatter it all. You could have won dozens of more battles, but you failed to prioritize your opponents. As you are doing now. Tell me, if you want to defeat me, what should you do?”

We were almost done. Sebastian sensed it and started buying as time. Right now I was not sure if he lectured me or the foolish devil.

-          “Attack me? Defeat me?...” Sebastian, No, Bahoru – one of the Pandemonians kept talking “… You are not blind, so you had to see that I am bound to the summoner under the totem…” he pointed at me “… You would achieve the fastest and most underwhelming victory if you would focus on him, as right now he completely dropped his defense. But you kept attacking me. The victory was within the reach of your grasp the whole time… but now, you failed. Where are we, Agerosh’u?”

The werewolf looked over the barrier then under his feet, then at us, sitting around the totem and the totem itself which was almost completely charged for the 3rd pulse.

-          “Indeed. This is an insight you are lacking. My master correctly foresaw that he would not win this battle in the usual way, so he divided it into the stages. Lure, battle under the barrier, which does not suit us, devils, and last thing… He turned the insides of the barrier into the altar by combining both nature and blood magic. Devil-consuming altar. Each time the devilish presence entered it, each time it fought here and died… it was a form of sacrifice powering up the spell. Every pulse was nothing more than information that another part of the requirement was met… and now, tell me, what is about to happen?”

The structure of the barrier started shaking and changing. The runes and power-words that built it started moving in place, rotating, creating a new structure, new runes, and new words. Like in a Rubik's cube. What was A turned into V. What was P turned into d. sometime the two words would merge creating a single, more powerful spell-word, or one would shatter into a two, and each symbol would complete two different spell-sentences.

Magic, while being written, is two-dimensional. But after staring in the pendant given to be by Heira I have eventually learned the art of setting much more complex spells. This barrier was an example.

But, the “wider” and more complex is the spell, the more power it requires to fuel. The three of us would need months to do so, but fortunately, we found another power source – the werewolf that inhaled the magic of sacred night AND fulfilling the vow with a sinner.

He was like an atomic reactor, a battery that overcharged the structure within less than half of an hour. One last time the werewolf looked at the corrupted animals he brought together with him, and which were now lying dead within the barrier. Their bodies already started evaporating as they were used as a living sacrifice.

Then he looked at me, roared and charged. His eyes were clouded by mindless hate.

Sebastian did not stop him. He didn’t have to.

-          “Pulse incoming…” I said in a calm tone.

-          “The real art of war is not to win with an enemy that is weaker than you…” Sebastian said calmly with disappointment in eyes “… but to defeat a much stronger enemy using his own power against him.”

Once again beast leaped in a desperate act of stopping me, but the totem already started shaking sending a greenish glow.

The ring of power, stronger than before hit him. The power that cast him aside started burning his corrupting nature. Literally. The white flame took over his body releasing the cloud of pitch-black smoke. The devil cried in pain and horror as he was deprived of his essence.

I shattered my connection with Sebastian before the green-magic hit him. This way I saved him from “bits” of “discomfort”.

The barrier, made of hexagonal-like cells, changed its structure into a wall of thin, spear-like lines of green and white light, attracted by the darkness. The stronger the darkness, the stronger attraction, and the devil in the middle of the clearing was like a beacon summoning them. A rain of light-spears fell on the werewolf’s head, impaling him and pinning him to the ground. Every second he spent in this position must be an agony.

I quickly rose from the ground and ran toward Gisele. She managed to crawl away a little, with a piece of clean clothing she tried to stop the bleeding.

-          “Babe, you okay?” I asked in a concerned tone

She looked like all the horrors in the world. With paler face, half-closed eyes, sitting only because her body was resting on the half-broken tree. Yet she managed to raise one thumb in the air.

-          “All nice and dandy. Give me a moment and I will be ready for a round two.”

She actually made me snort, even as it was a nervous and hysterical laughter.

-          “Suuuure. Give me a minute and I will patch you up.”

I put my hands by her wound and cast a healing magic. She sighed with comfort as part of the pain was lifted off her.

-          “We got him, didn't we?” she asked

She had problems focusing her gaze.

-          “No babe, we all died.”

-          “Really? That’s too bad.” She wasn’t joking

She had problems with rational thinking.

-          “Lanele! My bag!” I yelled through my arm

Priestess blinked twice as she tried to snap out of mind-exhaustion. The spell was quite tiring. Yet in next second she got up and rushed to me carrying my goods. With one hand still casting healing magic, I started throwing things out of my bag until I found a little metal-reinforced chest. I quickly opened it with my free hand revealing its content.

Inside, in the leather straps were several vials filled with dense liquids. The chest was designed in such fashion that vials inside wouldn’t break as long as they remained inside. The smith that forged it boasted that “even a dragon can stomp on it, and everything inside would remain untouched!”. I didn’t have yet a possibility to check if the chest is dragon-proof, but it did handle the difficulty of the journey well.

I uncorked the red vial and brought it to her lips.

-          “Gis, babe, have a drink.”

Yet she moved her head to the side disgusted.

FOR FUCK SAKE! WOMAN! It is supposed to work nice, not smell nice! Do not make a scene now!

With an annoyed groan I poured the liquid in my mouth and force-feed it to her. I checked if she swallowed and then I opened another one. I tore aside pieces of clothes revealing her wound. Three deep slash-marks were still slowly dropping blood from her side. If claws would dig her skin centimeter deeper, they would pierce through the liver. I poured the liquid directly on the wound. The alcohol which was the base of the potion burned her nerves with pain. She rolled her eyes and lost consciousness.

I looked at Lanele.

She understood what I wanted without saying a single word. She started digging in my bag and brought clean bandages, a needle, and a thread.

-          “You or me?” she asked as she was preparing the tools.

-          “You. I will focus on healing with magic.”

She nodded in response lowered herself and started closing the wounds.

-          “Atta girl. You did well…” I kept talking to an unconscious woman “… Fuck.”

-          “Something happened?” Lana asked still focused on digging the needle in Gisele’s side.

-          “I just realized she will brag about fighting with the devil for next year. And a week from today she will be saying that she was alone, battled three of them at the same time and left the battleground unscratched.”

-          “That sounds like something she would do.” Priestess nodded with a serious face. “… Zariel?”

-          “Yes?”

-          “How did you do that?”

-          “Sunshine, I am doing things which are impossible on daily basis. Miracles on every Thursday. If you wouldn’t specify what you are talking about I will have no idea what you are asking a…”

-          “The spell. It was 3-dimensional. I get the concept, yet doing it so smoothly, alone, in a matter of minutes during combat is…”

-          “It was like solving a Rubik's cube and Sudoku at the same time while programming in HTML, just a basis. Some training and you will be able to do it too…”

-          “Solving what with what during what?!”

-          “Nevermind.” I sighed

In a couple of minutes, we were done with Gisele. With help of magic and threads we close the wound, with potions I stabilized her state and supplemented her blood loss. Just a little. Lots of sleep and good food will do the rest.

With hands still covered in Gisele’s blood, I get up from the ground and moved toward the devil.

Bounded and pinned by light-spears he was gazing at me with pain and hatred in eyes.

-          “Now, the grand finale. Go away and bring Johann back.”

-          “He belongs to us now! You may have defeated me, but you will never…”

-          “We will do it either a hard way…. Oh no wait, there is only a hard way. I mean, hard way and THE hard way. Anyway, I will enjoy both. The more you resist, the better. Now…”

I looked up in the night-sky

-          “… now, let’s take him away from the moon. He will start singing different story as we would lock him down away from the source of his power. Dang, I could use Jason’s help. He knows a thing or two about tortures.”

-          “You think I am afraid of the pain of this vessel?”

-          “For now? No. You are not fully merged. But as the time would flow and you would get more… accustomed to the body you will start feeling more, am I right? Rupert, would you and your boys kindly…”

-          “Leave it to us, boy…” he froze for the moment “… I mean, your m…” he remembered about my spiritual position

-          “The boy is fine.”

Members of the brotherhood took their sweet time creating a wooden cage in which they would later carry the devil. They carved protective sigils all over it, making weakened devil unable to escape. Then we transported him back to the village – to Johan’s cellar. We were about to start the actual exorcism, this time not being hindered by the powers of corruption.

The question remained - if we would manage to bring Johan back, and in case we would – in what condition his mentality would remain? There are chances that he would be reduced to nothing more than a brainless, blood-lusting animal.

Wondering about every possible aspect as well as the ways of banishing the devil in the cruelest way possible I skipped the wall of notification saying something about getting a ridiculously high amount of exp and leveling up few of my skills.

One final question remained. How did that bastard end up in our world?
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In the city, a little to the west from the capital of Neira, inside an inn section of small adventurer guild branch, sat a woman in her early 30’s, who with a loud sound put a depleted mug of beer on the table. Everyone around cheered happily. She just defeated another fool who decided to challenge her in the drinking contest. They cheered because they knew what was coming next.

Her opponent, barely standing still, handed her a small bag filled with coins. She would toss it to the barmaid and yell:

-          “Drinks for everyone!”

These words were met with an even greater enthusiasm of the crowd. Using the havoc, the woman would sneak away from the mass of drunk adventurers and move toward the table which was occupied by her party.

-          “Another one bites the dust, Eleanore?” a little girl with huge witch-hat asked

-          “That was hardly a challenge, though I liked his attitude. He had the fire in his eyes. Maybe I will date him later? He looks cute.”

The woman, Eleanore, answered sitting next to her. Her team, the Amazons, as the name dictates was made only of females. Eleanore –a tall and muscular woman with very bright hair was the vanguard.

The little girl – you could guess by her robe and hat – T’yama – was a magic caster. She used to be a part of nomadic tribes from the desert to the south, but as they don’t have as “high” of an opinion there about magic-casters… or women, she had to run away looking for a better life. Her petite body, tanned skin, and jet-black hair made her very popular in northern kingdoms, this is why she would often cover her face with a mask. She wanted to be recognized by her abilities, not body.

 

The girl sitting in a corner was their scout. Margaret. A daughter of village hunter. Very cheerful and boyish in behavior. Her always-cheerful-green eyes made her gather new friends at the speed of light, she was just a great companion, she could listen, she could talk. She was the best person to have during nights with a campfire burning in the forest. The stories she told during such nights were some of the best experiences that Eleanore had in her life.

The last member, someone they joyfully called “Capitan” despite not being part of any military group, was coming their way right now – Sabina. Daughter of a merchant. Very proud and confident person, yet humble at the same time. Many would mistake her for a female-knight of noble blood. She cared for the rest of her team, treating them as sisters. The rest of the team would respond loving her twice as strong.

-          “Hey, boss! Got something good, I guess?” Eleanore said seeing her <Capitan> coming with a smile plastered from one ear to another

-          “Easy money, girls, merchants traveling close to Omega Forest noticed some strange monster and want us to investigate it. They are scared as hell, so they offered to pay a ridiculous amount of silvers!... I had to brawl with a few other team-leaders to get this, I will later have to apologize to them for those broken jaws… but…”

She slammed piece of paper – the request – on the table board.

-          “90 SILV…” Vanguard would yell, so the captain quickly covered her mouth with palm “… I am sorry… but, 90 silver coins?!”

A single silver coin could let them sleep and eat for 10 days. This quest would give each of them 22.5 silver coins.

-          “… where is the catch?” T’yala as always considered things thoroughly

-          “That’s it. There is none. The beast was supposed to be very big and very ugly. Merchant saw it as it was feasting on the corpse of Omega Bee at the verge of the forest…”

-          “If it attacked Omega Bee it will most likely be dead already …” Margaret noticed carefully

-          “Exactly. All we have to do is to walk over to Omega Forest a little and report back that whatever was there is already gone, either moved away or got killed by bees. There is no risk at all! If we won’t hinder Bees there is no predator in the forest! Well, except those nasty spiders, but they wouldn’t bother attacking anything that is not a bee, so…”

-          “Sabina, you are a bloody genius!” Eleanore hugged her <sister> tightly while picking her off the ground.

-          “Put me down! Put me down! Ouch-ouch-ouch! Stupid goat! You will break me in half!” defenseless girl would kick the air trying to regain balance

-          “Ha-ha! Sorry! I just can’t contain my affection to you!”

-          “Yeeah. Suuure. Anyway, I wasn’t the only one that noticed it, this is why I had to hit a few faces… we have to hurry, it is a first come first serve kind of request. I stole it from the board so the rest of leaders have no idea what the details are, yet if they would wake up and...”

-          “SABINA! YOU DAUGHTER OF A HOMELESS SHEEP! WHERE ARE YOU, YOU WENCH?!”

Few angry voices could be heard from the stairs.

-          “Run, girls! Run!”

At hearing the order, the Amazons jumped away from the table and giggling ran to the store on the other side of the city. They wanted to quickly buy some supplies and move out as soon as possible. In the end, Omega Forest was very close, bit more than a day by foot.

 

Few hours later they were already walking by a small road in the direction of the “easy bounty”. The roads here were safe, no trading routes nearby meant no bandits, and because of forest filled with bigger-than human bees barely any monster decided to live in the nearest vicinity. Oh, there were plenty of creatures living almost in symbiosis with bees, but they were as docile as the colossal insects. Here, adventurers were needed only to periodically help with field-infesting insects destroying crops or to help with a wild, mad animal that every now and then would emerge and bother farmers. It was a newbie-adventurer paradise.

Margaret was singing loudly a marching-scout song cheering up the mood of the rest of the company, Eleanore was going on the front line with her hands crossed behind her head as she chewed on blade of grass, T’yala was struggling to walk and read a book pouting now and then that they should have rented a cart and Sabina was gazing over her “sisters” pleased. They had been adventurers for almost two years. They had C rank for over two months, yet because of peaceful vicinity they didn’t have a possibility to truly test their skills.

The Capitan was wondering if they should fill the papers and ask for promotion and relocation to the capital. Home to the greatest adventurers and much harder quests. She could also see and talk with a woman whose strength inspired her to establish the Amazons – legendary Gisele Redwing. With strong resolve, she inhaled and called the rest of the team.

-          “Girls. I want to ask you for opinion…” her team stopped “… after this quest… would you want to follow me into the capital?”

Margaret smiled at the witch girl stretching her hand. With a groan, the ex-nomad passed her a small bag filled with coins.

-          “Girls?” Sabina tilted her head to the side

-          “Oh, don’t mind me, we were just betting when you would ask us to do so.” Scout grinned even more “… I will follow you even into barracks full of horny soldiers!” redhead smiled

-          “I would rather not to follow you there… but as long as it is somewhere fun, I will gladly follow!” Eleanore smiled bashfully

-          “Whatever.” T’yala answered. As for her, it was more than enthusiastic <yes>

-          “It is decided then! Capital! We are coming for you!” Merchant daughter pointed her sword in the sky. Rest of the girl followed with just as cheerful scream. Well, except T’yala. She just snorted.

 

 



Following day – edge of the forest.



 

 

It was said that the buzzing of the thousands of bees living in Omega forest could be heard from miles away, yet right now, the team of Amazons despite setting their feet inside of it still couldn’t hear a single sound. They were far too inexperienced to recognize this deadly sign. Even T’yala, though thanks to her affinity with life forces felt a shiver running down her spine, she mistook it as the effect of the wind blowing from the north.

They stepped inside and begin scouting the forest, and only after 30 or so minutes they realized. The forest was dead. No, not the plants, they were still growing, yet the flowers, especially those gigantic ones started losing their colors. As they kept walking deeper and deeper they found the first corpse. Or corpses. Or something that could be called only as a graveyard, or a shambles. Dozens, no, hundreds of half-eaten bodies in all shapes and colors. Some looked as if they were bitten in half by some monstrous jaws, some were in a dulled cocoons as if spider already preyed on it. Stripped to the bones or still coated in large amounts of flesh. After next inspection, they found out that it was not a mindless carnage, but a storeroom. A huge clearing was separated into three zones. First was filled with nothing but skeletons, second – with bodies half-eaten, as if you have finished your dinner and couldn’t eat your dessert right away, so you left it on a table to come back for it later. The last one was filled with dozen of cocoons hanging off the tree. Creatures inside it were still alive, sometimes they tired moving, yet drunk with venom they had barely strength to move one of the limbs.

And then Sabina felt a movement. Above them.

-          “Girls. Whatever would happen, do not move.” She whispered. She felt her heart pounding like a drum. She thought that her whole chest was vibrating because of it.

From the highest branches of the wood, a colossal creature lowered itself. It looked like all the horrors of the world, like abomination patched up from several different bodies. Yet, Sabina chose wisely ordering rest of the girls standing still. It was an advice given to her by some older adventurer.

<If you would ever meet an opponent that outclasses you, freeze. Do not move. Do not flinch. Do not blink, do not breath. Very often predators have bit different senses than we do. They do not see the way we see. They see movement, the more you struggle, the faster you run, the better they see you. Also, they prioritize the strongest and fastest opponents. I can’t count how many times I survived only because I didn’t move. I saw my own brother being eaten alive by a Goliath, but I was sitting in the bush. I lived only because I waited for four days in that bush, I wanted to be THAT sure that the Goliath left the area...>

Didn’t you want to help your brother?! Sabina asked. For her, leaving comrades behind was a sin beyond understanding. He would later look at her with those dull, empty eyes. Eyes of someone that suffer a misery she couldn’t comprehend.

<Have you ever seen a Goliath, girl?>

She hadn’t. He would later open a bestiary book and show her a picture. Next to it, there was a size comparison of the beast and a human. She had no more question. Two adventurers could never battle such a creature.

And now it was here. Spidero-insecto-something. With its head area almost completely covered in insectoid eyes. <Do not move> she kept repeating to herself. And then she noticed another thing.

Attached to the body of the beast were hundreds of tiny silky strings. She tracked those lines with her eyes. The other end would be attached to the bushes, trees… the beast was relying on the sense of vibration. Each time someone would push it, it would instantly learn it’s localization.

And the red-haired scout was literally standing on it. She noticed it too, she saw the beast pulling string with its leg and she felt it pulsating under her leg. She turned her head toward her companion, tears were coming off her eyes. She knew.

The beast started approaching, it raised its front limbs taking attack stance. This is when Margaret turned around and started running away.

-          “Margaret! NO!”

Yet she didn’t listen. All of the monster’s eyes focused instantly on running figure, and in next moment it leaped on her. At first, Sabina was wondering if they could outrun the creature, seeing it now she lost every bit of hope.

The monster grabbed girl with by the leg and started dragging back, it already started sprouting the silk in order to turn her into another sack of lunch.

-          “We have to help her!” Eleanore yelled bringing her two-handed sword off her back.

She didn’t understand. They CAN’T help her. It is impossible! They were like ants battling typhoon! Yet she charged, she swung her sword.

Once again a glimpse of hope shined in Sabina’s heart, just to die again. She thought that if they would manage to hurt the creature, then they could also kill it, but colossal blade only slid off the chitin carapace. Yet it drew the attention of the creature. Feeling threatened, it turned in place and cut in scissor-manner with its frontal limbs.

A cut was clean, the head of a girl rolled about three meters away from the body.

T’yala looked at her, despite her tanned body, she looked pale. She took a small, slow step back. Then she showed her opposite direction with her head.

Sabina understood. They were supposed to slowly start going in different ways. This way at least one of them could save their life.

The beast just finished turning the cheerful-green-eyed girl into a cocoon. After it was done, it turned around and started feasting on the flesh of the vanguard. It was damaged so it was only a matter of time before it would start rotting. The beast knew it and decided to start its dinner earlier. Yet after a first bite, it froze, as if admiring the new taste, new sensation. Sabina knew that human had just become its new delicacy.

She made a step back. A little twig snapped under her feet. Beast turned around instantly, facing her and raising its frontal limbs. T’yala used the opportunity when the beast wasn’t looking in her direction and started walking away. Yet she grabbed a little stone off the ground.

T’yala was moving further and further away as the spider was approaching Sabina, and when it was three or four meters away, she tossed the stone on the other side of the clearing. Beast jumped in direction of the stone digging into the ground with its legs. But the creature, despite being an animal, was not stupid. Even more, it clearly was intelligent. Instantly it understood that it was baited away, it hissed in wrath and shot the silk like a fountain in all direction.

The silk covered everything around The trees, the bushes and T’yala. Sabina miraculously avoided being covered in silk thanks to the sudden blow of wind that cast threads off her direction. Fluke. Luck. Nothing more.

The beast lowered itself down on all eight legs, it was ready to jump any moment. It just waited for a move of the string. It could wait. It had all the time in the world. Spiders could live without eating for weeks, even months of years. They could wait in their trap without a single move as long as they wanted. Human’s body would start being exhausted after a few hours of standing still. Without being able to move one’s leg, the blood would stop circulating causing cramps and pain. Eventually, T’yala would have to move.

Witch’s lower lip started trembling as she was sobbing quietly. She looked in direction of Sabina. Her captain was looking in every possible direction in order to find something – anything, to help her last sister.

When their eyes finally met, she just slightly shook her head from side to side. She was crying. With a gesture of her head she told her beloved friend to run in the opposite direction, then she turned away and started running.

One leap. With a single leap monster covered over 20 meters of difference between it and T’yala. Her screams echoed across the forest. Normally, this sound would cause all the birds to leave the branches and fly in the air, but there were no birds in this forest. Not anymore.

Hours and days later the beast would completely digest the bodies of girls. Of human – the apex predators. It would reach the final link that separated itself from perfection – an ideal mind. Flawless self-awareness, partial memories of the girls… and something more.

It cast aside its monstrous body, slowly, yet steadily, he was reducing the number of limbs, dropped the chitin exoskeleton and fur.

It stood naked in the middle of the clearing. It had a tanned body, joyful green eyes, and blonde hair. Despite a very girly appearance, it was a male. At first glance, it could be mistaken for some rare beast-kin. The monstrosity opened its lips and checked new teeth with tongue. They were no longer sharp, venomous needles, they were bit dulled but quite beautiful.

-          “I…a-m, a ki-me-re… I… m a ch-me-ke… I am a ki-me-ra… I am a chimera… Chimera. Chimera…” it was trying its newly grown vocal chords.

-          “Chimera…” it said again. Yet the knowledge that it recently gained was telling him, that such a name, despite being the truth, could cause a havoc. It was no good.

Chimera. Chim. Era. Kim-Era. Erio Kim?

-          “I am a Erio Kim. Nice to meet you. My name is Erio, pleased to meet you. My name is Erio. I look forward to working with you.  

Like every apex predator, the beast was trying out its new hunting methods before using them in an actual hunt.

-          “Hello, I am Erio, Zariel’s little brother. Have you heard about him? I have to meet him! It is very urgent! Please! Mister! Do you know where he is?”

He asked the air clasping his hands together in almost begging manner. Good. This would be sufficient. Now he knows.

He is a chimera. He lives to eat. There is something, someone, named Zariel. This name existed in his head even as he was nothing more than an animal. He knows he has to meet him. He has no idea why. He just has to. It is as if his whole existence was made for this single purpose. He called him brother. Was the Zariel his brother though? Maybe he was a father? Or a creator? Or… does it matter? The only thing that matters is that whenever he said that name aloud he felt this wonderful warmness in his belly slowly raising to the heart and filling the whole chest.

He quickly “scanned” memories of the girls trying to understand what this feeling is, they used to feel it on daily basis. He found a single world.

 

Love.







The next day. Adventurers guild







Sabina opened the doors to the inn and walked inside.

-          “Here you are, you goat!...” one of the adventurers that Sabina stole the request from called her truly angry “… I hope that you will share these free money you sto…”

Then he noticed her condition. Dirty clothing, sweat and tears covering face, exhaustion seen on her whole body. She was running the whole day for adrenaline didn’t let her to stop, now her whole body was shaking.

-          “Sabina, where is the rest of your t…”

But the man was not allowed to finish. Sabina dropped on her knees, grabbed her head and screamed at the top of her lungs. A scream of terror, of pain and misery. Then it cut off abruptly as she collapsed.
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The devil was locked down in Johann’s cellar, far away from the moon which was the source of its power. I have personally supervised the process of setting up the protective glyphs in the cage he was put in, it would be quite a problem if the beast were to break free in the middle of the village. As soon as I was sure everything was made in the right order and devil would not escape its new prison, I focused on Giselle.

Poor thing was unconscious for a whole day, wounds made by corrupted werewolf’s claw took much more time to heal, also chances of infection appeared to be higher. The medicine I gave them made her sweat a lot. Her body was fighting the miasma contamination with a fever. This is why I spent the last few (dozen) hours sitting by her bed with a bucket of water and piece of cloth wiping the sweat off her body over and over again.

Her skin was no longer pale, instead, it was unnaturally reddened. She kept breathing loudly, as an exhausted person would, yet each time I treated her, she would sigh with relief. This single thing kept me by her side over and over again.

- “In the end, you do love her…” I didn’t hear Lanele opening the door to the room. She was standing there with back resting on the wall and her arms crossed over her chest

- “It almost sounded as if you doubted it.” I answered not even turning back

- “It’s just… sometimes you are so immature… no, pardon me, you are acting immature all the time, and I just find it hard to believe that you can actually be so dedicated.”

This time I did turn around.

- “I am immature?”

- “You didn’t even realize?” she chuckled moving from her spot. She sat on the chair from the other side of Giselle’s bed “… all these jokes, especially about this whole… whipping… and such. To be honest I thought you are a <fresh couple> that merely lust for one another.”

- “Jokes are important. They help to ease the tense mood of ca…”

- “No. For you, they are an escape mechanism. When something is too hard for you to handle, you tend to turn it into a joke, to convince both – their conversation partner and yourself, that the problem is not that serious.”

I looked at her annoyed

- “Sometimes I forget you are an old, nagging granny.”

- “W-What do you mean by that?! I am merely 112 years old! I have barely reached the age of adulthood!”

- “Fossil…”

- “That’s just rude!”

- “Dust-farting artifact…”

- “You are doing it again. You want to change the subject so you try to offend me, yet you don’t want to break our relations, so you offend me in a joke.”

This little…

- “Stop psycho-analyzing me, please.” I sighed

She only smiled proudly as if she defeated me. In the next second she would lift Giselle’s night-shirt checking on the wound, then she said something in elvish, something that sounded really vulgarly.

- “Should her wound turn purple?” she asked concerned

- “Yes, the side effect of juniper’s berry. It helps to fumigate body. It also hurts like hell and may cause minor hallucinations… let’s just say I wouldn’t use it if she wasn’t unconscious.”

She nodded a few times. For few more minutes, she continued to help me around Giselle, before…

- “Say…” not this again “…how do you feel about Giselle?”

- “I don’t understand the question. Too many ways of interpretation.”

- “Why are you together…” I raised my brow “.. don’t get me wrong! You two are adorable… I’m just…”

- “Trying to understand?” I finished instead of her.

Another nod.

Elves have bit different approach to love. Especially those from higher royalty. I doubted that Lanele would ever share the bed with someone she actually liked. Damn politics.

- “You are aware that I am not telling you everything about… well, pretty much everything?”

- “Indeed. A few times when you were talking with Giselle in the camp you stopped in the middle of a sentence before looking at me. I am not stupid, Zariel, I can add two and two.”

She was also nice enough to not pry on the matter.

- “I am not a human.” I said after a moment.

- “I already know this much. There are very few humans that can actually shape-shift, and even that is usually either part of the curse or… that’s not the subject of our conversation. In conclusion, I am aware of that.”

- “When someone learns what I am… they tend to… act… let’s say…”

- “Not-very enthusiastic?” this time Lanele tried finishing instead of me.

- “Violently. Jericho would kill me on spot if not the paper from the Senate which stated that I mean no harm to human society.”

Her eyes sparkled with undeniable curiosity. 

- “Every single one of my friends needed a few days, sometimes weeks, to finally start acting like usual after they would learn the truth.”

- “But not Giselle?” she indeed was fast to join stains.

- “I have never met someone this… naive in their pureness, and pure in their naivety.” I stopped talking.

In the meantime, I started peeling an apple. Later I would feed Giselle with it.

- “When we first met, or actually even before that, she wanted to pulverize me into the dirt. You know, she wanted to <test> abilities of someone who Jericho took as the second student…”

- “The two of you had a duel, which you won and she accepted you as her per?” Lana already started living some romantic history of her own. I only snorted

- “Like hell! I kept avoiding her! If the two of us would happen to meet in guild, I would either pretend that I was wounded, or that I just picked the quest and needed to be in the best condition possible!”

The aura of disappointment could be almost seen all around priestess.

- “Then, we would slowly start doing quests together, or actually, she just forced herself into every quest I took. And eventually, I would slowly start noticing, that when she is not running in amok to test her abilities… she is actually a very caring person. I have never seen her abusing her strength. I have never seen her mistreating fellow adventurers even those with much lower rank. The time would pass and I would start considering her acts of clumsiness and... well, stupidity as cute, till the night when…”

Wait, wait, wait…!

- “… why am I even telling it to you?! It’s a private matter!”

She-elf’s eyed burned.

- “No! You are not leaving me here! We are getting to the best part!”

- “Lanele, I am greatly indebted to you for your help, but now, please, leave. I want to take care of Giselle…”

- “You bastard! Bully! Meanie!” she cried, while jokingly hitting my arm.

- “This is how fellow priestess treat the Oracle?” I decided to play dirty.

- “Pfth!” she snorted “… you literally never thought seriously about your new responsibilities, yet now you hide behind the power of authority!? That’s low!”

Yet still, with a smile on her face, she got up and moved toward the door. Before leaving the room, she hesitated, stopped, turned around and opened her mouth wanting to say something. Yet she did not say a word. She just shook her head, as if she decided that matter was not urgent enough and closed the door behind her.

Once again I was left alone with Giselle. I started playing with a single strand of red hair. Somehow, this awoke the dragoness. Lazily she opened her eyes, her vision was still blurred, I could tell.

- “Z-zari?” she asked half asleep. Her gaze danced all over the room trying to locate me.

- “I am here, baby-girl.” I gently squeezed her hand.

- “You did not leave me, did you?” she asked with real concern in tone

- “F’course that no! Why would I?”

- “Because I was not strong enough… To protect everyone. To protect you…”

At the same time, my heart pleasantly skipped a beat, yet my dignity of a male suffered a serious blow.

- “I find it offensive that you even think this way. I am angry at myself. I should have finished the spell earlier, I should not put you into such risk…”

- “No. It was always this way. When I was not strong enough I would lose something… or someone… Friends… Mom… Zari, I don’t want to lose you too…”

- “You will not. You hear me? I am not going anywhere.” I wanted to scold her, yet I kept my tone as warm and reassuring as it was only possible.

- “Promises?” she asked like a child.

- “I do.” She purred contently.

I couldn’t stop myself from chuckling.

- “Now, say <Aaaah>!” neither could I stop myself from treating her like a child.

She obediently followed. She would chew on the apple, yet after a moment a disgusted look appeared on her face.

- “… Zari?”

- “Yes?”

- “… it was not meat.”

… this woman…

- “You need to eat vitamins, your body right now is…”

- “I want meat.”

- “Giselle, meat does not have many vitamins…”

- “This is why I have to eat lots of it!”

… there actually is a logic in what she just said.

With a sigh I poured a warm liquid into the cup from carafe I prepared earlier.

- “Drink it.”

- “What is it now?” she asked full of suspicions

- “Herbal infusion.”

- “I hate those! They taste like water from under the grass!”

- “You will like this one.” I assured her

Despite lots of resistance, she would eventually allow me to give her the potion.

- “This… actually wasn’t that horrible.”

- “Probably because, I made it especially for you, I added a little whiskey.”

- “A little?” she asked.

- “A lot.” I corrected myself.

The smile that bloomed on her lips was the only rewarded I needed.




Few hours later.




It was already a mid-day when I moved toward Johann’s house, or more precisely – his cellar. On my way there I quickly checked the notification log, which erupted with messages after battle with werewolf.


	Your party has defeated [Johann the Possessed] and [Ageroshi - the Frenzy Unbound] Level 61
	Your party has obtained:	725 00 exp
	You have obtained	9 250 exp.





	Your skill [Fire Magic Usage] has leveled up
	Your skill [Fire Magic Usage] is now level 11
	Fire-based Magic effects:	+ 7.25%
	Fire-based Magic mana cost:	- 5%
	Cooldown time reduction:	- 2.5%
	New spells manifestations available:	- New variation of [Coat of Fire] available - [Imp's hide]

- New variation of [Fireball] available - [Infernal ball]

- While [Imp's hide] is active, you may use [Fiery Storm]









	Your skill [Nature Healing Magic] has leveled up



	Your skill [Nature Healing Magic] is now level 15



	Nature-healing-based spe...
	 






Skip.




	Your skill [Nature Manipulation] has leveled up twice



	Your skill [Nature Manipulation] is now level 8



	Nature-based magic effects:
	+ 5%



	Nature-based magic mana-cost:
	- 3.33%...






Skip.




	Your skill [Summoning] has leveled up twice



	Your skill [Summoning] is now level 10



	Conditions met:
	Your familiar [Black Warg - Kaito] can now evolve and obtain new vessel



	Conditions met:
	Your familiar [Marrow Eater - Walter] can now evolve and obtain new vessel



	Conditions met:
	Your familiar [Dawn Stalker - Gilbert] can now evolve and obtain new vessel



	Conditions met:
	Your familiar [Dusk Stalker - Remus] can now evolve and obtain new vessel






Now, that’s a good thing! Apparently I have to level it up some more before Sebastian would get better vessel. Though the way you level up summoning is a mystery to me. At first I thought that it levels up simply when I have materialized familiar by my side, then that when they perform task I give them or when they kill things. Yet lately by doing it this way I got barely any experience via these methods. Surprisingly, I once discovered that the skill exp of Summoning sky-rocket on its own though I did nothing summoning-related. I have a few theories, one is that my summoning is somehow bound with my Spirituality attribute, and when I do not level it up, the tempo of Summoning leveling up decreases… Though these are all theories for now.

I wanted to summon them right away, but I had no idea what they would turn into this time, as I was in the middle of the village, I preferred avoiding being the cause of unnecessary havoc. Especially as I have already drawn lots of villagers’ attention.

- “Good day, Oracle! May the mother be blessed!” one of older villager bowed.

- “May your day be blessed.” I greeted him with a gesture of a hand. Tha. I am pretty sure that this is the first time in his life when he praised the Mother’s name. Bigot bastard.

- “Praise Aira, Oracle!” another villager greeted

- “Peace to you, and your house.” Once again I praised with hand. Two days ago I saw you on the first bench in Luxia’s chapel. Stupid ass-licking wench.

- “Ah! The oracle! Praise the three moons!” fucking wonderful. Another one.

- “For three are one, and one is three. As at the beginning, so in the end.” I had no bloody idea what I was talking about, but it sounded wise and these people appeared to buy it.

- “The oracle! G…”

- “Pardon me, good people…” I wanted to spit on the ground after uttering these words. <good people that would burn an innocent girl for sake of watching fireworks>. Good people my-ass. “… but I haste to banish the existence that does not belong in this realm.”

They only nodded with understanding. 
I already fucking hate this village.

 I got to the place, entered the hut, and started walking toward the trap door on the floor which lead underground.

The ceiling was quite spacious, very dark and extremely cold. Or it should be, for the darkness was cast away by dozens of white crystals which flooded the whole room with unnatural, eye-hurting light. What was annoying for me must be agony for the devil. Especially the one who took the vessel of a night creature.

- “Ah, Zariel, we are ready to start.” Head of the brotherhood party greeted me with a slight bow of his head.

The first greeting today that didn’t make me flinch in disgust.

- “How’s the devil?” I asked

- “I WILL CUT YOUR STOMACH OPEN! I WILL RIP YOUR HEART OUT OF YOUR CHEST AND FEAST ON YOUR LIVER!” a yell was heard from the deeper part of cellar

- “Softening.” Rupert smiled with the corner of his lips “… to be honest, I did banish evil spirits from possessed people before, but devil… that’s completely different story.”

- “Cheer up. Its like with losing virginity, hurts only in beginning… unless you are a devil. In that case it hurts all the time…”

- “I have no idea which virginity you lost, oracle, but when I was losing mine it didn’t really hurt. Hey, don’t give me that look, I do not judge! Everyone has their own preferences!” His eyes sparkled

- “Ha-fucking-ha. Let’s get down to the business.”

- “DO YOU KNOW WHO I AM?! I WILL DRAG YOU INTO DEEPEST PART OF HELL AND…”

- “When you got your ass handed back to you by Sebastian, we learned that you quartered in Limbo. Last time I checked it was literally on the opposite end of the hell.”

I said entering the storage room inside of cellar where cage with beast was located. If werewolf could blush, he would surely do.

- “You son of a….” voice froze in his throat.


- “You can’t lie, do you remember? My mama ain’t no hoe, and you know ‘bout it.” I decided to tease him again. “… now, before we get all comfy and intimate, I want to ask you few questions…”

- “I WILL MAKE YOU BURN! I SHALL FEAST ON YOUR BONES, I…”

I grabbed a silver hammer laying on the table nearby and smacked beast’s kneecap. Monster yelped, not because of physical damage, but upon touching silver.

- “Focus, Ambroży...”

- “AGEROSHI!”

- “I hear you Alojzy, I do, I need to ask you a few questions before we start, mostly because now your mind is clear and can easily remember things. And we are about to turn you into such a mess, that learning what we want will be impossible for you. Also, in huge stress, the tortured tends to share a pieces of information as they hope to reduce their pain, this is something that I learned from certain inquisitor… well, I can’t believe I say this, but I need to thank Uncle Bob.”

I reminded myself of the man that “interrogated” me at inquisitor’s castle.

- “Now. How did you enter this realm. Why did you chose this specific village. Where is Johann.”

- “I can already answer you the last question. Johann is no more!” werewolf smiled like a beast he was “… He became an animal! He hunts with our hellhounds as one of them! Reduced to nothing but the blood-thirsting dog he is!.. and. He. Loves. It. He knows no greater pleasure than chasing his prey, than burrowing his fangs in its neck, then drinking its blood!... then fulfilling commands of his new masters. He is quite famous there, you know?”

… Devils. Can not. Lie.

Still, I promised Marie that I would bring him back.

Johann, you pathetic bastard, you better prepare your sorry ass for good spanking, for after I would get you back I am going to beat your sanity back in your brain.
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Rupert once again checked the silver chain that he had thrown over the werewolf’s head, arms, and legs. Upon touching the metal, his skin ignited for a moment letting out a small cloud of smoke.

-          “That’s just in case you would want to leave the party early.” Rupert said politely. I knew he was nervous, maybe even terrified, but he did a great job not letting anyone know about it – especially to the devil and his fellow friends in arms.

-          “Why would I flee, mortal? This body belongs to me now, and my businesses here are not yet finished.” Monstrosity hissed

-          “Oh, I trust that you believe in what you say, now, pardon me for a minute, I have to double check if everything is in order…” The leader of the Brotherhood squad moved toward the table with dozens of tools “… Silver scissors? One pair. Silver hammer? One item. Silver nails? Twelve in total. Silver tongs? One pair…”

He continued to count all objects he was about to use on the devil. Just like “uncle Bob” used to, back in the inquisitor's castle. Such petty play could seriously damage the spirit of interrogated… Yet right now, I had different thoughts on my mind. Why did Rupert know all these things? He is certainly skilled with tools of terror and I doubt he learned that at the local blacksmith. After this, I will have to ask Rupert for a private conversation.

-          “You have no idea how many things can be done with a single pair of tongs! How many places you can damage with just a few nails without causing too much trauma… or maybe you can? In the end, you are a devil, ain’t you?”

He was walking peacefully around the chair to which werewolf was bound, every once in a while vanishing behind his back, yet he never stopped talking. Most humans would start twisting their necks trying to see his torturer, yet Ageroshi sitting inside of Johann was peaceful. Calm. Maybe even amused.

-          “You know what is the most beautiful part of our situation? That I don’t have to bother myself with restricting my fun at all! Thanks to your current state I am pretty much sure you will regenerate. Pulled of claw? It will re-grow within seconds! Cut-off finger? Minute? Or two? I can repeat the same action over and over again…”

-          “…Until I would gain pain resistance? How thoughtful of you!” beast mocked

-          “I have never seen a devil gaining resistance for silver.” I doubt you saw any devil before that at all...

He attached silver dagger to the monster face, he didn’t even cut, he just put it on his check. Monster snarled and jerked his head, but the burning mark remained. It was slowly regenerating, yet all the time the smoke was escaping the wound.

-          “Now. Questions: How did you enter this realm? Why are you so focused on this particular village, and where is Johann.”

-          “… the first question would be… Through your whore of a mother…” Beast mocked

Remarkable, how some offenses were not considered as a lie. Rupert stopped talking. Instead, he picked a single nail and put in between monster claw and finger. He just raised a brow at the monster, asking a silent question.

-          “Just do it, you motherfucker! Do it! If you have a c… AGH!”

Monster’s monologue was stopped by a swing of the hammer. The nail dug between the claw and flesh, ripping it apart. Huge, curved claw was sent flying across the room.

-          “Jasper, collect it and secure. We don’t want to repeat the mistake of Exorcism in Salem.”

This time I was the one asking a question by raising my brow. Rupert noticed it.

-          “Long story short – the pieces of the body that were sent flying during the exorcism ended up behind the protective sigils…” he showed the marks on the ground with his head “… and started releasing miasma that later neutralized it. The interrogated later slaughter the whole village.”

Jasper quickly lowered himself, picked a claw with special tongs and put it into a box covered in protective sigils, similar to those on the ground.

In the meantime, the claw already started re-growing. It was only a matter of seconds before older hunter could once again bully the same finger over and over again.

-          “Pathetic attempt!...” beast growled in anger “… I have spent eternity in purifying flames of hell! I was forced to cross the cathedral of retribution! The path of the exile! You have no idea what they did there to me! Your silver is as bad as mosquito’s stings! Annoying, but nothing more!”

Oh, but these were the tortures for the soul, not body which you recently possessed. The more time you spent in it, the more sensations you will receive. Every new torture would be more and more painful…

.. but every passing second is also the eternity of madness in which Johann loses himself more and more.

-          “Rupert, would you have something against if I would borrow… pardon me, TAKE, the claw?”

Hunter, which was about to start hitting werewolf’s joints with hammer stopped, turned around and looked at me. His gaze was uneasy. Apparently, they needed the claw for something else.

-          “Will it help our cause?” he asked after a moment

-          “Depends on the outcome, but it surely wouldn’t harm it.

He wanted to reject my request, I saw it, but he owed me too much already.

-          “Jasper…” he sighed.

Younger hunter with little hesitation passed me a small vessel. This was the first time during this interrogation when werewolf showed a little interest. I smiled back at him.

-          “Be nice, I will be right back. Last advice, it would be best for you to start talking before I return.”

Then, I left the room.

Spirits are vulnerable to damages caused by pure metal because their very existence is a negation of anything that is pure, balanced and clean. In other words – these metal damages not the body, but their concept – their philosophical meaning. It shatters their structure hidden deep in the mortal vessel.

We have to use something, that could ignore the body and carve its path deeper. To the core. To the heart of the darkness. And this little claw could help me achieve this.

I quickly start walking toward the damaged altar in the middle of the forest, yet this time it was not about its meaning as a place of a cult. What I wanted was soil, still carrying a burden of corruption. On that soil, I wanted to grow a plant. A plant that instead of sun would require darkness – or in yet another words – miasma.

I know, I know, something like this requires the evolution of a plant – the long one. The plant would have to adapt itself to the new environment, and that requires centuries if not millennia. But, I am a druid. Accelerating plants grow is what I do on daily basis. I will have to force it to breed seeds, then force those seeds into growing and making more seeds. And again. And again. And again. Via selection and years of evolution reduced to mere hours, I hope to grow something, that would feast on the devil’s essence directly.

That much in theory. Now, time for practice.

I bowed under the altar, where the miasma in soil was most dense. And humming a chant I created a single seed. Burying it into the ground that normally nothing could grow from, I started channeling my mana.

It was much more difficult task than before. The soil had almost no minerals and water. It was barren, cracking under feet.

Yet, my dedication was not in vain. Slowly, very slowly, a single flower started growing. The stalk was thin, thorny, grey. I could almost believe it was about to snap under the gentlest breeze of wind. I felt its roots, trying to grow in all possible directions looking for anything to feast upon.

Yet, the flower could not bloom. At least not yet.

I have opened the box, pulled a claw and buried it right under the flower. A piece of the devil, so rich in mana and miasma started emitting a strong magic pulsation. Flower sensed it. Deprived of any other sources of minerals and water it chased after last resource possible – pure magic.

Once again I accelerated its growth, letting roots entwine around it within a single minute. Then, the flower finally started blooming. The outside of the petal was toxic purple, insides pitch-black. It released a very strong, sweet smell. Almost intoxicating.

Dead center of the forest was filled only with bugs and worms of every possible kind, and these were the only creatures lured in by the strong smell. A single, fat fly landed within the petals trying to pollinate it, yet as soon as its legs touched the flower, the petals moved to entrap it inside.

Carnivore plant. Of course. When there isn’t much of nitrogen in the ground, the plant will try to look for other ways of resupplying itself with this life-giving element. I will have to get rid of this trait. Otherwise, I risk growing a mutation that will hunt for life instead of darkness. But I have time. For now, let’s make it produce seeds.

It took around thirty minutes to fully grow the plant and make it bloom, next ten minutes before it decided to create offspring. With no hesitation, I burned the plant after the process and on its ashes, I started growing its children. With this little of nutrition, the seeds should grow faster. Much faster.

On the ashes of the plant that feasted on demonic essence a new shall grow, and upon their ashes, and ashes of these ashes, a new kind of life shall come to see the night. Knowing nothing, but the taste of purest miasma.

-          “Rise, my children….” I hummed quietly

-           “…The Aira requires your existence.

 Cross the veil of the night.

 And arise. In the dark.”

 



 

Lanele opened the door to Gisele’s room, as the dragoness was getting up from the bed. Right now she was sitting on the edge of the furniture putting on a light shirt.

-          “You definitely shouldn’t leave the bed yet.” Priestess said with a concern in her tone

-          “I am a big girl, Lana, but thanks.” She said slowly getting up “… see? My wounds are all good!”

-          “It’s not the wounds that I am afraid of, but miasma in your body. You need to rest for days before your body would neutralize it, otherwise, you risk some pathology growing in your body.”

-          “I… I just can’t sit on one place…”

Hearing words of her friend warrioress fell back on the bed.

-          “I bet. You are so full of life all the time, it appears to be impossible to have you in one place all the time.”

-          “Yeah, those hours in bed were a pain in the ass!” The redhead hissed quietly.

-          “Gis… you were in the bed for two whole days.” Hearing that brows of the dragoness raised in awe.

-          “I thought… I regained consciousness an hours ago, and Zari was by my side, so I thought… he also can’t really stay in one place for too long so…”

-          “All this time he was by your side. He almost didn’t leave the room at all. He even slept on the floor next to you.”

Lanele lowered herself next to the bed checking on Gisele’s wound. It was still a little purple. The potion that Zariel gave her was fighting with miasma, right now every blood vessel in her body was bit darkened, showing how much of toxic substance still remained in her body.

-          “R-really?” Giselle appeared to be deeply embarrassed by it.

-          “A-ha…” Lanele noticed a possibility to tease dragoness, and maybe learn something new about her companion “… he was soooo tired, that he actually started talking to me about you.”

Dragoness snorted

-          “Suuure.”

-          “He said how you met, that, at first, he kept running away from you as you wanted to pulverize him into the ground…” she started with a truth, to make rest of her version more believable.

Hearing that the tip of Giselle’s tail started twitching nervously.

-          “He said that with time he would start noticing what a kind, pure and sweet woman you are…” she kept teasing as she started talking the half-truth. In the end, Zari also called her naïve and clumsy.

Yet, the blush on redhead girl’s cheeks started blooming.

-          “… and at the end he would end saying how much he loves you and can not imagine his world without you.”

Lanele finished with complete bullshit. He never said that, not with those words. Their love appeared to be still too young to make those two confess their feelings this way. Though his eyes did say something similar.

-          “R-Really? He said something like that?” Giselle averted her eyes completely

-          “I told you, he was really tired – he just finished fighting with a devil and instead of resting he spent two days and two nights by your side. I am pretty much sure he didn’t even notice that he said it to me.” yet strangely, to Lanele Zariel didn't look physically exhausted at all. Maybe because of his inhuman nature? Or potions? 

Giselle froze. Then, the blush covered her whole cheeks, nose, even forehead.

In next moment she would jump back into the bed covering herself with bedding and thus hiding her whole embarrassment from Lanle. Only her tail remained uncovered. It was no longer just twitching, instead, it was violently sweeping from one corner of the bed to another one.

It was so… so… soooo.

CUTE! How can such a brute posses so much innocent purity!? That’s what love is all about! That’s the reaction Lanele wanted to see!...

That’s the reaction Lanele wanted to experience. Pure embarrassment caused by the dedication of the lover. Something that she will never witness. Not in her life.

A single needle of envy pierced elf’s heart with sadness, that needle cause her heart to bleed, leaving her heart empty. A huge, heavy hole appeared to be attracting her whole existence into the ground. A feeling of depression so well-known to Lanele.

She quickly slapped her cheeks twice, getting rid of these thoughts.

She can’t be sad. Being sad for someone’s happiness is the worst possible thing in this world. There is so much anger, hatred, sadness and cruelty on this world, that every act of happiness is a miracle.

… so why, why can’t she find joy in the happiness of her dearest friends?

 



 

It was already evening, almost night, when I returned back to ceiling carrying the same box that Jasper gave me around noon.

When I entered the last room in which the whole… interrogation… took place, I noticed the condition of everyone inside.

The werewolf was sitting in the pool of blood, his joints were twisted in strange directions, yet slowly snapping back into place. His regeneration powers abused heavily for the past hours slowed down, as even his magical powers were slowly being exhausted.

Yet what truly shook me, was the faces of members of brotherhood. At first I though they may have some connection with a Church, yet seeing how much mental trauma they suffered by harming another being, even the devil one, I lost most of my doubts.

-          “How’s it going, Anotnio?” I asked from the doorstep

-          “As I said. You will never break me, pathetic humans.”

Yet, he  no longer corrected me mocking his name.

-          “I am sad to hear that. I have told you that it would be better if you would say everything we needed to know before I would return… Unfortunately, I succeed in doing what I wanted to… Yes, you heard me right. Unfortunately – because I should have never create this… this… thing.”

I really mean it. I have seen many things on this world. I saw people torturing one another in name of god, yet at tje same time for their own pleasure. I saw a spider making nest of a human body and raising eggs in carcasses.  I saw an angel being forcefully born into this world via body of an innocent child. I saw a tumor-like existence which ruled a dungeon…

… yet of all the things, this… creature, was the only existence truly deserving the name of an abomination.

-          “Ageroshi…” I decided to use his real name “… please. Don’t make me open this box.”

And once again - I was not playing. Many things went wrong during my little experiment. I was shown in quite brutal way that I should not play the role of the god by shaping existences. After I was done I have burned the center of the forest around the altar. Twice. And then I sterilized the ground and air of every last grain of mana. And then I burned it for the third time.

And after I would be done here, I was going to destroy the content of the box and… this thing, that remained inside.

-          “All bark… no bite.” Devil raised his gaze and looked me straight in the eyes “… bring it on, bitch.”

I put the box on the ground, a meter from the werewolf before removing the cover.

The box, was small, a cube 15 centimeters wide, long and tall. Yet what remained inside appeared to be bigger. It’s thin branch-like tentacles left its prison and climbed into the air.

Despite being a plant, it resembled more some kind of spider like abomination. Tentacles – which actually were the roots, tasted the air looking for its favorite food – or actually the only thing it learned to digest – the dark essence.

I was a dark mage too, so during its growth, we had few episodes during which it desperately tried to feast on me. It was before I started to hide by dark mana by coating myself with pure nature essence… and keeping my damn distance.

Yet right now, I was not afraid of becoming its target. In front of me, there was a devil. I was like a piece of rotting garbage in front of a table full of a three-course meal with dessert. Not even a dog would be interested with scraps.

-          “What is it?” devil asked as the core of the plant left the box “… WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?!”

The devil saw its nature and trembled. Then, for the first time, he started to jerk his body in all direction trying to fight with silver bondage hurting his body in the process.

-          “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!?” it howled once again.

-          “I? I have sinned.”

I admitted. What left the box was just a seed – 10 centimeters tall, growing tentacle-like roots from almost every possible surface. Yet the seed was not just a piece of wood. It was living, pulsating, moving, twisting. The seed, had a tiny baby-like face. It opened its mouth showing that insides of the seed was filled with nothing but a single long extremely thin tongue and suckers along its mouth.

Root-like tentacles grabbed the body of the werewolf approaching the face-like core to the creature’s chest.

It sucked on it, gently cutting the skin allowing the thin tongue to slip into the body, then, it found a vein, it forces itself into it and started traveling via it until it found a heart.

And then, it started sucking.

A monster cried. Not howled, not roared. It cried like a child.

Up until now, I grew these plants using nothing but miasma from the ground and a single claw. You could think about it as if growing something on the soil from Chernobyl.

Right now, I have attached this plant to the whole working nuclear reactor.

There was a moment, a point where I had to stop, yet I have clearly passed it. Now, all I can do is to keep going and see what is about to happen.
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The devil’s screams echoed across the cellar as his existence was being slowly sucked from this realm by the twisted plant. You can’t kill devil, at least not permanently. Just like angels and spirits - they are manifestations of certain traits or aspects, usually being part of their name. Ageroshi – the frenzy unbound - as long as there was a single existence which would keep losing his or her sanity, that would give up to most carnal, brutal animal-like instincts, he would continue to exist. At least in hell, till he would manage to reform his shape.

 

But it did not mean that we couldn’t harm him. Exorcism, pure metal (or corrupted in case you wanted to damage an angel) spells of opposing elements, protective sigils and glyphs – these are only few of many ways to defend yourself from celestial beings influence. They were meant to disturb their physical manifestations in our realm and ward them off.

 

But this plant, this unholy plant, was literally draining his existence off this world, reducing his spiritual powers, like a leech drinking the blood off the body till only a shell would remain.

But again, devil is a huge spiritual being, and such a tiny plant would require hours, if not days, to reduce fire of his existence to nothing but embers. You could compare it to trying to burn whole body with nothing but the flame of a single candle. As you can easily say – very slow process. And very agonizing too.

 

The tentacle-like roots within a minute became bigger, stronger, thicker strengthening their hold over captured prey. At the same time the seed started to grow as it sprouted a stalk. Oh, the irony - the flower that grew thanks to darkness and suffering was stunningly beautiful.

 

The stalk was sliver, almost white, two leaves that grew on the sides were so thin, that appeared to be transparent. Wonderful rose-like petals only darkened on the ends with blood-like crimson ended the show blooming to attention.

 

Oh, what a wonderful phenomenon would it be, if not the roots attached to the werewolf whose eyes and mouth were open wide dropping drool with spume as if having a serious seizure attack.

 

The flower shut its petals changing into a bud. The bud was shaking, moving like an existence made of flesh as it kept growing. I waited a minute before ripping it off the plant. After the top part of the plant was cut down, it completely died. Just like that. Within seconds leaves and stalk crumbled and turn into dust as it was deprived of the part in which whole life-giving darkness was stored.

 

I took the part of plant which was attached under the werewolf’s heart and started pulling. Root gave up after the flower died, right now I was pulling out a single tongue-like organ hidden within a seed which rooted into the heart.

 

Devil passed out. Seeing that Jasper picked a bucket standing in the corner and splashed it over the beast.

 

-          “Carefully, Jaspy, we don’t want to damage sigils.” Rupert hissed after checking if water didn’t harm writing on the floor made with chalk

Beast wheezing inhaled loudly.

-          “How did you come into our world…” leader of brotherhood started again “… why this particular village. And where. Is. Johann.”

He wasn’t even asking. The words he spoke were deprived of any emotions as he communicates.

-          “Fuck. Off.” Devils hissed in exactly same tone.

I moved bit closer to the Devil and brought bud before his face.

-          “Do you know what is inside?” I asked calmly. He knew. “… Inside, there are seeds. Not just one. This plant produces from four to eight offsprings. For now, they are dormant, still growing within a shell, but as I violated their growing-up speed they will be ready in minutes. Right now you have a moment to catch your breath… and stop it. All we want is an answer to three simple questions, then you will be allowed to get back where you came from. Face it, you already lost. Whatever you wanted to achieve is…”

-          “I cannot leave!” monster growled after a moment “… pact is absolute! Our existence is based on truth, when we promise doing something we literally cannot leave until we succeed, completely fail or the other side of the pact would release us from our biddings! I. Cannot. Leave.”

-          “But your pact was done, wasn’t it? You fulfilled your end of a bargain with Marie and Joha… That’s not the deal you are talking about, is it?”

The monster did not respond. He just kept staring at me.

-          “And apparently you are forced not to reveal the details either.”

No matter how much we harmed him, he couldn’t answer most of the question. He would literally choke on his words, his fingers would break if he would try writing the message and so on. He cannot disobey.

-          “Let’s reverse the order of the questions…” I said putting the bud on the ground, very closely to the werewolf, as the seeds would grow they would find their way to the werewolf by their own “… we tried to understand how he got in here and what he wanted to do here, instead, we should focus on who summoned him here and for what rea… Wait. He had to be summoned. Summoning requires magic… or a very, very bad luck.”

There is a saying, don’t call the devil’s name for he may answer. That’s not just a way to lecture people to not curse, but actually a warning. Emotions are a form of magic too. If someone felt betrayed, for example: backstabbed by companion, while bleeding out he could yell something like <may the hell devours you>

From pain, hatred and blood loss an avenger would be born – a commutation of negative power – a lesser devil whose only purpose would be to hunt down the cursed.

-          “Rupert, ask the elder if there wasn’t someone in the village that wished it wrong, casted aside lover, child deprived of family heritage or literally anyone that…”

I stopped and once again looked at the devil. He was sitting silent.

-          “It’s not the case, is it? It wasn’t a wild summoning, wasn’t it?...” silence was my answer “…You are a frenzy unbound. Not hatred, not sorrow. Your existence serves only one purpose – wrecking havoc, not collecting debts. Also, if you were here to avenge someone, it would be your duty to make the cursed know what he is dying for… yet you are not uttering a single word. There is someone studying demonology here…”

-          “Wait a moment.” Jasper stepped closer “… Devils can have only one pact at the time - he had one with that witch, so…”

-          “Unless forming the second pact is required to fulfill the previous one…” that was only a speculation, yet a growl of approval from the chair ensured me I was on the right lead. “… the question is, who could benefit on summoning a devil and making him terrorize the village? He has been causing only harm, so… No. Another question needs to be asked. Who COULD summon him? When you are intentionally summoning the devil you need to have a mana source… wasn’t Marie the only magic caster in this village?”

-          “Foolish shortsighted mortals…” Ageroshi hissed “… have you already forgot your whole chain of thoughts? Many things may be used as a substitute for mana. Offerings. Sacrifices. Dedications. Vows. Blood…. And many more.”

By many more, he meant the one that he couldn’t mention. The one that would lead us to the culprit. And everything became obvious. Pieces of puzzles just started fitting. The way he was summoned, the reason why he was summoned, the person that would actually gain on devilish influence despite the casualties. The person that would rise in ranks of the village. Just like a firefighter setting a house in fire just to later put it down, so he would be worshiped as a savior. A bloody hero-syndrome.

-          “Rupert, I think I know who did that. Mind following me? Also, leave some boys here, just in case. We don’t want someone to release the devil, do we?”

I took a bud and put it into the box, same sigil-covered box in which the claw was previously stored, before putting it away. I looked at the remaining hunters.

-          “Watch over these seeds. Guard them better than your own life… and even the devil. These motherfuckers are not supposed to leave the box ever again, you hear me? Do not use them by yourself, otherwise, the harm could never be undone.”

-          “What are you going to do with these after we would be done?” Rupert asked. I understood his concern. These bastards were dangerous.

-          “Destroy them. Permanently.”I admitted with no hesitation.

-          “That’s sad. They could help greatly with fighting against evil creatures. Werewolves, vampires… applied quickly they could save hundreds of existence on the edge of possession…”

-          “As well as kill thousands which were just born with a dark element, Rupert. There are people that were cursed, that are carrying a seed of evil within them not because of their own fault. These seeds cannot be trained like a hounds to chase only the creatures we want them to. They will go after every source of darkness. For every 10 people saved there will be thousand that would suffer. Look at them. In an hour from one four to eight more would grew. If a single seed would end in a pond corrupted with a miasma, how many of them would be made in the very next day?”

-          “That can’t be that ma…” Rupert tried defending his opinion

-          “After an hour - 4, after two – 16, after three -64, after four -256, but hey, we speed up now, the following numbers are – 1024, 4096 and 16384. And we have reached only seven hours Rupert. Seven. Taking in consideration that they would give only four seeds each. After a night a whole corrupted forest would grow Rupert! After a month it could take over a whole continent! It is THAT bad!”

-          “You are forgetting that they are requiring darkness to grow, with no food they would just stop eating…”

-          “They won’t.”

-          “Ha?”

-          “There are two main ways of surviving, when the predator is lacking prey in his area – one, change the area, two – change the prey. In the moment there would be no more darkness to feast upon, they would start widening their range and attacking other life forms. Normally, such things requires centuries… but I have enchanted its life-span. For this… abomination, centuries take few days. It would keep growing more resistant toward harmful sources… and… why am I even explaining this to you? Rupert. These seeds are my property. And I decided to destroy it…”

We have already left Johann’s house and started moving toward the village center.

-          “… I have lost my temper. I made a mistake…” I kept talking, more to myself than Rupert, though the older man did turn his face toward me “…These few sleepless nights corrupted my way of thinking. I wanted to end this matter as fast as possible so I went for a shortest possible route – tortures. I should have stopped and started thinking. DAMN! We had all clues right in front of our faces…. These things… I should have not created them. I should have not…”

If I would just focus for a moment I could have reached the same conclusion faster. These plants… they were my children. I raised them with my own mana and shaped them with my own imagination. I felt them. Literally. If I would close my eyes and started meditating I could find it with no hesitation. They were like a single grain of rice in the desert of life, yet I could always tell them apart. I felt them, their life was pulsating under my skin… and it kept making me feel sick.

They needed to be put down. Cleansed in fire. I had to destroy it in the way that wouldn’t leave even ashes behind, and such thing requires time. As soon as I would deal with my businesses in the village – I mean punishing culprit – I would take my sweet time destroying the bud…. And maybe, just to be sure, I would burn the ground around the altar for the fourth time. Just in case.
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We moved toward the village’s center. We walked quickly, though the exhaustion from a few sleepless nights started bearing its mark on me, every now and then my vision blurred a little. It was a warning – I needed to rest. The problem is, I can’t just rest when in the cellar of a particular hut there is a tied up devil next to the bud with a few corrupted seeds. And that at the same time my woman is laying in the bed with miasma flowing in her veins. Even if her condition was stable. Even if I left Lanele with her. All of the above made my current situation quite… busy.

We got to the village’s square… which is funny, mostly because it was made in the shape of a circle. The four main buildings were towering here – the biggest building served as both warehouse and granary, the other one was the inn, in which after long day the villagers could spend the day with a mug of ale. There was also the house of village mayor-elder and a chapel. Not big enough to be called a temple or church, not even big enough to allow all of the villagers to pray at the same time. But it didn’t matter, as most of the citizens wouldn’t pray that much. Only recently – after the forces of evil started attacking, did the village church gain some meaning. I talked with the mayor before. He noticed what a great help the priest was doubling the hours of prayers allowing every citizen to say their gratitude to the goddess and allowing them to gain a piece of divine protection.

The only person that gained something during the whole crisis.

We have entered the back room of the chapel were priest was preparing for another lecture which was about to start soon.

-          “Your holiness, mind coming with us?” I asked. My words were filled with sarcastic venom which I tried to hide.

-          “To be called holiness by the Oracle feels… wrong. Or at least not right. Unfortunately, as much as I would like to help I can’t leave my sons and daughters in faith alone…”

-          “I believe that your cooperation could save them – once and for all.”

His hands started shaking a little. He tried to find out if we knew about his deeds

-          “How could I be of help to someone as spiritually blessed as yourself?”

-          “You could start with explaining how you manage to corrupt an altar despite not being a mage.”

There was no point in hiding anything. I have already scanned him and whole room looking for any possible threats. I found none.

-          “You… you understand me, right? As a fellow priest, even more – a priest of a forgotten goddess!...”

-          “You are greatly offending me just by comparing me to yourself.” I hissed quietly

-          “I did what I had to! Look at them! Look! A month ago they were faithless! They were strolling the roads, looking under their feet! With no goal! No greatness! No purpose! They were members of the same village, yet there was no… unity! And look at them now! They are rushing into the chapel so they could grab each other’s hands and sing gospels! Now more than ever they are a society! A society that can withstand anything!”

-          “Except for claws and fangs of devilish spawn.” I said. I wanted to deal with him and carry on, but as every villain that had his purpose doing what he did, he needed to say his bloody monologue, trying to convince others to his point of view.

-          “No! You see nothing! The faith that they generated, can’t you feel it? The whole building is filled with it up to the roof! I wanted to use it to bless the weapons and charge on forces of evil! With faith, with unity, we would prevail over a single lesser devil, but the lesson they would learn – about Luxia’s protection, about the advantage of looking at yourself not as an individual, but a member of something bigger would…”

-          “What with those that would die during the battle? You can’t possibly think that there would be no casualties. What with Johann who, knowingly or not, you fed to the devil?”

-          “I…” he hesitated “… I was praying for forgiveness for myself and mercy for him. Yet those who would gave their life fighting with devil would be embraced by Her Light! And the rest of the village would see them as heroes…”

-          “It is so very brave of you to sacrifice lives of other people...”

-          “YOU JUST DON’T GET IT! I have studied her teachings! As a society following the Sun we could overcome our own weaknesses! But to become it we have to leap onward – into her embrace! Even if it means that few will not be able to see the glorious end! If there was another way I would gladly…”

-          “There is…” I stopped him “… come with us and turn yourself to the devil. He cannot leave until he either conquers the village, would be ultimately defeated or… you would not meet your end of a bargain.”

-          “But that…”

-          “…Would mean that he would take your soul.” I finished “… yes. But, you have just said that the sacrifice of a few is a reasonable price for… how did you call it? Making the whole village see the glorious end. I would tell them that despite beating the devil we were unable to banish him. We would tell that you gave your life to cast him off this world. The village would learn their lesson, you would become a hero, and casualties would be reduced to a single person as I also hope to save Johann.”

Priest froze in place. His mouth kept opening and closing.

-          “… But, it would mean my damnation…”

-          “What’s wrong, your holiness? What happened to your zealousness? You could continue your crusade in hell, you know, that would be even holier… more holy or holier? Which version is correct?”

I asked turning my head to look at Rupert. Another psychological play – by getting distracted by such silly problem I showed how much I cared about his life. I tried making him think less about his own life. That could work if he wasn’t a hypocrite.

-          “I have dedicated my life serving the Mother of the Sun! I will not corrupt myself with…”

-          “So you didn’t corrupt yourself already with devil summoning?” Once again I didn’t let him finish

-          “You… You left me no choice…” his face darkened “…You will know the divine punishment! I will use the faith stored in this temple to smite you down! Know the divine’s wrath!”

He raised his hand in the air trying to command the pure faith.

But, faith was not a mana, it needed some time before it could be used to perform a miracle. I didn’t really let him finish. In three quick leaps in reduced the distance between us and smacked him in the head with a hilt of the sword. The chubby older man fell on the ground.

-          “I don’t really know what you need my help for. You handled it pretty great.” Rupert said scratching his beard

-          “Oh, your help starts now. The priest is fat and looks heavy, and I am already quite tired…” I ended the silent suggestion with a tone.

-          “Tsh. Ain’t you the young one here? Making an old man carry ballast….” He shakes his head disappointed, yet he squatted next to unconscious man throwing him over his shoulder “… it makes me feel dirty.” He said after the moment.

-          “Pardon me?”

-          “We are about to give a human being to the devil. He may be a scum… but…”

-          “Rupert. You are a good man. Naïve. One day this is going to kill you.” I said with true sadness in my tone.

A snort was my only answer.

In the next 30 minutes we managed to get back to Johann’s hut. Carrying fatty to the ceiling appeared to be quite a problem too. We could have just dropped him off the ladder, but we would risk breaking his spine and accidentally killing him. And we needed him alive, at least for the next minute or so.

As we entered the last room I noticed, that sigils written on the floor were changed – instead of covering just the area surrounding the werewolf it was not covering the whole room. Because the symbols were less dense in structure, the werewolf regained partly his ability to move more or less freely within his new prison.

We dropped the body at his feet.

A quiet growl of approval echoed across the ceiling waking priest up.

-          “Do you remember our pact, Derek?” werewolf hissed delightedly

-          “Wha…WHA…!?!?” the priest barely conscious didn’t yet grasped the situation he was in.

-          “The next time we would meet, we were forced to have a battle, the victor claims the village…” he looked in our direction “…but… you own no one here. I acknowledge that you lied to me while pact-making. You are not a shepherd of this herd. Thus, I consider our pact to be… broken. You are at fault for this. This is why I call for the satisfaction for my loss. In other words… You. Belong. To me.”

-          “N-no! NO! We were supposed to fight! It is not a fight! I demand a…”

Huge paw grabbed man by his throat and lift him off the ground. Priest called Derek started choking.

-          “Demand? You dare to demand anything from me?”

The wall on the other side of the room started brightening up with fire glyphs, thought completely different than those which were meant to protect us from devil’s influence.

-          “Your pact was broken. Because of that, the pact that I made with that witch had to be erased too. The hell is one soul short. Do you know what it means, Derek?”

The man was painfully dropped on the ground, then, the vessel of devil started sparkling with miasma, it looked as if his spirit started leaving the body – like a snake losing his skin. The miasma took shape of huge barghest made of smoke. The creature’s paw smacked the body tearing the structure of reality. Its claws dug into the body ripping the spirit off it. Soon Derek’s astral body was standing next to his corpse. Devil-wolf brutally grabbed the soul of the priest and started walking toward the red-glowing portal which appeared between sigils. One last time the devil turned back and looked at me.

-          “I will not forget about this humiliation, Zariel the Oracle. If our path would cross again…”

-          “You will face exactly the same fate. Anthony.” I mocked the beast one last time

-          “IT IS AGERO… “ the devil didn’t finish, for the portal already shut itself trapping the devil and the priest in the other realm. The stench of sulfur filled the whole room.

Yet, just for a moment before the hell-glyphs perished, a single trickle of crimson smoke travelled back to the vessel left by werewolf.

It slowly started turning back to its previous – human form. Very slowly.

-          “Would you be so kind and strap him back to the chair?” I asked looking at Johann’s body “… we don’t know if he will be very friendly after his awakening.”

-          “Will do.” Rupert nodded before he started giving out orders to his brothers in arms with few fast gestures.

-          “So. It’s over, is it?” he would ask watching the fur dropping off the body.

-          “Depends for who. It’s definitely not over for this village, nor for Johann or Marie.”

-          “But it is for us… At least here.”

-          “What are you going to do?”

-          “March out immediately. The world is a dark place. There will be more people summoning devils, knowingly or not, there is always a graveyard in which dead men don’t want to lie in peace, there is always another vampire or succubus draining people’s life. We cannot rest… But you can. And you should. You look like seven miseries.”

-          “I will. I definitely will…” I nodded “…I just need to change Gisele’s bandages… and burn the seeds… and…”

-          “That elf girl and few villagers are taking care of your friend… Seeds aren’t going anywhere neither does Johann. Go to bed. Or I will strap you to one.”

-          “Rupert.”

-          “Yes?”

-          “Be careful out there. There are many nasty creatures lurking in the dark.”

-          “You don’t say!?” he tried to mock me “… how can you tell?”

-          “I am one of them.”

I gave him last pat in the shoulder as I started moving back to the village. I decided to follow his advice and rest… But I am still going to at least check on Gisele. And if Lanele screwed up a single thing I left her with, then may she beg heavens for mercy, for I will have none.
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I opened the door to Gisele’s room and walked in quickly. Lanele was there checking her condition, just as I asked her.

-          “How is she?”

-          “You look like seven miseries…”

-          “Lana. Please.” I just rolled my eyes

-          “Better and better. She is waking up for a few hours at a time, she is no longer confused nor exhausted. She will be fine in a jiffy.”

That’s good. That’s very good. But miasma is chaotic, you can bring her to the edge of perishing just so it would attack once again bringing havoc into the body. I pulled her sleeve checking her veins.

-          “As you can see black marks are almost completely gone. You can go rest.”

-          “Or potion may have just stopped working…” I said more to myself than to priestess

-          “It should be working for one more day!” Lanele knew what I was thinking.

-          “She is a half dragon. Most substances have a different impact on her, she could just get rid of the potion from her body by sweating… I think I will give her another dose, just in case.”

-          “Zari, there is no more extract from the shadeshrub in your chest.” She squinted her eyes while crossing her hands on her chest.

-          “I know, this is why I will have to…”

-          “If you think I will let you cook potions in your state, then, dear sir, you are awfully mistaken!”

-          “Come on, an hour or two won’t make much of a difference…”

She moved to the table under the window where my, let’s call it “equipment”, was located. Nothing serious, just a few vials and pot which I borrowed from one of the villagers.

-          “Lana, what are you doing?”

She took an empty pot and started throwing vials into it.

-          “Because someone here apparently lost his sanity, I decided to confiscate your equipment and herbs. I will give it back to you tomorrow after you have at least a full eight hours of sleep… You look to be in good mood though. You succeeded?”

-          “More or less. The devil is no more, but about Johann… We will have to check on him after he wakes up. I will check on him…”

-          “Tomorrow.” Lanele said with tone stating that she would not take rejection as an answer “… to bed.”

-          “Oh, come on! At least let me…”

-          “Bed. Now.”

-          “…to wash myself and change clothes.” I decided to finish.

She checked me from toes to ears trying to estimate if the dirtiness of my clothes and body required such caring.

-          “Very well. You have a basin with water in the corner of the room. Just make it quick. I will check if the two of you are resting!”

She threatened me with a finger.

-          “The water is fresh, normally I would order someone to heat it, but as you are a fire magician…” she didn’t finish her sentence. She didn’t have to.

Priestess turned around and started walking toward the door.

-          “Lana!…” I called her as she was one-foot-outside of the room making her turn her head around “… thank you. For taking care of Giselle. I really mean it.”

Her expression softened a little.

-          “Hey, she is my friend too, you know? No need to tha….” Yet she hesitated at that moment “… actually, you know what? If you are THAT thankful…”

She said that teasingly.

-          “Just name it.” I already regretted saying anything.

-          “Do you remember that herbal tea-like infusion? The one which taste depends on the skills of the person that prepares it?”

-          “Fine. Each time I would be near some pot just pass me some. It doesn’t take that much time nor efforts…”

Her eyes sparkled with glutton lights.

Hearing that she left grinning from ear to ear shutting the door behind her.

I turned around walking toward the wooden basin taking off a piece of clothing with every step. The basin wasn’t very big nor small. Me or Lana could sit in it, though we would have to curl our knees to our chest. I already imagine Gis pouting about the size.

<Zaaariii! I sat on my tail!> <Zaaariii! Pass me the towel! I splashed the water again!> <Zaaariii! Mind scrubbing my back? I can barely move in this tiny bowl-like basin!>

I smiled hearing her voice in my mind.

The water indeed was cold, and also-indeed I could boil it with almost no effort. Yet I chose not to change it. I needed it, this pain-like sensation that refreshes the mind. It still was a bit warmer than the lake in the forest of dread, the one in front of the cave I chose as my first home in which I used to clean myself after the long day of hunting.

Strangely enough, I missed those days. I didn’t have company to take care of, I didn’t have a group of assassins coming at me every now and then for a new batch of poisons, I didn’t have to hide myself from senators trying to force me into politics nor nobles or guild members.

Back then, life was… simpler. Purer. You ate what you killed. You wore what you made. I missed the smell of dried grass I used as my bedding, the tingling sensation of excitement each time I lied down to sleep or woke up.

… I missed missing the town-life. Ha-ha-ha, it’s true what they say – you always desire something that you don’t have right now. Or maybe we just tend to glorify our desires? Focus only on positive aspects of a desirable situation while being blind for bad sides of it?

I have opened my eyes and look at Gis, sleeping peacefully on the bed. She was breathing calmly, with cheeks bit reddened by fever. Her partly opened lips made her look so innocent, you could easily forget that she is a walking muscle-machine powered by violence and alcohol.

As soon as I was done, I got up, dried my body, toss some shirt on myself and slowly entered the bed. It was not an easy task, for Gisele was a woman, and according to the inter-gender law, a woman keeps around 80% of bed surface for herself. With lots of efforts and excessive moves, I managed to find myself some space on edge of the bed.

Yet as soon as our bodies touched, she rolled on the side and snuggled against me trapping me in an embrace. For the next few hours, I will stay completely immobilized, for there was no way to escape from her hug.

Not that I mind.

I relaxed, hugged her back bringing her even closer. I was rewarded with a quiet purr of approval.

Exhaustion of my body, warmness of Gis and softness of the bed allowed me to slowly drift into one of the most comfortable dreams in my entire life. The last thing I heard was the rain hitting the roof the inn which started to fall.

Thinking about this right now, maybe I don’t miss the wildness of forest THAT much. Maybe not… Maybe n…

 



 

The cracking sound of the door being opened slowly woke me up. I was dizzy from sleeping for too long and my whole body was still numb.

Still, my instinct kicked in, filling me with adrenaline for a split of a second, before I relaxed again. I didn’t have to open my eyes to know who entered the room. The light steps, calm breathing, even the rhythm of heart-beating, slightly different than the rhythm of human’s one. All of that plus her aura quickly betrayed her identity.

-          “He is still sleeping, is he?” Lana asked with a whisper.

-          “Apparently. Poor bastard really needs it.” Gis answered with just as quiet whisper. Though her breath pleasantly tickled skin of my neck.

It was good to know that Gis woke up by herself. Means that the miasma poisoning was in recession.

-          “I just wanted to tell you, that the innkeeper prepared some meat soup, it is warm now, so if you want some…”

-          “… no. I am fine. I will lie like this for a moment or two longer…” Did Giselle just refuse the food? The world is ending.

-          “Ok. I will keep some for you, you will just have to re-heat it. Zari could do that.”

-          “Kay’. Thanks for letting us now.”

The cracking sound declared that elf once again started leaving the room, yet just before she completely shut the door, she managed to say.

-          “The two of you look cute snuggling like that…” one of the spare pillows was thrown in the direction of the priestess, yet she managed to shut it just in time.

A dulled giggle could be heard behind the door.

I have lots of things to do today too, I should get going, but… the warmness… the softness.

-          “Well, hello to you too, Zari.” Giselle said. I decided to ignore her greeting, pretending to be still sleeping. I didn’t want to get up from the bed just yet.

-          “You can stop pretending. I know you are awake.”

-          “No you don’t.” I groaned hugging her even tighter.

I thought this would earn me a hit with an elbow, instead, she just started playing with my hair.

Giselle showing spontaneous signs of affection? The end is truly upon us.

-          “…hey, Lana was here a moment ago… she said the food is ready…”

-          “Just let me stay like this five more minutes…”

-          “Sure, I can grab it and bring some to you…”

Now. That’s where the line is crossed. Giselle offering to bring FOOD to bed for ME?

I opened my eyes.

-          “Who are you and what did you do to Giselle?! Ouff!”

Here it came. The hit in the guts.

-          “Moron. I just tried repaying you a favor for taking care of me!” she pouted.

-          “Oh… I see. In that case… I am sorry, I guess? Yes, it would be very pleasant if you would grab it and…”

-          “No, bring it yourself.” She kept pouting.

Women.

-          “Come on, don’t be like that!”

-          “Hmph!” she broke our hug and rolled on the other side of the bed

-          “Come on! What is it now?”

-          “Guess it by yourself!”

Women…

-          “Fine.” I groaned leaving warm, almost magnetizing bedding. “… will bring it for both of us. Do you want something extra just for yourself?”

I asked the rhetorical question.

-          “Don’t care!!!”

-          “Whiskey it is then.”

She tried to be angry, she really did, yet the tip of her tail started twitching up and down betraying her realm emotion.

I got up, dressed up and started leaving the room. One last time I looked back at Gisele. I just knew she was grinning to herself like mad right now, I didn’t have to see it.

-          “Women…” I just sighed to myself.

-          “Said something?!”

-          “Only that I love you.”

Better avoid messing with an angry dragon. Especially with an angry and hungry dragon. Lesson learned – when someone offers to do something for you, do not question the motives, just take it. That is unless you are a 5-year-old kid and some old disgusting man offers you candy.

Remember kids - never take candies from strangers!

 



 

An hour later, after dealing with breakfast and still pouting Giselle (Though she was not angry-pouting, more like spoil-me-more-or-I-will-pretend-I-am-angry-pouting) I decided to check on the mental condition of Johann. This time Marie was accompanying me. I tried convincing her it was a bad idea… But she just wouldn’t listen.

I have opened the trap door leading to the cellar and walked in. Even now I could hear constant snarling and growling. Marie heard that too. She clasped her hands together as if she was praying.

Then, we enter the last room.

Johann was human again. Or at least in a body. His face was covered in drool, around his wrist, ankles, and neck where the chain was attached the red marks appeared proving that he was trying to release himself from the bondage, though he was doing it by thrashing in all direction like an animal.

-          “Johann… no…” witch gasped “… it’s all my fault.”

Yes, it was. At least partly. Telling her that she is wrong or that everything would be all right would be a pointless lie.

Hearing her voice and seeing her face the man stopped for a moment. It was hard to tell if he recognized his fiancé. Most likely after seeing her he felt something like déjà vu – he knew he knew her, yet he had no idea where from.

Marie stepped closer.

-          “It’s alright, darling, it’s alright now, here, let me help yo…” she stretched her hand trying to ease the chain, yet as her hand appeared close enough to Johann's face he clapped his teeth as if he tried to bite it off before he started to growl like an animal and producing enormous amount of drool which covered his whole face again.

-          “May the Mother have mercy on me… May she have mercy on you…” her lower lip started trembling.

-          “Did you see what you wanted to see?” I asked calmly

-          “Do you think… You could help him?”

-          “Me? No. But there may be someone who could.”

-          “Who is it?”

-          “You have already called her name, a moment ago.”

I said lowering my body over the floor covered in protective sigils written with chalk. I quickly started erasing them. They disturbed the spiritual flow, something I needed.

-          “What do you mean?”

-          “I will connect our spirits, then I would start meditating and try to transfer our minds on a different plane of existences…”

-          “W-what?”

I sighed. I hate to justify my actions to the people that have no idea about the matter at all. In the end, she was just a village witch. Then again, she was most likely out of her mind.

-          “He spent a few days in the state called <the true possession>. Which means that for those few days his mind was anchored in the hell. Goddesses are timeless, thus their planes of existence have no use for something like that. Every second in our world may be years. In other words – he spent as a human around… twenty few years. Then, he spent eons with the devil. Most likely he doesn’t even remember how to be a human. I have no idea what they were doing to him. Maybe tortured him, maybe he was spending his time as a hellhound on the plain of eternal hunt… whatever happened, he lost himself in it. No matter how much or how long I would help him, I wouldn’t have enough time to simply undo the damages that were done. Unless… he would spend a similar amount of time in a different place. That’s only my speculation. I have no idea if it will actually help him… nor if I can do that at all.”

I ended erasing the marks. I burrowed my hand in a bag I had brought with myself and started taking out equipment I thought would be necessary.

Candles. Dirt. A vial with water. Moss.

Fire, Earth, Water, Living Element that loved the darkened areas.

I didn’t have to worry about the element representing air, do I?

I ignited the candles and put them around Johann, still tied to the chair, I took a handful of dirt on my palm and blow it on him, then I uncorked the vial and poured it on his head. I don’t have to add that he didn’t like being treated this way.

-          “From the dust we were made and into dust we shall fall…” I chanted quietly holding the piece of moss within my starched hands.

-          “Hear my prayer, lady of the dead,

you are being called by those who wish to cross the veil,

take our hands, and lead us on, to the land of evergreen, where our ancestors fall.”

The flames of the candles started dancing and shaking as if the furious wind blown. Then, one by one, they started to perish leaving only small dying smoke.

The temperature dropped and the world became grey. It was not a metaphor – it literally turned grey.

-          “Normally, I don’t answer calls of mortals… unless they are necromancers or on the verge of dying.” A soft, almost pleasant voice rang behind me like a thousand tiny bells. “… now, mind telling me why someone still breathing wishes to cross the veil?”

I turned around.

Marie was there. Standing still. Her mouth was opened as if she wanted to say something, yet nothing could be heard. Her eyes were focused on Johann, and wouldn’t bulge even at the presence in front of her. She couldn’t move. Nothing could move. The drop of water I poured on Johann started falling on the ground as I started my chant, right now it was frozen there - 20 centimeters above the ground. You could see the momentum of wind that changed the shape of the drop.

Yet it didn’t move.

Here I was, between the tic and tack of the clock. In the domain of gods.

The woman that appeared in the dim room had extremely pale skin, wearing a snow-white dress. Her eyes were light blue and hair were completely white.

She wasn’t exactly a goddess. She had no worshiper, nor altar. She had many names: the traveler, the weeping lady, the pale lady, Mortis.

Some also called her the reaper or simply – Death.

Her role was simple – after you would die, she was the one that was holding your hand helping you pass through the veil – on the other side, so you wouldn’t get lost in a mist of netherworlds. Few necromancers which are studying the nature of death decided to cross it without her help. Not many returned.

-          “Greetings…” I hesitated. “… my lady.”

She chuckled truly amused.

-          “My-my, no need to be so formal nor polite. Call me however you want if it bothers you that much…. So… you are the one that wreaked such havoc among the gods?” she started walking around me.

No, not to intimidate me. She was more like a child that saw some exotic animal and just wanted to see it from every angle possible.

-          “… I knew we would meet eventually, though it is not your time…” she hesitated for a moment before taking a piece of rolled paper from the sack near her belt and checking something on it “… nope, it’s not your time. I don’t have you on my list just yet.”

I leaned forward a little. In front of me, there was a real book of death. The desire to see how it works was like an instinct. I didn’t even think about it.

She jumped away pressing the piece of paper to her chest.

-          “No peeking!” she puffed her cheeks “… if you would see the names you could tell em’, then their lifeline could be changed! And that would bring a mess to the whole system! You have any idea how much paperwork I get when someone messes with the timeline?!... Stupid Barry. He has no idea what a pain in the ass he is…”

-          “P-pardon me?”

-          “Ah! Just talking to myself! Please, feel free to ignore me!... so, how can I help you?” she tilted her head to the side.

I coughed few times.

-          “I was wondering if you could help me to…” I pointed on Johann “… relocate this gentleman on the other side.”

-          “Of course I can, though there are easier ways to do that, you know, you could just…”

She made a gesture of slitting one’s throat with her finger.

-          “There is a catch, I would need him back after that. Alive.”

-          “Hmm? Not going to happen. I provide only one-way tickets.” Saying that she jumped on the table on which hunters stripped his animals of flesh. Then she started to swing her bare feet back and forth.

-          “This is why I called you, I thought…”

-          “Listen. You are special. I can tell that, the way your name appears and perishes from my notes over and over again proves that. But if you think just because of that every goddess and deity will jump around you providing you with whatever you need, then you are wrong.”

-          “I was thinking more about making some kind of deal…”

-          “No.” there was no anger nor annoyance in her voice. She just stated her mind.

-          “May I ask why?”

-          “Because it is impossible for me. Tell me, back in your previous world. Could you play music on a calculator?”

-          “Well, after some modifications and…”

-          “Let me rephrase myself. Can you use object A to do the tasks B, though it was designed only to perform action A? No. It’s the same with me. I am like a program. Think about gods and deities as extremely advanced, self-aware A.I. We have lots of freedom, yes, but we are also restricted. I was… let’s say – designated - to help people pass from our world to afterlife. Do you imagine what would happen if I could bring them back?”

-          “Planets would become far less roomy…”

-          “No. You are looking only from your perspective, Zari’el. Life has a purpose. Through life you gain experience which we later harvest and use to fuel the universe. Even the necromancy you know is not perfect, you can extend one’s existence but even that would end when the cycle would meet its end.”

She jumped off the table.

-          “So… you will not help me?”

-          “I didn’t say that. You want me to take him? Can do that. You will just have to figure it out yourself how to bring him back. In the end, his vessel would still be here, living.”

-          “But… is that even possible?”

-          “Dunno! Never tried it.”

Her carefree attitude was slowly getting on my nerves.

-          “Well, you can enter a few god-planes on your own, can you? I think it will be possible for you to drag someone back. But you need to decide. Quickly.”

-          “Just… give me a moment. I need to…”

-          “No can do. Zari'el, people are dying all the time. I am a busy lady.” She looked once again on the man tied to the chair “… so?”

-          “Please. Do.” I sighed

-          “Normally I don’t ask such thing. Where is he supposed to be delivered?”

-          “Evergreen.”

-          “Good choice. Garden of Eden, I prefer it over heavenly haven of Luxia. It is so peaceful.”

She smiled at her own memories. Then she walked to still frozen body of the man and lied her hand on his palm.

Then, he moved. He wanted to growl once again, yet seeing the pale lady he just kept staring at her with eyes wide open.

-          “You poor little child.” She said with a tone filled with pure sadness “… tell me, little one, do you want me to walk you to the other side?”

Despite his madness, Johann appeared to know what kind of creature the Lady is. He became completely submissive in her hands.

-          “C’mere, let me guide you.” She started gently pulling him off the chair.

He passed through the bondages as if they weren’t there. At second glance I noticed, that all she lifted was his spirit. His body was still there. Motionless, tied to the chair.

-          “I can just sense how much his mind suffered. The humiliation. Being deprived of self-awareness. Fed with nothing but violence.”

She looked at me one last time.

-          “I shouldn’t be doing this, Zari’el. This is a one-time service, and not because of you, but because of him…” she gently patted the head of a muscular man “… if you would call me again, I would simply ignore you. That is till you would learn necromancy and try to make a bargain regarding that matter. If you wouldn’t, the next time we met would be the time when I would grab your hand. Till then, have a fulfilling life, Zari’el.”

She turned around and started walking toward the wall. She pulled Johann closer to herself and started talking with him about some unimportant nonsenses in a pleasant tone. It was meant to distract souls from the fact that they are about to cross the edge between worlds. I watched as mist slowly raised from the floor and covered the figures till they blurred and vanished. Then the mist disappeared.

And then the drop of water fell on the floor and splashed. The grain of dirt scattered around the room and eyes of Marie started moving across the room.

And Johann was still there, though he stopped moving. No, his chest still raised and fall each time he breathed, but he stopped growling. He stopped thrashing around and his eyes became empty. Here he was, nothing but an empty, soulless shell.

-          “Did it work?” Marie asked excited.

-          “Partly.” I decided not to fill her in details.

-          “Then, when…”

-          “Marie. Do something for me. Leave the room.”

-          “But!…”

-          “Marie, I am not asking. I need you to leave. You saw him, you knew how bad it was, I let you see that I am working on it, now, I will give you a task. Leave the cellar and make sure that no one will bother me. I need to prepare for the ritual.”

-          “What kind of ri…”

-          “LEEEEEAVE!”

I lost my patience.

The poor girl literally started running toward the exit.

I sat on the floor in a lotus position. A moment ago I had summoned death itself and convinced her to take someone, whose time on this world did not perish completely. I have basically killed that man using an existence which exists outside of gods jurisdiction.

And now, the second part of the task awaits – the harder one.
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The plane of Evergreen. The Eden, the field of rest. There are many names for one of the lands of Aira’s afterworld. Those who worshiped her or were just a decent person living at peace with nature would spend their death-time before purification here. A peaceful, calm place. The sun was shining above endless land, the birds were singing cheerfully, the insects were buzzing in the distance yet never hindering those who rest here. A river was lazily crossing the fields and the splashes of the water added a wonderful charm to the divine scenery.

Aira was sleeping in the shade of a pine tree lazing around. Or at least one would think that she was merely lazing around. In her head, at the same time, she was listening to prayers of her worshipers, controlling the weather of the world she was designed to watch over and was calming down Leviathans sleeping at the bottom of the oceans. You don’t want Leviathans to wake.

A breeze forced blades of grass into gentle dance as a new existences appeared out of thin air before the goddess.

-          “Hardworking as ever, are you?” the Pale Lady said stepping closer, still holding the hand of a confused man.

-          “Unfortunately…” the avatar of the Lover sighed “…I can never get my job done. Finishing one task creates a dozen more… If I only had more priests, just like my sisters…”

-          “I heard that you recently got one, even more, you made him into an Oracle…”

-          “Yes. He does a great job. Since he appeared the tasks I have to deal with can be counted in hundreds… not thousands, like before.”

-          “A sweet child, isn’t he?” out of courtesy Mortis decided to continue the small-talk.

-          “You have no idea… thought I am a bit afraid that he may abuse his new powers and position… or the other way, he would just ignore his duties. I have no idea which would be worse.”

-          “Well, if he would do something that would displease you, you can always…”

-          “I can’t. That’s the problem. When Luxia has a prophetess that neglects her duties, she can just strip her of her gifts – that would cast her out of the church, then my sister would just choose a new one to take her place. She has thousands of priestess to choose from… and how many druids are out there?”

-          “Few dozens?”

-          “72, if you want to be precise. On the whole world. How many black druids?  How many hierophants? Eight. There is literally seven other people I could choose for this role… but four of them are just kids,and…”

-          “What with ArchHierophant? He literally became an oak tree hoping you would bestow this gift upon him.”

-          “Exactly – he was hoping. Hope has nothing to do with this blessing… or a curse. By becoming one with a tree he focused on meditation instead of spreading the influence. In a year Zariel did more than the rest of the community did throughout their whole lives. And for now, he is irreplaceable.”

-          “Speaking about this Zariel…” Aira opened one of her eyes, though she still kept resting under the tree “… he actually bothered himself to summon me. And because of YOUR blessing, I heard him and HAD to answer.”

-          “What did he do this time?” Aira sighed like a mother that once again heard about a mess caused by her child

-          “He asked me to deliver this gentleman here.” Mortis raised up her hand, still joined with hand of the man

-          “He didn’t make you kill someone?”

-          “No.”

-          “Phew. Then what is the whole fuss about?”

-          “This man is still alive.” Aira choked on her own saliva.

-          “Then what the hell is he doing here?!”

-          “You really can’t tell by yourself?”

After those words, the whole Aira’s attention focused on the man, who still hadn’t uttered a single sound.

-          “True possession? Poor bastard. His mind was reduced to shreds… what does he want me to do.”

-          “I think he wants to perform a miracle in your name. He was in some remote village in which…”

-          “Mortis, you know that I love you, but Hersavelion starts waking up under the continent of Pandora so… mind restricting yourself to forty words or less?”

-          “The village. The priests. Priests summons devil. Devil makes pact with a witch. Devils take human as vessel. Vessels get mad. Vessel attacks village. Zariel comes. Zariel banish devil. Zariel calls me to send vessel’s spirit to you. The end.”

Mortis summarized the story with perfect forty-words-score.

-          “They are growing so fast, aren’t they? It feels as if mere day ago he struggled to kill his first wolf. And now look at him. Devil’s banishing.”

-          “The priests <accidentally> died during banishing process, so the village has no guide-in-faith. If he would succeed you would most likely gain a few worshipers.”

-          “Soo.. what does he want me to do?”

-          “Most likely nothing. He already knows how the afterlife works – the experience erasing process. He hopes that just by staying here he could forget about experiences from the hell and slowly regain his sanity.”

-          “Almost impossible. It’s not about the memories. His existence was rewritten. I am almost sure that he isn’t even self-aware...” Aira shifted gaze on still confused man “… SIT!”

She yelled a command. Man did as he was told. There was no magic in her order. Man did what he was told, for he was reduced to nothing more than an animal. A pet.

-          “Well. Time flows differently here. Who knows. If it is fine with you, I don’t mind letting him stay here for some time.”

-          “Very well, in that case – I will be going…”

-          “Don’t you want to stay? We could have a cup of tea and…”

-          “What about the Hersavelion?”

-          “I already put him back to sleep, now I am taking care of his brother… but he is far more docile so there should be no problem… I could really use some company.”

-          “That’s sweet of you, but there is a conflict on the far South. People are dying like a flies. Need to walk them back…” the albino beauty said with a sad expression “…But it should take only a moment or two. Once I am done I would love to spend some time with you.”

-          “Will be waiting!” Green haired beauty smiled cheerfully “… Oh, and Mortis, thank you for your cooperation and sorry for Zari. I will talk with him later not to bother other deities.”

-          “And not because you want him all for yourself?”

-          “That too!” she admitted bluntly “… But you know the reason for it.”

-          “I do.” Mortis agreed and for a split of second her always-cheerful expression saddened “… Quite a burden, isn’t it?”

-          “Not really, to be honest, I thought it would be a much greater challenge, though Heira keeps trying to mess with the balance of the forces.”

-          “I heard. She managed to smuggle a high tier devil as his first familiar, just to seize greater control over his decision-making. Yet apparently he does not cooperate the way she imagined him to.”

-          “Bahoru was always weird, even for a devil. I think that he started thinking about Zari as his apprentice.”

-          “Poor bastard, I heard how his students used to end.” Pale lady laughed cheerfully “… yet, I guess, that with a protector like Bahoru, he won’t need to be afraid of other parties influence – at least to a certain degree.”

-          “I hope you are right…” green-haired goddess sighed “… I really do.”

 

 



 

 

 

Five days. Jason had been waiting for five days for the moment when the merchant was supposed to be assassinated. He actually noticed that the man he was observing started wondering if his whole conversation with a photomancer wasn’t just a prank.

Yet, he did as he was told – he hired an additional bodyguard – the expensive one. The woman - as for the bodyguard she looked like an inconspicuous girl, though very quickly she showed her skills. Two days ago, so a day after she was hired, he had a conversation with Jason.

He was observing the merchant making deals with his customers in one of the local inns pretending to be just one of an inn patrons, when she came to his table, sat on the chair next to him and put a dagger on his back. He didn’t even realize she was there until he felt cold steel on his skin

-          “I noticed that you are looking at my customer quite a lot.”

-          “Then why didn’t you kill me?” he asked calmly

-          “Out of same reason you didn’t kill him, though you had plenty of opportunities.” She was just testing the water. He lived only because she was a professional, otherwise, he would end with a knife in the spine.

-          “Rest assured girl. I was the one that advised him hiring another guard.”

-          “I was told that he was advised it by some middle-aged bum, you look a bit too old and too wealthy to be the described man.”

Using bits of magic he quickly changed color of his hair few times, just so she would noticed.

-          “So you are a magician, it doesn’t change anything…”

-          “If I wanted to kill him I would do it yesterday, as he sent you to the other room for a patrol. We walked past each other in the door. I was an errand boy caring a bottle of wine for him. Slicing his throat back then would be a piece of cake.”

-          “I see…” assassin whispered and the touch of the steel become less intense “… in that case I should thank you for an employment. He does not save a coin, I have to admit that… and for the future, keep your distance. The only reason we are talking is that we are inside of an inn and killing you here would cause a commotion. On the street, I would just stab you and leave before your body would fall on the ground.”

-          “Will try to remember… now, go back to your job. Someone is trying to sneak up on your customer. Most likely just an angry client, but it’s better to be safe than sorry.”

Assassin quickly switched her gaze noticing the same suspicious man.

-          “20 meters. If I would see someone strange around him in 20 meters radius I will just kill them. Remember that.”

She said quickly getting up from her chair and walking toward another merchant’s bodyguard. She quickly whispered to far less sophisticated man about the suspicious man trying to sneak to the merchant. Huge brute quickly grabbed the man and tossed him outside of an inn.

 

 

But then, the day has come. They were on the side street, quite close to the noisy market. It was quite narrow, three – max four people could walk side by side. Merchant and his gorillas-bodyguard were marching proudly across it while the assassin-girl was keeping an eye on the whole area from not-so-afar.

Nothing notice worthy, some less fortune street peddler set his stall on the side of the street, a few beggars kept asking every passerby for a coin, and from the opposite side of the street two completely drunk man were walking, supporting one another embracing their shoulders with one hand, while they held a bottle in their spare one’s singing quite vulgar song about sailor and all the women he had.

Seeing the intimidating group of merchants the drunk-heads decided to break their friendly embrace and moved to the sides of the street, letting them pass by. Assassin-girl couldn’t warn them on time.

Never – absolutely never ever walk past two men standing on both sides. At least not when you are suspecting an assassination attempt. This way you allow them to strike you down from both sides at the same time. On such a narrow street it is usually a death sentence.

From under their coats “drunk-heads” quickly brought up their daggers and with a swift movement burrowed their blades up to the hilts in the bodies of two bodyguards.

Merchant knocked over his stall bringing a spear and beggars rose from the ground bringing their own weapons.

Two other bodyguards moved to both sides of the merchant protecting him from both frontal and rear attacks, though the wooden maces they carried allowed them to buy merely half of a minute.

Woman bodyguard dropped her disguise and charged at the back of the attackers. She brought two daggers from her belt and throw them at the backs of wanna-be murderers, men died on spot as daggers dug deep in the flesh of their necks breaking spines. The bodies didn’t manage to fell on the ground as the woman jumped on the other attacker which barely managed to turn around. She landed on his face locking her legs on man neck as she collapsed atop of him. With a fast jab, she slashed the thigh of a man that disguised himself as a beggar cutting the artery. The blood erupted from the body – the life-giving liquid was quickly gushing out. Then she twisted her lower body - a white <thud> sound informed her that she successfully broke the neck of the man on which she landed.

At same time the assassin pretending to be a merchant kept forcing bodyguards deeper into the street which kept getting more and more narrow – his spear gave him huge advantage, bodyguards couldn’t get close to him – attack from the side was impossible because of the narrowness of their battleground and attack from front would be an attempt to commit a suicide.

-          “Off my way! Morons! Let me pass!” the she-guard yelled at her incompetent colleagues which with their colossal bodies didn’t let her finish the last attacker.

Yet, after a quick moment another loud <thud> sound could be heard, then the eyes of the <merchant> betrayed his vision getting blurred before he collapsed on the ground.

Behind him another man was standing – he looked more than average in every aspect – your perfect passerby, the only thing that didn’t match his outfit was a club in his hand.

-          “That would be it when it comes to our agreement of keeping 20 meters distance from your client.” The man said to the girl which just forced her way to the front of the guards taking a stance to eventually battle him.

His body slowly started shining and changing up to the moment when before them a shady man in his 30-ties or 40-ties was standing, in dirty clothes and bit overgrown beard making him look almost like a homeless hobo.

-          “It’s you!” the merchant yelled pointing his hand on his newest defender

-          “Of course, I told you that I would be watching you… Now, I need to ask you to help me hide the bodies.” Jason said while showing with his head few barrels that were standing by the side of the street.

-          “How did you manage to prepare barrels befo… no. I don’t want to know.” Drug dealer shook his head to the sides “… what is more important – what are you going to do with those?”

-          “Take them outside of the city, burn them without leaving any evidence, then I would disguise myself as one of them and inform messenger that you have been killed, this is why I need you to take a break from your activity, at least for a week or two…”

-          “That’s absurd! I need to keep selling the merchandise to the…”

-          “Then you will risk another group being sent after you. And this time they would know that you have hired additional guards. How many times would there be someone to warn you about new threats? Of course,  you will do however you please… but before that – we had a deal.”

-          “D-deal? What deal?” drug dealer was more than confused.

-          “Information, you promised that as soon as you would be safe you would tell me everything about the connections of the RedFeather family with a church. What were you smuggling, for who. How often. I want to know everything.”

-          “Sure. Of course, yes, indeed, I promised that… but not here, not on the street.”

-          “That’s reasonable.” Jason agreed without the need of being convinced much “… just in case you would have any silly thoughts about running away… No, don’t look me like that, I will not hunt you. I would just report back to the Syndicate that you broke the Word of a Scum.”

That was more than needed to make drug dealer’s eye almost pop out of his skull. The she-guard only whistled.

-          “Well, don’t count on me then. Ain’t going to mess with Syndicate, no matter how much you pay.” Remaining guards quickly agreed with her colleague-in-work with a quiet nod.

-          “F-fine. I will be waiting for you at the same inn we met before. Come at evening. Tell the innkeeper you came to <seller of dreams> for a <private goods evaluation>.”

-          “Sounds like a password-invitation to some underground kinky orgy.” Jason almost burst into laughter.

Cheeks of the drug dealer reddened in embarrassment, then in anger.

-          “I assure you it is not the case! Quite often I deal with nobles that wish to buy larger quantities of merchandise – more than I have on stock, so…”

-          “I don’t care, so keep the details for yourself. I will be there tonight. Once again – no tricks, and you…” Jason looked at she-guard “… I will mention you to the Rogue. Though I have no position in Syndicate, it is possible that someone may visit you and offer a job. You can feel free to both take it or not. I don’t care, but as Syndicate is growing bigger we may have some uses for person who can spot a danger at the right time.”

After that, Jason watched the two bodyguards pushing the bodies into the barrels. The next few days were about to get really busy for him.

 

            

    
        Status update + chap re-releasing. spoiler - I am alive.

    
    
    
    
                I did it, i defended my thesis thus receiving a master in logistic, which makes me an official unemployed! <wild applaus>


No, no, no need to get THAT hyped about it, yet I wanted to inform everyone that my time (at least for next month or so) will become bit less-busy, allowing me to write more.

Not right away, as it is 1th-2nd of November (the day of dead, the day of ancestors - one of the most important holidays in Poland - not relaxing-king holidays, more like: Your family that you see once per year is coming and you have to clean your whole house and cook cakes and also because Jesus is watching and you gotta clean the windows so he can see better).

BUT! from 3rd-4th of November i will make it up for the lack attention you received from and for few (or few dozens) of days i will be spamming chaps every 1-2 days, just because i have urges to write.

Till, then, see yar later. Now pardon me, but my mama is already poking me with a broom. Windows and Jesus awaits, pardon me.
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A tanned, blonde boy entered the small trading city that was a bit to the west of Omega Forest. It was driven forward by some primal need – something out there was calling for him, begging for a reunion, it was like a beacon of light behind the horizon, alluring, tempting, promising answers and purpose.

Though his first “peaceful” encounter with higher-organized races didn’t go completely smoothly, as Erio was lacking common sense and reasoning. He only had access to partial memories of the girls he devoured and these were an unorganized mess of objects and facts, often mixing one with another.

-          “Hey! You!” one of the guards standing by the entrance of the town called for him as he tried to walk past them… ignoring a huge line standing in the queue “…what do you think that you are doing!? You can’t just walk in like that ignoring the post!”

Erio froze. Was his cover already blown? His heart stopped for a moment, his instincts kicked in, the adrenaline started filling his body preparing him for a rampage.

-          “Come on, Jake, he’s just a kid. What can he possibly have for taxation? Or maybe he looks to you like a highway bandit?! Ha-ha!”

-          “Ha! You are as foolish as always! Those bandits could use him to smuggle some drugs into the city. Exactly because he doesn’t look suspicious!”

Erio’s tensed muscles relaxed in an instant. He didn’t understand the concept of “smuggle” or “taxation”, but the other guard already stated that this was nothing but a normal procedure. He turned his face toward two guards.

-          “What the…” eyes of the guard widened in shock “… look at his clothes… and he… she… is that blood?”

Another note for future use – sane races pay attention to the condition of their clothing and overall hygiene – up to the point of getting confused while seeing someone who does not meet their standards.

Yet, he could use it for his own gains, to gain the trust of the surrounding. He quickly scanned his “borrowed” memories looking for anything that could be useful. And he did find a thing or two. He had an appearance of a (mostly) human child. And when it comes to youngling, the races get overly protective.

Erio was an Apex-predator, he had hundreds of tools he used in his art of murder – acting like a wounded and confused animal was one of them.

His gaze became dull, his lower lip started trembling as he walked toward guards – the more suspicious one. He raised his tiny hand and grabbed the sleeve of an older guard.

-          “M-mama… Mama and papa… Please… Help…” he started sobbing

-          “There, there kid…” the younger, softer man quickly lowered his posture and started gently stroking his  Erio’s head “…mind telling us what happened?”

-          “I… I was traveling… with mama… and papa… from the South… papa wanted to sell alcohol… we were on cart when…when… mama told me to run, to call for help… So… please… help mama… help papa…”

He collapsed right into man's arms.

-          “His condition?” older man just asked quickly

-          “Just look at him. The blood is completely dried, his clothes are all tattered, he lost his boots…” he never picked them up in the first place. Walking in those… boots, was for Erio insanity. In those, he couldn’t feel the way the ground vibrated. It was almost like depriving him of his eyes “… he had to be walking for a few days. I doubt that we will be able to help those people, whatever happened.”

-          “Still, brat said he came from the south. Looking at how tanned he is that would be true. Take the kid to the captain  and report back. After the kid would wake up and give us some more details he would most likely want to send a patrol to the South. We may have some monster going on the rampage.”

-          “Understood!”

The younger man would shift the grip over the body of Erio before he would start running into the settlement.

Infiltration succeeded. Let ’s proceed to the data-collecting.

 



 

Jason appeared out of nowhere, at least that’s what the merchant thought, for the chair in front of him that was empty suddenly become occupied by a man between his 30s and 40s.

The merchant was looking at him like some kind of specter as if he couldn’t believe his own eyes with mouth opened wide.

-          “Why so surprised? I said I would come, you promised you would come, here we are – both honoring the agreement between the gentlemen.”

-          “Yyy, yes-yes, that’s indeed true. Before we would start, I would like to thank you once again for saving my life and…”

-          “I didn’t do that for you, and you should be aware of it, simply, your life was deemed to be more worthy as it would contribute to my cause more. If I would consider that I would gain more with your death, I would actually be helping those assassins. Now, let’s finalize our deal so we could leave this place and never meet again. Information, please.”

Jason no longer had to pretend to be an ally of the merchant. He was here only to reap what he had sowed.

-          “Y-yes, indeed. You were curious about the deals between Redfeathers and Church, is this right?...” he wanted Jason to at least nod, yet photomancer was just sitting there with his chin resting on his crossed palms, with gaze piercing through the merchant’s very existence.

-          “M-mostly I was just passing the drugs, the high-quality moondust is being produced in a territory of the Holy Kingdom, that’s the main reason why I am traveling through these areas as this is simply the most profitable business… but there was that one moment, when one of the inquisitors caught me, or actually, he found me and offered a deal. He said that he knows that I am smuggling moondust from church to the Neira, yet said that he simply didn’t care, instead, he paid me extra to deliver a letter to a certain place…”

-          “Let me guess, it was a member of Redfeathers?”

-          “God! No! They didn’t trust me just enough back then! I think it was another merchant that somebody took advantage of, just like myself… back then Redfeathers tried to hide as much as possible out of sight, It was months and years after that when I was allowed to travel directly between them…”

-          “So… you exchanged only letters between them?”

-          “At first. Later, I was given whole leather backpacks filled with some documentation, few times I carried some monster body-parts….”

-          “From Neira to Church?”

-          “No. The other way.”

-          “Why would Redfeathers need monster body parts?”

-          “They? Didn’t. Hieronymus van Kleir did.”

The name rang a bell. If he was not mistaken the man was a professor on the Academy and one of the Zariel’s friends.

-          “And what did he have in common with the church?”

-          “With the church? Nothing. But he does have a connection with Redfeathers.”

-          “Connection of what sort?”

-          “Current head of Redfeather had a sister, Kleir was her fiancé. She died a few months after the engagement. He never became a part of the family officially, but they keep having a friendly relation… and answering your next question: How friendly those relations are – Kleir is a specialist in studies over magical beasts – which isn’t the most profitable branch of science, thus their funds are very thin. Redfeathers pretty much pays for the existence of the whole faculty.”

-          “And what did they have in return?”

At that moment merchant shifted his body in the chair.

-          “And how do you think, what documentation was I sending to the Church? It wasn’t sealed nor protected, in the end, who would want to steal papers about monsters?”

-          “Which monsters? Studies of which monsters were sent to the church?”

-          “I read only few… in the end, the journey is boring so I was grateful for every lecture I could find… For past few years papers treated mostly about the nature of angels and ways of combining nature of celestial being into a mortal vessel via pacts… but… last papers were about absolutely different matter.”

-          “Which is…?”

-          “Chimeras. Lately, Kleir completely gave up on the angels and focused on the Chimeras.”

Jason knocked the chair as he raised up and energetically moved toward the exit.

He was foolish. He focused so much on the member of the inner family that he completely didn’t study relations not-tied by blood. He had him under his nose the whole time. Still, the situation became much more complex right now. He needed to inform Syndicate AND Zariel. Yet, last time he checked, the last one left the capital for at least month, most likely for a few.

Maybe they would manage to communicate via Crystals? Who knows, for now, he needs to report back. To rogue and Kind. In the end he found connections between Redfeathers and a Church, that was more than enough to satisfy the King’s order.

Jason left the inn and the cold wind hit him in the face, he looked both directions and disappear. The man in his 30-40 ties vanished into thin air. Once again he became a part of the crowd. A by-passer. No one.

Jason had almost no battle-potential. All he could do was the game of the lights. In actual combat he would just create mirages he would use to hide his physical attacks of concentrated light in order to cause burning damage.

There was no way he could win a fair duel with Zariel, Pyrox or twins. Yet, he still remember what Zariel once told him:

-          “Jason, you are most likely the most dangerous man I know.” After seeing the confusion on Jason's face he would later add “… there is nothing difficult in walking in and blowing things up like Pyrox, but you, you can sneak behind enemy lines, blow things up and blame somebody else. They would never see the blow coming, nor would they ever find a culprit. For example, you could steal my face and kill several people in a brutal way. Then, the whole country would be after me and I guarantee, I would have very little time for explanations. Jason, you are a man with no family nor home – you can’t be threatened nor bargained. Of all the people I want to have you on my side the most!”

That wasn’t a threat from Zariel, even more, later he did everything he could to make Jason have another house. He faked some documents which stated that he was born in Neira, gave him some cover jobs apart from adventuring and… was actually a great friend.

Jason had a debt to pay. And by coincidence, the debt he has to pay will go greatly along with his own personal revenge. Win-win situation, one could say.
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It has been an hour since the moment I had summoned the pale lady. It has been an hour since the body of Johann fell lifeless in the chair. I haven’t been just sitting there all this time, no. Instead, I have been preparing mentally for a journey to the other side. I’ve already been several times in the afterlife-planes of existences, but never because of my own free will. All the previous times I was forcefully dragged in by goddesses, mostly for their own amusement - I am talking about you, Heira.

 

As I became an Oracle I was told to be given an ability to via meditation enter plane of Evergreen, though I knew it will be an extreme burden for my mind and soul. That’s why I was preparing myself.

 

Nothing complex, just like a stretching before a workout helps you to avoid muscle damages, just as meditation and mind-exercises should at least prepare me for what is going to happen. In the end, the pale lady said it by herself - the living do not belong to the world of the dead.

 

I took the most comfortable stance sitting on the floor resting my back over the wall. Breath in, breath out.

 

Let’s do this.

 

I have cleared my head and entered a meditative state. All unimportant thoughts left my head leaving me with peaceful emptiness - serenity.

 

And as always, I could see and sense my body in the ways that normally were impossible. I felt blood - every single drop of it - peacefully traveling via my veins - just like it was supposed to be. I felt the air circulating in my body, every single cell alone. It was almost as if I was standing outside of my body inspecting it, just like you inspect a computer.

 

Everything was working fine here, so I stepped “outside” of my own mind and looked over the surroundings.

 

And just like always, I saw the magic and life circulating in the whole room. I saw the tiniest spirits dancing in the cracks between worlds filling our reality with magic. I saw every little insect, spider, and bug living in the corners of the cellar, and I saw the body of Johann - so alive yet dead at the same time.

 

Every function of his body was working properly. His lungs kept filling the body with oxygen, his veins kept transporting the blood, his brain was still working… yet extremely slow. Every higher-function was “turned-off”, his brain, instead of sparkling with blue-afterglow, was almost completely greyed out. Only the parts of his brain responsible for keeping the body alive were still working.

 

Meditation - the tool that allows one to see new aspects of oneself and the reality that surrounds him - I was about to push its borders onward - to use it to crack via rifts of reality. I located such a rift - crack - whatever.

 

Something that up until now was hidden from my inner eyes. It was like a very narrow, vertical slit in the very tissue of this reality - the gate between words, the gate that spirits used to pass from their world into ours.

 

The greater of a spiritual existence you are, the harder it is to pass through those rifts, this is why devils and angels can’t pass through them on their own, they need something or someone who would help them to cross it.

 

I walked toward it, leaned my whole existence against it, and pushed onward.

 

It was painful, like pushing your whole body against a very narrow passage filled with broken glass and nails. The sensation was similar to the process of forceful mana-veins opening - in other words - traumatizing. 

 

I felt the mind-spikes being pushed into my essence, like nails being hammered into the brain, the headache I felt was so terrible, that simply putting it into words couldn’t describe the agony. It was like my brain was cooked and later someone decided to shove a spoon into it an energetically mix the content. If I had a body, I would have puked.

 

The concept of time become meaningless, which means that my agony lasted both a split second and an eternity. I had no idea how long the passage was, yet the idea of turning back and crossing the same agonizing path again was even more horrible than the idea of pushing onward, without even knowing where my destination was.

 

The pain ended suddenly, without a warning, and was almost as great a shock as the pain itself. In one moment, I was being squeezed, made smaller and smaller up to the point I actually started hoping that I would stop existing, and in the other, my lungs were filling with a cold, refreshing, almost painful breeze, which brought a comfort to my body.

 

Yes, I said lungs and body, because suddenly I was in material form again. Or at least, it was my avatar in the realm of the gods. I looked and felt everything, just like a normal person.

 

I looked around.

 

The Evergreen was like the most beautiful field one could imagine, with a fresh, green forest in a distance and a river making lazy splashing sounds in the distance. A paradise, a garden of Eden.

 If that’s the place we are going after death, it’s not that horrible at all. It’s the kind of place where you can easily forget about all of the concerns of the mortality. To forget oneself. 

 

From a distance, I heard a cheerful laugh. Looking around I spotted a group of dead people. All were looking like beautiful young folk, clothed in white togas hanging over one shoulder. They were eating and chatting happily with their feet in the river. I stepped to them.

 


	“E-excuse me…” I started shyly. I had no idea how to talk with dead-people - atop of that in their own realm. I didn’t even know if they were aware of me nor if they could see me.



Yet, they did. Their eyes slowly followed in my direction, the shock on their faces was quickly replaced by kindness and politeness.

 


	“Our greetings, oh walking-among-dead. Please, feel free to join us, rest and feast with us. Our home is your home.”



 


	“I am very grateful for your offer, yet I came here with a mission very dire, would you know where I can find Aira?”



 


	“Living. Always in such a hurry. Always in a rush...” the specter sadly shook her head “... yet, you would eventually come here and rest with us… Very well, the Mother rests where all paths follow, where the backwood is strong and the world is calm.”



 

Yeaaaah. Helpful.

 

Apparently, my expression betrayed my confusion, for all the dead men burst into laughter. 

 


	“Just messing with you. Follow the path to the forest. She should be in the clearing in the center. We can’t be sure though, we never walked there. We had no reason to.”



 


	“R-right. Thank you for your help.”



 


	“Absolutely no problem, pal. If ya had any more question, you know where to find us!” a male specter raised a cup filled most likely with a wine in my direction in both greeting and farewell.



 

I resumed my journey through the spirit realm. With every passing moment, I got more and more adapted to this place. I started hearing more sounds and I started feeling more. It all started with a sound of cicadas and crickets playing their music in the distance and with the warmness of a sun. Suddenly, I become so very tired and every tree I passed started luring me under its branches offering a well-earned rest.

 

Later. I will have time for rest later. As soon as I would deal with my businesses here, I will rest as much as I want, for now, onward… onward.

 

I forced myself to make step after step, though suddenly gravity appeared to drag me into the grass more and more. I didn’t answer the call of other dead men I passed on my journey, as I simply was so focused on battling with the exhaustion, that I didn’t even notice that they were calling me; now I noticed how scenery slowly changed from fields to the forest, and forest to the deep, dark backwoods.

 

It was so calm here, so wet and dark that all I wanted to do was to just lay on the moss and close my eyes.I actually had to pick some fallen branch and use it as a staff to help me not-to-collapse.

 


	“...but at the end, everything went smoothly, I am telling you, I do love my children, but those Leviathans are really starting to give me a headache!”



 


	“And whose fault is that? Mind remembering who made them into monsters meant to splash the water from the oceans and move the mountains?! You filled them with tremendous amounts of energy and power in order to make them help you reshape this world. You pretty much gave them ADHD and now you are bitching about how you can’t handle them!”



 

Another cheerful laugh, so beautiful, ringing like thousands of bells.

 


	“Oh, Aira, I think you have a visitor.” the pale lady noticed.



 

Somehow, I managed to focus my gaze. In the middle of the clearing, filled with hundreds of flowers, around which bees were buzzing in a hypnotizing dance a single table was raised. Or should I say that a tree which took the shape of a table with several chairs was raised.

 


	“Oh! Zari! You FINALLY made it!” Elvish like beauty sitting on one of such chair put an extremely strong accent on <finally> making an obvious suggestion that she is mad that I didn’t come to her right after gaining the power to do so.



 


	“Sorry, I’ve been busy.” I apologize with a sad smile.



 


	“Oh, no, forget about this, in the end, I am just a goddess!” she pouted puffing her cheeks in anger. Hearing her complaints the pale lady chuckled.



 


	“Come on, Aira…” Mortis took my side “...you know that mortals are always busy, they live only for the blink of an eye, so they try to make best out of this blink…”



 


	“Not to mention that I was busy with tasks you burdened me with… Pardon me, I meant - blessed.” I added quietly 



 


	“Whatever! Just sit here already!” I could clearly see that she was happy, just pretending to be mad in order to make me spoil her while I would try to apologize for crimes I never commited. “...Want to have some tea? Biscuits?” she offered after a moment.



 

That’s what I noticed in next moment. On the tree-table, a dozen different treats were served. The goddesses decided to have a picnic. On the one hand, I couldn’t imagine Jesus and Odhin from my previous world having a tea-gossip party like this one, on the other, the two ladies appear way more adorable than before. And they already were plenty adorable!!! 

 

I did what I was told to do and served myself a cup of black coffee.

 


	“Hope this will wake me up…” I added under my nose



 


	“It won’t.” Mortis and Aira said and unison before looking at each other and bursting into laughter.



 


	“Why is that so?”



 


	“You are tired not because you are physically fatigued, but because being here on your own is a burden to your mind - in other words, you are still mentally too weak, work on your mind-stamina, then you will be able to spend more… time… here, though the word time is irrelevant, oh, let me rephrase myself - the stronger your mentality, the more things and events you would be able to experience before reaching your limit. Then, you will fall asleep.” Mortis decided to explain



 

I would fall asleep in the realm of the dead, that does not sound good.

 


	“And what would it mean for me?” I asked with a concern in my voice



 


	“Nothing, really, you would just wake up with a really nasty hangover.” Aira finished cheerfully. 



 

I exhaled air loudly.

 


	“Sooo, what do I owe the honor of your presence?” Aira asked pouring herself another cup of amber-like tea “... do you want something in particular, or…”



 

She didn’t finish her question, just raised a brow in anticipation for my answer. Well, I came here in order to check how Johann is doing, but if I would admit that, she would get mad again.

 


	“Oh, I am very sorry, I didn’t know I need a reason to see you.” I said with a sad tone “... I should have known that you are busy, even now you are already hosting another god. I don’t really want anything, just thought that maybe for once I would be the one to come to you…”



 


	“Oh, so your visit is not connected to the certain soul you sent here recently?” she didn’t believe me at all.



 


	“But I did wanted to check on him, but only as I would be leaving, yet I am far from claiming I am here just for him…”



 

The goddesses exchanged gazes once again, smiling with a corner of their lips. They didn’t buy it.

 


	“Quite a talker, isn’t he?” Green-haired avatar of Lover said with a sly expression. 



 


	“I must admit, I was almost convinced!”



 


	“Now, I am just offended!” I decided to keep on playing, though now even I allowed myself for some theatrical sighs and voice modulation. “... Honestly, if my presence is a burden, I may just leave and…”



 


	“Cake?” Aira didn’t let me finish as she passed me a piece of chocolate treat on two crossed silver knives.



 


	“Yes, please.” I helped her by stretching hand with a plate in her direction.



 


	“He is fine…” goddess said after a moment “... actually, you can see that yourself… Johann! Sweety, don’t be shy! Come here!”



 

My senses here were greatly dulled, so I didn’t notice a man hiding few dozen meters away in a shadow of trees. He didn’t walk to us, you couldn’t call it walking. Acting more like a frightened animal, he slowly sneaked to us while trying to avoid being in my vision range. He wasn’t violent, though he was far from acting normally.

 


	“There is still a long way to go, I tried sending him into groups of other resting souls, here, he lives completely without violence, so slowly he got a bit more trusting… He even started answering, they have to have done something to him, for he is still not talking, but nodding or shaking his head is already a progress… Isn’t it, Johann? Who is making great progress?”



 

A huge, colossal man smiled shyly which was almost a grotesque sight.

 


	“Go on, don’t be shy! This man here is the one that sent you here!... he is still quite confused when a stranger approaches him… damn, he is like a puppy!” her eyes show how concerned she was. 



 

After a moment she stood up, got closer to Johann and pulled him closer into a tight hug 

 


	“My poor, poor child. Such a horrible things happened to you.” Aira whispered while petting his head. After a moment her gaze turned back to me “...Zari, I do have a favor to ask…” willinglessly I grimaced  “...oh, don’t act like this! It’s all regarding this poor man. You see, I am trying my best to use all the spare time I have to keep an eye on him, interact with him and turn him back into what he once was.... but everyone that lives here is either a spirit, a deity or a dead-man. The more time he spends with us the smaller chances that he would be able to regain his sanity and go back. You will have to visit us as often as possible… or using your world criterias - every few hour to spend time with him… or, as you said it, to hammer his sanity back to him. I can only close his wounds, but you are the one that needs to watch over his scars.”



 


	“That’s… you already did more than I was expecting. Aira… Thank you.”



 


	“Oh, don’t mention it! Our relationship is beneficial for both of us!” she quickly shakes her head as if it was nothing.



 


	“But why can’t I… Can’t I… Ca…” suddenly something changed. The world started spinning. 



 


	“Why can’t you start playing with little Johann right now?...” Aira guessed my question “... you should know your limits, Zari, you have used the whole time you could spend here. Time for you to fall asleep.”



 

The sky and ground rotated, my eyelids become heavy and shut themselves without my will. The world around me was spinning, it was just like lying in bed while being dead drunk.

 

Then I have once again opened my eyes, I was back in the cellar. I look up, down, left, right, I collapsed on the floor and thrown up. Just like the goddess said. The worst hangover in my life.
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In the inn section of the adventurers guild in the capital of Neira, at a table quite close to the bar a single blond-haired beautiful for her age girl was pitting and sobbing quietly. She was whining like a scolded puppy, hiding in a corner in order to avoid any further harsh treatment.

-          “Hey! El! Why such a long face!” her friend quickly sat by her side.

-          “S-so… I was training with Miss Aiele, as always… and… and I was doing pretty good…”

-          “That’s great! Why are you sobbing then?!”

-          “B-Because I said it aloud…”

-          “Aaand?”

-          “And Miss Aiele decided to prove to me that I was not doing well at all. She sped up.”

-          “Yeah, as far as I know, that’s a normal procedure, when you catch up to the current level of training it’s just a natural thing to rise difficulty!”

Elana rolled up sleeves of her long shirt.

-          “Oh my!” Rus actually became speechless. From wrist up to the shoulders the body of the little girl was purple. It was almost as if bruises completely took over place of the skin.

Once again Elana let out a quiet whine as she started massaging her body trying to bring at least a little bit of comfort.

-          “Wasn’t this treatment a little bit too harsh?” magician girl asked still gazing over damages in shock and awe

-          “Miss Aiele said that she had to show me how much I am still lacking… apparently, she doesn’t like when someone brags… I had no idea that she is such a humble person…” El said more to herself than to her friend

-          “Ay? Humble? Riiight…” to Rus these two words did not belong in the same sentence.

-          “Rus, I’m starting to think that… this whole adventuring may not be my thing.” Blonde girl admitted after a moment making her companion spat a tea she just started drinking.

-          “What?! Why!? You were so excited about it! You wanted to see the world!”

-          “But… But… I am so weak! And slow! And terrible! There is no way I will be able to finish even the simplest task alone, and I will be slowing down the rest of the people… In the end I am just a ballast, first to my family, then to Mister Zariel, now to Miss Aiele and the rest of the guild…”

A quick slap in the cheek forced El to snap out from her dream-like state.

-          “Don’t even talk like that!” Rus was furious “… I felt this way at the beginning too! Even more, I don’t have too many friends because of my age! Other people are nice to me, yet they patronize me! You are the first person I can truly call friend! Also – I have already started booking some easier quests for both of us, so you better train hard! Otherwise, Master Jericho would not let you g….”

-          “Master Jericho would not let you what?” a pleasant voice of an elder man could be heard right behind red-hair’s ear making her jump slightly.

-          “I-I didn’t hear you coming, sir!” Magician admitted politely seeing a Master of the guild.

-          “Of course! I used to be called the world strongest human for a reason, child!” Jeremy brushed his beard with pride “… but back to the business. I heard you are doing great, El.”

-          “T-T-That’s not true! Miss Aiele just showed me how many things I have yet to learn…”

-          “Weird. I just talked with her, she couldn’t praise you enough.”

-          “T-this is very nice of you, but I just can’t believe it, sir.” Blonde girl lowered her head with sad expression.

-          “Why? Because she got bit harsher to you? El, Aiele is a very dangerous woman, her carefree attitude is just a charade, a trick she uses to fool everyone around her, yet for a moment there you made her serious. This always cheerful Aiele didn’t smack you playfully as usual, did she?”

Eyes of the wanna-be-adventurer widened in shock.

-          “S-s-still…”

-          “There was one more reason for you to get all these bruises. Something that people like Aiele know the best. You can never let the satisfaction to overcome you… You may, or may not, know it already, but Aiele is an assassin. A very dangerous one. Do you know when people are the most vulnerable for an attack?”

-          “W-when they sleep?” girl stated with her purest naivety making old man laugh.

-          “Yes, and no, what I mean – right before succeeding. It is easiest to stumble and fall one step before the finish line. You made huge progress, even more, Aiele said that when it came to new training methods, you are natural. She didn’t want you to rest, girl. The path to perfection is never-ending, and path of adventurer is path of mastering the art of killing. Go to bed early today, girls, Ay asked me to tell you that starting from tomorrow you begin the training with actual weapons. Also, that she will make you sweat a lake.”

-          “Aww. Poor Elly!...” Rus mocked her friend with cheerful smile “… I wouldn’t like being in your boots starting from tomo… Wait, why did you say <girls>? Why plural form!?”

-          “As the two of you wish to form a team, Aiele said that it’s the finest time to work with your cooperation – so naturally, you will participate too.”

-          “NOOO WAAAAY!”

Rus’s scream echoed across the whole building of an inn.

 

 



 

 

Same time, at the little trading city next to Omega Forest in the room of the head of the city guards a young, pretty boy “woke up”. Oh, he was awake this whole time, when one of the guards was carrying him, when somebody put him on some kind soft furniture, when they got rid of damaged and blooded clothes, washed his body with a wet towel and put on him some simple shirt and pants.

He kept listening, smelling, gathering data, analyzing, planning, picking a strategy and trying to foresee outcomes. With perfect, lethal accuracy he kept spreading the strings of his web of plots.

And he did learn more, for the guards were really talkative. They kept saying a few seemingly unimportant things like “I bet he will be hungry when he would wake up, he was walking for days…” or “this new place will most likely confuse him….”.

All of these told him what he was expected to do, and by following their predictions, he could lower their suspicions, gain trust, learn more, act more freely.

He opened his eyes, sat up and looked around while holding his head pretending to be at pain. He made sure that his eyes were darting over the whole, unfamiliar place, for he sensed a person sitting behind him.

-          “Careful there, you may hurt yourself…” though the voice was soft and calming he <jumped> in place before turning and facing the duo sitting behind a long, wooden table.

-          “W-w-who are you? Where am I? Where is…”

-          “Sh-sh-sh-sh. Easy there. Everything is fine. My name is Gerry van Akar and I am the captain of city guard of this outpost, and this lovely lady is Susan, my second-in-command. We are here to help citizens like yourself. So you can relax, you are safe here… You were spotted at the city gate where you collapsed.  Before you did, you asked to help your parents… Mind telling me what happened? Knowing more I would be able to act faster and better…”

-          “I…I…” exotic looking kid started stuttering. He tried to act as confused as only he could. He learned those kind of actions pretty well, his prey would often act silly as they got ambushed. They knew they were about to die, yet had no idea in which way they were supposed to run.

-          “T-t-there was this sound… weird sound… papa started saying bad words, words for which mama would spank me if I would say them… Then papa screamed… and mama threw me off the cart… told me to run…. To call for help… she said she would be right behind me… but when I crossed the corner she did not come… she would just scream that I can’t stop running, that I can’t stop… So I… So I…”

A single tear appeared in the corner of his eyes, his lower lip started trembling.

-          “Now! There-there-there!” a lady, named Susan, quite young yet guessing by few scars here and there definitely experienced hugged him with one arm trying to create an illusion of safety “… I am sure they are fine, in the end they are such brave people! Brave people always manage to leave bad situations victorious! We will help them for sure! Now, do you remember something else? Where were you ata…” she stopped for a moment as she decided to change her rhetoric “… this weird sound, where did you hear it? How did it sound?”

-          “L-Like this…” Erio opened his mouth and let out a perfect hiss of cave salamander – one of the creatures dwelling in the forest, he just made sure to make it sound bit more vicious.

Eyes of guards opened in shock. Little chimera realized what he just did. Apparently humans were not supposed to let out such noises.

-          “Papa taught me how to mimic sounds of other a animals…” he said after the moment, trying to make up excuse for this weird display “…I can mimic most birds and farm animals…”

Though once again, word <farm> meant nothing to him. Just few flashes in the memory.

-          “I see… Susan, make sure that squads patrolling routes outside of the city will be carrying additional spears… just in case we had some mutated reptile…”

-          “Gairarans?” Susan asked hugging kid bit closer <accidentally> covering his ears.

-          “No. If that were Gairarans, kid would be dead too. They never stop chasing their prey.”

Capitan gave her subordinate a sign with hand that she didn’t have to keep covering kid’s ears. They had no idea that little beast heard every single word.

-          “You must be hungry? Right? Wait a moment, I ordered you some meat soup and dessert… it should be coming… right… now! Voila!”

As if waiting for a command, the door opened and another guard carrying a bowl and a plate entered the room, leaving what he brought on the table in front of the kid.

Chimera quickly inspected the meat…

… and became furious inside. WHAT WAS THIS SUPPOSED TO BE! – he asked himself while looking at bowl of cooked meat.

It was damaged! Boiled! Cooked! Burned! The proteins structures were useless! The essence of the creature was unavailable! To eat means to grow! To eat means to absorb and adapt! Yet this! This is useless! This so called <meal> serves no other purpose than to fuel the body up! And his blood is already filled with essences of thousands creatures he devoured! He could last years without need to fuel his body again!

… but apparently, humans do not possess this ability of perfect storage. What they won’t digest right away would leave their body. Such a waste! On the other hand, it forces them to hunt more and more frequently… Weird. Structural weakness. Trait undesirable.

Humans are such a silly creatures. The only environmental advantage they have comes from brain. Everything else is useless. Regressed lungs, if compared to birds. Smaller hearts, skin deprived of scales, regressed claws and talons….

Yet here they are – so weak, yet ruling the world… Their existence is an insult to the evolution! They need to pay for this offense with their very essence!

-          “What’s wrong kid? Go on, feel free to eat!”

Crap. The Chimera became so lost in his thoughts that stopped paying attention. When he was in his spider-ling form it was easier. He could spend days and weeks in the web waiting for the preys to come. This gave him lots of time for thinking. For consideration.

Though his mind was far less complex. Matters he contemplated were simpler too.

Kim burrowed spoon in the meaty liquid, filled it completely and put it in his mouth.

And taste exploded. Aromas he never knew assaulted his brain like an army of charging Goliaths. He was not ready for it.

-          “Everything all ri…” the guard wanted to double check his condition, yet kid threw the spoon to the side, raised the bowl to his mouth and started to greedily slurp and swallow the food.

-          “He really hasn’t eaten for days…” Susan sighed quietly “… I will go ask for a little more.”

-          “Please, do.” The Capitan agreed with a nod of his head “… there, there, you got yourself all dirty.” Man took a piece of towel made of cloth and started to wipe the fat off kid’s body.

Kim put the bowl on the table, still trembling, overwhelmed with the sensation of taste.

-          “Before Susan would come with more soup… here, taste this chocolate cake.. but please, this time use fork.”

Just as he was instructed, chimera picked a little piece of dark pie and once again started inspecting.

Mostly plant-components and lots of artificial sugar. The substances in this “meal” couldn’t even serve purpose of nutrition! Outrageous! This never contained any essence! It never learned anything! To eat this!? It’s an even greater offense than eating animals whose essence was wasted!

But, for sake of infiltration… he put the fork into his mouth.

And this day, he died and was reborn a little. For a moment he thought that the clouds covering the sky moved apart and the beam of light fell upon him, as he was tasting this… weird… delicious … chocolate cake.

How and why. How something so USELESS can taste this GOOD!? It’s divine! May the hunts be forever damned! This… CAKE… is the meaning of life! Tasting it is like touching the face of god! Magnificent!

As soon as he swallowed and taste disappeared his sanity went back to him.

-          “Tell me, boy, do you have any other relatives? Someone who could… take care of you until your parent would return?”

This was his chance!

-          “P-papa was making deals with a man… he told me that if something would happen, I am supposed to find him…”

-          “That’s great! Who is this man!?”

-          “I… I don’t know. Who he is or what he does… I… I know only the name.”

-          “The name? This may be quite troublesome, many people share the same name… Fine, what is the name?”

-          “Zariel.”

Man froze.

-          “There is only one man with such name in the whole world, kid.” He smiled back to him in a <everything is going to be ok, kid? kind of smile.

-          “Really?! I-is he a good man? Papa was talking about him all the time… but only that he is fortunate to get this contact so I never really learned a thing…”

-          “Good? Hard to say, but he is quite important. Or, should I say, one of the most important people in the whole country…”

Kim knew this much. His instincts kept screaming this name in the corners of his mind.

-          “… he has a company in the capital, few days east from here. We will try to organize some transport…”

East? East!? No! Can’t be! His instinct does not lie! They are telling him to go to the West!

-          “U-um, sir? Are you sure? Papa wanted to go West…”

-          “I said his company is to the East. But, your mister-very-important is an adventurer, which means he travels a lot. It is nearly impossible to tell where he is right now.”

-          “A-adventurer?”

Another flash, images, memories. Girls he swallowed were members of those <adventurers> too.

-          “Monster hunters. They are traveling the world and killing monsters that are threatening cities and merchants!”

…. Brilliant. Marvelous! This, Zariel, is a genius walking alive! Kim already knew that he and Zariel are alike – consumers – swallowers – feasters. He knew that they both were aberrations that the rest of the world would hunt down. Then, how would he gather essence under their noses?

Become a full-fledged monster hunter. Humans would literally point him in the direction where he could find a useful essence to consume, pay him for protection and even be grateful! As adventurer he could travel with no risk nor suspicions! Growing! Adapting! Becoming stronger! …

… perfect predator – the wolf in sheep's clothing.

Kim decided. This night he will leave the city and follow further to the West. In the end, he can learn so much from this wonderful, more experienced existence.

… yet, the chain of thoughts of Kim got disturbed – by another bowl of meat soup carried in by Susan.
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I didn’t have the strength to even get up and return to the inn as the mental exhaustion was too high, so I just rolled away from the pool of my own vomit and tried to fall asleep, though the whole world was still spinning in my head.

Why? Why is it so much different to travel into spirit’s world on your own than with an invitation? And Aira wants me to return a few more times? Why did I even bother? That pal Johann ain’t even my friend! He is just the fiancé of Marie, who also is not my friend! What the hell is this lawful-good acting on my part!? I don’t give a damn! As soon as I would return to the inn I would just pack my things and leave!... Yeah… Right…

Nah, Gisele would have killed me. She and her heroic behaviors which would never let her leave someone in need. Especially a girl. Especially if she is able to use ME to solve the problem. Especially when she will be bragging about it later in every inn we would enter.

Wait, since when am I under her thumb?!

Somehow, this idea made me so furious that I couldn’t fall into Morpheus embrace. So for the next couple of hours, I was just laying like that. In the cellar. With a terrible headache. Angry for pretty much no reason at all. Lack of rest didn’t help to ease my irritation, so when I finally rest enough to get up and move toward the inn seeking the comfy bed, my body and mind were so tense, that I bet all the negative feelings formed a dark cloud around me. Or at least my expression was mad enough, for villagers step out of my way as soon as they saw my majestic presence – with bags under my eyes, hair in a mess and the rest of not fully digested meal on my robe.

I slammed the door to the inn open, without saying a word I started walking to a higher floor heading toward room I was renting free of cost with Gisele. I slammed this door open too.

Inside, Lanele and Gisele were having a pleasant conversation, as the first of mentioned was standing next to the bed checking on dragoness condition, and the second one was sitting in the bed as her condition was clearly improving. Few quick inspections eased my nerves regarding her state, as the miasma has almost completely left the body without traces of leaving any form of influence…

I snapped back from my sudden surge of positive feeling and focused back on being annoyed. With my stupid Gisele. And stupid Marie. And stupid Johann. And stupid furniture. Right. Fuck this chair in particular.

-          “Babe, you haven’t been drinking without me, right?” Gis with a light smile commented on my state.

-          “Phi.” I didn’t even try to continue the conversation.

-          “Zari, what happened?” my love asked.

-          “Nothing.” I shrugged my shoulders even more annoyed than before.

Woman! Just let me get mad in silence!!!

-          “But I can literally see that your <nothing> is <something>!” she was really concerned. Which was both sweet and even more annoying at the same time.

-          “Guess it yourself!” I pouted.

-          “E-excuse me?!” now even Lana was confused

-          “You would know what happened if you would care!” I suddenly burst.

-          “Z-zari… I think that you started acting like a woman…”

-          “I most certainly did not!” what did she just say? What did she call me!? It is OUTRAGEOUS!

-          “I mean… You got mad by the most innocent words that I said…” Gis really was out of words

-          “It’s not about what you say, but how you say it!...”

I froze, in my mind, I repeat the whole situation and analyze it from every possible perspective.

-          “Oh my god…” I said after the moment.

She was right…

… BUT I CAN’T ADMIT IT!...

No, wait-wait-wait. This is not a path I wish to follow.

-          “Hard day?” Lanele asked

I only nodded in answer. My senses were still twisted. Even now the visions of the two worlds keep blurring, overlapping one another causing even greater headaches. I had no idea if the picture I saw at one moment was reality or delusional after-vision.

-          “You need some rest. Come’ere. Will snuggle all these bad things out of you.” Gis said with a flirty smile.

She was the one physically injured right now, yet at the same time she wanted to take care of me?

Don’t mind if I do!

-          “O-ok. You are fine, Gis…” Lanele started “…in an hour take your medicine… I will leave you now, I will check on you two later… also…” she leaned toward dragoness “… I have quickly inspected Zari just now. His mana veins located around brain are seriously swollen, whatever he did just now, he crossed the line… again. Try not to.. stimulate… him too much.”

These were the last words that priestess said before leaving the room. As soon as she was away I started undressing before jumping into the bed.

As bits of my sanity returned back to me and I realized what I did and said in past five minutes I decided to turn my face away from Gis. Why? Reason is simple. I was feeling a bit… ashamed of myself. To be honest, even now I had no idea what happened to me.

Arms of Gisele pulled me closer to her.

-          “You want attention or to be left alone?” she mocked me while chuckling.

-          “Yes.” I nodded deciding to play along

-          “Yes to wha… Aha. Never mind then.” And just like always Gis needed a moment or two to process information.

I finally was able to relax.

-          “I don’t want to go there again.” I didn’t want to bother her with my problems. Lying there and complaining how hard my current job is was the last thing I wanted to do. Yet, somehow, the words left my mouth on their own.

-          “Is it that hard?” I heard a voice near my ear

I just nodded knowing that she will see this gesture.

-          “I forced you into something annoying again, didn’t I?” she sighed “… sorry.”

-          “For what? I mean, you have so many things to feel sorry for, that I am not sure for which you are apologizing now…”

Another chuckled and light strike in the side – not painful, playful.

-          “For acting on my own. For dragging you into a mess without hearing out your opinion first…”

-          “… Go on…” I encouraged her to keep talking.

-          “What do you mean by <go on>?! I already said what I wa…” again. A moment or two for her to process information “… You little!”

Another set of playful smacks fell all over my body.

-          “Zaaa-riii.” I heard once again.

Exhaustion started overtaking my body. It was all I needed. Softness of bed and warmth of Gis. I started losing my consciousness again, yet this time, it was a pleasant experience.

With a light shrug of my body I let her know that I heard her.

-          “I.. We… You are trying to bring Johann back to his old self? I will help you with it. I have no idea how, but I will. We are together in this mess. Whatever would happen neither you or I are here alone, right? So… from now onward… count on me.”

I always did. Whatever would happened I knew that Gis would even ignite the ocean while trying to help me.

But somehow, hearing that said by her own made my chest pleasantly warm and heavy.

Either it was effect or her words… or she just sat on me…

I have opened one of my eyes. As I did, I noticed that she rolled me on my back and laid on me, pinning me to the bed.

So in the end, she did sit on me.

… Silly woman! I was trying to be romantic here!

<Sigh> and just like that, the whole mood went down to the devil.
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I woke up to Gisele purring like a cat right in my ear. She was half-awake, watching me from under partially closed eyelids.

-          “Already up?” she asked with a sad expression.

-          “On second thought, you can give me five more minutes.” I said falling back into the pillows.

Her weight on my chest which spread almost suffocating warmth which you can never get tired of was a divine feeling. Unfortunately, we didn’t have the luxury of staying like this forever.

With groans of irritations, we started to get up from the bed. Partially.

-          “How are you feeling?” I asked quickly scanning her body with both appraisal and magic. There was almost no miasma left.

-          “As good as newborn baby.” She said stretching her body

-          “So you want to scream and kick to the sides?”

She chuckled

-          “No. Quite the opposite. My body itches for some action…”

-          “Gisele. At least wait till the night-time…” I got hit in the arm, painfully.

-          “Do not flatter yourself. I mean my muscles. Uhhh, what would I give for something to rip and tear!”

-          “After we are done here, we could move forward, leave Lanele at some inn and find our selfs some nice, cozy, deadly dungeon. Only you, me and pieces of flesh flying all over the place.”

I said with the tone of a lover promising the most ravishing and entrancing date.

-          “Aww, sweetie, you surely know how to set the mood.” She gave me a playful wink “…That better be a promise… now, my turn, how are you feeling?”

-          “Like a newborn baby.” I said.

-          “Fresh and eager for action?”

-          “No. I want to scream and kick to the sides.” I wasn’t lying, just the very idea of returning to the Evergreen made my stomach jump to my throat.

-          “You are a big boy, you will somehow manage to…”

-          “Gisele. Pardon me, as I don’t want to sound rude, but you have no idea what you are even talking about. It’s not just some kind of a headache you can ignore with a pint of beer. It’s like your whole existence if being torn apart in the place where time has no meaning. You have no idea if you suffered for a second or eon, and you have no idea if your suffering will last for a second or eon more.”

She froze for a second there, still half naked as she was in the middle of gearing up.

-          “You are right. I don’t.” she said with a surprisingly soft tone

She walked towards me and hugs me tight from behind. Her still partly naked body spread another wave of heat through me.

-          “If I can be any use to you… like… dunno… maybe you can transfer some of this pain to me… then I will gladly.”

-          “I appreciate it, but as far as I know, there is no such technique that would allow it… But you can be there with me. At least you would carry my unconscious ass back to the inn.”

-          “Sure. How long are you going to be… out there?”

-          “Out there – time is irrelevant, but for you, a couple of seconds. I would just close my eyes, make a silly face and collapse.”

-          “Ok. Ok…” she said more to herself than to me, it was clearly visible that she was bothered by something. I didn't mean to pry “… Zari…”

-          “Yes?”

-          “I just wanted to say… that I am proud of you. I am proud to be with you. Everything you do… Causing life-saving potions to be more affordable… I heard about the orphanage project, taking care of parent-less kids is such a wonderful deed… and now, saving the life of a stranger… I… Zari... You are the greatest person I have ever met.”

… And it made me feel bad. Dirty even. I started selling potions due to the fact that their quality was lower than those produced by the Guild, and guild reducing prices of their potions is just a mechanism of a market when a new strong rival appears in the field.

An orphanage is just a tool to wash blood money and maybe a mean to possess some talented kids to train for syndicate and company

And the only reason why I am helping this man is that you would yell at me otherwise!... I feel as if I am cheating her…

… but, as long as good things keep happening my motives are justified? Right? It is better to make good things in name of evil than bad things in name of purity? Right?

Someone! Please! Make her stop looking at me with those eyes!

Why from all possible types of woman I had to start dating a wanna-be world-saving hero!?

Maybe… just maybe… I would start doing some random good deeds? One good deed per day should be… Naaa. Nobody got time for that!

One good deed per week, that is…

… but then again, I am an adventurer, sometimes my travels take a week or more, making it impossible to meet my end of this self-bargain…

So. One per month!...

…Nah.The company won’t take care of itself…

Maybe I am looking at it from the wrong perspective? Maybe I will just refrain from my random acts of evilness?... No, that sounded as if I am some kind of villain, yet I am not kicking stray puppies, I am not stealing candies from kids, I am not being mean to elders…

… Fuck, I already am quite a decent person! So what that every now and then I order someone's assassination? Everyone with money does that! Fine.

I will stay the way I am – splendid and clever. And so very handsome!

And out of blue, I was hit painfully in the arm.

-          “What the hell, Gisele!?” I yelled while holding my shoulder hissing with pain.

-          “Hm? Oh, I am not sure myself. I thought you were thinking about something weird just now.” She quickly scanned my expression “… You did, right?” her face became angry and pouty

Great. Yandere 6th sense activated again.

-          “The thing I was thinking about was how you are making me want to be a better person, if you can call it weird, I will agree with you right away.” I puffed my cheeks annoyed.

Hey! I didn’t lie!... I just did not say the whole truth.



 





Later on, together with Gis and Lanele we entered the cellar, once again forcing Marie to stay away. I wanted to spare her seeing her loved one lifeless on the chair, sitting there like some kind of plant.

Just like before - I sat under the wall, relaxed my body, though my mind was screaming in terror begging me not to go behind the veil, I entered a meditative state, cleared my mind and left my body walking toward the rift.

I looked at my body for the last time. It was sitting there in the lotus position, though my head was lifted up with eyes opened wide you could see no pupils. My eyes were completely rolled back into skull showing white pool. I sighed with my spiritual form heavily before stepping through the rift. I was embraced by pain again.





The priestess was inspecting life functions of the Oracle’s body. She noticed it before – his mana veins were strange, thicker, larger, located in much better places than normal. Usually, their structural location was completely random, sometimes more veins were located in a specific part of the body making those individuals more skilled with using either certain type of spells or casting them with certain limb better than the other. It was quite a common case – though she, as a person, had her right hand dominant – she used it to write, greet people or even use a weapon (she was forced to train using saber and staff, like most noble elf-females) she prefer casting spells with her left hand. Her mother was known to cast with her right hand… and left feet. Weird? No. Deadly? Yes. Imagine that you are preparing for someone to throw a ball of fire at you with her dominant hand, but in the same time that person is drawing a glyph with her leg on the ground.  She would change the location during the battle several times, drawing more magical marks on the ground. If she would finish the five marks before being knocked down, the fight would be over.

But here? It is so… symmetrical… so perfect! Like a work of art, of a skilled artist, no natural process. Like a tree – with the main trunk in spine and brain, with branches spreading to arms and roots to legs. It looked like a second neural system.

Beautiful. Terrifying.

Right now, she was inspecting his brain functions. When his eyes rolled back into his school, the mana has been sucked from his whole body, traveling exactly to the brain, as if it wanted to reduced the damages. But what kind of damages…?

The answer came quickly. The mana veins around his brain started swelling almost shutting the brain inside its grasp, the mana started dancing like crazy, she could almost hear and feel the temperature raising, inside of his head and see his mana desperately trying to cool it down. It all happened so quickly, that she had no time to react. It happened within a second or two. She was about to yell, when Zariel’s eye went back to normal, he himself inhaled loudly, almost fighting for breath, before falling and vomiting to the side.

When Lanele realized what just happened, she quickly dropped on her knees next to the collapsed druid and started casting some lesser healing spell mostly to reduce confusion and bring minor comfort.

-          “You wonderful person-you…” Zariel sighed while trying to relax, pressing his forehead against cold brick of the cellar “… just lemme stay like that for…eternity.” Another painful sigh.

He lost consciousness once again as his body demanded recovery.

Giselle, just as she promised, carried her lover to the inn and watched over him till he woke up.

For the next five days, this was their routine, with Zariel sleeping for about twenty hours a day, waking up only to eat, stretch his muscles and enter the spirit realm, after which he required a full eight or more hours of sleep, yet each time he returned, he looked bit paler than usual and the sly sparks in his eyes were slowly dying, replaced by confusion and pain.

Lanele started wondering – Zariel was crossing the veil in order to help Johann restored his human side… but what if Zari was losing his in the process?

Though each time they asked him what was his progress this time, he would proudly answer that <he is getting closer and closer>, though he never stated how close he got.

Until one day. Before entering the cellar he asked Marie for some object that Johann would feel a strong connection with. And she gave him her ring – a thing he gave her when he asked her to become his wife. The ring was simple made of silver with no additional gems nor ornament, yet was really well done and was assuredly worth quite a lot, at least for villagers. The ring was in his family for generations, with this ring his father asked the same question his mother, and before that his grandfather did same. When his mother died Johann was carrying this ring as a necklace on a copper thread. When he lost it during one of his journeys to the forest, he spent next three days looking for it, he even asked half of the village to help him looking, and because they were a small community where everyone helped one another, they somehow manage to find it…

… in his house. Under the carpet. Eh, Johann, you clumsy man.

But then, after entering the cellar. Zariel would force the ring into man’s hand before going once again into the land of Evergreen.







After the agonizing experience, to which you can never get used to, I have once again breathed in  the extremely cold and refreshing air of the afterlife-plane of existence.

I have learned to appear in the back forest, close to <Aira’s office>, thanks to which I didn’t waste much time for unnecessary interactions. Aira, sitting on the tree-chair still gossiping with Morits only smiled in my direction before returning to the conversation with the goddess of death. What I learned is that divine tea-parties can last a centuries.

I quickly headed toward the verge of the clearing, toward quite tall man sitting next to a small stream of water watching it lazily flow. He heard me coming, so he turned around. A huge smile appeared on his face when he recognize me.

-          “Zariel!” he yelled.

Nice progress, right? From puppy to almost normal human being in mere four-five days!... five days my ass. Somehow, with every visit here I could spend more and more “time” here, so each time I closed my eyes I spent with him first hours, then days, then months or self-aware time. We have actually went through full-course rehabilitations here. I would give myself a medal of patience… cuz damn, I really wanted to tear his head off for the first few visits.

-          “What’s up, champ?”

-          “You are back!”

-          “F’corse I am! I told you I would, have I ever lied to you?”

He shook his head.

-          “I… I know… It’s just… Everyone here is so strange. Even Miss Aira. You are the only one like me here…”

-          “I have told you why.”

-          “I… I know. They are dead. We are alive. You sent me here to recover from traumatic experience…”

-          “Yes, and this is our final meeting here…” his eyes widened in shock “… because I plan on taking you with me, back to the world of living…” his eyes widened even more, in even greater shock.

-          “I… I am not sure if I am ready… You said that there is a woman waiting for me… but… I just.. don’t remember.”

-          “Johann. I need you to do something for me. Will you?”

-          “O-of course! I mean, if only I am able to…” he was a huge, almost colossal man. Taller than me, though that is nothing new, but also taller than Gisel, almost as big as Mrogul. He  could easily be a volleyball player with his bloody 2 meters and 15-18 centimeter. Fuck him for that. When the sky would fall you will be the first one to die. Tsk.

-          “I need you to stretch your arm… not this one, the other one. Good, now, open your palm. And now, imagine the most important thing in your life. Give it a shape. Imagine the whole universe concentrating on your palm. Imagine your essence, everything you were, you are, and will be. Now close your eyes… Good. And once again. Open. And see.”

When he opened his eyes, atop of his palm a single ring was lying.

-          “I don’t understand. I… it is familiar but…”

-          “Johann, I will now start speaking aloud names. Keep staring at the ring, no, keep staring INTO the ring. And try to connect the name to person, event, time, feeling… Here I go. Marie, Stephen, Agrez….”

I started naming all his friends and relatives, names I was given by Marie before I entered cellar. When I was done, I looked at the hunter waiting for his reaction.

-          “S-sorry. I think, for a moment there… there was something… like a…”

-          “Aching at the back of your mind? The wound you couldn’t scratch?”

-          “Y-yeah.”

-          “It’s ok. It was bound to happen. We will do this again. And again. And again. An Johann, by any means. Keep scratching. Try to break the wall.”

-          “I am afraid, Zariel, you told me that bad things happened to me… I am not sure if I want to remember them. Tell me, can’t we go just like this? I… I am sure I can make new memories, start from the scratch start with…”

-          “No, Johann. It is impossible, right now, you are just a spirit, your body is out there, like an empty vessel. If you would cross the veil, re-enter the world of the living, you will become just another wandering spirit. You need an anchor, a thread, something that will lure you back into your body.”

He swallowed his saliva with a loud gulp.

-          “Very well… I trust you.”

-          “Not a smart move, but I am grateful for it. Now… Marie, Stephen…”

I have no idea how many times I repeated those names. Yet each time I finished, a light of understanding appeared in his eyes. As a student during lectures when a teacher would mention a subject that was covered in some of the TV’s documentary.

Every now and then, we had a little victory. He would remind himself something, a single event. He would describe it to me, describe the people he saw, what was going on.

The wall of memories he was scratching was slowly crumbling into pieces.







The door to cellar the Huntsman’s hut opened wide. Through them, Lanele would leave, behind her Gisele with Zariel hanging over her shoulder walked outside.

Seeing a witch in front of the hut girls smiled brightly.

-          “Marie, I think there is someone who wants to talk with you…”

-          “What do you m…”

Another person left the hut. A tall man in tattered clothes. He was very pale, very thin as he didn’t eat for the past few days, his skin had unhealthy violet aftercolor in a few places and he was covered in dirt.

He was weak, that much was clear, as he struggled standing still, yet when his almost dead-cold eyes fell on the Marie, he froze for a moment before running at her, picking her up off the ground into the air and started spinning while hugging her close.

Quite a lot of villagers gather around, they all cheered seeing their neighbor back.

Zariel, with rest of his strength, managed to raise his hand into the air, with his fingers shaped into “V” sign.

Though it looked comical, as his head was still hanging down, over Gisele shoulder.
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Shh. No talking now. Do you hear it? Can you hear this wonderful sound? It’s the sound of silence! The sound of <no one is yapping around me begging for favors!>. Oh, the oracle! Our crops don’t grow! Oh, the oracle! My daughter is sick! Oh, the oracle! Our village has been attacked by the devil who possessed one of our men!

… NOT MY FUCKING BUSINESS, SUSAN! You can go and speak with the manager!

-          “Hey, Darling, are you asleep?” I heard a sweet tone from my side

-          “No, Gis, I am just watching my eyelids.”

-          “What?”

I groaned getting up.

-          “Not anymore.” I pouted

-          “You had enough of sleeping!” she showed all of her teeth in a beautiful smile

-          “I am glad that you are the one deciding it.” I rolled my eyes

-          “Come on. Get up. You, sir, are walking with me.” she brutally pulled me away from comfortable and warm slumber of my body.

-          “What is it this time?”

It has been two days since the day I brought Johann back. Two, wonderful days where I was sleeping and doing nothing else. I earned that.

… Or actually needed that. My sense of time was still off the clock.

Yet apparently my wonderful days of rest came to an end, as a certain woman was dragging me down almost dislocating my shoulder in process.

-          “Go on!” she turned me in place and started pushing me toward the door 

-          “You could at least tell me what I am dealing with this time…” I groaned yet again while opening the door.

And then it happened. The Armageddon. Gehenna. The gates of the Babylon were opened wide, or yet in other words – the village decided to throw a party.

They were waiting for me, the whole village gathered in front of an inn, they kept quiet until the doors were opened, the noise almost cracked my head open.

-          “Our small community wished to thank you in more proper way for everything you did for us, your majesty.” Village’s Major lowered his head “…Please, accept our humble gratitude for opening our eyes, saving our village and brother Johann. Our debt will never be fully paid… but it doesn’t mean that we shouldn’t try! The harvests were generous last year so we decided to celebrate our Festival a bit earlier… to honor your name and thanks for Aira’s generosity…”

Thanks for Aira’s generosity, you say? My-my, and here I was thinking that you wanted to thank Luxia for exactly same thing….

… Not that I am surprised. They are simple people – people that need to know that someone is looking after them. I am pretty sure that you can show them any magic trick, call it a divine blessing and they would believe you right on the spot… Even though they are fast to change their mind, even though I called them hypocrites before… I can’t bring myself to hate them. It is a nature of the weak – to gather into herds and follow the shepherd. Nothing wrong with that.

I sighed.

-          “Your gratitude is appreciated, yet not required. I just did what would please the Mother.”

I tried sounding as a wise sage-hermit. Guessing by the expression of nearest villager this way of speaking was not only tolerated, but even expected.

-          “Speaking about the Mother…” Mayor decided it was the right time to gain even more favorability “…In past two days we raised a small, humble altar in Her honor. The festival of harvest requires thanking the divine for their guidance, we would be honored if you would carry on the devotion service.”

Ah. I knew this day would come – I feel bad in the role of priest leading mass-rituals, even more so, as no actual rite for such occasion existed! I will have to be creative.

There is not much to be described. Villagers, after living a few nights in horror decided to unwind by throwing a party, and by building an altar and forcing me into carrying on the religious rituals Mayor convinced his people that they were not left without divine protection.

We actually had some fun, Gisele ate and drank like five adult males, so you can say that she actually was holding her urges back, while dancing Lanele, much to other damsels dismay, stole the show for herself – for as an exotic beauty there was no male that wouldn’t dance with her… Except for Johann. Actually, I rarely saw him during whole event. Every now and then when our gazes would meet he would smile shyly in my direction and thank me with polite bow of the head. He used all the time he had on spending it with Marie, and now seeing those two lovebirds I must say it – bastards look cute, especially with Marie dragging him from one corner to another, making him eat different kinds of food and participate in every festival games… and boy, he surly was bloody clumsy!

I will be honest, it was good to be someone’s reason to celebrate. Seeing this pure gratitude and joy in eyes of people that walk past you was filling me with satisfaction, which makes me understand why Gisele wants this kind of attention.

Since dawn till dusk and even longer, the fireplaces were burning till the late night and music set a pleasant mood. This situation lasted until two moons emerged in the sky. One of the moons was full.

Someone started pounding on the door to our room as me and Gisele were about to lie in bed. No, not knocking – he was doing it so furiously that hinges almost broke.

-          “Which devil disturbs my peace?” I cursed like an old man

-          “Don’t call evil’s name.” Gis hissed

-          “Even devils tremble in my presence so fret not…” I walked toward the door and opened it. A young man breathing loudly jumped inside “… what?!”

I didn’t even try to sound nice.

-          “Y-y-your majesty! Q-q-q-quickly J-j-j-johann!” Great, either something serious happened, or guy is stuttering naturally. Either way learning what happened will prove to be tricky.

-          “What again?”

-          “H-h-he…” he exhaled and inhaled few times trying to catch a breath “… He started acting weird again. He lies on the floor, snarls and growls…”

-          “Is he violent?” I walked toward a hanger on which I put my robe. Apparently I will not rest this night either

-          “Not yet.” He stopped stuttering. So it was caused by nerves…

-          “Yet? You are implying he can become violent any moment now.”

-          “When someone recently possessed by devils starts rolling on the floor while snarling and growling you just predict the worst to happen.” I was answered with tone as annoyed as my own. I started liking this lad.

-          “Fair enough… Gisele…” I hadn’t even noticed when she dressed up “… you coming?”

-          “Of course, you think I will let you have all the fun?”

The moons shined brightly on the night’s sky so we didn’t need a torch to find a way to the Johann’s house. Around it a small crowd already gathered. I had to make myself a path by striking with elbows to the sides.

As we entered the room I noticed people inside. Mayor, Lanele, Marika and Johann – the last one was pinned to the ground by four other men. Indeed. He was growling like an animal.

-          “What iz… happening to me?!” Johann managed to turn his head in my direction, his eyes were filled with blood.

I appraised him once again.

-          “No-fucking-way…” I groaned “… I healed his mind, but his body still remained affected.”

-          “By what?!” Marie almost cried.

-          “Lycanthropy.” I look at the group holding Johann “… back to the cellar with him.”

In just few moments colossal man was thrown on the lower level of hut in not-very-gently way.

-          “Leave us.” I said before jumping down. Yet, my requested wasn’t respected by a certain individual.

-          “I have told you – I won’t let you have all the fun for yourself.” Gis said landing next to me.

-          “I waz… I waz supozed to be normal!” Johann cried. He looked at me like a scolded puppy “… my head… What iz going on?!”

Still on ground, he grabbed his head with both hands and howled in pain.

-          “The devil modified your body in order to turn you into the vessel. Congratulation. You are a werewolf.”

He already started turning.

-          “But… why? How? What will I do now?”

-          “There is bad news and good news, which do you want to hear first?”

Johann was not in mood of picking any of the options, as his bones started snapping and reforming.

-          “The bad news is that in most cases lycanthropy is very hard to be undone, and by very hard I meant that it’s almost impossible to get rid of it… The good one is that you can live a normal life with it. Either they will have to lock you down in cellar each full moon… so twice per week; or you could learn how to control it.”

-          “Control? CONTROL?! IT IS IMPOSSIBLE!” Johann howled once again “… MY HEAD! YOU HAVE NO IDEA WHAT I AM SEEING RIGHT NOW! All… all I want to do… IS TO RIP YOUR THROAT OPEN AND DRINK FROM IT AS IF IT WAS A FOUNTAIN!”

His transformation was almost complete.

-          “You are free to try, be my guest.” I decided to taunt him.

In an instant, he got up from the ground and charged at me, yet his clawed hand was stopped by mine, my nails morphed and turned into curved talons which dig deep into the flesh.

-          “Impossible to control, you say?” I asked changing my body in a way that would let Johann see a monstrosity even greater than himself “… It is finally time, for you to learn, the truth, that no one wishes to tell you, because you see, the secret is that…a monster dwells within you.”
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The attack of a clawed hand at my heart came from the front. The strike was fast and powerful, but so primitive and savage that I knew where it would hit before Johann even managed to raise his hand. Almost effortlessly I strike it off its path and counterattacked with my elbow using the momentum of were-Johann to add even more brute force.

He yelped collapsing on the floor.

-          “I remember him being stronger.” Gisele said sitting on one of the barrels

-          “F’course you do! He isn’t even a shadow of his possessed-self, he could only be dangerous to villagers, but even then they would easily overpower him if they would gather in the crowd…” I answered her turning my face away from Johann. His instincts made him attack the creature he deemed had lowered its guard.

… Yet I stopped an attack even without looking at him. Another counter sent him flying to the opposite wall.

-          “Johann, Johann-Johann, Johann…” I said with a sad tone still shifting, becoming bigger and stronger in the process “… Just because we look like beasts doesn’t mean we should act like one…” he charged again, yet this time he didn’t have the strength advantage.

I no longer had to dodge or strike off his attacks. I stretched my own clawed hand and caught his fist in mine. I quickly closed my grasp in painful grip trapping his limb.

-          “You know, lycanthropy is called a curse by many, but few consider it a blessing – a touch of the wolf – they call it.”

-          “Blessing?! THIS!?” I was rudely disturbed “… there is no way it is a blessing! I just have to… I need to…”

-          “Hunt? Kill? Dominate? Eradicate?”

-          “YEEES!” he howled.

He used the second paw to attack, yet before he was able to finish his attack, using his entrapped limb I raised him in the air and throw him at the floor. A bone or two cracked, yet in very next moment I heard them snapping back healing minor damages almost instantly.

-          “Look at you, reduced to nothing more than animal. How sad.”

-          “I CAN’T CONTROL IT!” another cry filled with pain and suffering. He jumped from the ground back into position ready to continue our battle.

-          “I will teach you a thing or two about curses… Gisele, wanna swap?” I quickly looked toward my mate

-          “I was afraid you would never ask!” She said cheerfully jumping off the barrels.

We walked past each other nailing a high five mid-way. I sat on the barrel while Gisele bared her fist for a brawl.

-          “Where was I.. Ah, yes, the curses, you see, it is impossible to corrupt completely pure beings, a curse is the kind of spell that finds a weakness or flaw and feasts upon it enlarging it in process. There are no pure humans, there always is a shard of darkness in our hearts – smaller or bigger, though the stronger the person is that’s casting a curse and the greater the darkness in your heart, the faster effects of curse appears or/and they are much more… spectacular. What I am trying to say is – the images in your head which you are seeing right now, this whole blood thirst, this madness, desire to kill, it’s all yours…”

As I was talking Gisele was bullying a colossus which was almost 2 times bigger than her. She was boxing him like a pro, in the end, as an adventurer, she partook in so many tavern brawls that she could easily challenge Muhammad Ali in terms of pure technique.

-          “Before we started I said: it’s finally time for you to learn, the truth that no one wishes to tell you, because you see, the secret is that a monster dwells within you. That’s your problem – the truth you cannot understand. You think, that right now you are being overtaken by some other existence, your evil twin or whatever. No, my dear friend. It is you, only you. The moment you understand your desires and accept them will be the first step to…”

-          “Zari! I think he no longer hears you!” Gis yelled playfully still holding her guard high against her opponent.

She was right. The lights of sanity once again vanished from his crazy eyes, he lost the ability to communicate in the human tongue.

Once again he became a beast.

I sighed loudly greatly disappointed that my teaching was in vain.

-          “Zari? What am I supposed to do with him?” she asked hitting beast’s jaw with the powerful left hook.

-          “Hm? Nothing. We just have to wait till dawn. Keep him busy. If you would grow tired tell me, we can switch as many times as it is needed.”

-          “O-K!” She cried happily unleashing a tempest of quick jabs pushing her opponent under the wall. When his backs hit the bricks of the ceiling, Giselle started unleashing single, precise blows. Each time she hit, the bricks behind Johann would shake a little.

The power of moons shining high in the sky, the power of evil devilish magic and the power of Johann’s hidden desires didn’t let him collapse. Over and over again they forced him back on his feet.

-          “Babe, wanna take a round or two?” Gis finally asked me after an hour or two panting a little “… I had  washed myself a few hours ago, so I don’t want to get too sweaty…”

I jumped off the barrels. All this time I was experimenting with morphing trying to check how much strength I can maximally obtain. I have even reduced other attributes in order to focus completely on strength. Because of this, the avatar I chose relied mostly on minotaur’s and boar’s DNA.

Werewolf charged at me with bared fangs. I took karate-like stance, inhaled, withdrew my dominant hand back while keeping it low, around pelvis level and gathered mana. As beast was flying toward me I throw my leg and fist onward, letting my whole body mass influence the power of an attack while releasing the power of mana shock wave. A quiet explosion could be heard as the body of Johann broke in several places, collided with one of many pillars supporting the cellar which completely cracked upon impact and still managed to hit the wall without being slowed down much.

His body was lying there, crippled, his ribs were pointing out through his chest, his legs and arms were turned in awkward angles and his tongue was lifelessly hanging from his mouth.

-          “Oi! Don’t you think you overdid it this time?” Gis was truly concerned,

-          “It is not that easy to kill a werewolf without  a silver or blessed weapon. Sometimes, it was the ultimate form of punishment, for it didn’t let the cursed one find death.”

Just as I said, the body of Johann was slowly snapping back, though it was sure he will require more than just a moment or two.

-          “Babe, I will wait here with him, mind bringing some shackles?... and a beer or two? It will be a looong night.” I addressed dragoness. She only nodded with her heard before walking toward the exit.

 

 



Few hours later.



 

 

Johann woke up with a loud moan of pain.

-          “My head…” he hissed “… my body! Oh! Why does it hurt so much!? It feels as if every bone of my body was broken and forcefully healed, just so it could be broken again! My bones are on fire!” He hissed without even the strength to get up from the ground.

I exchanged with Gisele gazes filled with a little bit of guilt.

-          “We had to stop you…” dragoness started

-          “Yeah. Indeed. Stopping a werewolf required us to… be a little bit harsh.” I managed to keep my poker face, yet guilt was painted all over Gis’s face, or even more as she tried to hide it with a terrible-awkward smile.

-          “I-I understand…” hunter would say quietly “… You… You saved me again. But… maybe you should kill me instead?”

-          “Why would we do that?” I asked calmly

-          “I… I don’t want to hurt anybody… and you won’t be here forever to watch over me. The very idea that I could hurt Marie is…” his hands were shaking as he was imagining the possibilities

-          “I have already told you. You can live a normal life as a werewolf…. “

-          “I will just turn into blood lusting monster twice per week? No, thank you, I can’t risk it.”

-          “Johann. In each of us, there  are two wolves living, one is evil – he is your anger, envy, sorrow and regret. He feasts on greed and arrogance as on self-pity and guilt. The other one is good. He is a joy, peace, love and hope. These two wolves are fighting one another since the day of your birth and will be fighting till the moment of your death…”

-          “I know this story. <Which one would win?> - the one I feed….”

-          “No. Your version is supposed to be taught children. Both wolves are pieces of you. They are not separate creatures, you can’t tame them, you can’t use them, you can’t cast them aside. You have to accept them and dominate them. Be the third wolf, the meanest fuck of them all. Feast upon them, swallow them, be greater than them. Only when you would understand and fulfill your deepest needs, when you would be honest with yourself – only then you will be able to control your inner wolf.”

I patted him on the shoulder.

-          “But… how can I do it?”

I waited a moment.

-          “Have you heard about the path of pilgrimage?”

-          “No.”

-          “Of course you didn’t. It’s a ritual-trial of beastkins. You see, beast folk believe that there are two possible routes of self-mastering. One, is a path of serenity, another one is a path of amok. Either via meditation, or via proving yourself better than the others – by hunts…”

-          “You want me to finish the meditation path?” a sparkle of understanding appear in his eyes.

-          “Once again – no. It is up to you which one you will follow. The path of meditation will give you inner peace, it will seal the beast – force it into slumber… But, by mastering path of amok…”

I started changing in front of him becoming a beast of horrors.

-          “… you will become the beast you are afraid of. Those powers will be yours, you will be able to trigger them regardless of time and use it without being driven by your emotions. You will become a true hunter - a king of the forests.”

He trembled a little as he was watching me turn back into human form.

-          “I…I thought that I had hallucinations when I saw you change the last time… I thought that because of my werewolf side I was seeing beasts around me – that it was another trick that was supposed to force me into a fight… But…”

-          “It was real, Johann… Regardless of what you choose… go to the capital. There, you will find a mage called a Daralon, he will tell you what to do… just, be sure you would mention that we have friendly relations, just in case Dari would have some silly ideas.”

-          “I… I don’t know if I can… Capital is quite few days of travel away from this village… I will turn into beast for sure and…”

-          “Then make Marie come with you. Every evening before the fullmoon she would chain you to the tree or something. If you would ask your blacksmith I think he will be able to reinforce the shackles with some silver…”

-          “I… I will think about it…. And if I would meet that mage – what then?”

-          “Tell him your situation. He may help you, or not, then, you will start your journey. Look for old chapels. Aira will guide you.”

-          “That’s it? I have to travel into the unknown hoping that…”

-          “Johann…” I lost my temper a little “… becoming a beast pilgrim means casting aside your previous life. It means that for an unknown period of time your life is completely in the hands of the goddess. Then, you will keep getting weird dreams, you will feel that tingling sensation at the back of your spine which would gently push you in new, unknown directions. Doesn’t matter if Daralon would help you, you need to find a chapel in the capital. Then, everything would start.”

He opens and closes his mouth several times.

-          “I…. I think I understand…”

-          “No. You don’t. No one does. Not before they complete their journey. That’s the point. It’s not the journey through a land that matters – it’s about the journey through yourself.”

-          “Ok. Fine. Now I am completely confused.”

-          “Good. You can’t find yourself if you are not lost.”

He shifted his gaze from me to Gisele

-          “Does he always talk this way?”

-          “Only when he is serious.” Dragoness dragged me back into her embrace.

-          “F-fine. I… I will talk with Marie…” acting awkwardly he left the cellar.

-          “Finally alone.” Gis purred in my ear  “… we didn’t manage to sleep this night either.”

-          “Gis. We are leaving this village. It’s getting on my nerves… tomorrow.”

-          “Why tomorrow?”

-          “Because we have to sleep to be well-rested before the journey.”

-          “We can sleep now and move out this afternoon! Or even at evening! The next couple nights will be bright so we will have no problems traveling after sun would set, so…”

-          “Gisele, we are not going to sleep now.”

-          “Yes? And what do you think we will be do…. Oh. You are frustrated, aren’t you?...” <nod> “… need to relax a little?” another nod “… you know I can’t say <no> when you look at me this way.”

-          “It almost sounded as if you ever said no t…”

-          “Shut up!” she silenced me again by forcing her lips on mine.

Now, if someone would come demanding my help AGAIN, I will curse him and his family up to 10th generation.
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A cellar is not the best place for a nap preceded by a love-making session. And I don’t mean that it was a place in which dark forces dwelled for days corrupting innocent soul, nor a place in which already mentioned dark forces were interrogated by artificially created flower which was feasting on its very existence, for we already did more romantic things is less romantic places. The location sucks simply because it was cold and damp and as soon as we woke up we felt the pain in our bones, just like old people do.

Yet, eventually, we managed to rise from our not-very-comfortable “beds” (or pieces of leather witch provided barely any warmth) re-dressed and left the building.

Inhaling fresh, cold air I looked at the still dark sky. It was about an hour before morning. Once again we entered the inn just to notice that nobody was awake. Of course, it was sometime around 4 am, what normal soul is working at this time?! Giselle moved on the higher floor to wake up Lanele and inform her that we will be leaving the village soon. At the same time, I allowed myself to “break” into the kitchen and start preparing some early breakfast and a provision for later. The sooner we would leave the better, otherwise, we would risk meeting village mayor, and bastard definitely wouldn’t be happy to know that we are leaving, there are still crops to be blessed, people to be cured and so on, and each time you finish one task two more would pop. I understand him, being a mere villager is hard – the lord demand taxes, monsters may attack and no matter how much you work one bad event can cause it all to be in vain… so a little magical help is always handy.

I can already imagine him finding around a dozen reasons for us to stay “just one more day”, but then the emergencies would keep coming over and over again and before I notice I would have a cabin built at the verge of the forest in which I would cure blisters and varicose veins. Thank you, but no.

I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t realize Gisele sneaked up on me, as I was adding seasoning to goulash she hugged me from behind and whispered in my ear.

-          “Smells delicious! What is it?”

-          “Your regular meat-soup. The one I always do.”

-          “Hmm? Don’t get me wrong, it’s always tasty, but this time it looks even better!”

-          “Because as we are traveling I am forced to use dried meat and seasoning I could find near the road, so just some wild herbs. This inn is greatly supplied so I can let my cuisine-imagination bloom. It’s like alchemy, skills are extremely important, but you won’t make an aqua della vita with skill alone… but don’t get overly excited. While traveling we will eat dried meat again.”

-          “Doesn’t matter! What was yesterday was yesterday, what is tomorrow is tomorrow! And in a couple of minutes, there will be a goulash, and that’s the only thing that matters!” she said cheerfully giving me another squeeze. “… we have almost finished gathering our things, soon we will be ready to leave… Where are we going?”

-          “To infinity and beyond!... Do you have any particular place you want to visit?”

-          “Not really, but Lanele talked with villagers a little and heard about some inn three days of travel from here to the west. I have no idea why, but she got kinda… hyped?”

I stopped mixing in the pot.

-          “Lanele? Hyped? Hyped elf? I want to see it.”

-          “Later. Finish soup first.” Hearing that I may stop doing my magic over her next meal, Gisele’s tone became cold, and her grip from comfy and full of love turned into ice cold death grip.

-          “Have I ever finished things undone?”

-          “Hmm, lemme think, does our lovemaking counts?”

Now, even as a joke, this is a thing that my pride would never let me take.

I turned around while picking a pan off the table and throw it at dragoness which started running away from the room.

-          “GET YOUR ASS BACK HERE AND I WILL SHOW YOU UNDONE!... usually I don’t do it but this one time I will cook your ass-steak well-fucking-done!”

-          “Really? A kitchen pun?...” her head appeared one more time through the gap between door and jamb “… you are getting kinda pathetic.”

-          “And now you are offending my puns…” I just shake my head to the sides wondering if I did the right thing by choosing as my mate such a horrible, horrible woman.

The sun was rising as we were finishing our meal. And just as Gis said, when I asked priestess if there was a place she wanted to visit, her pupils narrowed, cheeks blushed and muscles tensed before she fired like a cannon that we HAVE TO visit an inn called <Mountain’s Resort>, then she kept numbering reasons why we should see it, but she was talking so fast, that separating a single word from this cacophony proved to be nearly impossible.

So, we took a map, checked the location, and noticed that there was a city further to the west from there with quite a few dungeons around. We would have to travel for one additional day (not counting the time we would spend in resort), which wasn’t much of an inconvenience, as a result, we quickly agreed to do as elf asked.

We headed toward our cart as people started “emerging” from their houses, together with the mayor. Seeing us heading out he cursed under his nose as he didn’t realize we could hear him... well at least I could hear him.

-          “Already leaving us, your majesty?” he asked bowing his head “… it saddens us greatly seeing you leaving us so soon. Was, perhaps, our hospitality lacking that much?”

I can already see where this is going.

-          “Your hospitality was wonderful -  I felt here as I do in my own home…”  he tried to cut into my answer with something, that would most likely force me into staying, yet seeing him opening his mouth I raised my hand forcing him to let me finish “… but as the Oracle I am forced to abandon the idea of owning just one place I could call home, my life is bound to serve as Her herald as much as it is only possible, thus even if it hurts me greatly – to abandon this wonderful…” my ass “… village full of such brilliant…” how can I not choke on my own words? “… people, I am forced to seek those who are in need of Her guidance. This is Her will.”

And just like that, I shielded myself from any possible demand the old sly rat could have. How can he oppose the will of the Goddess?...

… What I did was exactly the same thing that most priests from my previous world did – hide behind the faith and responsibilities to avoid uncomfortable situations. Shame on me, the only thing I have to justify my actions is, that unlike those bastards I actually talked with goddesses and she did ask me to do this, she added “in your free time”, but suddenly – right now – I felt that I had lots of spare time to do as she pleased, though the time would magically disappear the second after I would sit in the cart.

-          “I see, I see, everyone has a duty to fulfill, m’lord…” he kept nodding his head “… though I wish to believe that one day you would once again visit us.”

-          “It would be a pleasure, and I do not imagine not coming back unless some really urgent businesses would prevent me from doing so.”

I kept lying my ass off.

He and those few villagers that already managed to wake up waved to us while wishing safe travels when our cart was vanishing behind the hill. I didn’t check on Marie nor Johann. I did everything I could to help him, the rest is up to them.

The only thing I regret is not mocking Marie in front of her hopefully-soon-to-be-spouse that after holding to my end of the bargain I demand her to fulfill hers. Which, for those who already managed to forget – was supposed to be her purity.

Well, that joke would cost me a punch from Giselle strong enough to send me through the wall, but I could take that.

Yet, before we left the village once and for all (cuz regardless of what I promised I had absolutely no intentions to ever come back), we stopped by the edge of the path leading deeper to the forest, I jumped off the cart and while promising to the girls that I would be back in a jiffy, I headed toward the altar and scorched ground around it. I had one last thing to do.

I have put the enchanted box on the altar. Inside of it, there were my children. Seeds of flower that should never have been created. A hybrid between plant and corrupted spirit, the fire that was supposed to cleanse another form of fire. Darkness swallowing another darkness. I wanted to burn seeds together with the container, but as I raised my hand torched with a fire spell, something stung me deep in my spine.

A feeling, an instinct. Telling me that something was off. Maybe seals that were a little bit broken, maybe the weight of the box which was a little bit different, something made me open it and look inside.

There were three seeds inside. Three. At least one was missing. Despite that I warned them, despite that I forbid them, despite that I stated that this was MY property… the members of the brotherhood decided to “borrow” a tool that could be used as a weapon against darkness.

If I wanted, I could sense it, track them down, force them to give it back to me and punish them thoroughly. Yet, in the end, I just shook my head to the sides. They made a decision and they will face the consequences. They will learn their lesson, but it will cost them direly. When I would meet them, or some other member of their organization, I would simply inform them how furious I am that they stole from me. But the punishment itself would be delivered by the plant. Maybe not this, maybe by one of its offspring, or offspring of its offspring, but it was sure, that someone, someday, would make a mistake.

But for now, it was not my concern.

I scorched remaining seeds and headed back to the cart, jumped on it and moved toward the desired destination. Yet, before I did so, I memorized the whole structure of the plant. No, not to replicate it, for the way it was, was insufficient, broken, flawed. Made under pressure of time. Un-perfect. But every failure is a lesson. One day, I may be forced to create something similar, or even completely different, but knowing how to make one thing, may be a good start to study the way of making another.

With such thoughts I pushed Giselle off the cart-man spot telling her that there is absolutely no way I would let her drive, dragoness protested loudly, but after I was supported by Lanele, which said that she considered herself to be too young to die in cart-accident, my love gave up puffing her cheeks in forced anger.




 

Same time.  Ruins of fort serving as one of the citadels of Brotherhood of Dawn.




Rupert was climbing toward the room of gathering – were leaders of squads discussed their next moves. He was jumping, moving by three-four stairs at once, Jasper, as his 2nd in command, was following him trying to keep with old-man tempo which proved to be a rather exhausting task.

-          “If I may…” young hunter started shyly

-          “You may.” Rupert answered with his usual joke, yet this time he didn’t laugh, he was far too excited and focus.

-          “I… I am not sure if it was a good idea.”

-          “I made many mistakes in my life boy, yet I am still living and kicking. Bah, many of those <mistakes> saved my life and lives of those who followed me. Very often we have to do things against our morality, very often we have to degrade ourselves to commit sins that sicken us. It is not about us, Jaspy, we throw our lives away, now, we act for the greater good.”

-          “But… what if what he said was true? What if we really won’t be able to control those?”

-          “Then…” the man stopped and turned around “… the researches that our people would carry out would grant us the knowledge we lack to fight evil, then, we could use them to understand the nature of darkness… or if everything would fail, one of us could carry a single seed toward monster’s den and purify it once and for all. There are many people wishing for death among us, with hate and desire for revenge being the only thing keeping them alive. Whatever would happen, this sin may be our greatest breakthrough in fighting against the night. I will take every possible danger such an opportunity carries with it!”

Once again, in the eyes of the old man the fire of passion started burning. The memories of his lost family must have sparkled again, slowly, but surely, igniting his soul ablaze.

-          “I was rather talking about angering the Oracle. You saw his skills, he was able to challenge the devil - to directly hurt it! We could have to rely on his help in future… but I doubt he would ever want to fight with us again. We don’t have many friends, not friends that could aid us, at least, making him hostile could be…”

-          “Yes. I know. What hurts me the most was the fact, that he is a good man. A good…” he froze for a moment. “… if you would ever meet him… try convincing him that I am the only one responsible. That I either forced you to do as I said or that you didn’t even know I stole it. Yes, that would be best, maybe, if his anger would be focused on me alone, he would help if… No. it doesn’t matter. Not right now. Now, we have to tell the Lord Commander about this seed. He will find best use for this… thing….”

As if hearing the offense, as if understanding words, the box shook a little in the hands of the older hunter. Slightly, barely, not enough for Rupert to realize that it moved on its own, not when he was quickly climbing the stairs to meet his old friend.
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Three days of travel are just as monotonous as it sounds. Nothing happened, absolutely nothing, there was only sweat and road dust clinching onto our bodies as we kept driving onward. We would sleep at the sides of the path, but as nights were fairly warm we didn’t care much about this inconvenience, even more, it was actually quite relaxing and refreshing, at least for the mind.

You know, I actually preferred sleeping outside. Don’t get the wrong idea – nothing beats the softness of a bed and warmness of Gis after a hard day, but there is something magical in those beautiful nights. The serenity covering mystery, the storm hiding beneath the cover of peace. Far away, in the distance, I could hear it – the cries of life. Predators hunting their prey, the night creatures attracting potential partners inviting them into mating dances. Wolfs, bears, owls, crickets… they were all crying, singing, dancing… so far yet so close.

Though my mind was calm my heart was pounding. I wanted to cry to sing and to dance with them. I felt it under my skin, like a fever begging to rip through my chest in a savage call.

But, except for those few nights, it was boring. As boring as it sounds. But after those three days and three nights as we reached the end of our journey, my jaw dropped to the ground in awe.

-          “I thought it was supposed to be an inn…” I managed to utter when my gaze fell upon <Mountain Resort>

-          “Well… there is an inn within the complex, I guess.” Lana said cheerfully.

Complex. That’s the best word to describe it. Most nobles had smaller mansions than this place. It was like a small city climbing up to the top of a single, lone mountain.

-          “What is this and why are we here?” Gis managed to regain her composure few seconds after me

-          “Well, it’s a quite sophisticated resting place for nobles… higher tier nobles. You can’t really enter it without an invitation... Oh. Don’t look at me like that, of course I have one! It says <Miss Lanele of Bagoraz Forest with accompanying people> sooo… by accompanying people they meant servants, but as they didn’t specify it… Yeah, they should let you in.”

-          “But what are we supposed to do there?!” Gis didn’t like the sound of that. The two of us have a little allergy when it comes to dealing with nobles. Especially those with an oversized ego. And guessing by what Lanele just said, this resort is a true den of such people.

-          “Relax! Enjoy ourselves! Treat our bodies with soothing oil! Get a message… or two! Or three!” her eyes were shining.

Lanele, even if we could forget about it from time to time, was still a woman… or actually a little bit a spoiled girl. Which made me start wondering why Giselle didn’t like the idea of getting spoiled a little… No, she is quite boyish in behaving, I bet that she considers showing her girly side as a sign of weakness – quite troublesome when you pose to be a reckless hero.

Just to be sure I quickly inspected her, and to be precise – I looked at her tail. The tip was twitching to the sides slightly. Yup, she is really looking forward to entering the building… buildings… city… whatever.

Ok, let’s make her day.

-          “I don’t mind going in, actually, quite a nice idea. I bet they have baths in the open. Resting in the mountain hot spring will be quite relaxing, not to mention that we deserved it, after this whole mess with that devil.”

I said massaging my chin.

-          “Well, if you insist…” Gis spoke in proud tone rolling her eyes as if she did us a huge favor, yet at the same time, her tail started waving so hard that it caused even more road dust to soar.

-          “It’s decided then!” priestess yelled cheerfully while pushing the two of us toward a huge gate. The whole complex was surrounded by a tall wall made of wood similar to bamboo, though much wider and denser.

The first things I noticed were watchtowers raised here and there, masked quite skillfully pretending to be some random utility structures, yet, under ivy which tangled the building you could occasionally spot a solid reinforced brick, and if you would pay attention to “staff-worker” walking over its balcony you could notice a pattern in his movements, the soldiers like march and a bow or crossbow hidden in a tube-like package strapped to their backs.

So, they masked security workers as regular workers so their clients wouldn’t be bothered by the site of brutes taking care of their peace? That’s some next level customer-service.

Few of such workers gazed over us full of suspicions, mostly because our cart didn’t look like a noble’s carriage, our traveling robes definitely weren’t sold at the same shop as silky robes, and mostly because Gis was carrying on her back big-ass sword. Vagabonds and thugs you could say. The only reason they didn’t act yet was the fact that we were heading toward the reception building using the main path – if they had brain they would think that we had some business there, maybe even wanted to hire ourselves as additional guards, but regardless of that, the people working there would deal with us, and if their assistance was required, they would simply be summoned by administration workers.

-          “We stand out quite a bit, don’t we?” Gis noticed it too

-          “I bet that the only reason why we weren’t packed with the whole quiver of arrows yet is that we are traveling with Lana.” I joked under my nose making priestess show us apologetic smile.

Grass all over the area of the complex was shortly cut, the paths were curved, made of little-decorated rocks, as we walked toward huge building we moved past little ponds. You could say it after taking one short glance - one night here could make a medium-tier merchant go bankrupt. If Lanele thinks I will pay for it, she needs to think twice, I most likely could afford it, but – I admit it with no shame – I am a cheap ass, I hate spending more than necessary, even now though I could buy the highest-tier robes, armors and traveling clothes I am using those of medium quality and price.

After a good four or five minutes of such walking, we finally entered the first building on our path. From the inside, it looked even more colossal and massive than it did from the outside, mostly because of a dozen or so mirrors which made the hall look even more spacious. And I will allow myself to remind once again – mirrors are quite expensive.

The lady sitting behind the counter gave me chills just with the air around her. She was shorter than me, her jet black hair were tied in a perfect ponytail hanging from behind, the small-framed glasses were reflecting light in such a manner, that you couldn’t see her cold, blue eyes unless you were standing directly in front of her. She looked like a workaholic and perfectionist overly proud of her job. I hate this kind of person, no – I don’t have anything against them, putting it simple – their whole presence was enough to make me suffocate.

She looked at us coldly quickly appraising and measuring our worth, I was almost sure that she would call guards to kick us outside as soon as she saw us, yet apparently working in this job for god-only-knows how many years (though she looked fairly young, even very young) gave her an ability to see through disguise. She would recognize a king dressed as a beggar and a double pretending to be a king in a split of a second. And I really mean it. She has the skill listed on her profile.


	[Merchant's Gaze - level 8] [Passive]
	Appraisal-kind ability. It allows its user to see through lesser tier illusions and disguise.

By observing someone's behavior, the way they walk or act, the user is able to qualify the target's social status, class and/or job.





Here it is.

Her gaze fell upon Gis first, she didn’t even flinch, then she shifted her gaze on Lana, her brows slightly raised, and then, finally, she looked at me, and I could swear that for a split of a second she smiled with the corner of her lips before she once again turned into an almost lifeless robot.

-          “Greetings travelers, I have the honor and pleasure to welcome you into our humble resort…” yeah, humble my ass “… may I ask if you have an invitation?”

-          “Of course, just give me a moment…” Lana started turning insides of her traveling bag before she was politely stopped

-          “Oh, no need for that, staff workers are simply required to ask this question, but in certain situations, we are allowed to skip some procedures.”

-          “May I ask in what kind of situations?” I raised my voice calmly from behind Lana’s backs.

-          “When we recognize possible clients as an outstanding individual, even among the rest of our clients.”

-          “I am quite flattered that…” priestess started, yet once again was disturbed

-          “I was talking about Mister Whiteraven, pardon my rudeness, but may you state your identity, madam?” Oh, her face, Lana’s speechless face.

Secretary, let’s call her a secretary for now, rolled her sleeve for a moment showing a mark on her forearm. It was a burning scar, as if someone marked her like a cow with a molten-hot emblem. A snake with a slightly opened maw.

Same snake, only black, was the official symbol of Syndicate. So, once again I am among “family”. That’s how she recognized me. Not with a skill, I am just a phreak running company for Syndicate, you don't need the skill to recognize an albino with heterochromia.  

-          “Well… I… We.. Ummm…” Priestess still had problems regaining her composure.

-          “How can I help you? One day stay or, perhaps, you are willing to book a mansion for a longer period of time, a separate building for each of you or will you stay in the same one? If the second option, do you wish to share a room or/and bed, or seper…”

-          “WHAAAT?!” elf blushed furiously

-          “Separate room then….” Secretary quickly scribed something down on her notepad “… You must forgive me for jumping to conclusions, many different clients come to our humble facility with many different tastes… let me just inform you that we guarantee discretion regardless of your…”

-          “We are going to stay for a single day!” Lana burst

-          “Very well.” Ice-cold lady corrected her glasses “… may I interest you in our services?”

-          “That’s the main reason we came here.” Gis stretched her arms behind her head.

-          “Hoo?” once again, she corrected her glasses, this time even the air in the room became colder “… let me see…” she approached Lanele.

Evil glasses-lady started walking around her, every now and then she allowed herself to slightly touch her skin.

-          “Perfect skin, flawless complexion, well groomed and silky hair despite traveling for… a few days?” she quickly guessed. “… not much to be done here, I would advice a relaxing massage with softening oils, a bath… maybe also herbal wraps? Elfs, so naturally perfect….” In her tone, for a split of a second, you could clearly hear a note of envy.

Then she once again look at Gisele.

-          “Dear goddess…” shock and awe painted on her face “… I beg your pardon, by are you even a woman?!”

-          “W-w-what?” Dragoness started stuttering after seeing the attitude of a secretary

-          “Skin on your hands is as rough as the hands of an elderly blacksmith! Your nails! Broken, split and… uhh! Your skin is… and your hair! Tangled! Glued together! May the divines have mercy upon us. Dina! DIIINAAAA!” she yelled over her shoulder.

No even ten seconds passed before the room was entered by another maid-dressed staff member, with blonde hair and carefree-happy eyes.

-          “You called me, head-maid?” she asked curtsying politely.

-          “Look.” She pointed at Gisele as if that single word could describe everything she wanted to say.

Gaze of the second maid traveled obediently toward my love and…

Once again. Shock and awe.

-          “I see… I will call the body-beauty squad, hair-beauty-squad, and..”

-          “No, Dina, not this time. Call HER.”

-          “A-are you sure? That's bit extreme...”

-          “Yes, also, tell her that there is quite a challenge awaiting for her.”

Blonde maid looked at Giselle with pity.

-          “May the divine have mercy upon us…” she moved toward the other exit of the room, and as she was moving past Giselle she quietly whispered “… and upon you in particular.”

She vanished behind a corridor, in the next minute around a dozen more maids re-entered the lobby.

-          “My lady, please, follow me.” one of the maids asked politely to Lanele

-          “My lady, please, follow us…” remaining eleven maids addressed Gisele

-          “What, all of you?!”

-          “Drastic needs requires drastic measures… please, do not resist.”

-          “Resist? To what?”

-          “The less you know the better…”

-          “Zari…” Gis turned toward me, her eyes were begging “…help.”

Head maid look at me asking  a silent question.

-          “Giselle, my love, do you remember the mess you caused on the bald mountain? Druids wanted to make a sacrifice out of you in order to calm the goddess… I promised them that I would punish you through and through… “ I looked back at maid “… Do your worst.”

One final time she corrected her glasses.

-          “And you sir… just tensed muscles and minor... corrections needed to be made. May I interest you in massage first?”

-          “I would love to receive a good massage.” I nodded

-          “Do you have any specific requirements about the gender of a person responsible for your session.”

-          “Well, I don’t like the idea of a man touching me so…”

-          “ZAAA-RIII-ELLLL” I heard a threat in Giselle’s voice as she was carried toward other corridor by a mob of maids “…Don’t you fucking dare!’

-          “Man, it is then…” I saw approval in eyes of dragoness, but when she was about to vanish behind a corridor I made sure to add loud enough so she could hear “… Make sure you will send a cute one thought.”

-          “ZARIEL!? WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY <CUTE ONE>?! ZARIEL!? ZARIEL!? ZAA-RIII-ELLL!”

Worth. That for sure earned me a punch or two, but it was definitely worth.  
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Lanele sighed, deeply satisfied. Right now, she was lying in quite a deep bath with only her head and shoulders above the water. Two pieces of cucumber were covering her eyes. She just received a really good massage and right now she let her body sink into the pleasure of a warm herbal bath.

Even the royal bath back in her homeland could hardly rival with such high standards.

Yet then, her peaceful oasis was disturbed by a calamity. By terror. By an avatar of fiery war. Or as you most likely guessed by now – by Giselle. Followed by a little army of maids that were desperately trying to make a beauty out of Dragoness, and as you know – beauty requires sacrifices and suffering.

-          “Hold her, Tiana! I can’t brush her hair like this!”

-          “Impossible! I still haven’t finished doing her nails!”

Lanele sighed.

-          “Giselle, why won’t you allow these nice ladies to do their jobs?” priestess asked without even changing her position

-          “Nice ladies? Their job? Since when is it a nice ladies job to slaughter an innocent defenseless dragoness?!”

-          “Defenseless? My lady, I believe you kicked little Teresa unconscious!”

-          “She tortured me!” Gis had almost tears in her eyes

-          “DEPILATED!” another maid just couldn’t keep her cool.

-          “EXACTLY MY POINT!”

-          “I… I am afraid this client is just too much for me, I am sorry, nothing prepared me for her type…”

-          “What do you mean by <her type>, Tiana, my love?”

Another door was opened once again and yet another woman entered the bathing chamber. Guessing by her voice, she was much older than the rest of the workers. Lanele moved one of her eye-covering vegetables to take a look at the person with such a strong, almost royal-like, presence.

She was accompanied by two other maids that walked behind her like shadows.

-          “Our greetings to you, Madam Agnes!” every worker bowed their head in respect

-          “My-my, so this is that trouble-making client.”  The woman called Agnes approached Giselle like some an exotic animal “… they told me you would be quite a challenge, I hope it’s true because you see, I hate wasting my time.”

Giselle for the first time in years actually trembled. Not because she faced a colossal monster, not because she faced calamity nor because she got captured by minotaurs in the Tower of Despair. Her fear was caused by a tiny pair of skin pliers held by mature beauty.

She actually jumped in place when woman test clanged them twice.

 




 

Ah, now this is bliss! 

I have been waiting for my massager while resting on hot stones with nothing but a towel over my hips. After this - a nice bath in hot springs till evening – that was my plan for the rest of the day. Just me, a towel and a whole day of relaxation. With no exorcism to be performed, with no monsters to be eradicated with no attention seeking Giselle. A peaceful day just for me! Me!

The sound of a door being slowly opened pulled me out of my reverie.

-          “I-I-I am sorry for disturbing your peace… B-b-but I was wondering if you would l-l-like t-t-to receive your m-m-m…”

I turned around to look at the person with which I was supposed to spend next thirty or so minutes. A man, boy actually, just as Giselle wished, looked to be around 15-16, quite girlish in appearance. Have you ever watched an anime with a character that you had troubles with specifying his/her gender? That would be him. The only reason I could so freely state his gender was because of his status which I appraised.

-          “Of course, can’t deny it – I have been actually waiting for it.”

-          “I-i-i-is that so?” he blushed a little. He held a piece of towel with both his hands, which he now raised as a shield, shyly covering himself a little.

-          “Something wrong?” I asked as I couldn’t really find a reason for him to act this way.

-          “I-I-I was told about your r-r-requirements, a-a-and I was wondering if I am good e-e-enough…”

Requirements? What kind of requirements…

<Flashback starts>

Head maid look at me asking a silent question.

- “Giselle, my love, do you remember the mess you caused on the bald mountain? Druids wanted to make a sacrifice out of you in order to calm the goddess… I promised them that I would punish you through and through… “ I looked back at maid “… Do your worst.”

One final time she corrected her glasses.

- “And you sir… just tensed muscles and minor... corrections needed to be made. May I interest you in massage first?”

- “I would love to receive a good massage.” I nodded

- “Do you have any specific requirements about the gender of a person responsible for your session.”

- “Well, I don’t like the idea of a man touching me so…”

- “ZAAA-RIII-ELLLL” I heard a threat in Giselle’s voice as she was carried toward other corridor by a mob of maids “…Don’t you fucking dare!’

- “Man, it is then…” I saw approval in eyes of dragoness, but when she was about to vanish behind a corridor I made sure to add loud enough so she could hear “… Make sure you will send a cute one thought.”

- “ZARIEL!? WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY <CUTE ONE>?! ZARIEL!? ZARIEL!? ZAA-RIII-ELLL!”

Worth. That for sure earned me a punch or two, but it was definitely worth.

<End of flashback>

…. You can’t possibly mean that they actually took it seriously!?

… BUT LOOK AT HIM! He actually is concerned! What do I do now? Tell him I only joked?

… No-no-no. The determination is his eyes proves that he is dead serious about it… but then again, why the hell do I care?

-          Go for it!

What?

-          What?

Go for what?

-          You kidding me? You know exactly for <what>

But he is a man!

-          Wonderful perception

But I am a man too!

-          Watson, your intelligence surprises me

I am straight!

-          So is spaghetti until it gets wet!

Lust, that’s not going to happen. Why am I even discussing it with you?

-          We all know the reason!

We end this useless divagation here.

-          Exactly my point. Attaboy. Stop talking start act…Uhiyaa!

Thanks Pride.

-          Oh, you are welcome, though I would never let this happen in the first place. You know, even though Neira is quite tolerant and progressive, you have to keep in mind that this world is still on the same level as your world from the time of dark ages. In a few places, this little fun could send you on a pyre.

Pride. Didn’t you listen to me? I was not going to…

-          But they guarantee discretion here!

-          Ho? Well, you are right, as long as no one would hear about it I could live with it

THAT’S NOT GOING TO HAPPEN! YA HEAR ME! stupid….

-          …You? That’s what you wanted to say? You keep forgetting we are nothing more than a personified projections of you, so…

I definitely wasn’t looking to…

-          Hey, who are we to judge?

I have t… wait, you are doing that on purpose, aren’t you?

-          Whaaaat? Never…

Sure. Your tone betrays you, Greed.

-          Are you surprised? It’s boring down there. You don’t call, you don’t write.

Last time I checked the part of my mind you were living at there was a bar with a billiard table, and in Sloth’s room I saw console… can’t you just..

-          PC MASTER RACE!

… materialize everything you want in there?

-          It is still more fun to go outside and play. You have been living your life to the fullest, and you didn’t have much use of us recently… we feel abandoned, y’know? You have just used us and throw aside like some…

-          CHEAP HOOKER

-          We are never let down by your sophisticated comparisons, Lust.

I think I will start looking for some way of sealing you away for good.

-          Sure, you can start going to therapist…

-          THE RAPIST? WHERE?

-          …I already see you lying on a couch and…

-          Lying on the coach? Do we have a thing for the training suits now? Not that I mind…the pair of nice, sweaty..

-          …. My wolf, would you be so nice and..

-          No need to say a word more, my Lamb.

-          What da ya mea… UGHULM!

In my mind Lust was once again tied up and gagged, though when Greed was putting on last of the equipment in order to silence her and let us have a civilized conversation, she still managed to scream <tighter daddy!>

-          Where was I? Ah, right, I already can imagine you lying on the couch saying something along the line <I am a legendary monster with autonomic voices in my head whose roles are to keep my destructive instincts at bay, how can I get rid of those>?

You are changing the subject, again!

-          Do you think it is a time to day-dream like that? Don’t you think you forgot about something? Or someone?

-          “E-e-excuse me? Sir?”

Through the whole conversation with Sins I have been staring in a single direction. Yes, the only possible direction that could make the whole situation even more awkward

-          “Pardon me. I was just wondering how you managed to keep your body shape. Sorry for all the fuss and confusion, but I am traveling with a lady of quite sophisticated tastes.”

-          “I see…” he actually exhaled much more relaxed “… for a moment I was afraid you wanted to use some other services…”

-          “Nah. Sorry. It’s just my perverted deviant girlfriend which is hard to please.”

Once again I drop all the blame on Giselle.

-          “I am relieved to hear that… Not that I have anything against you!... Nor that I was looking forward to it… Nor that… Uhhh. Would you mind if I stopped talking now?”

How can someone of the same gender be this… No, I will not say that, not even in my mind. Lust wouldn’t let me live because of that.

-          “No problem. I am still waiting for you to share your secrets with me.”

-          “You know, it would no longer be a secret if I would start sharing it with everyone.” He showed me a tongue in a playful offense

-          “Little sly rat.”

I like his reasoning and game of words. I quickly appraised him once again, this time to find out about him bit more than just his gender.
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Observe/Talk with your target more in order to collect more data/update those already existing





My-my. So that’s the reason of my confusion? High Charm and sets of skills can even cause a minor sexual confusion in people of opposite gender that normally are not interested in such activities?

The only question remains, is he here as a Resort worker or assassin? I already learned this place most likely belongs to Syndicate, though it never hurts to be sure. Actually, this single time it may not be a bad idea to ask directly. Let him know that I know.

-          “Do you enjoy your job?” I asked getting off the stones and sitting on a specially prepared bed.

-          “Yes. It’s a blessing. Madam Agnes pays a lot, I get to meet lots of people of higher status and…”

-          “I wasn’t asking about this one. Though with your skills of communication with people you can learn lots about. People which could become your future targets… or maybe you work here for gathering intelligence?”

-          “S-sir, I am afraid I don’t…”

-          “Kid. I have been working with lots of thugs, assassins and thieves, actually, I am pretty much one of them. Do you think I wouldn’t recognize a person from underworld if I see him?”

Praise the appraisal. Praise the appraisal.

-          “I see… No sir, I don’t enjoy this work. I hate taking someone’s life away. If it was up to me I would love to be just a Resort Worker… but…”

-          “Personal matters caused you to seek help from Syndicate or some other organization which now makes you pay for their services?”

-          “Pretty much.” A sad sigh escaped his mouth “… I thought that maybe... if I would do well, you could…”

Here it starts. An annual wish-giveaway. Not this time.

-          “Boy, don’t drag me into your mess. Really, I am here just to rest before continuing my journey. Also, I doubt that Syndicate would just give up on such a talented person like yourself even if I would ask for it. You know, Shadows are heads of a few separate organization, we work and trade together, but never tell one another how to do their jobs… seriously, if one of them would tell me how to make potions I would most likely throw a vial of acid at them.”

-          “I see. Well, it was worth trying.” He didn’t seem to be displeased at all “… Mind if I would stop acting like a stuttering virgin?” the mood between us suddenly became much more friendly

-          “Dunno, I have no idea how you did it but it actually turns me on.” If I am among friends we can start joking.

A short snort was my answer.

-          “Have been working on it for some time, neat trick, isn’t it? You can make quite a mess, but then all you need to do is to act silly and cute and suddenly everyone forgets that you were supposed to be jailed… there are disadvantages of it though…”

I didn’t have to look back to know that he grimaced.

-          “Like?”

-          “Captain of nearest city guard likes to occasionally summon me in order to <clear misunderstandings regarding some cases>. You know, I used to live on the street, had to survive, so every now and then I stole an apple, a piece of bread, golden ring with emerald… such little unimportant things. Well, he would let me go because of <low harmfulness of the act>… but.”

-          “Lemme guess. That misunderstanding clearing took place in his bedroom?”

-          “Yeah. Which actually caused more harm for him. Because, you see, he has a wife and two daughters, he is a prominent member of society, so when Syndicate took me in…”

-          “Blackmailing?”

-          “Bingo.”

-          “But, we are all nice and chatty here, but you are still waiting for your massage. Now, dear sir, prepare for the best  thirty minutes of your life.” He said with a smirk

-          “Aren’t you little overconfi…” and then his elbow hit my nerve plexus

I have learned about existences of muscles and nerves I didn’t even know could be located in such places. If Lanele and Giselle were treated at least half as nicely as I was right now, I would have a hard time trying to convince them to leave this place…

…. Yet at the same time, my enchanted hearing could hear dulled howl of agonizing pain from the room on the other side of the building. It was the cry of Giselle. My first instinct was to jump off the bed and charge to check what was happening, but then…

-          “O-ho, someone got tense all of a sudden, let me fix it…” another hit on the back of a skilled masseur paralyzed my body in waves of pleasure leaving me all wobbly.

Whatever. Giselle, I hope you are not dying, I will check on you after 30 minutes, sorry darling, I love you, but I love this massage even more.
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Damn, it indeed was one of the best 30 minutes of my life, the bastard was not lying. Right now I was lying in the open bath of the hot springs - outside of the main building letting my body rest in warm waters enhancing the lovely experience. My whole body was still all wobbly and my mind was in a state of semi-coma.  I just existed there with time being such a meaningless thing…

-          “May I offer you a drink, sir?” I didn’t hear maid approaching me with a plate on which a single glass with a colorful liquid stood proudly. Normally, I would freak out that I let someone sneak up on me like that,  yet right now I just looked at a lovely girl with a polite smile.

-          “Are you an angel that just answered my prayers?” with gratitude I took the glass from the plate.

-          “No, sir, it’s just a common thing that after sitting so long in hot water you would get thirsty… though it was a very nice thing to hear.” She courted with a smile plastered on her face.

I bet she had dozens if not hundreds of clients by now yet as mostly “important” people came here, they would act in a less sophisticated way while dealing with workers of “lower status.”

-          “Sir, I just wish to make sure, you are aware these are mixed baths?”

-          I have learned it just now…”

-          “We don’t have many clients today and we have quite a few springs, so the chances of meeting other guests are almost non-existing, though I would like to know if you wish me to lead your other companions here as soon as their treatments would be over.”

-          “Gisele- yes, yet I am not sure how Lanele would act if she would kno…” wait wait wait “… you know what? That actually would be a great idea.”

I showed all my teeth in a wide smile. A sparkle of understanding in her eyes let me know that she understood that I am about to pull a little prank on my other friend who was not used to being naked next to individuals of the opposite gender. The question remained – will she help me pull this trick, or maybe her loyalty to the credo of maids will be strong enough to...

-          “Very well. I will make sure they won’t be lead astray!” she said with much more vigor.

THAT WAS FAST! You didn’t even consider if there would be any complaint!

-          “You are a little playful devil, aren’t you, Teresa?” I just asked relaxing back on my spot.

I didn’t have to look at her to know that a truly dreadful smile bloomed on her lips.

I can bet, that she has been treated quite badly by some of the clients, so the idea of paying them back, even if just a little, was like a reward better than anything else. So what that she wasn't harmed by this particular client? In eyes of customer-relation worker we are all the same.  

The time passed in this idyllic mood, maybe an hour or so passed and I didn’t even dream about leaving my spot, yet eventually, my peaceful oasis was disturbed by a sound of well-trained feet marching carefully over slippery stones.

-          “Stop whining! Gis, it wasn’t that bad!”

-          “They touched me in such a horrible way… I feel violated and tainted.”

-          “Now you are just being dramatic!”

The short path that was leading from the building to the hot spring was separated by a wall of decorating stone-like monuments, so I couldn’t see them nor could they see me.

-          “I am not! They barely touched you! Just put some disgusting green mush all over you and...”

-          “I am an elf, Giselle! We are one of the first races that were ever created by the goddess… thus we are naturally perfect! You can’t improve something that is already that magnificent!”

Voice of the priestess was extremely cheerful and playful, it was obvious she was just teasing dragoness and not meant to boast and put one race over another.

-          “Just look at me!” she continued. I could almost imagine her crossing Gis’s path forcing her to take a glance “… this naturally silk-like skin! This spotless… Wait, Gis, What are you doing!?”

-          “Just taking a look, as you asked me too… Hmm… it requires some more careful inspection on my part!

I heard pure malice and envy in my lover’s voice.

-          “WHERE ARE YOU TOUCHING ME! Stop! Giselle! God damn it! Stop!”

-          “And how do you like this!? Hmm!? Oh, crap, your skin is truly soft and… springy!”

-          “KYAA!”

Oh crap, that scream was cute.

-          “Leave me alone you stupid sow!” I heard with a loud smack Lanele freed herself from Gis’s embrace before starting to run toward the spring while laughing. “I will tell on you to Zari!”

-          “Please don’t. He will use it to make some highly inappropriate jokes about my sexuality.”

Isn’t it just wonderful when a lover knows exactly what kind of reaction her mate will have after exposing them to certain events?

And then, Lanele ran right into my range of view. And as she saw me, she froze in place. It is just the right thing to do to enter a bath area naked, with nothing but a towel that you would use to cover your body, though, in most cases when you would enter same-sex bath, you wouldn’t even bother with this and use the towel for other purposes.

Right now, the priestess was standing in her Eve’s suit with a towel nicely folded in her hand, and I must admit that everything they say about an elf’s beauty is just honest truth. Neither did Lana boasted in vain about her beauty. A nice slender figure, beautifully curved hips and bosom together with her very pale skin and blonde, almost platinum hair now bathed in the sunlight made a picture that most artist would die for in order to get the possibility to paint her beauty.

-          “My-my, Lanele, how brave of you, coming dressed like this to a mixed bath. I never knew you had this side…”

-          “N-n-n-n…” her lower lip was trembling “NOOOOOO!” she turned around and wanted to run away, yet somehow, I had no idea how this coincidence could happen without divine intervention, but she ran right into Gisele. Or between two certain aspects of Gisele – burying her face right in.

-          “O-ho, Gis wouldn’t allow me to do this, but to know that the two of you managed to make such a relationship when I wasn’t looking… I am both amused and terrified.” I shook my head to the sides displaying my disbelief.

-          “This is not what you think it is…. AND DON’T YOU DARE START MAKING PUNS OUT OF IT!”

-          “You sure? As I could hear the two of you have quite an intimate…”

-          “THAT’S NOT TRUE!” Gis burst, though as she was still holding Lanele who was desperately trying to run away…. It was much more grotesque than terrifying.  

-          “Once again, where were you touching her again, Gis?” I raised my brow “… could you tell me which part of her was… how did you call it? Springy?”

In a perfect unison faces of both elf and dragoness started covering in blood-red blush.

-          “Ok. Let’s calm down. There is a very simple way to explain this whole situation…”

She once again tried to start a logical conversation. Silly thing, you think I will let you? As I am having so much fun? No way.

-          “It’s ok, babe, I get it.” I said with a sad expression.

-          “You do?” she just couldn’t believe it. Well, she shouldn’t.

-          “Yes. A-apparently… I was not good enough? Right?” I looked at her like a scolded puppy.

-          “Wha… NO!”

-          “I am telling you, I won’t judge you… it’s just… It hurts you know, seeing a person you love receiving happiness from somebody else…”

-          “Zari. Shut up for a moment and listen…”

-          “I wonder what I did wrong? Wasn’t I giving you enough attention? Wasn’t I trying my very best?”

-          “LIIISTEEEEN!”

These two were actually SO desperate to clear this “misunderstanding” that I didn’t manage to keep my poker face. At first I started smirking, then chuckling, just to burst into uncontrolled hysterical laughter.

-          “Wait… you planned it all along?”

I was still wheezing fighting for air, so naturally, I didn’t answer her

-          “Yoooouuu liiiittleeee…” with pure hatred she prolonged her words as she started approaching me. At first slowly, yet soon her walk turned into a march, the march turned into a run and run turned into a furious charge.

-          “DIEEEEE!”

She yelled while jumping into air trying to punch me as she would land in the water next to me. Because of water all around there was no way I could dodge, yet, I promised myself, that as soon as I would wake up I would mock her some more, in the end, right now, as she was “flying” toward me…. she was also completely naked. How could you not use all these opportunities when they are giving them to you on a silver plate?

I just smiled widely and stretched my hands in embracing-like position, as if I wanted to hug here. If Dragoness mood was “on fire”, then this only added some “fuel”. Come at me, babe. Gimme all that love of yours.

And then her fist landed right on my face, only a short communicate appeared for a split second.


	You took [18] dmg from [Blunt] damage source





	You are now [Stunned]
	Time remaining:	1h59m56s




Then, everything turned black.
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I woke up in a surprisingly good condition. It wasn’t my first time getting knocked unconscious by Giselle, so I was expecting some dull-pulsating pain on the sides of my skull, yet there was nothing. I quickly inspected the notification log. A few notes appeared informing that someone used on me “healing touch” and “recovery massage” as well as that I was treated with some balms and oils which supposedly reduced swelling.

-          “How much longer are you going to lie there, young man?” A somewhat amused tone of an older woman rang in my ears “… my-my, in my times' youth would just handle a punch or two from a devil, not to mention his lady.”

-          “My lady is far worse than any devil, Madame, once with a friendly pat she knocked over a war veteran. Poor fella was wearing a ceremonial armor and had troubles getting up by himself.”

I opened my eyes and got up to a sitting position. Madame Agnes and her two “adjutants” maids were standing close to the window observing with great interest scenery behind it. Eventually, she would turn around and walk a few steps in my direction approaching a wide, long oak table-desk. Once again I observed how her “second in commands” moved like a trained warrior without breaking a “formation”. Who knows, maybe even those gentle looking girls were actually deadly bodyguards.

-          “So… my dear guest, do you mind telling me what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?” she said with a kind smile.

-          “To be honest? I was pretty much dragged here by my desperate companion.”

For a split of second a grimace of shock and disbelief appeared on her face.

-          “So… you are not her for an audit?” she checked once again. “I thought that…”

-          “Madame Godamn sent me here as a secret client?” I quickly joined threads and guessed that owner of most brothels on the continent was Agnes’s superior.

-          “Madame Godamn and Sir Igor.” Older, yet still stunning lady, admitted after a moment “… this resort was made decades ago by combining branches of whores and spies. We were made as a Syndicate outpost and hideout. No one will look for a dirty assassin in an exclusive resort… When the Syndicate fell our connection with the main branch… suffered a lot, though we still served as much as we could. Now, as you raised Syndicate from its ashes we are fully operational again…”

Incredible, she can even say “whores” without sounding vulgar.

-          “… and Igor and Godamn decided to check if, perhaps, during the years of your independence you weren’t a bit too lazy?”

-          “Pretty much.”  She nodded with a serious face.

-          “But why did you think they sent me?” I titled my head to the side “.. you know, in Syndicate there is a rule that one Shadow does not interfere into another one’s business.”

-          “Yes… but then again, you could always combine pleasure with business…”

I see. Well, that’s not a bad assumption, bah, even quite logical, but…

-          “Madame, I believe that years of scheming made you a bit too suspicious. You are suspicious that someone unsuspicious by performing unsuspicious actions can actually mean to do something suspicious?” I smiled, almost twisting my tongue in several places.

-          “There is only one thing I learned doing this job – people that suspect nothing sleep better, but people always suspicious rarely wake up with their throat sliced open.” She looked at me “… I thought that you would be the same in this matter.”

-          “I am an adventurer. We are sleeping in shifts, so always someone is watching our backs.”

She nodded once, twice, then with one final nod she smiled.

-          “So only pleasure?” she checked once again.

-          “Pleasure for me, doom for Gisele.”

-          “Oh, fear not. After she… knocked you down, I took her for one more session. My girls should be slowly getting finished with her and…”

At that moment a howl of the dying beast could be heard from other building, I needed a moment or two to realize that it was no beast howling, but a dragon. Half-dragoness to be precise.

-          “O-ho, sound like it is finished.” Lady said with approval “… anyway, if you would need anything else, feel free to tell my workers. In thirty minutes you will be served a late supper, I hope you will be pleased with sophisticated seafood dishes.”

-          “My only concern in quantity, not quality.”

For a moment she raised her brow, yet quickly guessed.

-          “Let me guess, your lady eats so much that she alone could strip a volcanic gairaran from flesh in a single night?”

-          “I don’t know, have never seen her hunting gairaran before, but better prepare supper for six. Six adults. Six adult warriors. Which were starving for a month.”

I quickly kept adding. I could have made Gisele angry, and there is only one thing worse than angry Gis – Angry AND hungry Gis.

 



 

It’s something I realized after a few more moments, but this whole resort was extremely similar to traditional Japanese resorts. Bah, even the after-bathing robes they gave us looked strangely similar to kimonos.

Right now I was sitting by a very long table waiting for my party members to come. And I didn’t wait long before the door open and elfish beauty entered the room.

-          “This time clothed, Lana?” I started the conversation in as pleasant of a tone as only I could muster.

She blushed, in both embarrassment and anger throwing an angry gaze at me, unintentionally she covered herself a little with her hands, even though there was no need for it.

-          “Now I know why Gisele keeps calling you an annoying asshole and punches you so much!”

I only grinned even wider.

-          “Come on! Don’t be like that! You saw me naked too! Let’s say that we are even!”

-          “Pff? Saw you naked? When?”

-          “On the mountain, after the ritual, when I was together with Gis doing… things. You think I didn’t notice you peeping? How naughty of you…”

Her already red face became now as a ripe tomato.

-          “T-t-t-that was an accident! I didn’t do it on purpose! I was looking for… for… for…”

-          “A bathroom?” I decided to tease her even more. She clenched her fists

-          “Maybe! It was extremely hard to find a place for myself with the whole mountain covered in copulating like animals druids! Gosh.”

-          “And that’s why you stayed there and watched for 10 more minutes?”

I bluffed. Back then, I was far too focused on other matters to even notice a leviathan walking past me, not to mention a sneaking elf, yet she betrayed herself with the way she talked and acted right after the ritual. And because of this, I knew I would be able to tease her, just like I was doing it right now.

-          “I definitely didn’t stand there tha…”

-          “That long?” I raised my brow “… care to tell me h…”

Furiously she sat by the same table as me.

-          “I will not say anything else without my lawyer.” She said crossing her arm on her chest and puffing her cheeks.

Maybe I teased her a bit too much? Should I play someone charming now? Turn all my previous actions into justified by concern way of dealing with my emotions? Yeah, there is no reason to have an elvish princess angry at you.

-          “Lana…”

-          “What now?!” she almost growled at me

-          “I am sorry and… thank you.”

I said with a saddened smile.

-          “… for what now?”

-          “For being there for Gisele. Sometimes I am worried that I… no. never mind. Forget what I just said.”

There is no way she will let me stop just like that…

-          “If you think I will let you start a topic, make me all excited and curious and then drop it just like that, you are gravely mistaken! What is it.”

Here it is. Only three things are certain – death, taxes, and curiosity of a woman. Though I am not sure about death.

-          “I have told you, it would be better if I…”

-          “What. Is. It.”

-          “Gisele is the only thing that keeps me… normal. Or at least she is the only thing that stops me from turning into a blood-obsessed beast…” partly true  “…very often I am afraid that I may cross the line…” true “… or that by acting one way or another I could earn Gisele’s hate…” again, partly true “… this is why I am grateful for your presence. You are one of the very few people Gisele can call a true friend. I know that if something would happen, you would be there to cheer her up…” and here - total bullshit.

All this time I was talking looking somewhere else, avoiding her gaze in order to make her think this was a serious issue for me I had troubles talking about it, and not some made up crap which is supposed to make her forget that I am a complete asshole.

-          “I am sorry, for all the troubles I cause. But, I am an owner of a huge company which is saving people’s lives, there is a whole country trying to hunt me down though I gave them no reason for it, another country tries to make me it's puppet and since a few days ago I was also made into an oracle. I… it’s too much, Lana. I am tired…” I forced an exhausted smile on my face “… you see, even though I know it, I (un)intentionally relieve my stress on the closest person to my heart. After the damage is done I do realize what I said or done… but then again, I am too proud to admit that.  So…” I stopped as if I forgot where my whole speech was heading to “.. ah, that’s right. Thank you. And sorry.”

I can’t believe I was able to make up such a pile of bullshit out of nothing. The only question that remained was – did she buy it?

Once again I looked toward priestess. Her eyes watered as she struggled to not let the tears start falling, her lower lip was trembling and her hands were clasped as if she was praying.

-          “You poor creature, you!” she almost cried. If not the table I was sure that she would jump on me.

Elves honored and cherished pure romantic love, especially those which will be forced into having arranged marriage, so a little monologue regarding difficult love was more than enough to completely earn their favor.

-          “Just don’t you dare repeating it to Gis!” I threatened her with my finger.

… because she heard the same story waaay too many times.

-          “I won’t! Rest assured! This feeling of yours it is far too beautiful for me to interfere with your relationship! Take your time, Zariel, and when you will be ready… just say exactly the same things to her!”

Over one-hundred-year-old elf – with a mind of twelve-year-old waiting for her prince charming. So… untainted…

Almost like little El.  

I was contemplating the ways of pulling some more jokes on Lanele, when the door was opened once again and Gis entered the room. I wanted to start mentioning her naked-assaults, yet words froze in my throat.

-          “These damn bitches…” she complained “… do you have any ideas what fearsome things they can do with a single pair of scissors?! They were torturing me for the past hour!”

At that moment her gaze fell on me. A grimace of irritation crossed her face.

-          “And you! Don’t you dare to mention what ha…” she noticed I was frozen “… what now?”

Her usually messy hair which she rarely put into a single ponytail was now wonderfully pinned with a few wooden pins, letting only few strands fell on her shoulders in an almost teasing way. Her skin, usually dried and often harsh was now smooth like silk and thanks to oils gently rubbed into it was now reflecting the light of the setting sun. Her lips, even though they were always naturally red, right now looked as if covered in blood, and the kimo-like robe that was given to her only strengthened the aura of pure beauty and mystery.

I think that for a moment there I stopped breathing.

-          “WHAT!?”

Even furious she looked… words could not describe it.

-          “Gis, I think Zariel tried to say that you look pretty, am I right?” Lanele tried to help me.

But… “pretty”? Such a common word cannot even describe… there is no word that can… which could…

Few more times I opened and closed my mouth, in the end, I only nodded.

-          “You little asshole! I am sure that you are acting this way only because you don’t want me to punch you some more! These clothes are horrible! Unpractical! Too tight! There is no way I can fight dressed like that!... Tell me – but be honest – what do you think!”

She looked at me.

-          “You are even more beautiful than in my dreams…”

And for the first time today, I said a whole, single sentence which contained not even a single lie.
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Incredible – how just a little bit of care and makeup can turn somebody in almost completely different being. I actually considered Giselle as quite beautiful, though her beauty was a bit savage – like a tiger or panther. She was the best description of the Amazon – a creature you would best adore from afar, for you never could surely know if after you would approach her she would let you pet her or rip your spine out of your back. Sometimes, very rarely (and usually after she would drink too many drinks) and after she would do something silly she would show such a shy, clumsy smile which would make my heart melt.

Yet now, after Madame Agnes took care of her, her primal beauty was completely whipped out replaced by a most sophisticated piece of art. Oh, she still managed to catch her beauty of warriors, yet lipstick on her lips and still spotless-clean skin which after being treated with oil reflected light made her much more…

… no, there is no word which could be used to name my admiration.

The only reason I didn’t ask the beauty “who are you and what did you do to my woman” was because of her behaviors. Just as un-lady-like as I remembered. She was just chewing loudly on a piece of meat she ate using her hands (because, as she stated a moment earlier – she won’t be able to pick shit with those “tiny-ass-forks" which they gave us).

And “tiny-ass-forks” were pieces of art – made of silver with beautiful carvings, I actually stopped eating for a moment to take a closer look at it. When I took a sip of some fancy red wine which was brought to us by a maid and savored the taste, Gis was gulping her third mug of beer. And when together with Lana we wipe our mouths with a piece of serviette she burped loudly. Not to mention the way she sat by a low table (we were sitting on the floor) – with her legs crossed. And let me remind you – we wore bathrobes so her “sensitive areas” were almost exposed. There is no way that on the same planet there can be another woman which would pay so little mind to her own image (if she wasn’t posing for a heroine, that is).

-          “Phew. That’s one hell of a meal.” Dragoness slapped her belly twice with a wide smile as she put away a fourth empty bowl – a large one.

-          “Indeed. The quality of meat as well as the way they prepared it can compete with royal chefs.” Lana was also resting after filling her stomach (with only about 1/8 of Giselle’s meal).

-          “Not that I will miss this place… bloody torturers…” dragoness whined again “… Zari, I get it, you had to punish me… though I see no reason why you had to, Aira started it!!!... but what they did to me there was far too cruel for the deeds I supposedly commit!”

-          “The alternative was being nailed to the oak tree by your guts and being forced to run around it till you would completely entwine it with your intestine.” I finally raised my voice “… you would be dying in agony for a few hours. Druids are not screwing around when it comes to desecration of holy forests.”

-          “… I would rather have been nailed to the oak tree…” she pouted quietly “… I would at least die. Those bitches didn’t let me have that privilege…”

-          “You are so overdramatic.” Lanele rolled her eyes

-          “SAY IT AFTER THEY WOULD PULL EVERY LITTLE HAIR OFF YOUR BODY! One at a time.”

-          “Elves don’t grow hair anywhere except for their head, so I will never know.” Another sly smile from Lana only added to Gis’s rage. She almost flipped the table.

-          “Screw you guys! I am going to bed! And we better leave this unholy place tomorrow!”

She slammed the door. After a few seconds of silence, Lana finally spoke to me.

-          “Weird. As for someone who slammed the door she looked awfully cheerful.”

-          “Because she saw herself in a mirror and knew that all words of appreciations we said about her beauty were not something we said to calm her down. Despite her brutal nature, Gis is extremely  vulnerable when someone praises her.” I put the glass of wine away. As fancy as it was, I was not a fan of this kind of alcohol.

-          “Just like most women.” Priestess smirked with a corner of her lips

-          “I can’t believe I heard it from a woman herself.”

-          “Why? There is no reason to deny our nature. Just as men like to be called brave and strong - women like to be appreciated too.”

-          “Sometimes I wonder if Gis prefers to be called beautiful or strong…” I sighed “… I got myself one needy lady.”

-          “Does it bother you?”

-          “No. Not really.” I moved a little further from the table as I finished eating “…everything is just as it is supposed to be.”

-          “Yet, you seem to feel bit… uneasy?”

After a moment I nodded.

-          “Something is changing Lana. I can’t put it in words, it feels like something I feel under my skin, like a hunch that something will happen. Bad or good – I don’t know… Like the smell of rain before the drops would fall from heavy, grey clouds. Like a sight of moving branches of trees before you would feel the breeze on your face. Like a calm before storm. On my spine, on my palms and face… this crawling, as if hundreds of bugs travel in my body.”

I talked with people. The event of a night of three moons happens every few hundred years. The time between last one and yet the previous one was around 450 years, the time between that one at the earlier one was around 510, and yet earlier one 480. Yet, the difference between this and the previous one is merely 300 or so years. Nobody was expecting it a few decades ago, suddenly, the stars started traveling faster on the sky as a prophecy of an event that we cherished a few nights ago.

Aira didn’t act as it was anything serious… or was very good at hiding it. Yet, if I would take into consideration everything that happened…

… of me appearing in this world, of inquisitor that started hunting me way faster than the information about my localization could spread…

… it’s like someone is playing with a hand of fate – speeding up events that were not supposed to happen just yet. And my senses were letting out something that could be compared to muffled scream.

No. I don’t care.

Cut me some slack.

I don’t give a fuck. About politics. About some transcended secrets of the universe. About glory, wisdom, honors or immortality.

Whatever you are – if you want to - feel free to turn the tide of universe upside-down. Feel free to destroy every monarchy of this continent or set an absolute dominance over this world. Just leave me alone.

I just want to live, to travel and breath in the breeze of the sea as I would stand on the cliffs. To cherish every day without being bothered by lords, kings, and merchants of any kind.

All I want is a warm set of clothes, sword by my belt, a scroll with a quest in my bag and party member by my side. And all the devils and angels may try to stop me crossing my path, and may they weep over their misery if they would do so. For I will never stop nor turn around.

Onward.

Onward.

I snapped back from day-dreaming like state. Lana kept watching me, yet this time with a pleased expression.

-          “It’s the first time I saw you lost in thought that deep. You were smiling like an idiot watching fire. What was so nice that kept you that occupied?”

Now, I wouldn’t be myself if I wouldn’t gross her out.

-          “I was wondering if my little weakened by terrors of this resort Giselle would allow me to use on her our special equipment toda…”

-          “Gross! Shame on you, Zariel!”

Sorry, Lana. I had to.

 

 



 

 

 

I walked toward the other building in which we were supposed to stay overnight. It was already dark, and two bright moons were basking the mountain in silver light. The paths leading from one building to another one – the one decorated with little white and grey perfectly round stones – curved lazily here and there in a beautiful display of skills of a person who designed them.

Every now and then the path was “broken” with a beautiful wooden bridge which helped travelers cross small, azure-blue ponds. Before I walked over one of such bridges I stopped frozen.

The lights of moons feel directly on Giselle which was looking deep into the waters of the pond with an expression full of melancholy, the breeze of the night was playing with her hair. She didn’t have to turn to notice my presence.

-          “Incredible. Never before I actually bothered myself with admiration of such… unpractical things. Yet, somehow, after I saw it, I have completely calmed down. Looking at this fills me with such peace and serenity I never felt before… Do you get what I mean?”

-          “Yes.” I smiled with corners of my lips

-          “Such perfection, don’t you agree?”

-          “Indeed, the most beautiful scenery I saw in my whole life.” I agreed again… yet, not even once I looked at the pond.

-          “I could be staring at it for hours and hours.”

-          “I feel exactly the same.”

She finally shifted her gaze at me and noticed that I never stopped looking at her. She needed a moment or two to realize that the two of us were talking about completely different matters.

In the silver light I could clearly see the blush covering her face.

-          “Idiot.” She whispered.

I started walking toward her, taking place by her side.

Our shoulders touch, and for the first time, we feel how cold was this night. With few little mo,ves we approached one another seeking for heat of our bodies.

-          “Would you mind if we stay like this bit longer?” she asked so quietly, that I have troubles to hear her words through the gentle wind of the mountain.

-          “With you? Till the end of the world, and a day longer.”

-          “Idiot.” She said again, yet this time she looked at me for a split of second with a pure smile.

With a gentle smile. With a shy, clumsy smile I fell in love with.

-          “Wait…” she snapped back from her melancholy for a moment “… you aren’t telling me all those beautiful things only because you want to…”

-          “Make love with you? Giselle, I want to make love with you every single day and night. Each time I see you I want to just trap you in my embrace and kiss you till both of us would gasp for breath. If it was up to me I would find us some lone hut far away from civilization, maybe on the edge of forest, near a river, where I would spend with you time till the God of dragons would swallow the sun… Actually, it’s not such a bad idea…” once again I got lost in my thoughts “… just imagine, only you and me, living by whatever we could hunt. Independent. No country, no guild, no cities. Only sound of water splashing in the river and howls of wolves in the night…”

I snapped back to reality. Gis was looking at me with somewhat sad yet at the same time happy smile, as if she knew it was just a silly dream.

-          “Forgot what I just said.” I only added after moment or two.

-          “No! Why? It’s a wonderful idea… maybe, when we would already become legendary adventurers, just like papa Jericho, and would sit on the mountain of gold… we could actually spend our retirement far away from everyone… with only papa Jericho visiting us once a year… no, once a year is too rarely… twice? Still, but every quarter of the year sounds good. Yeah. Only you and me, and papa Jericho every three or four months. And Marika. And Mrogul. Loki is an asshole, but if we wouldn’t invite him no one will, then he will kill himself as he couldn’t bare with an idea of being hated by everyone. Oh, and Miroslav, Aloizy and…”

-          “… the whole guild?” I asked.

-          “Sounds like a plan.” She nodded with a serious expression.

-          “But hosting the whole guild on a single day would be hella difficult.” I noticed

-          “Indeed, we would have to invite smaller groups but bit more frequently.”

-          “So – the house far away from everyone, only you, me, and everyone else every two weeks? Am I right?”

-          “Yes, that would be sufficient.”

Again this smile. This bloody smile.

-          “It’s a deal, love.”

I take you as my witness, guys, we have a deal.
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We stayed in the resort for the night, and I must admit that – I have never slept in THAT comfortable bed in my whole life. It was both soft, so you would sink an inch or so into the featherbed, yet after that, your bones would rest on perfectly hard material. Oh, the bliss.

And even though my heart belongs to the wild, even though I  missed the breeze of night's wind on my skin and voices of thousands of animals around me… I could get used to sleeping in such conditions.

Next morning we ate a light breakfast (or together with Lanele we ate a light breakfast because even though Giselle limited herself, she still ate amount which could keep two grown-up men full for a whole day long), and resupplied all the food and materials we have used during our recent travels. The group of maid insisted to hand over to Gis few bags with oils, creams and dozens of different cosmetics – for as they said: “they didn’t want all their efforts to go in vain just because someone would neglect taking care of her body”.

-          “This one here is for hand, that is for nails – so they would be polished and shining, these oils will smoothen wrinkles on your face…”

-          “B-but I don’t have any wrinkles…” dragoness whined overwhelmed by the cascade of information

-          “YET!...” said maid with a strong accent on that single word “… don’t you know you have to take care of your beauty as long as you are beautiful!? Sure, it is easy to take everything you have for granted! But all it takes is a few years and your beauty will be gone just like your youth! If you will take care of yourself, then you have few, maybe over a dozen of years more till the first wrinkle would appear – if you won’t, you will have the first one in a year maybe two!”

-          “I think you are exaggerating…” dragoness really got worried hearing the last part

-          “Is that so?...” maid squinted her eyes “…of course, you may expect them to appear later, but, the more you laugh the greater chances of wrinkles appearing around your mouth. Do you change your expression a lot? Areas of cheeks and forehead! Oh, the exposure to the sun? Same!”

The woman, half of the warrioress size, kept raising her voice with time, her aggressive posture kept rising over Gis, which actually started curling her whole body under verbal assault. In the end, the little maid was actually looking down on fearsome berserk.

-          “Teresa…”

-          “WHAT!?”

-          “… I believe you are scaring our customer.” Maid’s colleague at work noted

-          “What?! Now, that’s a bullsh…” Teresa looked at red hair woman with watery eyes “…I… beg your pardon, Madame. I think I got carried away. I wish to apologize.” She humbly lowered her head, yet in her eyes, same fire of passion kept burning.

Soon after we moved out. Well, not quite. Madame Agnes (after recalling I was not sent as an auditor, but I entered as a mere tourist) handed me the bill. Seeing the numbers written there I choked on my own saliva.

-          “Now, I believe your accountant made a mistake…” I said after inspecting the piece of paper “… I believe she added one additional <0> at the end of the…”

-          “I double checked it and I wish to ensure you that no mistake was made.”

She disturbed me with a pleasant, almost radiant smile.

I looked at the bill again and grimaced.

-          “You know what? I am not charging fellow Syndicate member with such ridiculous fees… wait, I am actually not charging them at all…” I throw a glance at the older lady, but her face didn’t even flinch.

-          “It must be wonderful to be rich enough to perform such acts of generosity, unfortunately, we barely manage to make ends meet.” She made an awfully sad expression, though I had no delusion – it was nothing more than well trained act.

-          “And here I thought I could organize a bigger party here, sadly, you are such a cutpurse… Are you fine with notarial notes? I don’t carry such a ridiculous amount of gold by my belt.”

-          “Now! I feel deeply offended! We charge a fair price for fair services! Actually – the money we requested will barely cover the expenses of materials we used! Have you got any idea how much oil was needed to smoothen your companion skin? How tasking was it to pull off every flaw off her body!?....” she started furiously “… Oh, and we are more than fine with notes. Of course, our main guests are nobles, and they hate carrying chests of gold either.”

She finished with a pleased, calm tone.

Groaning I quickly filled a bank check formula, which almost magically appeared in hands of one of the maids as she passed it to me.

-          “It was a pleasure to make deal with you…” elder woman said bowing her head.

-          “I wish I could say the same thing… unfortunately…”

-          “… we wish to see you again…” woman continued her monologue as if she paid no attention to what I just said.

-          “I doubt it, even my company would struggle to send anyone here regularly…”

-          “…as well as we hope that you would say a word around and recommend our facility to other people.” She finished

-          “Unfortunately, I have very few enemies, so that would most likely not happen.” I finished too.

Regardless of what I just said, I was in a really good mood. That woman did impress me. Not only with her negotiation skills… but also with what she did to my little Gis. Damn, I could barely stop myself from staring at her.

God damn it, look how cute she is! LOOK! I just want to frame her and hang over the fireplace at my home, then keep showing her to everyone who would enter telling em.: “See this beauty over there? She’s mine!”.

-          “Zari, do I have something on my face? You are staring at me with awful… intensity.” Gis noticed that I just admired her beauty.

-          “Actually, yes, don’t move for a second…” I approached her carefully.

-          “What is it? WHAT IS IT? It’s a spider right?! I hate those little fucking pieces of…”

I kissed her on the cheek.

-          “Wait what?”

-          “It was my affection to you.” I said with no shame.

She needed a good four or five seconds.

-          “Bloody idiot.” She blushed a little as she puffed her cheeks angrily.

Though her tail started twitching a little to the sides.

After small, cheerful banter between the two of us and after saying our farewells, we moved onward. In direction of the horizon. To infinity – and beyond.









 

A few hours later, the sun was mercilessly scorching us down. Something I noticed recently - there is no year’s season here. It can shine or it can rain, but during my whole stay at Neira, there was no such thing like Spring or Winter. It got a bit colder or warmer every now and then, but nothing as hardcore as in my previous home in the other universe: from -20 at winter to +40 at summer. (Ok, maybe not +40, but I really saw once 37.5 Celsius during summer).

 

If you wanted to see snow, you had to travel very far north, even further south (like, much. much further). We were supposed to go West, but… did we actually took a detour to the South? I didn’t study map that much, we could actually travel by path which curves a lot…

 

- “Don’t you think it got surprisingly hot?” Lanele raised her brow “... even if we crossed the climate zone we should barely notice the difference.”

 

- “Yes, but I thought I was just sweating because of trauma caused by these devils.”

 

Giselle grimaced as memories of things she experienced in the resort were still fresh in her mind.

 

Still driving the cart, I tried calming down and focusing my mind - the inner part. My spirit left my body though it was still grasping the reins controlling the movement of horses. I went ahead in my spiritual form to check for the source of abnormal temperature. 

 

The cause was magical, lots of thread-like mana trails were leading into one particular place not so far away, yet hidden from our view by dozens of tall trees and boulders. Near the epicenter I spotted two groups of people, guessing by their life forms and mana transfer in their bodies I guessed they had heated argument. One group were made completely out of mages. Many weaker one, two so-so and one stronger. The strongest mage noticed my magical presence, turned in my direction, kept appraising me for a moment or two before making welcoming gesture slightly. It would look weirdly if suddenly one person started waving at the thin air for the rest of the group, yet this gesture alone ensured me that the group had no hostile intentions.

 

I couldn’t hear what they were talking about - I mean, my body was far away so I had no ears nor mouth to partake in their conversation. All I could sense was flow of magic alone.

 

I returned to my body just to notice that Giselle was holding me why Lanele was maneuvering the cart, both ladies were shouting loudly.

 

- “Are you trying to kill us?” Lana yelled

 

- “You could always let me drive if you felt tired!” Gis said with a sparkle of hope in her eyes

 

- “Meditating while driving? There is a limit of how irresponsible one can be!” Priestess which correctly guessed what I was doing scolded me with a tone of a harsh teacher lecturing extremely stupid student.

 

- “I think I spotted the source of the heat...” I said calmly as if I didn’t notice the state of my companions.

 

- “Let me guess - some magician screwed and caused anomaly?” Elvish royalty didn’t have to guess at all “... we had our own little academy in the forest, such things happened twice-thrice per week. Young elves love experimenting with magical formulas and…”

 

- “Which weapon should I take?” Giselle wasn’t particularly interested on learning the ways of living of young elfs.

 

- “I believe that none. They are already dealing with the matter.”

 

With a light strike of reins, I urged horses to speed up a little. Despite my words, Giselle did prepare her twin axes, she didn’t pick them just yet, but she double checked she can bring them in a split of a second.

 

We kept riding till eventually, we entered an entrance to the canyon. Or even two of them - we faced the pitchfork-like crossing. In front of one group of mages was being yelled by someone that could be called a sergeant of the local city guard. He almost had “I am a sergeant” printed all over his face. Not too tall, a huge mustache covering half of his punchable face and mouth that never stopped yelling.

 

- “Do you know who I am?! I am a sergeant of city guards!!!”

 

Bingo.

 

- “And I am telling you that I don’t care. It is our mess and we will take care of it.” mage around his 40-ties, the one that spotted me, was answering calmly.

 

-  “Not if your action violates the public peace!”

 

- “Public peace? Here? We are in the middle of nowhere, we got as for from every city, village and settlement as only we could in order to… how did you say it? - Not violate the public peace.”

 

- “This middle of nowhere is one of the main traveling routes between…”

 

- “One little village and another little village. We have studied people movements in this area. The probability that someone would have used it these days is almost non-existing…” he said last words with a little grimace on his face, for we have just approached the gathering.

 

- “I would love to welcome you, dear travelers on Kingdom’s Route number 27b…” sergeant said while turning in our direction “... or as Sir Magician would prefer to call you - dear non-existing chances of traveling.”

 

- “Road is closed, I guess.” I said looking in direction of warning signs that were being raised in front of the path we wanted to travel by.

 

- “As you can see, experiment didn’t go as planned and…” wizard started yet was rudely disturbed by city guard

 

- “...and we have a devil rampaging in the canyon.”

 

- “A devil?” I said rising my eyebrow

 

- “Tsh. Sure. The Bahoru himself came to challenge our brave knights in shining armor…” after hearing those words, Sebastian, which was sitting on my shoulder raised his head “... no. nothing that serious, not even close. We have messed calculation while creating sub-dimension funnel and… well, rift was opened. Some medium and lower rank fire spirits crawled through it. Now they wish to turn this place into a desert.”

 

Eyes of mustache man almost popped out.

 

- “Will TRY TO, not will do. Just because you wish us to get out of here so you and your little squad could write in report that you have slain hordes of gehenna and get promotion, doesn’t mean we will move an inch away from the place we stand right now. You see, because to want to do something, and to actually have the measures and tools to achieve it are two completely different things. All they can do is to make it is to heat up the area and be annoying little pains in the ass… speaking about being annoying heating mood pieces of shiet… didn’t you perhaps crawled out of that rift to?”

 

- “Just because you have higher status doesn’t mean you can offend everyone as you please, witch! Right now I represent the crown! I should have arrest you and throw to jail for the mess you caused!”

 

- “When the mess would be over?” I asked calmly “... don’t get me wrong, I just wish to know how long we will have to wait. If you will be done in few hours we could wait, if not, we would take the other route so…”

 

- “I am sorry to say that, but as magician yourself you have to know that during wild rifts being opened it is important to both shut the portal, then get rid of spawnlings and finally check if there was no permanent corruption left in our reality which could reactivate the rift after delayed time… spirits are clever, they always leave the backdoor open. It will take two or three days at best.”

 

- “We will take a detour then.” I tried changing the direction we were supposed to travel for next few days, when Giselle almost jumped on her spot.

 

- “M-maybe we could help? We are adventurers so…”

 

-   “Oh, sorry, but we are a formal organization, first our office would have to write the request, then sent it to the guild… the bureaucracy would take more time than the actual time to deal with the problem as we are here…”

 

-   “We won’t charge you for that!” she was very quick to make a decision for the entire team “... you know, we are traveling just to help as many people as possible. Getting paid for that is just a bonus!”

 

Her hero syndrome kicking in or what?... No, it’s not that. she was… Afraid? Scared? My Gis? Afraid of anything that is not a spider nor an empty bottle of vodka?

 

- “Sorry, I can’t ask you for that. If you are not requested help, we have to treat you as civilians, and that gentleman over there is only waiting to report back that we got defenseless civilians put in danger. I am very grateful for your generous offer but…”

 

- “No need to. As an alchemist myself. I know that sometimes things just don’t go as planned…” I turned back to knight “... and then you should leave the one who made a mess to clean it up. If some unqualified person would try to clean greatly reactive potion spilled over the floor, it could cause ever more chaos.”

 

- “Why you little…”

 

Knight wasn’t happy I took a side. Well, I didn’t.

 

- "Don’t get me wrong, I am not telling you what to do, just speaking my mind. You should have to reach conclusion who should have priority in dealing with this situation, best on the legal way… and I will leave it with you alone. Ladies, we will have to travel for two additional days, but there should be another village so we won’t have to sleep on road all this time.”

 

Giselle tried protesting, but, the more she was protesting the more eager I was to drive right through that nightmarish for her place. It was obvious she was here before. Maybe she screwed a quest here? People didn’t like her or what?

 

I vocalized my thoughts looking in her direction.

 

- “People not liking me?...” she asked more herself then answered me “... I guess you could say so. That village… well, is the place where I was born.”
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At this point, we had no other path to chose. I regretted not forcing our way through the infested by spirits paths, as adventurers we could just make them let us walk past them and force our way through it (adventurers had special permission to enter places which normally would remain closed for travelers, merchants, nobles and such – in the end we were the people getting our hands dirty – city under quarantine? We could enter. Shut down roads because of natural disaster? We could enter. From time to time there was a huge uproar, because some adventurer entered invitation-only noble parties, just to drag out one of the a member of higher class which was being hunted by lower rank authority forces. Why uproar though? Because, when you already are at the party, you can’t just leave without tasting a dish or two while drinking a glass, a cup or even a barrel of alcohol, usually with your captive tied on the floor next to you.

We could have just said that we have priority mission and require fastest route possible, but that would usually end with a hour long quarrel – and I didn’t want to argue with local authorities, even more as we were not in hurry – we registered ourselves as wanderers and atop of that I really wanted to travel through the world, bah – I considered mage’s experiment fiasco as a token of good luck.

Yet here she was, my (not) little (not) baby (almost not) girl – usually cheerful and loud, now quiet and tense.

I knew it was a sensitive subject for her, that is why I never pried nor forced her to tell me about her past. I thought that one day she would just open up and tell me everything she wanted me to know. When she would be ready.

For now, my knowledge is limited to what Jericho told me, what I heard from rest of the guild members (usually after too much beer or vodka) and of what Giselle would mumble or scream through the night as she had nightmares (which happened rarely).

I asked if we should turn around, but with cold tone full of determination she urged to me continue driving down this path. Every now and then her eyes would focus on pieces of surroundings – funny rock formation or a lone old tree growing by the road. I was sure she remembered those little, unimportant things, that she compared them with her memories. Usually, when someone visits places he remember from his youth, a smile would bloom on the lips as the events we remember from our youth are almost always glorified. Yet not this time, quite the opposite, Giselle’s face would darken every now and then.

Lanele, being an educated woman of very wisdom-oriented race knew, that the silence was simply dangerous for the dragoness and that she can’t be left alone with her thoughts. This is why every now and then she would point on some tree, name it, and say aloud a legend regarding it.

- “Oh, over there! The Adan’s Apple-tree! It’s actually quite rare, it’s fruit are very small and sour, normally they grow on the bogs and other not fertile soils. The Hero of second era got lost on his journey in the magical mist on the swamps. For four weeks he was walking in circle, his supplies ran out pretty quickly. He prayed to the goddesses for protection which in their love and mercy decided to plant fruits trees. Unfortunately, because the hero was dying of starvation, they grew it within seconds, without paying much attention to the taste, shape or size. The hero said that it was most delicious food he ever ate in his whole life… for he wasn’t eating in a week. The tree was called after the hero, but many knows it as the tree of beggars, for no one will ever touch it unless they were about to die…”

Lanele truly is a wonderful person. A great friend full of compassion. I am happy we took her with us.

-          “Adan…” I said aloud “… isn’t that elvish word for Apple? So that would make an Apple’s Apple tree?”

Lana almost jumped in place.

-          “My friends told me you speak elvish, but I didn’t think that…” her eyes burned with excitement “Ah’evz ul nova sila! Ter’ca un folla, seya a kus…”

-          “Whoa-whoa-whoa-whoa!” For a moment there I turned around on cart man spot and tried slowing down my boosted companion “… I have only learned how to talk in elvish, though I have no intention to listen to it!”

She looked confused.

-          “I only know few basic words: numbers, colors, some fruits and animals as well as I can ask for direction and such. Maybe, just maybe, if you would say the same sentence you said before, but much slower, I could understand a word or two.”

-          “That’s… a shame. Where did you learn it from though? Elves rarely teach other races our speech. It’s far too sophisticated, other people find it too difficult and give up in process…”

-          “There is a book in my bag on the cart. Feel free to browse through it. I “borrow” it from my first teacher and… well, person I treat as my mother.” This time both girls looked at me with curiosity

-          “You mean that old lady that checked on you when your eyes exploded? Papa Jericho told me about her, she is his old friend, ain’t she?” Gis reminded herself an event from the time I became temporarily blind

-          “Your eyes WHAT?!” Priestess almost jumped on me, decided to turn my head in her direction (so around 180 degrees back) making my spine let out a warning crack. She quickly inspected my pupils. “…Care to explain to me why your eyes appear younger than the rest of your body?”

-          “Long story. Maybe for some other time.”

She “tsk-ed” at me before returning to the cart and checking my bag-pack, just as I told her to. It wasn’t difficult, there were just few little “chests” in which I stored potions, a little of dried herbs and two books (one regarding differences of countries and zones of human continent- politics, climat, geographical layout and such) and the other one – “Elvish for dummies”, the book which was the only thing I took from the first place I could call home (from which I was banish after week or two). The book was quite “easy” written in great style and such – giving many examples of how to build elvish sentences… yet somehow very confusing.

… Actually, I was wondering why I didn’t obtain “Elvish language” skill, even of lowest level…

Lanele’s eyes quickly scanned through first few pages of the book, then a creepy smile appeared on her face before the book caught fire.

-          “Disgusting, corrupted piece of paper waste.” Her eyes were glowing with anger

-          “Care to tell me why you did that?” I asked forcing myself to remain calm, though the events from second ago shocked me a little bit.

-          “It was a joke book. Some young elf must have wrote it to confuse other races. Few basics words were correct – just like most of common fruits, greetings and such, just so you wouldn’t find out author’s real intentions… Zari, if you would follow this book and got into more advanced conversation, instead of asking elvish lady who her mother was – the question you ask when you are getting friendly – you would invite her into very… specific form of closer relationship.”

-          “So basically asking for sex?” I raised my brow  “…Pff, lame. Your people have really terrible sense of humor…”

-          “You would say something along the lines <I wish you would rub spicy sauce under my nipples>” Lanele disturbed  me, with a reddened face from both anger and embrasement.

-          “I take back what I said. The man who wrote that is an artist.” I said with admiration.

-          “How can you know that the author is a man?” Gis twisted her head in our direction as she stopped chuckling.

Such marvelous lines being said or written by a female? Not a chance.

-          “Just a hunch.” I quickly ended that part of conversation.

-          “Language is a beautiful thing! It’s a form of art! It’s a matter of communication! A bridge between intelligent species! How could someone defile our wonderful, complex speech for such pathetic reasons!...” she was furious, more than furious “…And the book! A tree died so it could be used to preserve some knowledge – to be passed on to the next generation! That single tree died in vain!”

She was shouting while waving her fist at the skies. Poor author’s fate if he would cross the priestess’s path. Stay safe, nameless genius, you wasted 2 years of my life as I tried to learn your language. Two year long prank. I hope one day I would shake your hand.

-          “Zari…” eventually Lana managed to calm her breath.

-          “Yes?”

-          “Forget everything. About sentence construction, about pronunciation, about everything. I am about to teach you everything from scratch. When I am done with you, you will be writing 4-acts long dramas which you could recite during philosophers gathering in the palace – in front of my mother.”

-          “Now, I am grateful for your generous offer, but I think you have made this decision under pressure of emotions… Calm down, we can bring this subject later, if you would still be willing to teach me, I would be gra…”

-          “No. We are starting now.”

-          “Don’t be silly, we can’t now! I mean, I am driving…”

Her madness started frightening me a little.

-          “Giselle!” Elf called

-          “What’s up?”

-          “Take the cart’s man spot.”

LANA! DON’T!

-          “You don’t have to tell me twice!”

I was brutally dragged down from a spot on the front of the cart, even though I desperately tried to protect our lives by not letting Gis drive… I was outnumbered. And thus, after an epic battle I was defeated.

-          “Now. The grammar may be confusing, as elves have many different ways of saying a sentence. In human’s speech you say <I go to the shop>; elves can say it in the same order, but if you would say <to the shop I go> or <Shop – I go> it would still be correct… though in 2nd case you would have to use bit different word for shop, or, to be precise, you would have to end word shop with <e’vu> which states the the place you are heading to is your destination… actually, you could forget about saying <I go> in that case too, though that would be more of a slang, even though you would be understood, that’s not something you should say to people of higher rank…. Zari, you with me?! FOCUS GOD DAMN IT!”

I was yelled at.

All the things she said were sooo confusing, that after two minutes my head started spinning in pain resembling a hangover. I felt as if Lanele was molesting my very brain.

-          “Now! If you were to make a basic construct out of…”

<Thud>

Giselle hit the rock.

On perfectly empty and smooth path

-          “GOD DAMN IT! CAREFUL THERE!” priestess was furious.

-          “The-he! Sorry!” Giselle was clumsy.

-          “My head hurts…” I was being mentally raped.
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It took us quite some time to reach the village – the sun was slowly preparing to die behind a horizon, but for now, it basked the area in blood-red light. The village itself was both huge, and small. How? It was huge in terms of size, but most of it was covered in farming fields. If you would count the actual houses and other buildings – there were very few of them, maybe few dozens of people lived here. Forty? Fifty? More or less.

For a moment we stopped on the hill watching

-          “Now, that’s what I call nostalgia.” Gis barely whispered “… I never thought that I would return here. I didn’t want to.”

-          “If you want we can just sleep one night on the road. Tomorrow we would simply move around it.” I tried to be as much of a support for Giselle as only I could.

-          “No. This is fine. I can’t… I can’t be running from my past forever. Just… don’t expect a warm welcoming.”

-          “Why? You were that naughty?” Lana teased. She didn’t know what dragoness lived through.

-          “You could say so. When I left the village I killed a person or two. Or dozen.” She said quietly.

Priestess eyes almost popped out, yet she didn’t ask any other question. She didn’t have to. Gis said rest by her own.

-          “You know, back then I was six years old, yet as I am not human my body was quite developed. I was never treated nicely here… or you can actually say I was abused… long story short – one thing happened, that thing lead to another and I killed around ten people.”

-          “At age of six?” Lana just couldn’t believe “…Even if you were physically able to do that, your mentality was still that of a child! What could possibly…”

-          “Lana…” I hissed angrily. It was not a good time for having this kind of conversation.

-          “The only person I loved died.” Dragoness tone was almost cheerful. As if she was bragging about one of her journeys “… Villagers that I killed were indirectly responsible for that. Even now as I see this place, my hands are itchy.”

Indeed. Her hands were hovering very close to her blade, ready to bring it in a split second.

-          “Even now… I want to see this place burn.”

-          “I bet your father would be proud hearing your words.” I said coldly.

She snapped back.

-          “Indeed. You are right. So very right.” She slapped horses with reins lightly, forcing them to resume our slow journey onward.

We drive down from the hill, because of the time, villagers were just heading down from the fields, they spotted us from afar. The travelers must have been rare here, in the end this village was located quite far from the main traveling route (the one that got recently blocked. Fire spirits, remember?). This is why we caused quite an uproar. They were wondering who we are. Merchants? That wish to buy and sell some goods? Workers with would help them on the field? Or maybe just by-passers which will leave some coin at local inn?

The first who approached were kids, they came running to chase the cart to the village’s entrance. But, as they noticed who was riding on the cart, they stopped, turned around and ran back to the adults yelling something about the “lady that they were talking about”.

I thought that they would start acting mad. You know, yelling, setting torches on fire, bringing pitchforks – you know, regular villager stuff. Yet, they were just standing there quietly.

The cart stopped, dragoness jumped off it first.

-          “Told you, not much to see here…” she said as she started walking past the people “… dirty huts, lots of fields, the barman sells drinks mixed with water… well, the previous one did. You know, after I left there was a vacancy on this particular job.”

She moved to one of the villagers.

-          “Old man Henry?” she asked after a moment, as if she was trying to remember the name.

-          “Yes, miss.”

-          “Miss? You never called me this way before.”

-          “We… needed some time to…”

-          “Keep it to yourself. Where is mister Maso?” she cut his speech

-          “He died. One year ago.”

-          “Ohh.” She was actually taken aback.

From what I know there were only two more humans which were somewhat nice to her. She never talked much about her past, but it was rather obvious that the person she asked for just now was one of those two.

-          “But miss Margaret still lives at the edge of the forest, so if you want to meet her… On the other hand, lately she got bit… hostile.”

-          “Auntie Margaret?” Giselle squinted her eyes “… what did you do to her?!” she was on the edge of bursting.

-          “Nothing! We promise! It’s just…”

-          “If I would find out you laid a finger on her…” she pointed her finger on man’s chest and started walking onward, pushing him further and further till man’s back hit the wall of the house.

I quickly grabbed her by the shoulder and pulled her forcefully back – and I have to admit – that almost cost me an arm.

-          “Giselle. Calm down.”

-          “How can you say that!? Do you have any idea of what they…”

I delivered a fast slap on her cheek. And once again I believed that it hurt me more. The stinging-like burning sensation spread across my palm.

-          “Better?” I asked in calm, reassuring tone.

-          “Better.” She said after taking two or three deep breath “.. thanks babe.”

-          “You are welcome. If you would need another slap feel free to ask. Might deliver it somewhere else though.”

I mocked her on purpose, for I know what was coming next. A quick jab in my gut. Now, we were even.

-          “Auntie. What’s with her.” Gis asked in a tone that didn’t really sounded like a question

-          “Getting older. She has troubles with memory, she mixes potion, prefers being lonely, gets grumpy. We are afraid that…”

-          “Don’t say that.” She hissed

-          “She may not have much time left.” Man finished regardless.

I could almost hear how her stomach traveled to her throat. How she became speechless, how her mouth became dry in a split of a second. Just imagine – at the time you actually decided to face your past and deal with problems you discover that the people you counted on are gone. Or almost gone.

-          “I see.” She said surprisingly calmly “… I see.” But I knew that she wasn’t calm at all.

She took few steps back, turned around and started walking – far away – to the single hut standing on the edge of the forest.

-          “G-Giselle!” the man called “…W-we are… we are sorry! You didn’t deserve what…”

-          “It’s not about me, bastards.” She hissed one last time. A single tear was dancing on her lashes “… I don’t care what would happen to me. I cared only for my mother!”

 

And she resumed her quick march never to turn back again.

I thought that maybe she would find here peace. That she could find here forgiveness. No, not for the village. I hoped she could forgive herself. Yet, as a fire mage I felt it. The flame burning deep in her guts. I had no idea how she managed to hold it back.

Maybe, just maybe, because she tried being better than her father. Or because she wanted to make her mother proud. Regardless of the reason, she did very well walking away.

We walked in complete silence for half of an hour. Lanele was trying to say something, every now and then she was opening her mouth, yet every single time she shut them remaining silent. She knew, that no matter how much she wanted to help, there were no words which would bring her comfort.

Eventually, we reached the hut and knocked the heavy, oak door.

-          “Go away!” a screechy, rude voice answered us. The throat of voice’s owner was damaged, as if she was dehydrated for past few days “… I have told you! I don’t want any visitors, food or…”

Giselle pushed the door anyway.

-          “Or… or…” the woman kept repeating herself after seeing dragoness.

Gis entered first, we stayed by the door. That conversation was supposed to be as private as possible. I already felt bad for eavesdropping.

-          “Hello, auntie.”

Never before I heard Gis speaking in such light, almost delicate tone, as if she was afraid that mere words could harm her.

-          “I am dying, am I not?” woman asked more to herself than anybody else “… Yesss. Death is a merciful mistress. She allows us to say farewells, even if to mere shadows of our imaginations… Giselle, love, you are just as beautiful as I thought you would be at this age… well, of course you do, you are just my fantasy.”

-          “No, auntie. I am really here.” I heard as she walked toward the bed where the witch was laying. I heard her pouring a glass of water, I heard as she helped her sit and drink it.

-          “Gis… is that you? Is that really you?”

I didn’t have to look inside to know that the older woman laid her weak hand on Gis’s cheek.

-          “Yes auntie.”

-          “I am sorry, child. I am so, so sorry.”

-          “Why? Auntie!? Of all the people? You and mister Maso were the only ones who...”

-          “I failed you the most.” She stopped her “…I was the bloody witch of this hellhole. I should have take both of you into my house, I should have force those bastards into treating you with respect… no, into worshiping you! The two of you suffered so much for our sake, and then you suffered because of our stupidity… My child, my poor, poor child…”

-          “No! You are wrong! You were giving us food when we couldn’t afford it! You gave us potions and protection which…”

-          “Protection?” the older lady coughed. That cough turned into gasping for air and finally into choking “… What my protection did to you?”

-          “You gave me love on par with my mom! I will NOT forgive you, auntie, for there is nothing to forgive!”

-          “Is that… is that really what you think?”

I sensed her life force. Her fire was dying. Mere minutes left before it would be extinguished forever. Yet, somehow, the embers of her existence light up in stronger fire. Like the body breaking itself in the last effort.  Giselle’s presence gave her strength to carry on their last conversation.

-          “My young child… tell me, what happened to you? What your life become? Are you happy? Are you safe?”

-          “Yes, auntie. Papa Jericho was very harsh to me, but he raised me well. He showed me how to handle most of the weapons. I became adventurer, just like him, I am helping people in need you know? I… I am a hero.”

Something very light dropped on the floor. Water? Tiny drops of water?

I see. Gisele started crying.

-          “I am diving into darkest dungeons, you know? I am fighting scary monsters and protecting weaker people. I have dedicated my life to this goal, you know?”

-          “My little, little child. Always so selfless. Always so stubborn to help others. Even if you would pay for it with your own health… Your mother would be so proud of you.”

-          “I hope so, auntie, I am doing my best.”

-          “Of course you do, you always did. But… You should remember to take care of yourself too… It would be bad if you would overdo something…”

-          “I don’t have to, auntie, I have someone who does thinking for me.” I knew she smiled weakly.

-          “Oh? Is that so? You found yourself a boy?”

-          “Yes, auntie.”

-          “What is he like?”

-          “He is an asshole…” she chuckled “… he keeps mocking me and is being really rude… But he always takes care of me, and I know that he is being mean because he worries about me. He is very smart, magician – like yourself, you would like him…”

-          “I see… I am sad I won’t get to know him… a shame, indeed.”

I wouldn’t walk in even if Gis called me.

-          “Let me look at you, child.”

The light flame started dying again.

-          “Yes... You are strong. So very strong. Stronger than any of us could ever hope to be…”

-          “I train daily, auntie…”

-          “That’s not what I was talking about, love… I am talking about this…” she laid hand on her chest “… you are good, as good as I remember you to be. Your heart burns with the same flame that I remember from the past. Listen to me now, love, listen to me well. Never change. Be the way you are. If you love someone – kiss him, if you hate someone, hit him. Stay true with what makes you the person you are. If you are happy dance till your legs would hurt, if you are angry – yell at the gods so loud that they would hear you in skies and tremble before your wrath. Life is short. Too short. No matter if you live for a day like a fly or for millennia like elves. When the time would come, you will always regret that there were no more years in you life, no more days in your years, no more hours in your day. Don’t think, act, like you always did. I am so proud of you. I am happy, that for that short, short period I could partake in shaping a creature as beautiful as yourself… Giselle… my love… I just want you to know, that seeing how you bear all the pain, you made me… you made all of us – a better people. Even if we realized it too late, even if we were not grateful enough… I am happy, and I love you, like a daughter that I never had.”

-          “I love you too auntie…”

But her flame was already cold

-          “Hey, auntie? Do you hear me? I love you! So please! Don’t be sad! Just.. hey! HEY! Don’t close your eyes! D-don’t! Zari! Zari, please! Come here quickly! The auntie! Auntie…”

I entered the room and walked toward her. Gis was sitting on the ground by the bed, from this perspective she looked so little, so tiny and petite.

I kneeled by her and forced her face on my chest.

She understood what happened.

And she started yelling. She started throwing her hands in aimless hits, and most of them landed on me, yet, they were so chaotic that they caused no harm at all. She was yelling, screaming at the gods, cursing the sun and blaming the stars. I didn’t know if they could hear her and I didn’t know if the sky trembled.

All I knew, is that in front of me lies a little, tiny girl, a lost and confused child that lost yet another person she lover. Another chapter of her life was closed is a very sad way.

All I could do was tighten my embrace around her and offer warmness of my body.

-          “It’s ok, my princess, it’s ok now. Whatever would happen, I am here with you.”

I felt a light pain, as if a tiniest heart was poking my heart. Seeing Gis like that almost broke my heart. She was not supposed to be like this. Seeing her not laughing was simply not right.

It’s fine thought. Cry now, love, soon, I will make you smile. I will make you smile, or die trying.
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Giselle was sitting on the floor trembling and shuddering. She stopped crying few moments ago, now she was only sobbing from time to time. I was sitting by her, forcefully pushing her face on my chest. With one hand i was hugging her around her neck, with another I was gently patting her head.


-          “She was… She and Mister Maso were the only… only thanks to them I had a courage to come here.”


We were sitting in the hut for quite some time, it was just a matter of time till the villagers would check on us.


-          “Why is that happening? Zari? Everyone around me gets hurt. All that I ever loved are dying. Am I… Am I cursed?”


I tightened my grip around her.


-          “No, love, you are just awfully stupid.” I planted a kiss on her cheek. “…How can you blame yourself for those particular cases? Maso and Margaret died because their time has simply come. Everything that grows will eventually die, this is how this world works.  Thanks to her understanding of magic Margaret managed to steal few additional decades. But we can only bargain with the death, fight and bargain for every second, every moment of our life… but eventually the hourglass of our existence will run out of grains of time.”

-          “B-but… my mom…”

-          “She was killed by a series of terrible events. You are not its case, your father was.”

-          “B-but…”

I tightened my grip even more.

-          “Who are you and what did you do with my Giselle? With my strong Gis? Giselle who never cared about the difficulty of a task? Ready to help everyone in need?”

-          “It’s different!” she cried

-          “It’s ok sweetie…” I said in much more reassuring tone “… I just want to tell you that…”

-          “By the divines…” few villagers just came in and noticed open doors.

I was almost sure that they would jump to assumptions and would try to blame us for old’s witch death. But all they did was taking wool hats off their heads and pushing them to their chests.

-          “That’s a… tragedy. Tragedy indeed.” One of the men said “…ol’ Margaret always took care of us… even thought in rather harsh way…”

-          “Stephan, go call the elder… as for you…” he finally faced us and noticed the condition of Giselle “… please. Come with us. You need to rest… Especially the young miss. We don’t have much, but I am sure we will be able to feed you and find a warm bed or two…”

The village was poor, I could tell this much, yet without a second thought they offered us a place to stay and something to eat. It was quite… noble of them. On the one hand I smelled some kind of an ambush… on the other one I have heard (from Jericho) that local witch decided to give villagers a painful lesson after Giselle left. Maybe, just maybe, they have learned what they did wrong and decided to find a retribution via honest and helpful living?

I doubt it. I know people they rarely change, if they change at all, they would only get better either at hiding their real intentions or justifying their actions.

-          “I don’t want anything from them.” Gis growled “…the time I needed help and protection is long gone.”

Now. That’s my girl! Strong, independent pain in the ass… that’s not preferred way of dealing with your past, but as long as it works for you, sure – remove your sadness with hatred and pride.

-          “Don’t get me wrong, miss, we are not doing this for your forgiveness - it’s far too late for that and we know it… ol’ Marg taught us that the wound may heal, but the scar will remain forever… But… in order to never commit same sins again… We need to help those in need as much as possible, to show mercy to those in needs…”

-          “Mercy…” she tsked. Once again I tightened my grip – so much, that my fingers started turning pale. But I didn’t do it to give her comfort. I did that so she wouldn’t jump on defenseless people.

And don’t get me wrong once again – I didn’t care about those particular people, but I knew that I would earn later a hit from her for not stopping her from acting.

-          “Where was your mercy when…”

-          “Gis…” I whispered in her ear.

I felt her tensed muscles relaxing. There was no point in yelling at them.

-          “We will rent a room and get some food, but we will pay for these.” I said after a moment

Villager opened and shut his mouth couple of times trying to argue with me, yet seeing that he will not win, he eventually gave up.

-          “I hope you will find your way to the inn… we have to prepare miss Margaret…” he looked at me and Lanele “… you are wizards, aren’t you? I don’t want to force you into anything… but,  could you carry on the mass in Margaret’s memory? She… she deserves more than just this but…”

Gis squeezed my hand. As much as she hated villagers, she loved the witch.

-          “I will do this…” Lanele said seeing our uncertainty “… I am a daughter of current head priestess of Aira in…”

-          “It’s ok Lana. I will do this.”

Villager, which for a split of second beamed with joy, froze hearing my words. Well, next high priestess was important, and he didn’t know which position I held within the gathering of Aira’s worshipers.

-          “If you say so…” Lana noticed the concerns on man’s face “… your majesty…” she finished with a court in order to end the conversation while giving that simple man the idea that I am higher in hierarchy than our little elfish friend.

The things that followed next appeared extremely unimportant to me. We went to the inn yet instead of eating in the main hall we moved to our room where we ate at peace, Gis was still not ready to have a simple conversation with the villagers without bursting with anger. Rest of the people sensed it, so they didn’t stop us, yet I knew that every single one of them wanted to talk with Gis.

The next day – at the morning, the body of older witch was moved on the stone table located somewhere between the village and the witch’s hut. Very quickly I discovered the role of the stone table. It was an altar. Sacrificial one. The “auntie”, as Gis called her, practiced the bloody magic. Sacrifices of blood and life helped to keep harvest rich. Oh, she didn’t sacrifice human. Just some animals every now and then. Still, for mere blood ritual ol’ Margaret would be hunted down by council… unless the council didn’t want to know.

-          “Today, we have gathered here to say our farewells to our sister, mother, friend and teacher…” I said as I finally stand over the altar facing rest of the village “… she indeed was like a mother, teaching us the meaning and ways of life…” I looked at my dragoness “… she was a source of comfort in the time of suffering. She could swallow her pride, she would put her personal issues aside to help those in need. She taught us about compassion and unity. World, without her, became much darker.”


I kept talking, just like a priest would do, trying to act on their emotions – compassion, sorrow, regret, hope of salvation. I was almost mad at myself for using same tricks and ideology I once despised.

But these people were… primitive. They needed something to believe in.


-          “From the dust we were raised and into dust we shall fall. As at the beginning, so at the end.”

Few villagers picked the body off  the altar and started caring it into the shallow grave at the edge of the city.

When the body was lowered into the dirt I said once again.

-          “One must die, so rest could grow. Your ashes will serve a noble purpose of carrying the life of the other. This is the law and right of this earth. From the earth we were raised, into earth we shall lay.”

I said the chant once again and hit the ground with an oak staff, something I “made” an hour before the celebration.

A single seed appeared on the corpse before it was covered by the dirt.

Quietly, under my nose, I started singing a verses filled with magic. These gentle, yet powerful words forced a seed to grow. A single green stalk was erected from the grave, Draining my mana I forced it to grow till it was as big as two grown up men.

-          “May this living altar forever and ever remind us about your deeds, sister. For now, rest of the plains of Mother, where you belong.”

At first I lowered my head, then I kneeled by the grave where I started praying.

It was an act. Now, everyone which wanted to say something to old witch would approach the grave and tell whatever he or she wanted to. Some said words of gratitude, some say words of sorrow. Few complained, just a little, making it sound almost like a joke, about old witch being a bit too harsh.

There were only two individuals that didn’t approach the grave. Lanele, of course – as she didn’t know the one that died, and Giselle. Later she told me that she already told everything she wanted to the old witch.

Two hours. Two-fucking-hours – was the time I spend kneeling in the cold dirt before everyone managed to say farewell. Oh, the village was quite de-populated, the only reason it took so long was the … “verbosity” of the crowd.

Oh, I could understand that the witch was the person taking care of the village and that her death was a huge blow to the whole community. Yet only because I understood the situation does not make it more bearable, quite the opposite, after spending 30 minutes in exactly same position I started cursing in my mind, after next 15, as I saw that there is still more than a half of the village waiting, I started meditating in order to pass the time while doing something productive.

I kneeled bit longer after the last villager left, the ritual required me to do so. Once again – I did not care about ritual itself, but Giselle really wanted it to be a memorable event worthy of her friend.

I watched the last dirty peasant (merely stating their lack of hygiene) leaving and raised up only as he vanished from my sight. Very quickly I was approached by my party-members.

-          “Nice speech.” Lana teased me “… are you sure you didn’t receive your education at our temple? You surely know how to speak to the dull masses.” She wasn’t pleased by my little act.

-          “So you admit that your nation is a dull mass? In the end your priests are studying in this particular reason – to address fools.”

-          “You are catching me by the words, not very skillfully, atop of that – I have just stated that after studying in our temples you would be granted with such skill, you are the one who decided how to use it.”

I smiled with a corner of my lips.

-          “I hate giving speeches. I have merely seen once or twice how human priests are lecturing believers back in Neira and tried copying them. I am willing to hear out every remark you would have in order to improve my… oratory?”

Priestess wanted to add something more, but Gisele disturbed her.

-          “Zari I… thanks. The thing you just did - it means a lot to me.” She said shyly

-          “I know, pet, if it wasn’t for you I wouldn’t even bother saying a word.”

She smiled with sorrow painted on her face.

-          “Anyway, what you want to do?” I asked looking at my mate “I have already replenished our supplies so we can leave anytime you were ready…. Unless you have some unfinished business….”

-          “I actually do.” She said quickly “… two little things. I wish to talk with village’s elder one last time and….”

She hesitated.

-          “Yes?” I gently urged her to speak her mind.

-          “That will be the first thing on our list… Lana, I am sorry, but would you mind if I would spend next few hours alone with Za…”

She didn’t even manage to finish as Lana turned around and walked toward village waving us goodbye.

-          “A great friend she is, isn’t she?” dragoness whispered under her breath.

One last time I throw the dust off my robe before stepping closer to Giselle.

-          “So, my lady, you booked my serviced for next hour or so, mind telling me how can I be assistance to you?” I bowed like a butler offering his arm to the lady of the house.

-          “I… I want you to meet someone.”

She said avoiding looking me in the eyes. Once again, she was tensed. Thought I must admit, I have no idea about who she was talking about. Last time she mentioned that everyone dear to her heard that used to live here is long dead. But, as I promised before – to do everything I can in order to see her smiling again, I followed her without saying a word.

We left the village and headed toward one of many hills surrounding the settlement. We climbed onto its peak from which we have a perfect sight on both – the village, and the mountains on the horizon – the one which used to be a den of her father.

On the highest place of the hill, a single tree grow, under it a single monument was raised. After approaching it I noticed the words carved in it – “In memory of a brave woman and loving mother, that gave her life so we all could live. May the divines help us to never forgot about her greatness.”

-          “It… was not here when I was leaving…” Gis admitted approaching the grave “…M-mom?” she almost asked the spirits “… I-I want you to meet someone.”

The two of us sat in front of monument.

And Gis start talking, as if she was standing in front of her mother, she was filling her mother  in all the news – more and less recent one. She said that Jericho took good care of her, that she is now strong and ready to help, just as she used to. She would mention dozen or so histories of her recent adventurers (quite colored, if not completely fictitious).

And at the very end of it she would say.

-          “A-anyway… mom… I… Remember as you mentioned that one day I would meet someone very special to me?...” she was blushing. Yet not with her usual-half angry blush of embarrassment. She looked more like a teenage girl that for the first time admitted she was in love

-          “… you would say that one day a prince charming would come to declare his love to me… Well, he is not quite a prince charming… he didn’t come on a fiery steed… not to mention that he is terrible at top-horse riding….”

Yeah. Guilty of accused crimes.  I am terrible at riding anything but Kaito. Well, I am terrible at riding Kaito too, but thanks to our bond we can compensate my lack of skill.

-          “…But. He is much more than I could ever have asked for…”

Wait. Am I hearing things? Is Giselle actually praising me? Oh, I will never let her forget about that.

-          “Mama… I… I think I can say that… but despite all that happened… despite all those terrible things, despite that I am still sad you are not here… I-I think I can say… that I… perhaps… maybe just a little, in some certain aspects, might have found… a place I belong. By his side, mom. I think that I am happy… No, I am happy, mom. I really am. And even though I will never forget about you… I… I think… that for the first time in my life, I am sure of what to do… I just wish you were here to celebrate this moment with me.” she ended, and her words were filled with such sorrow that i felt as if tinny needle poked my heart.

If two-three days ago someone would tell me that Giselle would speak so highly about me, I would show him the way to the closest medic.

Bah, I could have check on his condition myself, as I would think that the person uttering those words was raving in agony.

Yet, here we were. Standing atop of the hill, holding our hands with sun shining high.

And even though I promised myself that I would be the one which would take care of her and bring her comfort….

… It was her words which caused my chest to become a little bit warmer.

Ok. Warmer.

Much warmer that is.

I pulled her bit closer to myself, looked her deep in the eyes and said with tone filled with love and affection.

-          “You are aware that you will regret speaking those words next to me in… no more than thirty minutes?”

She smiled back at me.

-          “I already regret them, love.”




            

    
        Chapter 322

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: Flubbykin


Giselle kept talking while smiling gently at the grave. A single tear appeared in her eyes, yet refused to fall down. All this time her lower lip was trembling, yet her voice remained cheerful, as if she was commenting her recent adventurers to the closest friend on a picnic party. She was trying so desperately to appear even happier that she actually was in front of her mother.

Only now I realized how burdened she actually was. To live and take care of pretty much disabled person, being her sunshine in times of need. Seeing her struggling actually caused a suffocating pain in my chest. I wanted to embrace her and hold her in my arms till the last sorrow would leave her body.

But, I couldn’t. It was her time. I wanted her to come here so she could deal with her past, but not so she could forgive the villagers. I wanted her to forgive herself.

Eventually she stopped. Only then those single tears rolled their way down her cheeks creating glistering paths which sparkled with light of the sunset. She became quiet, and continued to just stand there, staring at the beautiful stone monument.

An hour passed. For a moment there I actually started wondering if she forgot about me in her melancholy. It didn’t really matter nor bothered me. I kept standing behind her, waiting for the time she would be able to move on.

The cold breeze – the herald of approaching dusk – gently brushed our bodies causing a minor temperature shock. Because of that, Giselle snapped out from her mind-numbing state.

- “You know what…” she eventually asked “… I am furious. At everything. At them. At the divines. I am furious that… nobody seem to care. Nobody seem to notice. Nobody… paid the price…”

I moved closer and sat by her side. I opened the buttons of my traveling coat and threw its edge on her arm, right now, the two of us were sharing that single piece of cloth seeking our warmth – the protection from the coldness.

The usually proud dragoness, which would normally punch me in the guts for such act of protectiveness toward her (because, you know, we were out in the open field, on the plain sight where people could see us and she posed to be an independent, brute hero) actually titled her head to the side resting it on my shoulder.

- “I… Have lost everything. I was just a child… all I wanted was to live a happy life with my mother… They killed her… I killed her… don’t you dare saying otherwise! I wasn’t strong enough to protect her… Yet look at them now. Deep in my heart I wanted them to suffer. I wanted monsters to tear it to the pieces, I wanted a plague to decimate them, I wanted misery and famine to… Yet nothing happened. No goddess punished them for their cruelty. No king nor lord threw them in jail. No other villages decided to shatter bonds with them. Noone gossiped about it in taverns… As if nothing happened. As if they didn’t do anything wrong.”

We were holding our hands, her grip suddenly became much, much stronger.

- “Even more, they look richer than before, since Jericho killed my father… let’s just say the farmland grow twice as big far and wide. And… after what they did… they are… <sorry>? They are fucking sorry?! How… how do they even dare to dare to say it in my face? If… if you and Lana weren’t with me I would actually wipe them all out. I hate them THIS much… This much… this…”

I wanted to hug her back ten times stronger, I wanted to tell her sweetest words or even offer my own help in bringing justice upon the guilty. Yet I said nothing. My throat was burning with need of speaking, my lips were trembling in anticipation. Yet I remained silent.

- “What… what do I do, Zari?” she looked at me with Glistening eyes.

Only a sad smile bloomed on my lips in answer. I patted her head.

- “Giselle, I cannot tell you what to do. I can’t tell you to forgive them and move on, and I can’t tell you kill them all. For no matter what I would say, if it would be against your desires, it would be pointless. You are a berserker, Gis. Your emotions are the drivers which make you who you really are. Not everything in this world is black or white as we wish to see it. The world is a cascade of shades of grey which appear more or less dark depending on the perspective… and frankly speaking, I don’t care about these people. Please. Look deep into yourself, try seeing yourself with eyes of another. Try guessing how different people will see you after your action and how you would feel about it. And then, scream. In frustration. In pain. In anger. In wrath and hate. Scream it out, scream so loud that banshees will flee in terror. Only then you would know what to do.”

- “You… are not helping at all!”

A punch out of nowhere caused me to roll on the grass. Giselle was looking at me furiously, then seriously, then confused, till she eventually burst into loud laughter.

- “You bastard! You did that on purpose!” she jumped on her feet and helped me to get up, as she was lifting me by my hand she pulled me into her embrace “…and… that actually did help. A little. Thanks.”

- “Of course it did, helping a damsel in distress is what prince charming does, isn’t it?”

- “You? A prince charming? Standing next to be you are much more fit to be a damsel yourself.”

- “Only because your muscles make you look like a man…”

- “BASTARD!”

- “…or even a bear…”

- “Now you overdid it! Take this! Charge!”

She pushed me away and I stumbled two or three steps back, she pounced at me causing both of us to fall and roll down to the bottom of the hill. Thankfully, there wasn’t many stones. Or at least not too many, which allowed us to get down only tickled by the blades of grass. We ended our journey panting with dragoness sitting atop of me.

- “Now, I have conquered you! Lawfully you belong to me!” she cheered

- “I am pretty much sure it’s called rape and you are going to spend next 5 to 12 years in prison.” I said with all-knowing tone looking her seriously in the eyes.

- “Shh. In the depth of the forest no one will hear you scream.” She chuckled

- “G-Giselle! Did you actually joke about bondage sado-maso sex? I-I have corrupted you! HURRAY!... no, wait, it means I will no longer be able to tease you with that… Oh-naaay…”

- “What an idiot you are.” She lowered resting her head on my chest “… complete and total idiot. A moron, I would say. An imbecile… My imbecile…”

We just lied there - in a bit humid grass.

- “It’s getting dark.” I eventually whispered.

- “I know.” She responded quietly

- “We should be moving and get some rest at the inn. Tomorrow we are moving out.”

- “I understand, I just really don’t wanna…”

- “Come on, or I will carry you in there.”

- “I… actually would love you to try.”

A playful sparkles once again started dancing in her eyes. She thought I was joking. Well, I was not.

Using my inhuman strengths I managed to get up with Gis in my arms. All this time she was chuckling and snorting commenting on “how hard” for me it is to carry “such a frail and light” damsel like herself. Until I started to walk.

- “Wait…” she asked “…what are you doing?”

- “I have literally just told you! I am carrying you to the inn.”

- “Don’t be stupid. We will look hilarious!”

- “Me hear you. Me not care!” I yelled

- “Oi. Put me down.” The last playful grimace disappeared from the corners of her lips

- “Not happening.”

- “I can walk on my own!”

- “Treat it as your punishment!”

- “PUT ME DOWN GOT DAMN IT!”

She started to push and twist her body in every possible direction while waving her arms and legs furiously.

- “God damn it! Stop shaking woman!”

- “PUT! ME! DOWN! MORON!”

- “Resistance is futile!”

She actually hit me with an elbow

- “THIS IS HOW YOU WANNA PLAY!?” I got carried away a little “… NOW, MISS, YOU DID IT!”

We started battling in our arms – she was hitting me with arms and legs, I was grappling her back in position.

- “Just put me down, damn it! I have the advantage! You are doom to fail!” a knee to the side followed her words.

- “I know, you have a high ground, General Kenobi, but the dark side of the force is a pathway to many abilities – some considered to be unnatural!” I yelled back pinching her side.

- “Did I… Did I actually kick you in the head? For the goddesses, you are talking nonsense again!... Where was I… ah, right, PUT ME DOWN DAMN IT! I HAVE ALREADY SUFFERED ENOUGH IN THIS VILLAGE! I WILL STAND NO MORE HUMILIATION!”

In the end , I throw her over my shoulder changing my grip from <princess carrying> to <Oi! Mate! Where can I put this bag of potatoes!?> She didn’t like it and resumed her attacks with doubled ferocity.

- “Just hundred or so steps more. We are almost there sunsh… OUCH! Are you serious!? Biting me?” her head was hanging from the other side so – “… even more, you are biting my butt? Not that I mind but at least wait till we are alone in our room…”

- “IT STOPPED BEING FUNNY!”

- “Not to me. Also, it’s a service.”

- “What service?”

- “A fan service.” I said paying no attention to what I just said

- “What?”

- “I mean, your butt is displayed, you remember you are wearing a combat dress? When I changed my grip bits of your skin could be a little bit revealed on the sunshine. Ah, is that a sun reflection on you left cheek…”

That’s the last thing I said before she decided to hit me in the head with her tail.
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- “What happened to him?” I heard Lana asking.

Apparently I was knocked unconscious for few minutes. Well, Gis’s tail is not thin… She says that she uses it for balance – it helps her keep much more aggressive stances and throw punches, which would make average human stumble from the mere position you put your body into.

But I saw her pushing a wolf away with it. “Pushing”. A bastard landed on the tree and impact of the blow snapped his back like a twig.

- “Dunno. Maybe stumbled.” Gis tried avoiding the subject like a fire.

- “Gisele, you have been with him for this whole time, you should know precisely what happened to him. Plus you have guilt plastered to your face.

- “I am telling you that I don’t know? M’kay?!”

I quickly inspected the situation I was in without opening my eyes. I was laying on the soft bed, most likely is quest section above the inn.

How could I not use situation like this? I moaned loudly twisting my body to the side. I believe I don’t have to add that I made this moan sound as… sensually, as only I could.

- “G-Giselle… Please… don’t stop…” I said breathing heavily.

I simply knew with what kind of gaze priestess inspected my little dragon.

- “Answering the question you didn’t ask – no, it was not what we were doing.” Berserk decided to quickly salvage the situation.

I dug my fingers into bedding.

- “Yesss… tighter… I love when you are rough…”

- “It’s… it’s very hard to believe your version, Gis.”

- “He is just a perverted sick weirdo. Just because he dreams about it doesn’t mean that…”

Another loud moan, I believed that if someone was standing in front of our door, he or she could hear it clearly.

- “Ok, I believe that as soon as he would wake up he would be glad to support my version…”

… my poor, sweet child. Do you really, REALLY believe in what you are saying?

- “Giselle…” Lana said with bit annoyed tone, as if she realized something.

- “Yes?”

- “I owe you apologize.”

- “Why?”

- “You see, I have inspected Zari just now. The brain activity is different depending on many factors – race, lifestyle… and state of consciousness. The gentleman in front of us is awake.”

Busted. Duh. Here my fun goes with a smoke.

But, I decided to play innocent moron.

I yawned loudly, sat up, stretched my arm as a lady from coffee commercial, wiped my eyes using curled fists blinked few times, yawned one more time covering my mouth with palm before looking at my companions.

Innocence painted all over my face. 

- “Greeting my fair ladies! Did you sleep as well as I did?” few more eye blinks.

- “Lanele, hold me, or I will whoop his ass and throw him out through the window.” Guess-who hissed through the clenched teeth.

- “Oh, come on, Gis, you know me. You look cute with death wish in your eyes, this is why I can’t stop myself from teasing you! I wouldn’t do so if I wouldn’t love you!”

- “You know what can you do with your love? Put it right in your ass!”

- “Are you just annoyed at me, or are you actually suggesting that we should take our bed-games on the next level? I am open-minded!”

- “YOU SICK FUCK!”

A wooden cup was thrown at me, I ducked quickly letting it hit the wall behind me

- “A-HA! You misse…” another cup hit me in the face.

- “I have already learned that you duck the first one, then mock me again, this is why I started carrying more!”

- “Wait, you are actually carrying cups to hit me with?”

- “… You will never know!”

She started carrying additional equipment just for my sake, isn’t that sweet of her?

- “A-anyway, it got dark so we should go to sleep. In the end, there is nothing that we want from this village and we should leave it as soon as possible…”Lana tried calming the situation down, and to be honest, I was feeling very grateful for this.

- “Very well…” Gise agreed “… but Zari sleeps on the floor.”

- “Come on! You can’t be serious…” she turned back and faced me. Looking at her expression I guessed she was quite serious “…I will NOT sleep on the floor. I am not a dog.”

- “No. Dogs are wonderful beings that we, as sapient races, do not deserve! They are loving unconditionally, always pay for love with love, and are faithful and… what I am trying to tell, is that in my eyes dogs mean more than you!”

Oh boi. Very serious, that is.

- “One more time, I will not let you in my bed!” Gis growled.

Normally, I would try to joke that Lana’s will had to do, but I didn’t want to risk damaging the window with my body on my way down to the ground outside of the inn. Neither I wanted to drag her into our love-birds-quarrel.

I exhaled air loudly.

- “Very well. I will honor your decision, in this case I guess that I will have to check if this village has hookers, and spend the night with one… or two, who knows.”

Giselle snorted loudly.

- “Good luck. It’s a very small village. They don’t have even priest, but you think they will have a hooker?”

- “Then I will just bewitch some pretty young girl. It won’t be difficult. I am exotic looking, strong, smart, I have seen quite a bit of the world, I will just tell her about few adventurers and I will see those panties dropping in five minutes.”

- “Then go! GO YA LIL BASTARD! I DON’T WANT TO SEE YOU!”

Oh, silly gekko. You have just activated my trap card. I can see the end of this game! In ten minutes from now I will be laying comfortable in OURS bed!

- “If that’s what you want.” I said with sad expression, threw my coat over my shoulders and walked away.

After Zariel left, Giselle was cursing under her nose. She was sitting on the bed, hands crossed on chest, chewing her lower lip. Her right leg was trembling in irritation. Eventually she looked at Lanele.

- “Can you sense his presence?” she asked

- “Y-yes. I started tracking his mana-life signature as soon as he left so…”

- “He is standing right behind the door, right?”

- “N-no, he went right down to the inn. I can tell that… he sat by the table in the corner… and ordered something from waitress…”

- “How can you know that he ordered from woman?”

- “Size of life force, heat signature…”

- “Ok-ok-ok-ok. I get it. So you know it and not mere guessing it, that what I wanted to know.”

Speed with which she started chewing her lip put it at danger of being bitten off.

Dragoness looked at Lanele annoyed.

- “Well? Why aren’t you continuing?!”

- “G-gis. I think that what we do is wrong. I think that you should have more faith in your mate and…”

- “WHAT. IS. GOING. ON. NOW!? REPORT, SOLDIER!” Giselle let out a suffocating aura of domination

- “S-sir, yes, sir!” eyes of elfish beauty became unfocused again “… she is coming back with his order…”

- “What did he order!?”

Now it was priestess time to gaze in annoyed way.

- “You also want to me to tell the three sizes on the waitress and color of her underwear?”

- “Y-you can do that?!” Gis gasped amazed

- “That’s the point. NO! I CAN’T! Your demands are getting ridiculous!”

-  “Whatever. Go on.”

- “She served him and she leaves for another patron…No, wait. She stopped. Turned around… approached Zari again and…”

She stopped talking for good thirty or so seconds.

- “AAAAND!?” Gis hasted her companion.

- “She just stands there… Oh, no she is leaving…” dragoness exhaled loudly “…oh snap.”

- “What now?!”

- “She came back. With friends.”

- “Well, better that with friends than alone…”

- “You don’t get it!”

- “WHAT!?”

- “THEY ARE ALL WOMEN!”

- “I WILL KILL THAT BLOODY BASTARD!”

- “FOR THE MERCY OF THE MOTHER!”

- “WHAT!?”

- “THEY ALL SAT BY HIS TABLE! THEY SURROUNDED HIM LIKE APPRENTICES SURROUND GURO IN THE TEMPLE!”

- “NOW HE DID IT!”

Gis got up (jumped off) the bed with such a force that she knocked a coffee table placed by its side and walked toward the door slamming them open. She quickly get to the stairs and walked down.

She gazed all over the room and quickly located albino man in mage’s robes surrounded by a group of fairly young woman – but, we have to say, it wasn’t a hard task. He was lazily eating a piece of cake and drinking coffee, as if he was bored with his current situation, thought his eyes were sparkling – visibly pleased with attention he received.

Girls were either giggling, or sighing amazed to whatever he was talking about. Dragoness started approaching them. Soon, she was able to hear what they were talking about.

- “You really killed a dragon?”

- “… don’t call those dragons. One was merely a reanimated corpse, he breathed toxic miasma instead of fire, and another one was a terra-stray-dragon, beast was big , even castle-sized, but was dumb and slow, well and in that particular case I wasn’t alone, you see, I have influenced a hive of human-sized carnivore insects to attack it. You could say that I turned two enemies against themselves, then came down to get rid of remaining survivors of the carnage and claim the prize.”

- “Y-you actually eradicated two greats threats at once?! And not even breaking a sweat? A-amazing! P-please, sir! Tell us more! It gets so boring here and…”

- “I don’t know… it’s fairly late and I am quite exhausted… Not to mention that other stories are longer and waaay more bloody. I would rather spare you the details…”

- “Please! We insists!”

- “Sorry, ladies, I still have to look for the place to sleep, for you know, unfortunately I had a little quarrel with my companion, and she said she wish no to see me anytime soon…”

- “I-is she your girlfriend?” waitress asked disappointed.

Now, Zari, better watch what you are going to say – Giselle thought angrily

- “She is something more – she is my dearest companion. We protect each other backs, we share beds in the coldest nights in dungeons, we trust our life into one another hands, and even if sometimes we have more or less serious quarrel, we know that in dangerous situation we can trust each other. I can’t imagine my life without her. I doubt that even lovers are this close.”

- “I-I see!” waitress yelled clearly happy.

THAT SLY SON OF A FOX! HE DIDN’T LIE! HE ACTUALLY TOLD THEM THAT THEY ARE…. UHHH! Son of a …. Nice goddess which almost decided to eradicate her.

- “I-in that case, if you are looking for a place to stay in… then maybe…” the girls quickly exchanged gazed and nodded “… then you can stay at our place!”

- “Yours? You live together?”

- “Well, yes, we are more or less related, Giana is my sister, Susan and Louise are my cousins. Our parents are working at the field and very often are so tired after work, that they are resting at farm owner’s place. They very rarely visit home, actually, we are the one bringing them food.”

- “So, I won’t be a nuisance for anyone?”

- “Absolutely not!”

A-ha, I already see you resting in a room with four girls, bastard! Your fun ends here!!!

Giselle with a quick step approached the table and looked at Zariel with tired expression.

- “How can I help you, Gis?” magician asked politely, rising his brow – as if he was surprised by her presence.

- “It’s about our quarrel. It was silly. Even if you acted like a douchebag. Back you go. We have to rest. World is big, dark and full of horrors. We need to be in best possible condition to fight with it.”

She wanted to yell. She wanted to drag him by the collar back into the room. But she couldn’t. She wanted to be viewed as hero. Even by the people she hated. Or maybe especially by the people she hated – she wanted to show them how much better she is – or always was. That the hardship made her stronger.

Even when she wanted to punch that manipulative idiot right in the face

Albino-freak gazed over ladies and exhaled loudly.

- “Apologies, ladies, looks like the boss has different plans for my night. It was a pleasure to meet you, who knows, maybe on our way back we would stop by. We could continue where we left.”

- “Absolutely!” girls yelled in unison.

Like hell. LIKE HELL! Over her dead body!

In the end, still angry, or maybe even furious Giselle, throw her mate on the bed and snuggled him in almost brutal hug, as if she was afraid that overnight he could somehow leave the room to “finish his story” in some distant house full of young and trusting females.

The only thing she didn’t know was that Zariel predicted everything – that Lanele would spy on his presence magically and report everything back to Gisele. He knew that she can’t “hear him” so he offered a waitress a way to earn an easy coin.

He carefully described to her what was going on between him and his companion and predicted what would happen. They were only supposed to look at him with admiration as on ancient Gilgamesh and listen to what he says with awe. And when the topic of their conversation would change into tales about dragons – they were supposed to offer him a place to stay overnight.

Later, as he was following Giselle back to their room, he left a small bag filled with coins on the bar counter. Inside there were 10 copper coins for each girl – enough for them to eat few pleasants meals or get something nice. 5 minutes of work – daily salary. In exchange, Zari got himself a night in arms of his lover.

Good deal. For both parties.

The whole situation lasted for 9 minutes and 10 seconds, when Zari lied his hand on the pillow it was exactly 10th minutes since he left the room.
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We got up around hour before morning – the darkest hour, they call it. We gathered our equipment, double checked if we didn’t leave anything behind, loaded our new supplies on the cart and readied ourselves for departure. The sun was just rising when we were finishing our breakfasts.

There was one last place that Giselle wanted to check before leaving – major’s house. Village elder was around 50 years old. He wasn’t actually the oldest person in the village, but as the son of the previous elder, he was prepared to serve this particular role for the community. And as I heard, he was doing it at least properly, for rest of villagers respected him dearly.

Giselle knocked the doors twice and then kicked them open. “I’m both respecting your privacy by knocking, but asserting my authority by entering anyway” – her action said.

Elder, his wife and (very young) daughter (for she was merely few years old) were already awake and our sudden intrusion did frighten them quite a lot.

-          “Greeting, elder Thomas. Do you remember me?” again, together with Lanele we waited by the entrance and watched dragoness sitting uninvited by the table where the family was eating breakfast.

-          “I… Of course I do, Gisele.” He didn’t beg. He didn’t cry for help. He looked…. Tired.

-          “I am not very convinced. You look quite plump. Well rested. Happy even. I wonder how person which did such things could sleep well at nights, eat plenty of food and actually managed to look for happiness. When I was a kid you were still unmarried.”

-          “That’s… indeed what happened.”

-          “And you still can look into a mirror without a disgust?” she asked raising her brow truly surprised.

An older man forced his gaze on bits of dust in the corner of the hut.

-          “LOOK AT ME!” she yelled and hit the table with her fist. The table broke into two pieces. All the food and cups fell on ground spilling it content.

The man was trembling, woman became pale, child started sobbing.

-          “What do you see, Thomas? What do you see when you look at me!?”

-          “I see… I see a warrioress. A strong person. Someone who didn’t let her past to…”

-          “You have no idea what my past did with me, old man. Because, you see, when I look into mirror I still see little, weak, bruised girl. Every few nights I have nightmares about this place. Every few nights I see you and rest of the village tormenting me. Every few nights  I see you letting my mother die. And I was dreaming about the day I would face you – the person responsible for this village well-being. The person which could with a single word stop my agony. A person who could with a single gesture let me and my mom live, not comfortably, not sumptuously, but just live. Happily. Together. I remember the evenings when I was waiting in front of your door waiting for you to come back from meetings. I remember begging you for help, to tell rest of the village to live me alone and help my mother. Just a little… Do you remember what you answered each and every time?”

Elder was staying quiet.

-          “DO YOU?!” Giselle got up, picked a chair and smashed it on another furniture making them both shatter into wood dust. Child started sobbing loudly, yet covered her

-          “I told… I told that I would talk with them.” Man said

-          “And did you?”

Silence again.

-          “DID YOU!?” Once again she picked a piece of elder’s equipment with desire of destroying it.

-          “I didn’t! I didn’t!... I… I wanted to… But I was afraid… I was weak and foolish. Back then I had just started being a major… and I didn’t have the position I have now… I… Even if I knew that what was happening to you was terrible… I just… I just gained more by not confronting myself against rest of the village. I just… used you to… strengthen my position.” Man finished quietly.

She picked him by his hair and lifted up till his eyes were located exactly on the same level as hers. And because she was quite taller, the man was actually hovering with his feet few centimeters above the floor. Lanele hit me slightly with an elbow, asking if we should stop, I have just shake my head to the sides.

Still weeping girl jumped from behind her mother and started hitting Giselle’s thigh with her bare fists. Like a mosquito biting dragon.

-          “LEAVE PAPA ALONE!” little girl yelled “Leave him! You evil lady!”

Just as the little girls asked, Giselle release her grip letting man fall of the ground. Then, she kneeled in front of the girl.

Little child was trembling and pale, but in her eyes there was a determination only child could have.

-          “You are calling me evil, little one?”

-          “Yes! Because you are mean to papa! And he is good!”

-          “Good, you say? Tell me, do you love your mother?”  girl nodded few times “… I loved my mother too, and I also used to be a little girl. Just like yourself. Your father, is a real scum and villain. He turned my life into nightmare, and because of him my mother, which I loved just as you love yours, died. He deprived me of everything.”

-          “Not true! Papa is good! And caring! And shares his apple pie with me!”

-          “He shared nothing with me. Me and my mother were starving and the village was celebrating the harvest festival. I still remember it. Villagers killed five fat pigs. Made a goulash, roasted tenderloins, baked lots of pies. And cheered and danced and sang. Neither me nor my mother was given even a single bite. I tired stealing a little, so my sick mother could at least try it. Your father was the one that spotted me and told rest of the village. They hit me with metal pipes and took almost everything I stole away. I only managed to hide a single pie. But, as I was being kicked lying in the mud, it got all crumbled. I managed to save a single piece. Not more than a one bite. My mother still believed that villagers cared about us, so as I was giving it to her I had to lie that I ate rest of it on my way back!... Since that time I am getting nausea when I am eating sweets!”

Giselle started crying. She was literally letting huge drops run down her cheeks.

-          “And you dare to call this… this… monster! This beast! A good man in front of me!?”

-          “L-lies! You are lying!”

Giselle, crying with her beautiful emerald eyes, faced elder.

-          “Tell her. Am I lying? I was so very young! Maybe I forgot something? Maybe I made something up, just like children do?” she started taking her top off revealing her upper body covered in scars. Quite few of those … impurities… were made my claws and fangs of beasts. Few weren’t.

-          “Tell me, am I the only one seeing those scars?!” she pointed at a darkened skin on her rib cage “… Tell me, did merchant Peter did this to me, or did I merely stumble?...” she pointed at another one “… I was working at inn as I was… how much? Four years old? For spilling a single mug of ale I was hanged under the ceiling and punched in stomach. I WAS FOUR YEARS OLD!”

This time, she didn’t manage to hold her anger and she punched man in the guts. His eyes almost popped out as he felt on his knees fighting for air. Yet, for the first time, little girl didn’t react. She looked at her father with shock.

-          “I was… dreaming about this day. I was wondering what I would do to all of you. To you in particular. I was imagining breaking your bones, one by one, I was thinking about cutting off your ears and tongue and gouging out your eyes before taking you into the wild and dropping in the deep dark forest among predators deaf, blind and mute! I wanted you to suffer just as we suffered. I wanted you to feel same fear I felt!... But now…”

She dropped on her knees, as if she was a puppet and someone cut off the strings

-          “Now… even though I want to… I can’t. I just can’t. It’s like… in the moment I would harm you, it would justify all your previous action. It would be as if I deserved those things. I would become something what my father was… or even worse – I would become something that YOU are. You… you think your sins got washed away? That, just by doing few good things your past is no longer valid? You… you have robbed me off my childhood. Of my love. Of my innocence. You forced me to live a dangerous life… And all… I really wanted… was to bake an apple cake with my mother on harvest festival.”

The last sentence she barely whispered.

-          “I hate you…” she kept whispering, with a trembling voice “… I hate you so, sooo much. There was a time when I was praying to Heira begging her to send me her devils for vengeance. I have even partook in blood rituals few times, but… apparently, my hate was not enough to form a pact… I… With my whole heart, I hope, and I wish you, that you would pay for your crimes. That you would rot and decay. May you be cursed! May the plague consume all who partook in that… that… disgusting act of hate. You are beyond salvation. You are beyond redemption and forgiveness. That’s what I wanted to say…”

She finished still trembling, her eyes were bloodshot, every muscle on her body was tensed, ready to deliver a devastating strike every second. But she didn’t hit him nor destroy anything else again.

She got up and started walking toward us, but for the last time turned around at desolated room and hissed”

-          “The evil triumphs when people refuse to do what is right. You have created a monster, Thomas. I could be a cheerful village girl. Instead… I can’t control my most brutal urges and instincts. I keep hurting those I love and care about. Because of my violent nature I was banished from quite few cities and villages. All because of you. Hope you will never sleep well again!”

She left. For a split of second I thought I felt some magical anomaly. Yet, it vanished as soon as it appeared. I wasn’t even sure if I even felt it, and not my instincts merely reacted to the adrenaline jump in Giselle’s body.

Giselle moved past us and headed toward the cart. Without saying a word, we have followed her.

We got onto the cart and Lanele headed toward the cart’s man spot. Yet, she hesitated.

-          “Giselle, do you want to drive?” it was more than obvious for everyone that priestess wanted to cherish her companion just a little, even if she did that extremely clumsily.

-          “No, not this time. Could you drive this time Lana? I…”

-          “No problem.” Elfish beauty quickly slapped horses with reins.

Giselle, which usually sat in front of me during ride, lied her head on my shoulder while looking for comfort. I embraced her gently and kissed the top of her head.

-          “That was quite wonderful of you, Gis.” I said.

-          “I am still so, so angry.” She whined.

-          “Yet for the first time you were stronger than the berserker inside of you. I am proud of you babe.” She just hugged me tighter “… Giselle?” I asked with a soft tone

-          “Yes?”

-          “I… I am not sure if this is a good idea… But, would you like to bake an apple pie with me in the next city we would stop by? I think they will let me occupy their kitchen for few hours.”

She tensed for a moment, yet suddenly relaxed, as if melting under my hand.

-          “That would be great… I am rather bad at cooking, can merely prepare some edible meals… And I just hate cakes… But… I will do my best.”

Atta girl. Brave little girl. You did great, much better than I expected. My little brave girl.

I lied my head on hers offering as much of comfort as only I could. This silly gekko needed it now. Well, even if she didn’t need it, I would still do this for her.

There were around two more days of travels till next city. I just rested my back against the bench of the cart and closed my eyes.






Magic. Has many forms. It feasts on many fuels. Mana, blood… Emotions. How many times you heard from your mother to watch your tongue, because words had power – especially those said in hate. How many times non-magicians caused a bad things to happen for he wished that the other one the worst possible fate.

The world is filled with spirits, devils and evil creatures. Hiding. Listening. Waiting for a command. For invitation. Which would allow them to slip through the crack of worlds.

The night surrendered the village, every farmer started preparing to go to bed in order to spend another productive day on the field.

But, in the darkness, something was born. Something blacker than night. Something as evil as devil. And so very thirsty. It was summoned by hate and lured by suffering. The magical words that  Giselle whispered were its reason of existence.

She said: “Hope you will never sleep well again”.

And thus, one of the most deadly and nasty spirit-class of an undead came to haunt the village and everyone who caused dragoness harm.

Even though it was a spirit, it took a material form made of smoke. It looked like a sick, twisted hybrid. Like a horse and rider merged together, both horse and rider head faces of their own, with pieces of skin falling off, with unnatural wide mouth and razor long and sharp teeth. The rider was holding a harvesting sickle in each hand. And it was ready to harvest – the agony of the one he judged guilty.

That night, a Nightmare was born.
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Two travelers were walking east, toward one of many backwoods locate within the Kingdom of Neira. This particular one was quite special. Inside of it a lone, forgotten shrine was raised ages ago. It was beaming with pulses of sleeping powers, beaconing those who could sense the fragile, sophisticated waves of magic …

… and those who were gifted with a certain trait.

-          “How long till full moon?” Johan asked his girlfriend again.

-          “Johan, sweetie, my answer from 3 hours ago remains unchanged. Three days. We have more than enough time to get in there and find some dark, humid, cozy cave to chain you in.” Marie smiled, thought her smile was exhausted.

Since hunter was  “gifted” with a mark of a wolf, he became stronger. Faster. Filled with much more stamina. He could force a tempo of a march which would make even trained soldier faint. And occasionally he forgot that Marie isn’t as strong as him, and thus their journey burdens her much more than she wanted to admit.

And Marie never complained. She wanted to support her fiancé as much as possible. She already caused this whole mess, now, she wanted to pay back as only she could. Without shortcuts with magic. As a gifted child there were too many times she was wondering what she can do, without wondering if she SHOULD do it.

She learned her lesson. In a hard way.

-          “I… I am sorry.” Huge man said after a moment “… it’s not that I don’t believe you… I just feel this… crawling under my skin. Like itchiness that I can’t scratch, as if my skin could grow fur anytime soon… I felt this way during changing…”

-          “It’s the altar doing. It’s magic waves are resonating with your… other nature.”

-          “It can change me without full moon?” hunter panicked.

-          “I… don’t know. Altars are unique, even if you would raise exactly same structures, depending on the mana veins in the ground, density and variety of life forces, frequently of prayers and rituals, and many more factors, the magic bound to the altar will… grow different.”

-          “You want to say, that this… mana, the power you use for spells, is a living being?”

-          “NO!... and yes!... No, it doesn’t have consciousness or anything like that… it’s like… no, sorry, there isn’t anything I could compare it too. Oh! I know! DO you remember – when we were kids, the merchant stopped by our village and showed us a kaleidoscope.”

Man laughed loudly.

-          “The only thing about that which I remember, is that you were so fascinated by it that you were looking into it for hours, not letting anybody else to take a look!”

-          “You are exaggerating! Every kid looked inside!” Witch puffed her cheeks.

-          “Marie. 5 seconds peek compared to your hours and hours can be hardly called…”

-          “OK! FINE! But you do remember how it looked?”

-          “Mostly.”

-          “Depending on the angle, the light had different colors. It’s same with mana, water mage will be stronger next to the sea than in the middle of the desert. Even if she would carry her own tank with water, the manipulation would be bit… duller. Slower. Less effective, requiring more focus. It’s because of mana in the air. But, it’s not that simple. There are three main domains of magic, chaos, order and nature, and fourth which is called a true neutral. Each domain has school, each school has branches. And even then branches has houses and houses has their variant. If you would think about magic as about threads, there are so many of them, and the combinations are simply… You can’t count it. That many.”

-          “Millions?”

-          “Millions of millions of millions of… this leads us nowhere. What I want to say, is that it’s impossible to copy exactly same magical print. And it’s impossible to exactly predict all effects of newly discovered magical knot… and yes, altars are such knots. Or pegs – needles that keep certain type of mana in place. I am sensing merely few of countless factors which are creating that altar.”

-          “And these factors are?”

-          “Wolf. Night. Moon. Balance.”

-          “I like it. Balance. It has nice ring to it.” Man actually cheered, yet his mood was quickly corrected by witch.

-          “You shouldn’t. People view balance as a good thing. It’s not. For example, Johann, you are 28 years old. You have been a wolf for few nights. If balance would touch this certain aspect, it would force you into wearing a wolf skin for next 2-3 decades. However, if it refrains your sanity…”

-          “I will be able to control myself during nights?”

-          “You will have an impact on actions of wolf during the night….”

Marie stopped the sentence in the middle.

-          “Buuuut…?” Johann sensed her hesitation.

-          “It may also means that wolf could affect your actions during the day. It is impossible to tell. Not from here.”

They resumed their journey, though it was obvious what was happening inside of Johan’s head.

-          “Why are… why are we even going through this pilgrimage? We could just stay in the village. Every full moon you would just chain me in the basement. Full moon is like, once every 10 days? We could live with that and… And…” a doubt hit colossal man like a thunder, numbing his body. He didn’t want to move from his spot.

-          “Johan…” Marie turned to him with a brightest and most supportive smile that only lovers could show to one another “… I don’t care what you will decide. I will be with you no matter what! You want to go, then I will go with you, if you would decide that you want to turn back, I am willing to do so too.”

She hugged him. Or, because of their size difference, only part of his side.

Johann was fighting with his thoughts for few moments more, then he shook his head to the sides getting rid of unpleasant thoughts and said:

-          “No. I can’t risk that. I can’t risk you. The beast under my skin is strong. It’s hungry and it's getting stronger. I am afraid, that one day I may break the shackles. Or turn into beast in a wrong night. I… I couldn’t stand idea that one day I could harm you….”

-          “Whatever would happen… you won’t. You would never hurt me, right? I believe in that.”

Witch picked hunters huge palm and rested it on her cheek.

But, the truth was, that he totally would harm her. He has flashbacks from his changing. Like watching somebody else through their eyes,  seeing what he see feeling what he see, but without possibility to interact. And he remembered the hunger. He remembered when he saw her.

Her skin so soft like silk. Her body so petite like doll… her vein pulsating so temptingly. Her flesh so delicate, her smell sooo… tasty.

Each time he reminded himself about those urges, Johann would shiver. He can’t risk it, for he knew that if he would lose control, Marie would suffer the most.

That beast was twisting his feelings, replacing them with something… unholy. Corrupted. Disgusting.

When he was a wolf, he thought that there was not a greater show of love than eating the loved one and becoming one with her…

… he needs to get rid of the beast. He has to if he want to sleep by Marie sides peacefully again.

-          “So… I guess we are here.” Marie’s voice snapped him out of his thoughts. Indeed. They were walking for quite some time through the forest, and finally they have reached its edge. From here, the trees became darker and denser. Way less sunlight was falling through the thick branches. The smell of wet moss and caves was almost intoxicating. And so little of sound resonated from that part of forest. As if every bird, rabbit and owl decided to honor the holiness of this place.

Somehow, Johann felt extremely comfortable here. The altar was calling, beaconing. Offering a safe house. The road into center of the dark forest was wide and welcoming, and he knew that the deeper he would walk, the better he would feel, for his vision was not disturbed by the lack of sunlight, even more, he was seeing better and better, and idea that other creatures were almost blind here was giving him such a weird, yet fulfilling, feeling of confidence and control, that…

-          “Now, how will we get further in?” Marie asked “… there is no way I will squeeze through this thicket of bushes.”

-          “You… are joking, right?”

-          “No. why?”

-          “The road is huge. Colossal. Wide and tall, and right in front of your nose!”

-          “N-no? There is nothing but… I see.

Witch started singing something under her nose while dancing some exotic shapes with her palms. Her fingers moved as if she was browsing through the dozens of threads only she could see, and eventually, with gestures of fingertips she cut few of them.”

Something shook. Something broke.

The suffocating pressure somehow lost its intensity, snapping hunter from intoxicated day-dreaming.

-          “Clever little trick. Multileveled barrier. If you didn’t know it was here and you weren’t the one called by the altar, you would see this place like nothing but yet another dead end. Well, that means we are on the right path. On we go!”

Witch cheerfully resumed walking onward, Johann followed.

They walked on for half an hour in complete silence, not even insects buzzed…

Until hunter started hearing something, like on the very edge of hearing. Whispers. He couldn’t tell apart one word from another. One sentence from another one. Then, he started hearing rustles. Of a single dead leaf being stepped and crumbled. Of a single branch of bush forcefully returning on its position as something walk past it. Everything was happening in this unwelcoming darkness.

-          “Marie, come to me…”

-          “Aww, you want to cuddle right now? It’s sweet but.”

-          “MARIE!” hunter let out almost an alarming growl thought his clenched teeth.

Eyes of witch widened in shock before she obediently push her backs against her fiancé’s.

And then, shadows became material and started dancing, running against them in circle. They were laughing like hyenas.  Snarling like wild dogs, roaring like annoyed lions.

One, two, three, four… seven. Seven creatures moving at extremely high speed.

Yet. Eyes of hunter slowly started to adapt to the blurring movements. Humanoids in cloaks  with heads hidden under thick hoods. But something in their posture was inhuman. Humans can’t bend their spines like this…

One of the shadows jumped at him from the side.

Even though hunter much more taller and muscular, the strength of the blow kicked him off balance.

The shadow also looked confused, apparently he didn’t consider that a mere human could keep up with their speed, not to mention being able to react to the attack… and not ending his prey with a single blow.

But, as he got kicked aside, he opened access to witch’s backs, till now, Marie was dual casting a complex spell – the first part raised a wall of flames which protected her from attacks, the other was fueling it into explosion which could not only reveal attackers, but also blind them and seriously damage.

But shadows didn’t let her finish. Two creatures quickly jumped on her backs pinning her to the ground, and then carrying her far away – into deeper side of the forest, away from Johann. A basic hunting strategy of pack monsters – to seclude preys from one another. To kill them one by one.

Johann saw how clawed hands are digging into the flesh of his love as creatures were carrying her away, even though no serious damage was done yet, he could smell it –the stench which made his blood boil and instincts go wild while heart start screaming in panic.

He smelled the blood of Marie. His Marie. His little girl being in danger.

And then her heard voice he heard only before he would get to sleep, voice, which previously was nothing than incomprehensive snarling. Now, it was clear and strong.

~  What are you doing!? They are talking her away from us!

W-what are you… who? – the Johann screamed in his mind.

~ Finally able to hear me!? Good. No time to talk. Look into yourself! Look into me! We have to save her! Rip them from their claws!

The voice sounded like a cracking doors, like a howl of the wind through the open window. Like something  that should never be able to talk.

-          “I-I don’t know if I can trust you..” Johann actually said aloud confusing other shadows which were just surrounding him.

~ IT’S NOT ABOUT TRUST! THEY WILL KILL HER! SHE IS OURS! SHE IS MINE! PROTECT HER!

-          “BUT HOW?!”

~LET IT GO! LET EVERYTHING GO! FOCUS ON ONE!

-          “On what!?!”

ON HUNT!

And the world, for a split of second turned all grey and white. He saw everything. The wolfish faces of shadows, he count see them better than in the day! Their huge teeth, wide eyes, now filled with confusion.

And then, his perfectly monotonous white and grey vision was stained. With red.

He saw blood. He saw veins and arteries under their skin, he saw their hearts beating so lusciously in their chests. Demanding to be free of their bony-prison.

This white and grey world was dull, sad. It needed to be painted.

What’s a better color than red?!
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Daydreaming again? Johann smiled to himself feeling intoxicated by some weird, awkward, strange, alien-like feeling. His head was light yet his body was heavy. Everything was so simple. The usual feeling of someone that drunk a little bit too much, yet still have some strength and will to continue partying.

Something, somewhere, was slowly, gently – as if afraid of scaring him off – pushing him deeper into his sub-consciousness. He was floating lazily into the deepest part of his existence, letting somebody else take the steering wheel of his body, letting him enjoy the view from the backseat.

He watched his body change, he witnessed as his nails widened and curved into vicious claws, as his whole forearm got so much longer and covered into muscles so dense and heavy, that he had to support his whole body on his frontal limbs.

Something started bothering him in his field of view, something that grew exactly in the middle, yet within seconds his mind learned to ignore it. Barely awake Johann didn’t realize that it was his skull changing its shape, and that annoying object was his snout.

The shadows froze in place for a second or two seeing his change. That second or two were quickly used by Marie, which bite the hand of the creature which was currently pinning her to the ground. Monster hissed more annoyed than hurt, but the sudden shock of new sensation made him loosen his grip. Witch kicked the attackers and rolled into thickset - trying to flee from the field of view of both residents of the forest, and her loved one.

Wolf took over hunter’s body within dozen or so seconds, the process which would usually last at least few minutes causing him a terrible agony this time happened almost in an instant with no harm to Johan’s mental condition. And for the first time, Johann saw everything that was happening to him. It wasn’t merely flashbacks, pieces of memories, tastes and sounds out of place and order. Even though he couldn’t really react nor cause his body to move, he was aware of what was happening… Or at least to some certain point, because the blissful state that over flood his soul caused him to stop questioning actions of a creature in charge.

So – we are preparing for combat? Cool. Trying to snap enemy’s head off? Well, if it has to be done… Wishing to cut his chest open and devour his heart? I am quite hungry, so let’s go for it.

~ See? This is a freedom of hunt. Those are sensations of predators. Get drunk upon their fear. Get high upon their screams. These lesser creatures were born with only one purpose – to serve as our food and plaything.

It doesn’t really sound right… - Johann disagreed, though his tone betrayed his hesitation.

It was just like a creature said. He felt good. It was so natural to do all these things, that such silly things like what is acceptable by the society looked almost funny and inappropriate.

~ Society!? Tis’ but a creation of weak, miserable beings. Pathetic creatures which are lacking strength and motivation to find that strengths. Who needs the approval of those, who are weaker than yourself? Slower than yourself? Dumber than yourself? The only social construct that may be approved is pack – the group of equal predators led by supreme one… and even then you should keep looking for perfection to one day replace his position.

To prove yourself better?

~ No. A pack is gathering of individuals. The stronger are individuals, the stronger is pack, the stronger is pack, the stronger are individuals. Proving your worth is worthless, for you know you're worth every single day when you kill a thing.

Makes sense.

This whole inner conversation took place in heat of combat. Wolf had no problems having a peaceful conversation with hunter and fighting off seven attackers, which after Marie gone missing, completely focus on taking werewolf down.

Or, actually, Werewolf was no longer fighting off attackers, instead, he was charging furiously sweeping his clawed arms in deadly attacks which could easily cut hooded creatures in two. Werewolves were naturally strong, the curse overwrites the body structure with new, enchanted tissue of muscles, but not many know, that it’s just a multiplication of host strength.  Johann was quite strong on his own, his naturally colossal body was the best vessel possible for his new wolf-side.

Now, it was time.

The hunters greatest tool is his patience, and even though were-Johann was fighting with a ferocity of a crazy beast, he actually was carefully observing, thinking and planning.

He was looking for weak points, for the chain is only as strong as its weakest link. Once he would locate the fragile spot, he would attack shattering the formation of his foes – no matter what it would be –the command giving leader, the tempo-making fastest attacker or the weakest one – the one that was serving only as a support.

One of the creatures jumped from the side and landed on his shoulder, piercing through the thick fur and reaching muscles underneath it. With his other hand werewolf quickly grabbed the monster sitting on his side and threw it across the clearing, and with a great dose of skill, and even greater dose of luck, the throw made two creatures collapse.

Beasts were running around him, occasionally attacking from the blind spots, now, the two bodies lying on the ground and clumsily trying to get up cause the whole formation to shatter. Now was the time.

He located him earlier – a single shadow that never attacked. He just kept running at the fastest pace very often overlapping his companions. Was he a leader whispering others? Was he the weakest link which was supposed to drag his attention away and force him into thinking that they have an advantage of number?

That’s something that beast in Johann’s body didn’t know. Normally, it would prefer to observe and learn for a moment or two longer, but, the opportunities are bound to be used. He started charging at the individual that desperately try keeping a distance away from thrice time bigger werewolf. Seeing that Johann focused different target, the rest of the group tried stopping him, yet he kicked the ground and pounced in the air.

Naturally muscled legs of Johann now covered in enchanted tissue of werewolf cause that single jump to look almost like a flight. Four meters tall in the air, 18 meters long. In the mid-air he stretched his arms and opened his mouth trying to “cover” as much of landing space as possible, so in case his target would try running away, he would still pin him to the ground.

Imagine this – a beast around three meters tall being clawed, toothed, furred nightmare fuel able to shorten the distance of rugby field with five jumps – in 5 or 6 seconds trying to pounce on you. No matter what you are, even a young dragon would shiver seeing this passion in eyes of attacker. Yet, the “weird” shadow was completely calm.

18 meters turned to 8, 8 turned into 4 and 4 into 2. And just when werewolf could almost taste the blood in his mouth. The enemy disappeared. No, not just vanished, but turned into blur so fast, that if not for his enchanted sense of sight Johann could never keep track of it.

He saw his enemy moving to his right. So he twisted his body and kicked with his left rear limb onward. That allowed him to stop briefly on the tree which was just behind his target’s previous spot and redirect the momentum. He swept his arm aiming at enemy’s head, yet a mere step back completely nullified the attack. This time Johann attacked from the other side, yet the shadow once again saved himself by taking another step back, giving field back to the werewolf.

Rest of the shadows stopped attacking. They just froze, standing and observing the fights of two apex predators.

The creature was much faster than werewolf, he had to admit it, but, in those splits of seconds when he had to reconsider where to run in order to avoid attacks most effectively – he became predictable. Werewolf smiled to himself at the back of his mind.

Another swept from right – steps back by his enemy – swept from left – same, swept from both sides at once while making two additional steps onward. At this point his enemy had three options – Johann completely gave up his defense – so he could just jump onward and go for blow exchange, yet because of difference in size and strength, that wasn’t very likely to happen. The other two options were either jumping up and catching branches of the trees or ducking and trying to roll between werewolf’s legs – the ones that right now were spread wide in order to help hunter keep the balance of his colossal body.

Were-Johann hoped that his enemy would pick the last option, and indeed, that happened. When he only saw that hooded creature started falling on his knee, he quickly withdrew his arms, corrected his footing and raised a knee. The momentum of both creatures would cause that the knee of Johan – which now was as big (if not bigger) than regular’s man skull, would hit hooded beast right between the eyes. The impact would cause the skull of much more petite creature (though it was as big as a regular man) to shatter into dust and turn the brain into soup.

Yet, the hooded creature did something that Johann did not expect – it managed to attack from this position. With its elbow, it aimed the knee from the side changing its trajectory drastically and completely shattered the balance of werewolf. Bah, Johann felt his joint being painfully dislocated as the momentum throw his body on the ground and force it into rolling for few more meters before he hit the tree.

He jumped up, grabbed his leg and with a forceful push he forced dislocated joint back on its place, something that would cause most men to either scream in agony or even faint from pain, for him it was like an annoying scratching after a mosquito bite.

He should be dead. At the moment he landed with his face in the mud, his opponent should jump on his back and snap his spine. That wouldn’t be enough to kill him, no, but would paralyze him for few good hours before he would heal up, and that would give his enemy plenty of time to cut his head off. And that’s something that not even werewolf could regenerate.

There was no point in thinking about this now. For now, all that mattered was a hunt. A battle. An adrenaline in his veins.

He charged again at his enemy, this time he saved himself by jumping on the tree into which Johann rammed with his whole body mass. Colossal oak actually tilted greatly in the opposite direction resting on the other trees.

Wasting no time, Johann started climbing up chasing after the hooded creature. Swept, swing, punch, kick – all his attacks were masterfully evaded by his opponent that kept using huge branches either as cover, or as a leverage to jump right and left, up and down.

Werewolf kept running after swift creature to the peak of the tree, from which he jumped back on the clearing. Johann, without thinking twice, followed right after it.

He was in the middle of his flight down when he realized how terrible idea it was. Creature landed in the middle of the clearing – but also in the middle of the formation of remaining six shadows. Into the middle of a trap.

He tried saving himself – trying to grab a branch, kick away, change trajectory in any way possible, all to no avail. Was he outsmarted? Allowed to believe that he had a situation under control while the strongest enemy drag him away from his team members not only reducing possible casualties but also letting them prepare an ambush?!

What a god-like hunter…

Hooded creature landed and rolled right away in order to avoid being trampled by a colossal creature that was about to land on his head. Seconds later were-Johann also tried to roll away into safety, but as soon as his feet hit the ground, one of a shadows threw at his a rope with a hook, which painfully dug into his flesh. From the other side another was throw, and third and fourth.

From every possible directions, his body got leashed and pulled, completely immobilizing him. If there was one, maybe two such hooks, he could still break free with almost no effort, three greatly reduced these chances, but the fourth was like a nail to his coffin. Strip completely off possibilities of fighting back, he kept tarnishing in place for some more time.

He heard as one of the remaining shadows rushed at him from the back, avoiding having his head bitten off, and dug a dagger in his spine. Somewhere between the third and forth cervical vertebra. He felt his muscles tensing and clenching, not allowing him for a single move.

Then, another attack made him lost consciousness. Somehow he still managed hearing:

-          “A touched-one? You know what to do with him.”

It was his nemesis speaking.

~ At least the doe is safe

Marie.. – Johann would whisper from the corner of his own mind.

~ Yes, a doe...





            

    
        Chapter 327

    
    
    
    
                In the deep dark deepwood…

 

…what kind of moron wrote that?! Of course that deepwood is dark and deep! That’s what its name stands for! The deep-fucking-wood! The wood which is deep, and because it is deep it is also dark! Either someone is getting lazy at writing, or some kid got a homework to do – and he or she is desperate to meet the word-quota. Fucking bullshit.

 

Where was I? Ah, right.

 

In that very specified deepwood – you know, the one in which the action follows for at least two previous chapters, a certain squirrel was running in circle – completely lost in panic.

 

I already hear you asking – why the hell should I care about some random squirrel.

 

YOU FOOLS!

 

Already forgot that Marie is able to use a spell of polymorph?! And that her first encounter with Zariel and his merry companions was exactly in squirrel’s form!?

 

I already see you nodding with understanding. “A-ha! I see! So that squirrel is Marie!”

 

YOU FOOLS! Who told you that!

 

No! Marie had just a split of second to run away from her attackers, because of that she couldn’t prepare the complex structure of the spell! Oh, she did change into squirrel, or a creature close to being called a squirrel. Quite taller, that is, but when local squirrels noticed her, they all started running amok. It was as if her goddess came from heavens above to grant her people with miracle of her presence. The squirrels bowed before her, created a tiny altar in her honor. She was cherished and worshiped, bathing in local lakes and eating nuts and fruits which were given to her she lived her extremely long as for squirrel life happy and free from every concerns of the outer world.

 

 

THE END.

 

 

…. That’s what you believed in? Right?

 

…

 

…

 

…

 

You guessed it – YOU FOOLS! There is literally no way that the story could end this way… on the other hand, the tale of legendary squirrel goddess could be nice. Maybe for future?

 

Fine.

 

The squirrel that was running in circle was actually Marie.

 

As soon as she ran away, she morphed and returned close to the clearing to spectate the battle of her fiancé and savage attackers. She knew that Johann would win. She simply knew that. One, he was turning into werewolf, two – they were in the forest –is there any better battleground for werewolf then forests?! Doubt it. Three – there were merely seven attackers. Seven random bandits, cutthroats or god-only-knows who they are.  Merely few days ago similar group was struggling to kidnap him – and it was a group made of experienced beasts hunters, (in)famous S rank warrioress, next priestess of elvish kingdom and the Oracle himself!

 

The only thing that Marie was afraid of was that she would return on the clearing after the battle would be already over and she wouldn’t be able to spectate how Johann was handing their asses back to them!

 

Within few minutes she managed to get back, just to notice that Johann was fighting one on one with a single shadow. Did he already manage to get rid of other six?

 

… No. They were at the other side of the clearing – observing carefully and preparing.

 

She was not a combat mage. Bah, her skills were actually greatly limited when it came to battle-spells. Structure of these spells was… inelegant. No, she wasn’t picky, she just studied completely different kind of magic – slow, tiresome. Hex-weaving. Creation of single spell could last hours, days even. Every spell she casted she “wrote” in her head from scratch. Combat magic is much more dynamic. It uses pre-prepared formulas which you overwrite in few place (depending on situation) and cast within seconds. Or splits of seconds. Marie was simple unable to make such correction in so limited time. All she knew, was a single fire ball, fire wall and a zap-like spell. The last one was actually nothing more than a prank, or a tool against bit too drunk villagers which tried to admire her beauty from a bit too close distance.

 

Because of that, she couldn’t help Johann. She just couldn’t. Running away was a best possible option. Now, Johann didn’t have to protect her, he couldn’t focus on his enemies…

 

… but, on the closer inspection, she could tell that the current Johann wouldn’t give a damn about her. His eyes were so… focused, but in the wrong meaning of this word! They were filled with such a bloodlust and… sick, almost perverted pleasure!

 

The battle was fast, not in the duration, for it last for quite some time, but the pace – there were times she struggled to tell which blurred object is werewolf and which is shadow. The attacks that broke smaller trees in half were dealt so fast, that the human struck by it for good few seconds wouldn’t realize that he is already dead.

 

She could understand that werewolf had such strength and speed, in the end, they were one of the creatures which were feared the most. But, to think that SOMETHING could keep the pace with such a monstrosity? Witch’s heart became a little bit heavier.

 

She kept observing the combat, she saw Johann chasing after his opponent at the peak of a tree and then jumping down – right into the trap. Her mind was screaming when she saw how shadows were tormenting her loved one. Even though werewolves were meant to possess extremely high tolerance against pain, he was screaming when hooks were digging into his body.

 

Then she saw one of the beasts charge at him from the back and stab a dagger into his neck.

She screamed, but because of her morphed body, that yell was unnaturally quiet. No one heard it.

 

Her squirrel-body became heavy. She felt on her knees. She watched as the body of her loved one becomes first clenched, then, after yet another attack in the head it collapsed on the ground. She didn’t know what can and cannot kill a werewolf, so she believed what her eyes told her that was happening. She saw her loved one being killed.

 


	“Touched one…” the fastest of the creatures said. His voice was harsh, vibrating, as if someone that didn’t drank anything for days decided to speak “… you know what to do with him.”



 

They were going to do something with his body!? Was not merely killing his enough!?

 


	“But elder, what about a woman?”



 


	“Leave her be. She wasn’t invited by the forest. She is also weak. Eventually, she would either leave the forest without ability to ever come back, or other creatures of the forest would kill her. She is no threat. We can ignore her.”



 

She clenched her fists in frustration.

 

He was right. She was defenseless and forest didn’t want her here. Soon, the magic of this place will start throwing her out – messing her senses, leading her outside. And once she would leave the forest, it would completely change its inner layout. She underestimated the power of this place.

 

She watched as beasts were carrying the body of her fiancé somewhere deep into the forest, and she could do nothing about it.

 

So.. she just stayed where she was. Broken. With dulled senses. Her spell eventually weakened and shattered, depriving her of safety of tiny body. She lied in the bush, naked, exhausted. Like a shell deprived of will to commit any action.

 

She reminded herself their childhood. She was always leading herself and Johann into greatest troubles. He would tell her once, twice, thrice – that that was not going to end well. And it almost never did end well. Yet, when they were being scolded by their parents, it was him that would step onward and tell them that it was his idea. He was always taking blame and punishment for both of them.

 

He – the clumsy Johann. He – the one that whole village mocked for doing the deeds he never committed. It was her – Marie – which was supposed to be scolded. Punished.

 

Instead, she was treated as a genius, golden child.

 

So what that she could use magic?! Magic was supposed to be a tool to change the world! To affect the lives of other! So what that she could heal some minor diseases! So what that she could bless crops to grow bit richer!? It was all unimportant! There was only one time when she actually needed to use magic!... it was ten minutes ago.

 

And nothing happened.

 

Why do we have power we are restricted to use!?

 

Why are we given a tools if we can’t use them properly?

 

Why is Johann dead if it was supposed to be… her…

 

Since she was 6 years old  and Johann for the first time covered her mischiefs she knew that he was a man she wanted to marry. Thought back then he was smaller than her, he was same clumsy crybaby he was now… he acted like a real man. Like someone that would always have her back.

 

And now, as she was THIS close to truly call herself as his wife… first, this stupid promise, then, this stupid curse… and now this – stupid, stupid death.

 

Something fell of the ground. It was her tear. A single one, yet soon more of her sisters joined her.

 

It were tears of sadness. Of anger. Oh hatred. Of panic. Of loss. Of love. Of hate.

 

She screamed atop of her lungs – it sounded like a voice of nemesis being born. Something started whispering to her, from the depth of the forest. A single thread of magic touched her, like a line leading the way. Motivated by pain and anger she moved forward. Naked – after transformation – tiny sharp stones an vines were cutting the skin on her feet, yet she didn’t even bother looking at them to inspect the damages.

 

Her body was being slowly cut by thousands annoying stones and plants, if many places got covered by red of tiny drops of blood and small scars. Normally, she would panic that smell of blood would lure predators, yet now – her mind was empty. Focused.

 

She found it – the thing which was calling her. On a deep, greening – covered in moss bog a single shrine was elected on tiny island. There was no path, no bridge leading there. If you wanted to get on there you had to risk jumping into trickery bog – the place that could swallow and suffocate you in an instant.

 

She didn’t think twice, bah, she didn’t even slow down when her body started sinking into mass of disgusting green. Thick moss quickly cling to her body making it much heavier. At first, she got covered to her thighs, then to her stomach, till finally only her head was pointing out. One wrong step, and she could die. One hole in the ground she couldn’t see – that’s all that it would take to one and for all end her life.

 

She almost saw the contours of the shrine. The shrine of Aira, of course it is, more like one of many surrounding the main altar.

 

Aira has many face. The child, the lover, the mother and elder. The wolf and lamb. The snake and mouse. The spider and fly. She was a symbol of everything that lived and was changing. The treed being food to insects, insects being food to spiders, spiders being food to birds, birds being food to cats, cats to wolfs, wolfs to bears… And at the very end, it would all fall to the ground and nourish the trees. The perfect cycle.

 

The strong cherished it, for it proved their right to dominate, but, if you would force the full cycle to end, to make a full turn… you could ask – who eats who? If the insects ate the tree which previously grew on bear’s corpse… does it mean that they ate bear? Does it mean they ate wolfs, cats, birds and spiders?

 

Then, in the end? Who eats who?

 

The shrine, she noticed a totem in the middle.

 

It was deprived of magic. Broken, forgotten.

 

The totem of doe.

 

A shrine of prey was calling her.

 

What a joke! Isn’t that funny!? For the first time when she really wanted to give her life for something bigger, what called her was… a sacrifice of lamb!?

 

That’s what the forest wanted to tell her?! That she is no better than a meat to be prayed and preyed upon!?

 

She finally reached the island. Few meters wide, barely enough to hold a stone pedestal and totem covered by circle of rocks.

 

She looked in the dead-eyes of the skull, which was located atop of the totem.

 


	“Do you hear me?”



 

She asked, yet skull was extremely not-talkative.

 


	“The fuck do I even bother.”



 

And her fiery state of determination vanished just as it came – suddenly – leaving her the way it found her – broken, empty shell.

 


	“Why? Just why… finally when everything was going with a small steps in right direction… why did you take him from me?” she asked with dulled tone.



 

Skull remained silent.

 


	“Why did you brought me here? Did you just wanted to feast upon my magic?!”



 

No answer could be hear.

 


	“WHERE ARE YOU, YOU FUCKING GODDESS, WHEN YOUR PEOPLE NEED YOU!?”



 

She took a swing and hit the totem. The skull felt down, bounced few times and rolled down into the bog in which it sank.

 


	“FUCK! DAMN YOU! DAMN YOU ALL! CELESTIALS! DIVINES! THIS IS WHAT WE ARE TO YOU!? A BLOODY THEATER?! A SPECTATE TO WATCH?! THEN WATCH THIS!”



 

She kicked the pedestal down, picked the stones of the circle and started throwing them into the sides.

 

At very end she picked the long dead tree-pole which was the core of the totem, broke it on her leg and casted aside.

 


	“DO SOMETHING! YOU USELESS GODDESS! WHATEVER! SMITE ME! KILL ME! CAST ME INTO OBLIVION… JUST PLEASE… please… don’t make me live without him.”



 

Something started gurgling in the mass of mossy bog – in the direction where the skull fell. Suddenly, on the huge location, as if the bog started boiling in this particular place.

 

Then, a person emerged from a green abyss. A beautiful woman, almost completely naked, just like Marie, with thin, yet trained body, with a bow over her backs and a quiver full of arrow located by her belt – which was the only piece of clothing on her body. Her head was adorned with a skull of doe – the same that minutes ago was thrown into the bog.

 

She gracefully entered the island and looked around it, judging the mess that little witch caused.

 


	“I am the Doe – the avatar of hunt. One of two, to be precise. Guessing by your humiliating and completely cringy display from a minute ago I believe you need a helping hand or two – One holding bow, the other pulling arrow. Oh, and by the way - all you had to do was to share some of your magic with me. There was absolutely no reason for you to demolish my house.” She looked at her with reprimand in eyes “… thought your emotions did the trick. Now, after we are done with whatever you came to me, you better build it back, the way it was or even better…. YOU FOOL!”



            

    
        Chapter 328

    
    
    
    
                Johann woke up with terrible pain splitting his head into two while lying on the cold, rough and a little bit wet stones. He opened his eyes and moved the head to the sides trying to figure out where he is, and why wasn’t he dead, yet as soon as he did that a wound on his neck reminded him in a nasty way that not that long ago it was pierced with a dagger. He hissed and squinted his eyes before he started massaging the area of the wound, trying to bring even just a little bit of comfort to his pained body.

 

Now, as the pain was finally gone, he looked around.

 

He was in a cave – an awfully dark one, he couldn’t see anything – nothing at all, even with his enhanced vision… or, maybe, his vision was enhanced no longer?

 


	“The touched one!”



 

A loud voice came from the tunnels, resonating across the whole underground – coming from all possible directions. One simply couldn’t state where it was coming from.

 


	“Wake up! Awake yourself!”



 

Johann jumped on his feet … and right away his forehead hit low ceiling of the cave. Great, he almost knocked himself unconscious on the spot.

 

He raised his hands trying to figure out how tall is the tunnel he was dumped into. Not very tall – a bit over 1 meter tall. Meter and 20-30 centimeters? For a giant like himself, it was a nightmare. He had to walk on all fours or crouch all the time.

 


	“AWAKE! AWAKE! BECOME AWAKE!” it was like a chant, sang at rhythmical pace by other, strange to him voices



 


	“I am already up!” he yelled in frustration.



 


	“Not your body! Awake your mind!” the same voice yelled



 


	“WAKE UP! And crawl! WAKE UP! And run! WAKE UP! And hunt!”



 

As if someone was dancing on his head – his pain hurt as if he was being kicked.

 


	“WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME!?” the pain, the darkness, and confusion caused the hunter to panic. The chant was resonating through his body, forcing it into vibration.



 


	“Not what we want from you, but what you want from us. You came here. You have started your pilgrimage. Fell asleep – so you can wake up! Close your eyes – so you can see! Cross the Styx, so you can live!”



 


	“WAKE UP! WAKE UP! WAKE-WAKE-UP!”



 

Fuck! It’s almost cliché! Why does every fanatic must speak in riddles!? Is he trying to be cool and act as smarter than he is, or not even himself knows what the hell is going on!?

 


	“Summoned by the mark - you have been touched! So arise at the night to answer that call,
In restrains of thy weakness – so lost and clutched!So break your chains and hail into the dark,
Close your eyes and open your heart,
And allow monster within you to do its part!”



 


	“The last part was unpoetic, cringe and lame!” Johann howled into one of the tunnels, hoping that his voice would reach annoying creatures, wherever they were.



 

And suddenly, everything went quiet. So, they heard that, did they? Hope they weren’t thinking highly about their so-called rhymes, for damn, they sucked, but if they were not aware of that face, they could indeed act bit violently to that honest act of criticism.

 


	“You will now complete the trails. Follow the paths ahead and you will be able to find what you were looking for!”



 

The voice said calmly, almost sympathetically.

 


	“Will I… Will I be able to break free from this… curse?” Johann asked and for a long time, only his own echo was his response.



 


	“If that’s what you truly seek.” After half of a minute, the voice answered.



 


	“IT IS!” Johann really did believe in what he said



 


	“Then – you will.”



 


	“What do I have to do!?” hunter felt as the blood started boiling in his veins in excitement.



 


	“Leave the cave. The journey will change you, one way or another. The decisions you make will dictate how your story will end. Now, show us who you really are! Now. Move. Onward. The hunt begins!”



 

Hunt? What hunt?

 

Then he heard that. Something was let into the tunnels. Something, which was scratching furiously the stones of the cave’s floor. Something running pretty fast and snarling or growling every now and then. Johann’s first idea? Wolf. Or actually – wolves. Many of them.

 

Adrenaline rushed through his veins giving him a motivational kick – “flee, you fool!” his brain screamed to the body, and the body in convulsing panic bolted onward, yet it did it so clumsily, that Johann felt with his face back right on the stone floor.

 

Yet, thanks to this he managed to spot a little gift left to him by the attackers. A small bag. He decided to quickly check what was inside using his hands to check the content or small leather vessel. Some food ration, a goatskin partly filled with some liquid, most likely water and…

 

OUCH!

 

Johann cut himself deeply with a razor sharp knife.

 

Lead by instinct he put his finger to his mouth sucking the blood off the wound. Then – he noticed it.

 

He didn’t heal.

 

He was clumsy so he was cutting or bruising himself every few hours, yet, since he became a werewolf, everything healed almost instantly. Not this time.

 

He was stripped of the powers of the beast. At first, he was overjoyed! – they really cured him! He was beast no longer!...

 

… in every other time and place, he would be jumping from happiness, but one – the height of the tunnel didn’t let him do so, two – he was crouching in the underground full of hungry wolves. And all he had was a single, short blade.

 

Yet – once again – it was not time nor place to contemplate about the matter or life and death, for as he was wasting the precious time, the death was slowly becoming more dominant aspect of that contemplation.

 

He resumed his crawling onward.

 

His back started hurting, skin on his hands quickly got rough, then got covered in blisters, then burst with cuts of blood and purulence. He was walking for god only know how long, maybe hour, maybe two, maybe three. Or maybe just a few minutes. In the darkness, there was no way to measure the time flow. And then – he stumbled again. And he could swear that he stumbled on that particular rock already. Maybe even twice…

 

He lowered his face to the ground and started sniffing the floor. Delicate smell of iron hit his nostrils. Deprived of sight, he decided to lick the ground. Taste of blood attacked his tongue. Taste of his blood – few drops he left when he hit the ground the last time.

 

He was walking in a circle.

 

He cursed loudly in desperation, his curse was followed by a scream of desperation. And that scream was answered by snarling of wolves. Louder than before.  Beasts were slowly getting closer.

 

Hunter stopped for a moment. Just forcing his way onward would lead him nowhere. He would only get more exhausted and wounded in the process. He sat resting his backs on the cold wall of the cave, hid his face in his palms and started breathing rhythmically to slow down his heart beating rate.

 

It can’t be a dead end. It can’t be just a random-circle-like tunnel deep underground. One – they somehow carried him in, two, he still had air to breathe. If air and these monsters could come in, then damn – he surely could leave this place too.

 

Up until now, he only crawled onward with his hands touching the ground in front of him – trying to secure the path ahead. Now, every step, he started touching the cave around him. The walls, the ceiling.

 

And he started counting the steps – it was the only way he could somehow measure the time flow and distance at the same time.

 

Hounded and twelve steps later – his right hand was inspecting the wall on his side, he was slowly raising his palm checking every stone ahead when his hand fell into a pit. By the very ceiling, there was a narrow slit – barely enough for him to crawl through.

 

Johann hated narrow places, especially because of his huge body. It wasn’t quite claustrophobia, but damn if it wasn’t close to it! Yet, an idea of spending rest of his life in the trap tunnel (which guessing by the food and water supplies could last for five days – five days of starving himself and prolongation of his agony) quickly helped him to get rid of his picky attitude.

 

The tunnel kept getting more and more narrow, almost suffocating. The body of Johann was slowly getting stuck inside…. And eventually, he couldn’t continue his march onward. Just couldn’t. One step more onward was a death sentence to him. Johann whimpered in distress. He was about to give up, when a light breeze of wind touched his cheek.

 

Airflow. Air could come only from outside. Outside meant freedom. HE WAS SO CLOSE!

 

Then, the idea shined in his head, like the brightest sun of hope. He retreated back to the more spacious place he came from, and there he undressed. Up till now, he was dressed in travelers coat, thick woolen pants, and shirt.

 

The layers of clothing definitely didn’t help in his struggles. After he stood naked, he picked the bag with food and his clothing and he shoved it into the tight slit. Then, he crawled in there. He resumed his journey pushing food and clothes in front of him while squeezing through the gaps, soon he found himself in his previous spot through which he passed with almost no efforts. Then, he met another bottleneck.

 

CURSES!

 

How is he supposed to get past it!...

 

… Was he even meant to escape this place!? Maybe his attackers decided to just mock him? Maybe he was nothing more than some sick twisted entertainment? Letting someone wound himself fighting for his life, tempting him with a promise of freedom… just to laugh at him when he would realize that all this his efforts were made in vain?

 

Another breeze of air, stronger than before. 

No, it can’t this way. Not like this!

 

Once again he pushed onward, thought his body already got stuck inside, he kept moving, jerking his body to force it into tiniest movements.

 

Rocks cut his skin on legs, shoulders, stomach and back. The crushing presence of stone walls almost ripped his muscles.

 

With screams of pain, agony but also determination he finally felt down. On the other side.

 

He decided to just lay on the cold stones panting exhausted and covered in blood. He did it. He was almost there. So close to escape. He felt air gently tickling his body.

 

No, he can’t just rest here. He has to go and find Marie. His little Marie. She is somewhere in the forest waiting for him. For the first time, he felt that it was Marie depending on him, not the other way around.

 

With a groan of pain, he raised his body, dressed again and started walking in the direction from which air was blowing. The tunnel finally got much more spacious, so he could walk freely. Then, something sinned at the end of the tunnel. 

And again. 

LIGHT! Exit!

 

Johann heart was filled with excitement as he started running toward it. He was this close. THIS CLOSE! His peaceful jog turned into a run, his run turned into mad charge… which almost cost him life.

 

For, the weird light was not cause by the sun, but thousands of glowing mushrooms illuminating the colossal cave. Truly, colossal. He barely managed to stop be the edge of the howling abyss below.

 

He looked down. Even illuminated, he couldn’t see the bottom, looking up, he couldn’t see the cellar. Only hundreds of stone bridges leading from one tunnel entrance to another. Hundreds of passages… and hundreds of wolves patrolling caves looking for the preys not yet aware of his presence.

 


	“Congratulation. You have finished the trails of pain. The hunter always kills his prey. No matter how tiresome it is, no matter how hard it is. Even lamb can hit painfully trying to free itself from the bloody grip of the attackers. Yet, not matter how painful it would be, the attacker has to keep biting, he has to keep fighting, for his prey is his existence. Life devours life –this is how the world of frenzy-full Aira works. Congratulation. When you finish the rest of the trials, your mind will become clear. Simple. You will find the way of living in your heart, and by setting your mind free of the shackles of your own fear and fragility, we will grant the freedom to your body. Now, awake yourself and rise!” the same voice hissed greatly pleased.



 


	“Awake yourself! Awake yourself! Awake yourself!”



 

The chant of dozen voiced echoed through the caves.

 


	“Awake yourself! Awake yourself! Awake yourself!”



 

The voice just kept getting louder and louder.

 


	“AWAKE YOURSELF! AWAKE YOURSELF! AWAKE YOURSELF!”



 

Their shouts became unbearable, Johann which up to now kept covering his ears from resonating through the tunnels voices couldn’t rest idly no longer.

 

He raised up and roared. With anger. With hatred. With the desire to challenge everyone who mocked him from above.

 

He roared like a beast he was.

            

    
        Chapter 329

    
    
    
    
                Johann was - putting it simply - going crazy - because of all those emotions that kept boiling under his skull. Adrenaline, dopamine and many more hormones and enzymes kept turning his mind into unstable soup.


He was mad, yet frightened. Wanted to kill things in order to de-stress himself, yet at the same time he wanted to avoid any encounters at all cost. He was both grateful to mysterious shadows for lifting the curse off his body, yet couldn’t forgave them stabbing the dagger into his spine and throwing him into deep dark cave. And Marie. Where was Marie? Did they captured her? Did they hurt her? Was she lost in the forest?! All his emotions every now and then were completely overshadowed by that single fear. 


But then again - he would remind himself that in order to save Marie he needed to find Exit, which brought his mental state to the previous condition - of anger and fear. Perfect perpetuum-mobile of emotions.


Thanks to the dim light of glowing mushrooms he was finally able to see, just a little and only the general shapes, but it was much better from not seeing at all. Slowly, yet steadily, he was getting to the next cave-room. From behind the corner he could hear lazy snarling every now and then, as he approached the crossroad, he slowly took a glance behind it.


Wolves. Few dozens of them, were sleeping lazily in a spacious cave - on elevated boulders, by the walls and in the middle of it. Strange. Wolfs usually slept as pack, searching for body warmth of one another, especially in such cold and humid caves. It… it was more than obvious it was his next trial. Was he supposed to get past them on the other side of room? 


It was quite long, with many things that could be used to hide behind them or to move on higher ground to move as far from sleeping beasts as possible, but there were just as many treacherous objects that could betray his position. 


Hunter loudly swallowed his saliva - one was sure, he is about to sweat quite a lot in here...


… unless…











	“So… You will help me, will you?” Witch asked a half-goddess after staring at her in shock and awe for good minute or two.





	“Oh, silly child. Of course I will. But, you will have to carefully think of what do you desire, and remember that I am more than just free to interpret your plea the way I please.”




Doe circled Marie lazily.



	“Mortals… tend to be so focused on themselves, so shameless in theirs demands, that every now and them we are pulling a little prank or two. Just to teach you your place as well as to show you that you should cherish what you already have instead of yelling <more, more>!... So, child, what was so important, that you decided to wake me up and wreak havoc across my home?”




It was more than obvious that Doe was actually quite pleased that it could remind Marie that she is the one in debt to her, not the other way around. Like a child that kept saying “you owe me!” to one another; demanding more and more gifts which combined worth greatly exceeded the actual debt.



	“It’s… Me and my fiance were attacked… They… they…”





	“Killed him?” Doe guessed. Oh, she didn’t have to guess at all. She was one with the woods, she knew everything that happened here. She also knew that Johann was alive, yet decided to keep this information for herself. In her eyes, all mortals deserves trials and challenges. This way, they could really see what they wanted.




Marie only nodded.



	“So? A revenge? So boring. So inelegant.”





	“They took his body…”





	“So what? It is right of victorious to take what is his. Your mate… was a hunter, right? Tell me, didn’t he kill does and rabbits and wolves and dozens other creatures? Didn’t he feast on their flesh and made clothes of their fur? Now, imagine that every rabbit, every deer and wolf would came to me running, complaining that a hunter killed his brother, mother, mate? What am I supposed to do with that? Kill every hunter? Every predator? In name of vengeance? Do you think that in our eyes you are any better than a rabbit? A deer? What makes you worthy of my attention, mortal? What makes your enemies worthy of my arrows?”





	“They are… I am pretty much sure they are worshipers of Wolf…”




Now, Doe burst in laughter.



	“Trying to play on my own emotions and desires, are you? Do you really think I hate other avatar of hunt? We have been fighting since the dawn of time, yes, he feasted on my flesh billions times; as well as he died billions of time either of starvation - as he didn’t caught me or because as I was running away I kicked him in the skull. But, at the end of the hunt we know that we are one. Without him, there is no such thing like myself. I hate him. I love him. Without him, I cease to exist. There are worshipers of peace, there are worshipers of war, there are worshipers of sun, there are worshipers of moon. There are worshipers of wolf and lamb. Who am I, bah, who are YOU to proclaim who is wrong and who is right?... but you did amuse me. Keep trying.”





	“...please… I… I just cannot stand it…” Marie whispered





	“This is a miracle we call life. Even weaklings have potential to become stronger and defend themselves from predator. Your loss means only that you were not prepared. That you didn’t try hard enough. That you wasted precious time given to you by mother on games and fun instead of sharpening your claws. You can’t just come to me and demand fixing life you wasted. That would be unfair to the hunters that killed their prey. Are you done? What a waste of time.”




Doe turned around and started walking toward the bog.



	“Wait!” Marie kneeling stretched her hand toward vanishing avatar





	“Waiting is a privilege of hunter that is looking for the best moment to strike. You are no hunter.” Doe didn’t even turn her head “... deeds, no words, that’s all that I can tell you…”




… Wait. 


Deeds, no words.


Lamb killing wolf while running away.


The Doe was actually giving her hints from the start, speaking seemingly without a sense or answering with riddles and stories. This is the way that Celestial speaks to mortals in order to avoid interfering too much in their personal growth.


Marie clenched her first on the dirt below her, she knew what the Doe wanted from her.



	“Hear my call, oh the forgotten and old…” Marie started with shaking voice. The Doe turned around...





	“I am calling you to honor thy vow…” There was a way to receive her blessing, and even more…





	“In your loving hands I leave my life…” She had to gamble her very own life





	“So I can take your place in the strife.”




That was one the first verse of sacrificial prayer. The prayer, she never know, but somehow, the words kept flowing from her mouth on their own. 


She made a living offering out of herself.


That legend was more than wellknown. Just like many of childish stories that parents kept telling their kids in order to teach them about the morality or simply how world works. The story of a hungry wolf chasing the doe. 


They are running through the endless forest for the whole day. If the wolf wouldn’t catch the doe till the end of a night, he would die of starvation. But at very same time the doe can’t fool him by running into thickset, can ran across the river to make wolf lose track of her stench. Then again, river is dangerous, and kill the doe if she would make a mistake.


That story had thousands variants. The tale of villager and bandit, the tale of lovely lady and evil lord. It was teaching the kids that evil will always exist - in just as many forms that one could imagine, and often while trying to run away from it, you can find yet another threat. 


But, one thing remained unchanged. Every night, all around the world, in one of countless deep, dark woods, the Wolf and the Doe would arise once again to race through the whole night.


Will the Wolf starve? Or maybe it would wrongly approach the Doe and that would kick him while trying to run away?


Will the Doe stumble and break her legs? Or maybe the strong stream of the river will take her down, smashing her bones over sharp rocks and cast her lifeless body ashore so the wolf could feast on it?



	“Now, you are speaking my language.” the Doe smilled behind her skull-helmet




She approached the kneeling, praying witch and embraced her in loving touch.



	“Till the end of a day, you will become my Herald. You will gain my speed, my strength and will. And as the sun would set you would take my place as a lamb in the hunt.”




Was it worth?


If Marie could once again see body of Johann, and pay back those scums that hurt him, then definitely yes. 


And as for the price that she had to pay… well, she will have to run very, very fast. Till the first light of dawn.











The last wolf in the cave’s room fell dead. Something that Johann noticed right away. They were spread awfully far from one another. Bah, even sleeping in places that were more than just sufficient to perform an assassination.


He kept waking them up and luring them away, into remote parts of the caves where he kept killing them. One by one. 


He lured one of them far away, close to the boulder on which he climbed, and as soon as the wolf was directly blow him, he jumped on him burrowing the dagger in its spine. By using its blood he lured another one behind the corner, and as soon as another beast was coming after tasty stench, he bolted on it from the side.


He made a terrible mistake once. He slipped on a wet rock and landed on his back causing awfully loud noise. It woke up almost every wolf in the cave, but after sniffing their nearest locations few times, they curled up and fell down to slumber almost right away. Something was wrong with these creatures, as if they were not creatures of flesh and blood, but machines - automatic golems of the ancient programmed to perform few simple tasks as they requirements were met, yet as soon as they spotted no intruder, they went all back into power-saving-mode.


Yet, they were alive. It was flesh being pierced by his dagger. It was blood falling down from the wounds. It was anger and later fear in their eyes. Everything looked so very normal, yet strange in this weird, twisted cave…


Oh, but after seeing that, Johann became much more straightforward in his actions. He was no longer afraid of causing noise.


He climbed above three sleeping wolfs and push a boulder onto them, smashing them into bloody pulp. He pushed one of it from the edge. Rest he killed with few less accurate strikes causing them to cry in pain. Every single time, after alarmed wolfs would start patrolling the cave he would simply hide letting them fall back into slumber. So weird… Yet so very exiting.


So wonderful to have such a control over his surroundings. He caught himself thinking on the ways of killing his next target before he actually managed to finish the current one. It was af if everything was going according to his plan. He was not a scared human trying to quietly sneak from one shadow to another. He was a death lurking in darkness. He was a wolf, and sleeping beasts were his sheeps.



	“You have completed the trial of shadows. Just like a wolf you used the darkness to deliver a deadly blow to those who crossed your path. You are a creature of the night, you fret no shadows, for you were raised in them, molted in embrace made of blackness itself. You did…”





	“SHUT UP ALREADY! WHERE IS THE EXIT?! WHERE IS MARIE!?”





	“Your journey has merely started. You still learned nothing. You still have no idea of who you are and what you want…”





	“I want Marie… and your skull over my chimney!”





	“No. It’s not what you want. You need to keep searching. Stop looking over the cave and start gazing into yourself!”





	“Tis a bullshit! Where is…”





	“Onward, young wolf, more trials awaits you.”




Cursing loudly Johann decided to replenish his strengths. He put his hand into the bag and picked last piece of dry bread and took last gulp of water from the goatskin.


Yet, he was still so very hungry. His mouth were dry and his belly was growling demanding more food. He wasted too much energy in this cave. Those few pieces of bread were not nearly enough to satisfy his needs.


He started moving onward. He pushed his backs onto the wall and crouched. This way, he had his blind spot covered and his vision was able to spot every possible threat in front of him.


Next room was light, very light. As if he was on the field in a sunny day. The scenery was lovely. A small pond with water, old, forgotten camp side with all tools necessary to rest here - a single tent with bedding, a huge pot, some vegetables lying aside, a huge butchering knife and such. Next to it a small apple tree was growing with few rip fruits hanging from bended branches.


And a single, fat horned rabbit was munching one of the apples that fell on the ground. It’s back were pointed toward hunter.


The hunter. That was so very hungry.


It took him less that half of a minute to kill huge bunny, in next five minutes he skillfully removed skin and casted it aside. He will be able to make something pretty out of it for Marie later on. Then, he prepared the meat, tossed it into pot which he previously filled with water from the pond and few vegetables and cooked it quickly into delicious soup.


And as soon as he was about to put the first spoonful into his mouth, the voice of the shadow’s leader echoed across the room.



	“You have completed the trial of hunge…”





	“CAN YOU AT LEAST LET ME FINISH THE BLOODY MEAL!?”





	“...”





	“THANK YOU!”




The wonderful feeling of fulfilment vanished as soon as he heard the annoying voice of his kidnapper. For a split of second there was only him, a bunny, and a pot. He forgot he was a captive somewhere deep underground and everything he was doing was some part of a test. he enjoyed that simple task of preparing himself a meal.


Now, he was forcing a food into his stomach in silent anger. He kept loading a spoon after a spoon trying to regain as much energy as only he could before resuming his journey. When he casted the tool aside. He jumped back not letting the old man start talking again.



	“Trial of hunger? Really? Is there a trial of jacking off too?! If yes, tell me - do you judge the technique, or merely the speed of the process?!” he growled into sky.






Offending people that have already defeated you once didn’t appear to be a good idea, but somehow, Johann couldn’t himself. It was just stronger than his self preservation instinct.



	“Onward, young wolf. Onward.”





	“How long will this joke last?!”





	“How long will it take you to realize the obvious truth?” the voice answered quite amused. Johann didn’t notice that in that single sentence the old man actually offended his intelligence. 





	“What truth?”





	“If the obvious truth needs to be pointed out, shown and described, it no longer is an obvious truth. But your nature is bound with you so much, that you don’t even question your actions. Stop for a moment, and think…”





	“I don’t have time for this, old man, Marie is waiting for me.”





	“Is it love that pushes you into action? Or something else.”





	“It’s not your bloody business!”





	“No. It is not. But it is your business.”




He said that with such a tone as if he was lecturing extremely stupid and stubborn child.



	“What do you mean?”





	“I mean, that you have to keep walking.”





	“How long?!”





	“Till you would reach yourself.”





	“FUCK! Not this again!”




If only Johann would actually try looking for sense in the words of mysterious old man.











 Marie kept running through the forest. She was almost completely naked, her green body was only covered by a belt to which a quiver full of arrows was hanging proudly. In her left arm - a bow, on her head - a skull of Doe.


In her heart - a burning rage and motivation.


It was impossible for mere mortals to move that fast. The bushes she ran thought would move a second after she stepped over them. At same time, her vision was not blurry, bah, even more, it looked as if she saw everything in slow-motion.


She noticed them. Two shadows - now with their hoods down. She saw their faces clearly. They were a beastkins. Wolf-kin.With sharp faces and eyes clang to location she ran across few seconds ago. Her right hand moved to the quiver, she picked two arrows and put them on string which she pulled rapidly. Shooting multiple arrows at multiple targets was considered as the peak of skill of archery, especially when she was moving with a godly speed.


In her whole life she picked a bow few times before. Very few - last time as a child, when she was playing with other kids in <who can shot the apple from ten meters>.

Damn, she was bad.


Yet now, it was so natural to her, as if she was borned with a bow in her hand. She fired arrows and charged onward. She didn’t even had to check if the arrows hit their targets. She simply knew that, as if pieces of wood ended with iron were extensions of her own body.


Wolf-men didn’t even cry. Arrows ended their life on the spot. Witch focused on running. Faster. Further. Higher. 


She jumped on lowered branches of a tree using it as stairs till she landed on its peak. From here, she had perfect view on whole forest. Her perfect eyes spotted few smaller villages hidden inside of the forest, every single one inhabited by few dozen of beast-men. To which they took Johann? Where is he!? Which one was responsible for her suffering!?...




… Doesn't matter. She will just keep looking till she would find the right one. She still had few hours till nighttime. More than enough to deliver her vengeance.










Trial of agility, trial of strength, trial of faith… How many more does he still have to finish?! It leads to nowhere!



	“Incredible. Simply, incredible…” the voice echoed once again. Johann was about to insult it once again, but he was stopped by the shadow “... before you - the last trial.. No, it is no longer a trial. It will be merely a summarization of everything you did.”





	“Then, will you let me go?”





	“Johann. You still don’t get it. You are the only one that keep locking yourself in here.”





	“How do you know my name!?”





	“Onward. Into the very core of your soul. Step into it, sink into your essence. See, what you are and accept it, only then you will truly be free.”





	“Core of soul!? How the hell am I supposed to…”




As if only waiting for him to say those words, the piece of cave moved aside revealing made of stone spiral stairs down.



	“Very practical…” hunter sighed.




He started descending, yet, as if trying to prove shadow’s words wrong it kept getting brighter and brighter.



	“Wake up! Wake up! Wake-wake-up!”




He kept hearing a chant. Yet this time, it was bit different. There was some mysterious, yet obvious, meaning behind it.


The cave walls disappeared, replaced by glass and mirrors. In mirrors shards of his memories were being displayed. He watched his earliest memory - his father playing with him as he was crawling across the floor.


Then another one, his father teaching him using a bow.


Another one, he was playing with kids in front of warehouse. He stumbled and fall scratching his knee. A little girl approached him and helped him get up. It was Marie.


Dozen and dozen of times, as he was descending and moving past some of the mirrors, he watched for few second a piece of his life. 


He watched himself being dragged by Marie to the old cave - forbidden cave - in which they kept playing and fooling around. As Marie dragged him for a picnic into dangerous part of forest.


How she taught him swimming by… well, throwing him into a lake.



	“Swim! Swim if you want to live!” she was laughing and fighting for air at same time.





	“Marie! I-m… I am drowning! It’s not funny! Help me!” that earned him another dose of uncontrollable giggles 





	“Johann, sweety. Stand up.”





	“W-what?”





	“Stand. Up.”




She throw him out in place where water was merely meter or so tall. He almost got scared to death, but that day, he learned to swim.


He was always so clumsy, that the was afraid of doing even simple tasks in fear that he would break something. But Maire, whatever would happen, just kept pushing him onward. Even if they returned covered in scratches or causing some serious problems to the village, she would just laugh.


With her around, he was actually living. And… he wanted to return his favor so much… so much… that…


He lives thanks to her. And he decided to live for her. To return all those favours back. To be the one showing her the world…


He shake his head to the sides and started running down ignoring mirrors. He already wasted too much time.


The glassy stairs started vanishing. He didn’t even noticed, when his surroundings turn into dark, humid cellar. Cellar under his house, where he stored all the skin pieces and meat that were yet meant to be preparead. 




In the cellar he spend quite few night possessed by blood lusting devil. There, in shackles on the wall, something twisted and turned. It was..



	“Hello, Johann.”




Werewolf smiled back on him



	“You never talked. Never wrote a letter. I almost thought that you forgot about me, partner.” a truly wolfish grin smiled on creatures head





	“No. NO! I was meant to be free! I was meant to get rid off you!”





	“No, you fool. You were given a possibility to free yourself from me. You have no idea how happy I was when I saw you throwing it away!”





	“I didn’t do that!”





	“Oh, you did. You were even told that. Trials, my love. You were told that the way you would deal with them would show you who you really are. Instead of sneaking your way out from the cave you killed everything on yours path, instead of eating apples and vegetables, you killed a rabbit, in trail of faith instead of looking for a guidance you found your way out by trails and errors. Every single time, you picked either an easiest path or the one that benefited you the most. Every single time you casted aside the way of prey, choosing path of predator instead.”




Werewolf flexed his muscles against the wall and broke the chains. Silver links fell down and scattered across the whole room.


Werewolf walked toward him, changing on his way in process till he stood in front of him. As a human. As other Johann.



	“No! I don’t want you! I don’t need you!”





	“All this time you thought you wanted to pay Marie back. For all this kindness. For her affection. For what she did for us, but, to be honest, it was a little bit different. You see, we were envious of her. We were jealous of her strong spirit. Of being so independent. She always knew what she wanted and we wanted to be just. Like. Her.”





	“No! I really love her!”





	“Of course you do! Am I denying it?... But you also yearn for freedom. You want to stop relying on people that kept mocking you!”





	“Wake up! Wake up! Wake-wake-up!” a chant, so loud that it shock the walls of basement




Were-Johann stretched his arm offering his hand



	“You wanted be be independent. You wanted freedom. You want to be respected… and who knows, maybe even feared! This is why you made me! I am all of your deepest desires! Your most basic urges that in your foolishness you locked in, deep down in your heart. You limited both of us from growing.”





	“Wake up! Wake up! Wake-wake-up!” the pieces of basement started falling down. The building started crumbling over his head.







	“Can’t you see!? We are one! I am not some devil’s leftovers, he merely loosen the chains you placed on me … and gave access to the powers he left us. That wa the only way I could reach you. I could reach myself.”





	“WAKE UP! WAKE UP! WAKE-WAKE UP!”





	“I would never harm you! When you get hurt, I suffer too! When you are sad, I am sad too! We may be different, we may want to achieve same things in different ways, but I own something you don’t have - something that makes you stand idly instead of acting! I have a courage to change the world to please myself, instead of changing myself to please the world!”





	“WAKE UP! WAKE UP! WA-P WAK-UWAKEUPUPWAKEWAPEUP!”




 Cascade of voices blurred, turned into mess, into two worlds being yelled by hundred of throats with no pace no order.



	“ACCEPT ME! YOU IDIOT! ACCEPT ME OR LIVE FOREVER AND HER SHADOW AS NOTHING MORE THAN BURDEN!”




Johann grabbed the hand of the beast.


And everything become quiet. Everything became peaceful. As if hole in his heart got finally filled. As if part of himself that he kept denying was back on its place, ready to work at full capabilities. 



	“And now, finally…” his inner wolf said





	“We are one.” they have finished in unison.





	“WAKE UP!”




He opened his eyes in shock and got up to sitting position.


He was in the middle of some weird village, five fireplaces that a moment ago stopped burning were located all around of him. In the ashes he noticed few strange, half-burned plants.



	“Finally awake?” the shadows approached him. slowly they cast their hoods asides revealing their faces. Everyone, except for talking leader. “.. moment or two longer and you would get stuck on the other side.”





	“Other side?” Johann whole body was stiff, his throat dry and his head was spinning.





	“The world of dreams. We have drugged you so you could enter your subconsciousness. There, you could finally have a talk with your sleeping side. I guess you managed to complete the trials…”




So, the reason he was not healing, the reason wolves in such a bizarre way, was caused by the fact it was merely a dream?



	“Yet, your wolf still dwells within you. Apparently, you don’t want to throw him away.”





	“No. I guess… that not. Apparently, it was not the wolf that was a problem.”





	“Is that so?” hooded man asked smiling with corners of his lips.





	“No. It was me. I was the problem all along.”





	“It’s not a sin be foolish. It is a sin to remain ignorant forever.”





	“Why… why did you do that to me… Why did you attack us in first place?”





	“In order to make you believe. In order to make you think. In order to make you appreciate strength you were gifted with. Many weak people are afraid of the glory. They cast it aside not knowing how to use it properly.”





	“Where is… where is Marie.”





	“Oh, fret not. She was not invited by the forest, so forest would spit her out. Normally, you would be able to find her in front of the forest.”




Something was off. The way he spoke, as if there was something he tried hiding away from him. As if he knew more than he wanted to admit. 



	“I… Thank you then… but do you think that I could…”

	“Controll the beast at nights? You will. In time.You only have to remember that there is no beast hidden within you. The more honest you would be with your instincts, the more you would acknowledge them, the easier it would become to control those urges at night.”





	“Riddles again?”





	“But of course, that yes! Knowledge without wisdom is meaningless and fruitless! Answer that you would find on your own is worth more than the one given to you by a sage.”





	“I… I think I understand.”





	“Really?” smiled shadow raised his brow not believing him at all





	“Actually, no, but it sounds smart, so I am willing to believe in that… May I… May I know who you are?” Johann asked




Creature took the hood of his head making hunter gasp



	“My name is wolf. Just wolf. I am an avatar of hunt, one two to be precise. I have a final gift to you, a lesson, you could call it. Are you interested?”





	“I am not really su… I can at least listen what you have on mind, an I right?”





	“It may teach you to control yourself better at night.”





	“I'm all ears.” only that much was needed to completely mold Johann’s will to wolf’s bidding





	“Since the dawn of time, every night, me and little Doe are having a game of tag. If i caught her, I feast on her, if she runs away, I starve to death. The forest is our hunting ground and the night is our judge. Are you willing to become a beast, my Herald and kill the Doe in my name?”





	“I… am not really sure if I can kill a half-goddess just like that.”





	“With my blessing you will become her per. Otherwise, there would be no fun nor challenge.”





	“What if I lose?”





	“I have already told you.”




The risk was definitely too high. Risking his life just for speeding up his learning…


… but then again. That would mean that he could spend nights with Marie earlier. That she would be able to stop being afraid of nights with him, no longer she had to watch if he is not hurting himself or anyone else…




… and then his other part roared. With motivation. With passion. With courage.



	“Sign me in.”




The monster grinned ugly, but Johann couldn’t see it, for monster already started walking in oposite direction.

            

    
        Chapter 330

    
    
    
    
                Marie kept cursing under her nose. The night was approaching mercilessly, yet she still didn’t find those, who were responsible for her loss.She “visited” four villages, she killed about six wolfmen. Why so few? Because they were not guilty. She didn’t know if the villages had any connections, for as she knew they could be even rivals - she murdered only when someone crossed her very path and tried stopping her.

 

There were two more villages to check. Hatred and fear forced her heart to beat at ridiculously high pace.

 

She jumped over bushes, she climb trees and higher boulders to scan the area. Nothing. Not even hour was left till nightfall. Witch clenched her teeth angered. Up until now she tried being as sneaky as possible in order to not alert the beastkin - even with divine powers she could be defeated if the mob would pin her down with a pure mass.

 

Well, there was no more time for sophisticated actions.

 

Marie charged into the middle of the village - she jumped off the tree, bolted onward, leaped over three meters tall fence without losing any momentum before she stopped with a slide in the center - in front of the elder’s hut.

 

Members of the clan froze confused by her sudden entrance.

 

She stood up, approached the closest man and hissed.

 


	“Where is he?”



 

Her voice sounded so weirdly, so unnaturally dominant. 

 


	“W-who?” the man with wolf’s face was actually frightened.



 

Well, the avatar of goddess just charged into your village and is talking some nonsense. Who wouldn't be frightened?

 


	“The guilty!”



 


	“G-guilty of what?”



 

Marie raised her hand and punched man in his stomach. Apparently it did much more damage than she was expecting, for man turned pale felt like a bag to his knees and puked, in the meantime fighting for air.

 


	“This morning. Which one of you were patrolling Eastern entrance to the backwood?” She was running out of time



 


	“N-none of us!” somebody from the crowd yelled “... Boarders are being watched by … the keepers.” a quiet whisper spread across the crowd



 


	“Where are they?”



 


	“Nobody really knows… They are an elite that protec…”



 


	“WHERE ARE THEY!?”



 

Lead by pure fury Marie started approaching the group of people that could have simply overrun her, yet the aura of dominance that surrounded her left the beastkin confused and defenseless, like a…. lambs. Isn’t that ironic?

 


	“In the center of the forest there is an entrance to the sacred caves. They are watching it, but nobody knows for sure! We were told to leave this place alone! We barely see them! every two days they visit one of the clans to pick up food and supplies, then they are leaving, they almost never talk! So...”



 

Marie quickly gazed on the sun. The sun already changed color - from blinding yellow to bloody crimson as it started hovering dangerously close to the line of horizon. Her hours turned into minutes.

 

Will the goddess release her from meeting her end of bargain just because she couldn’t avenge her lover? Doubt so. Celestials can’t lie, but they form their sentences and promises in such way, that could be interpreted in dozen ways. Lamb gave her power so she could kill guilty. Could. That’s the key word. Just because she didn’t find them does not lift her responsabilites off her.

 

Did… lamb actually knew that it would happen? Let her rage take control over her just so she would become a sacrifice?

 

There was no reason to think about it. Not right now, not before the new dawn - if she would manage to see the new dawn at all.

 

She started running toward the fence and once again jumped over it.To the center of the forest. She will kill them - it was not a mere joyful wish, it was a promise. Even if it would cost her life, even if she would take just one of them with her! Marie was done being a golden-genius-child that could only cure pustules of old villager’s ass. She was so fucking done with blessing the ground so few more plants could grow. It was all… so meaningless. So completely useless. Pointless, if she just kept being a ballast to Johann.

 

The cold air - herald of night - started tickling her naked-now body. Less and less light was basking the area, which kept becoming darker with every second.

 

She checked dozen of places around the center of the forest where group of so-called keepers could be located when…

 

… when she realized that she could be lied to. Why would the would-kin betray their protectors? She was so naive! She could have take a hostage - a child or whoever, that she could carry with herself and if she would find out that given location was nothing but a lie….

 

… Could she kill innocent child? She didn’t know that. But, neither did wolf-kin. Damn. DAMN!

 

Just as she was about to give up all her hope, her enhanced hearing spotted something. Not-so-far-away, about kilometer or so. With her god-like speed she could be there in less than ten seconds. And that's what she did.

 

Her heart started beating rapidly, with sick, twisted motivation and bloodlust.

 

Yet, the sun was almost gone. Just a tiny crimson bow was not gazing over the horizon, as if saying its goodbyes. Marie jumped in the middle of clearing - in the middle of group of creatures. She recognized them, their smell, their postures, their number. Everything was correct.

 

She bolted onward readying her arrow.

 

She pounced in the air trying to land on the head of one of the beasts - with the generated momentum it would be more than enough to crack his head open. Hooded beast-man reacted just in time jumping back, but then Marie released prepared arrow.

 

Was it the bow? The arrow? Or her monsterous strength? Witch didn’t know that, but she realized that the arrow didn’t only hit its target - is pierced through it and the tree behind him flying deeper into the forest. The projectile hit shoulder of the attacker, went through the bones and didn’t even slowed down. Beastkin was still alive, yet with wound like that it was impossible for him to continue fighting. He felt on the ground holding his shattered side howling in pain.

 

Marie tried finishing him off, yet another shadow pounced at her from the side. She protected herself with a bow, changed her footing and threw second beastkin aside, making him roll few time over the ground.

 

Then, rest of the Keepers realized what was happening. Their instincts kicked in and they rushed trying to overrun Marie. Normally. She would run away, tried to get distance, keep running away and taking them down one after one with arrows… But she recognized one, particular shadow - the one that pierced Johann spine with dagger. The one she deemed as a killer.

 

With two powerful strikes she casted attackers aside as she started charging at her target. She heard beasts getting up from the ground and resuming their chase trying to pounce at her back. If that would happen, she would be done, she knew that, she knew that it was just a matter of time. Yet… she didn’t care. All she saw was the smallest beast-kin, still holding a bloodied dagger in his hand.

 


	“Keep her away from the tent! Avatars are preparing for the night! She cannot g…”



 

As if she cared about Wolf himself. Till the sun is still shining, she is here for mortals, not the gods…

 

… Wait. “Avatars”? More than one?

 

Petite wolfman tried running away, yet was far too slow for that. Marie rammed him with her shoulder picked an arrow and aimed an lying under her man. The perfect execution.

 

She pulled the string, she released the arrow…

 

… and then, the sun died. She turned into pillar of light and vanished, so did her bow and arrows. And that one, particular arrow that was inch from beastman head. She was so close to her vengeance. SO CLOSE… So… So…

 

Witch was forcibly relocated to unknown to her location, somewhere in the deep forest. It was completely dark for minute or two, before the moons basked world in silver light. 

 

Something in her heart cracked, then broke. She felt on her knees. The fire of anger that kept burning inside of her perished, leaving her insides as cold embers.

 

She gave her everything on that one card. 

 

And she failed. She was not only left without the only person that was worth living for… but the people responsible for her loss will be living long and well, never punished for their crimes!

 

A roar of beast waking up could be heard somewhere deep in the forest.

 

No. It’s not over. Not just yet. 

 

These people were sent by the Wolf. She knew that. She simply knew. It was a common thing for believers to make sacrifices of dangerous creatures to their gods. Many tribes forced their youngs to hunt a predator as part of ritual of maturity. If not the wolf, if not the hunt… It would most likely never happened.

 

The embers of her soul warmed up before erupting with volcano of purest hatred. She got up from her knees, picked up her bow and arrows and gazed in direction from which she heard roar.

 

The Lamb said that they were supposed to fight for whole night or till one of them would be dead. Yet, she never said that she can’t be the one chasing after wolf. 

 

She started walking deeper into  forest. He walk turn into run, and her run turned into mindless charge. She was going to kill a god. Maybe just for today. Maybe - in the end - nothing will change. 

 

But. She. Will. Kill. Him. Even more, she was going to do it so slowly and painfully, that the avatar of hunt would beg her for mercy of death. But she wouldn’t give him one. Not before the very dawn.












	“How is it, my lamb?” a creature - as if wolf made of shadow, approached a naked, glowing with dim light lady which was sitting at one of the branches of a tall tree - gazing over her forest. Their forest. Her sight pierced through every object and creature. She was the forest.



 


	“These two are quite… promising, my wolf.” the lamb said peacefully, almost relaxed “...It’s quite rare for people volunteering to be sacrifices, don’t you think? Also the quality of their spirits is simply overwhelming, yet one thing bothers me greatly.”



 


	“Let me guess - attitude paradox?” shadow kept twirling around the lady



 


	“Indeed. My lamb is much more fit to me a wolf, your wolf is focused on survival just as my lamb should.”



 


	“You are right, thought you are so very wrong.” wolf chuckled.



 


	“I know, my wolf, I know.”



 


	“The outcome is not yet defined.”



 


	“It never is. Silly humans. So fixed on seeing just one side of the story, that they simply refuse to seek and see any further. They beg for our guidance yet are not aware that they are capable of so much more…”



 


	“The strength of their souls, so very corrupted by weakness of their mind.”



 


	“The lessons of ours, so very often with such tragic end.”



 


	“Lesson is meaningless if the teacher gives the answer instead of student.”



 


	“But what if student is to foolish to find a solution for the task without a help?”



 


	“Then… we guide them. We let them chose. And the outcome of their action is their responsibility.”



 


	“It was always like this. As at beginning, so it is now. But, how do you think, what will they learn now?”



 


	“The man? To hold his urges, to lead them instead of being leaded. The woman? That sometimes having a power and choosing not to use it is a real definition of strength. And that you can help in other ways than simply forcingDKAKLSJKLADKDJA”



 


	“Only one will remain?”



 


	“Most likely. Unless...”



 


	“Unless?”



 


	“Unless they would find the answer without our help.”



 


	“That literally never happened before.”



 


	“Literally never.”



 


	“But… maybe this time it will be different?”



 


	“Maybe it will.” with sad nods deities ended their conversation. The chances were almost non-existing. 













Johann was running through the forest at insanely high speed. The night wind was caressing his morphed body. Everything was so clear. So easy. So obvious. He was drunk with the darkness of the night.

 

And all this time he felt his “passenger” at the back of his mind. For now wolf kept walking in his lair that he made in the piece of his soul, like a dog baring his fangs through the bars of his cage, cage - to which door lied open. His alter ego was absorbing all his excitement, bloodlust, passion - storing it for better time - when it would explode with carnal rage of most fearsome beast.

 

Johann thought that he understood the intention of the Avatar of Hunt - he was supposed to carry on the hunt together with his feral partner, using his powers but not losing control. At least trying not to.

 


	“The night is quiet. The wind is cold. The moon is bright. It’s good night for hunt, my friend.”



 

He said addressing the wolf




~ “You are almost speaking like a predator, pup. Trying to act cool and composed?! That’s rather pathetic of you.”




The beast mocked him, yet he meant no offense. They were one as two. Two as one. Total strangers that knew one another from very start and closest friend that have never met. They were the Paradox.

 

Paradox? Ha?

 


	“I think I got name for you, pal.”



 

~ “I am not your dog to name!”

 


	“From now on, you are Paradox.”



 

~ “PARADOX?! ME!? You cheeky, rude bastard! I WILL KILL EVERYONE YOU LOVE AND FEAST ON YOUR…”

 

Yeah, there is still long road for them to get along. But that’s a first step, there will be many more nights. Many more hunts…




…. Something flew at him from the side, he barely managed to dodge the silver projectile that pierced several trees next to him and vanished in the night.

 

After the arrow something jumped from the woods. A someone - to be precise. A naked someone, well not counting a single strap of leather that imitated the bow and skull-helmet. With a greenish skin glistering in moonlight, as if oiled. A beautiful woman that is, beautiful woman with a bow. Trying to turn him into a hedgehog with all these arrows. 

 


	“Paradox, there is a crazy naked lady after us!”



 

~ “Wonderful perception, are you sure you are not some kind of kingdom’s top scout? Also, you are aware you are talking aloud to yourself? I am you, I hear your thoughts, no need to vocalize them…”

 

Woman kicked him with her slender leg, he raised his arm to block the blow for after he inspected her body posture he thought that there couldn’t be much strength behind the attack. Boy, he was wrong.

 


	“Lady, can we talk about this?” He asked with rather surprised tone. 







	“Die, you bastard!” A cry of pure hatred was his response



 


	“Whoa! Lady! Please, calm your tits! They are distracting me! LIKE REALLY. WOMAN! DO YOU HAVE NO SHAME! COVER YOURSELF!”



 


	“I will get dressed anytime soon! AND I WILL BE WEARING YOUR DEAD BODY AROUND MY WAIST!”



 

~ “What a woman. What a fire. I like her.”

 

Paradox. No

 

~ ”Paradox. YES! Look at her! Strong, fierce. She will give us strong offspring.”

She literally wants to kill us. I don’t imagine her just letting me drag her to bed

 

~ “Who tells you to do it in bed? Or ask her for permission? Just take what is yours.”

 

THAT’S SIMPLY WRONG ON SO MANY LEVELS! One, that’s bloody illegal! And even if it would be legal that would still be disgusting! And I have Marie!

 

~ “She wouldn’t find out… as for legality - you can’t be judged if there is no one to judge you…”

 

Paa-raa-dox! Later we will have a talk about morality of our actions. I don’t want you to do some weird shit next time you would take over my body.

 

~ “Is it really a rape if she would enjoy it?”

 

ENOUGH! Damn it! You are disgusting!... Still who is this lady?

 

~ “I believe she is a lamb.”

 

The other avatar of hunt Lamb?

 

~ “That would be my best guess.”

 

Same lamb that we are supposed to hunt?

 

~ “A-ha.”

 

Same lamb that should be runnin away from us?


~ “Most likely.”

 

She doesn’t look like she is running away.

 

~ “Indeed, she is not.”

 

So… what do we do?

 

~ “Dunno? Maybe… fight back?” this time, the beast sounded rather annoyed with foolishness of its host

 

In the meantime, he got another strike in the guts. He lowered his body and swept his arm trying to cut the Lamb into two, yet she avoided the attack by performing a perfect backflip. As she was midair she managed to put another arrow on the string.

 

~ “Because you look like someone that constantly needs to be told what to do, lemme just say it: you are lowering your head now.”

 

What?

 

~ “PUT YOUR HEAD AND ASS TO THE GROUND, MORON!”

 

Johann did as he was instructed, another silver arrows flew over his head. He wanted to mock his enemy trumphaly, but when he gazed in her direction, he noticed that lady of the silver already put three more arrows on the bow, at same time.

 


	“This is cheating.”



 

He managed to groan before he started jumping from side to side avoiding a tempest of arrows.

 

Silly goat, I will just have to wait till she would run out of these silly stingers…

 

Then he noticed again. Her quiver was just as full as at beginning. 

 

~ “The difference between you two? She embraced her inner nature, letting it guide her. Also, she is hot. And you are plain and boring.”

 

I doubt that she has some parasite at the back of her head waiting to take control…

 

~ “I AM NOT A PARASITE! YOU F….”

 

Language.

 

Johann completely gave up moving as bipedal. On all fours he was faster, stronger and the flow of his moves was simply more natural. He started chasing after the lamb, which graciously started climbing the tree.Higher and higher. Was it like last time - when he was fighting with the shadows? No. Now it was different. He was different. 




At the peak of the tree hunter bolted onward charging with his whole body mass while sweeping his arms, and even though his attacked missed, his body didn’t. They collided and started falling down, with her at the bottom. Normal mortal would be crushed with mere impact.

 

She groaned in pain when her body hit the ground, but mere seconds later she managed to release her leg and kick him painfully from the side, breaking his stance, then she picked a single arrow and using it like nail she pierced his shoulder.

 

It hurt. It burned. Like nothing that he ever felt till this day.

 

~ “I, on the other hand know perfectly how it hurts. Like a silver blades of inquisitors. Only pure metal and purest divine materials can harm us. Her arrows are made of moonlight itself - the essence of silver. Careful there, partner, one wrong stab with that and we may be gone.”

 

That’s not how hunt is supposed to look!

 

~ “Oh, it’ is exactly how hunt is supposed to look, but this time, we are the prey. There is something I must tell you - she is on completely different level. The way she moves, the way she uses her powers. We may not be ok, partner. Actually, it may be a good idea to say our farewells. I will start: we were together for few hours, but I already grow tired of you and your little whiny ass.”

 

It’s not funny, Paradox!

 

~ “Death is never funny. Except that one time I killed a rabbit. I have sat on him and his eyes popped out. Like balloons. They went <puff> like bloody confetti. Thehe. That was good one.”

 

I can’t die here. Marie is waiting for me.

 

~ “Too bad that you may never see her again. I am not joking. Alone you can’t fight with her. Just can’t.”

… Paradox

 

~ “Yes?”

 

I am. Not. Alone.




~ “Already?”

 

Yes. Already. Show your worst, partner.

 

~ “Hold on tight. Gonna take you on one wild ride.”

 

And once again Johann was pushed onto the backseat of his soul, turned into will-less spectator.

 

And all the emotion that beast stored erupted. Like a tempest of the storm. Brute and furious filled with power of wind and lightning. His body morphed even more.

 


	“Finally treating me serious…?” the lamb asked “.. good. It wouldn’t feel right if I would kill you whe…” 



 

Werewolf vanished from her range of sigh just to appear in the air above her. He landed onto her forcing their bodies into deadly embrace. He swept his arm, this time his razor-sharp claw slashed her velvet-like skin leaving deep, red marks.

 

This feeling was new to Johann, even thought he had no control over his body he felt the sensation on his claws and fingers. The feeling of light tissue being ripped under his pressure, of blood tainting his body…. it was soo.. sooooo

 

… arousing? He was getting high on bloodlust, it turned act of violence, pure violence into hedonic pleasure of mind. It was just so very right to kill with bare hands, wasn’t it?

 

Lamb screamed in pain, wiggled her body, released her hand, picked an arrow and started stabbing his side over and over again.

 

He knew that he was in pain, but his hunger of blood and adrenaline made his pain somewhat dulled, as if it wasn’t his body being pierced by deadly silver. Only thing he felt was irritation - that she DARED to oppose him! That she dared to disturb his art! for indeed, his brutal display of dominance was form of dark, twisted art.

 

Another stab of silver, much deeper one, woke him up from his trance. He had to let little lamb go as he released his grip. Lady of silverlight quickly raised up and ran into the forest holding her wounded stomach.

 

Were-Johann got up, shaked his head trying to get rid of nausea caused by pure element and charged after the Lamb.




He kept following the trail of blood, across the bushes, trees and clearings… till blood of drop fell on his head from above. It was a trap. Lamb knew that he would follow he, so she turned back and prepared ambush, hide herself in the branches of the trees and waited to jump on him. If that drop of blood wouldn’t fall on his head second before Lamb fell from the trees, he would have his skull pierced.

 

He raised his arm up, caught wounded Lamb and tossed her on the tree. The tree broke in half, yet stopped the girl which coughed blood from under her skull-helmet.

 

~ “This game lasted way longer than it was supposed to! Silly lamb. A cattle will remain cattle, even if it would grown claws and fangs. She had so many opportunities to kill us, but she wanted to bask in silly glory. Lesson to you, dear Lamb, Lesson that you will never put in use…”

 


	“When you want to kill something… just kill it!”



 

Johann growled aloud and attacked with his claws aimed on her throat.

 


	“Sorry… Johann… Could not… avenge you….”



 

STOOOP!

 

Johann wiggled at the back oh his mind, flexed against his bondage and stretched his inner will onto the werewolf

 

~ “WHAT ARE YOU DOING, YOU IDIOT! WE HAVE TO KILL HER!”

 

She said…

 

~ “SHE SAID WHATEVER SHE HAD TO TO SAVE HER LIFE!

 

Give me my body back

 

~ “OUR BODY! YOUR TURN IS OVER, YOU ALMOST KILLED US!”

 

GIVE IT BACK!

 

~ “DON’T FIGHT WITH ME! I AM NOT YOUR ENEMY! SHE IS!”

 

BACK TO THE CAGE!

 

Lamb noticed that werewolf hesitated and her hand bolted for another arrow.

 

Yes she stopped. In eyes of the beast, she noticed something. That pain - pain of fighting back for control. The pain she saw in eyes of her fiance every night of full moon.

 


	“J..Johann… is that you?”



 


	“Ma-rie… Can’t control… Run.”



 


	“It’s you… it’s really you…”



 

The bow felt of her hands. Skull of doe cracked and shattered into dust. The greenish moss-like tissue melted off her body

 


	“It’s really you…”



 

She started approaching him





	“Don’t come!” werewolf recognized his lover “...I don’t want to hurt you!...” he gazed on her wounds “...I can’t hurt you… anymore.”



 

Yet she jumped on him embracing his neck from all the sides.

 


	“It’s you… I was so afraid… I… I was sure I lose you! They… they told me to kill you…”



 


	“Marie… I don’t know how much longer I can keep him at bay… please…”



 


	“I AM NOT going anywhere!”



 


	“I don’t want… to hurt you… Don’t want to… Don’t want…”



 

Johann, so focused on arguing with his inner side didn’t realize that the thick clouds started covering the sky, and thus, the moons, cutting off the twisted radiation. Slowly the beast inside of him was falling asleep. Hunter was tensing his body forcing it not to move that he didn’t realize that he was losing fur and his fangs and claws were rapidly vanishing turning to its previous size.

 


	“It’s ok, it’s ok now, see? You won’t hurt me. You won’t.” Marie kept whispering to his ear petting his head.



 

They stayed like this for entire night telling words of comfort to each other. Even if night was still young.













	“My, my. First time since the dawn of world - they didn’t kill each other.” Lamb noticed



 


	“So, you won millions of time, I won millions of times, but that’s a first draw ever.” Shade turned into more humanoid form.



 


	“Actually, it was told that if I die, you win, but as long as I am living it is considered as my victory.” Lamb smilled teasingly from under the doe skull.



 


	“Really? My lamb? Really?”



 

She answered him by showing her tongue in playful offence

 


	“I should disqualify you…” the wolf continue 



 


	“What for?” Lamb pretend she had no idea what he was talking about 



 


	“The clouds? Even these wouldn’t be enough to break morphing and stop his bloodlust.”



 


	“Ah. clouds. Draw, it is…”



 


	“Sometimes you are acting like… nevermind.” wolf just shaked his head in disbelief “...so, for the first time in millenia the hunt is over, but night is not… What are we supposed to do till dawn?” 



 


	“I… might have an idea…” she whispered in ear of the Wolf, which took form of beastman.



 

She started walking toward the bushes beckoning him with finger while taking off the only piece of clothing she had - the leather belt with arrows.

 


	“My-my. Seeing you naked always arouses me.”



 


	“My wolf, I am pretty much always naked.”



 


	“Yes, I know that.”



 

    The wolf-man approached the deity, lured by her beauty. 

 

A strange end of hunt. Strange, indeed.

            

    
        Chapter 331

    
    
    
    
                Whole morning and whole afternoon. This is how long Giselle remained silent curled like a cat lying her head on my thighs as I petted her and played with her hair.Lanele was slowly driving the cart toward our next destination. Her eyes were scouting the horizon and only occasionally she turned back to check the condition of dragoness. We knew each other for a very short period of time, yet elfish beauty already grow attached to us, especially to Gis. It was a nice thing - to, for a change, get new real friend instead of enemy or business partner which only waits for the right moment to suck you dry.

 

Well, she indeed wanted to “use” us, but merely to run away from her “overprotective friends” - to forget that in few years she will have to return to her homeland and live monotonous life as a leader of cult. In future we… pardon me... 
I could greatly benefit on knowing the high priestess of Bagora* Forest. Not that I was looking forward to it, quite the opposite, I hoped I would never have to use this connection, still, it’s better to have a tool and never use it than to be defenseless in the time of need.

 

Giselle shivered a little, stretched her body and raised her head. Her eyes were tired, as if she didn’t sleep for few nights, and who knows - maybe she didn’t. Right now, I was only interested in what she was about to say, in the end she was left “alone” with her thoughts for several hours. Will she be back to her coocky side? Will she still need more of my support? Will she…

 


	“Zaaariii…?” She said elongating my name like a child that is about t o ask you for a favor 



 


	“Yes, Love?” I didn’t stop playing with her hair



 


	“I am hungry.”



 

For a split of second I froze. Then, I almost burst into laugh. 

 

Gisele may be devastated, she may be in state of deepest horror  - feeling the end approaching mercilessly and without delay. But she will never, ever, skip a meal.

 


	“I think I have some ready rations to…”



 


	“Zaa-rii!... I want a warm dish.”



 


	“Young lady! We had a deal! To prepare hot food we have to camp and we have already lost plenty of time on our way! No, Giselle, we eat like that twice a day. Morning and at night.”



 


	“Oh… I see… I think… I think I am suddenly feeling sad again…” She hide her face in palm, but after a moment one of her fingers - previously covering eye - moved aside to check if I took a bait.



 


	“Giselle, you could never be an actress. You are just terrible at playing roles.”



 


	“Oh, my heart. It’s broken. So lonely I am! So unloved! Mama would even get up from the bed despite being ill to make me breakfast!” she pouted “... you ain’t loving me as much as my mama, are you? Shame.”



 


	“Gis, I am doing this for your own good.”



 


	“Suuure.” she pouted once again.



 

It was time for me to play my triumph card.

 


	“Very well. I think we can do that…”



 


	“REALLY!?” her eyes sparkled 



 


	“It’s sad. We are riding cart for days, that gives us not nearly enough time to move, eating that much would make you put on weight. Again.”



 

I sighed while picking bag lying next to me as I started looking for some meat.

 


	“Put on weight?... wait. What do you mean by <again>?!” her eyes almost popped out.



 


	“Oh? You didn’t realize. Well, not that I care, you are still beautiful to me.”



 


	“Zari… Please, elaborate the subject.” she actually took it seriously! She really did!



 


	“No. It’s nothing. I just remembered how you acted when I pointed out you got bit fatter for the last time. I am happy that you finally accepted yourself...” I showed her my most reassuring smile. “... Just so you know - no matter what people would say, I would always stay on your site! My big, beautiful love!”



 

I put some stronger accent on <big>

 


	“Here, hold this…” I tossed her a huge chunk of soiled and herbed meat “... give me a moment and I will find more. Hey! Lana! Stop on the side of the road. We will have a picnic and…”



 


	“Lana! Keep driving!” Giselle yelled with tone that made it obvious that refusal was not even taken into consideration. “...Also, take it back!” she forced food back in my hands, or should I say - arms, for she really used bit too much strength.



 


	“You sure? I can do that much for you, so…”



 


	“TAKE IT BAAACK!”



 


	“Ok, I see that you indeed are sure. But I thought you were hungry…”



 


	“I WAS NOT!... I just… I just wanted to start a conversation! Yes! A conversation! See how my magnificent plan worked out? We are talking. Like, just right now! Ho-ho-ho.”



 


	“My-my, how smooth of you. I have never expected that one day you would so skillfully outsmart me like that.” I did my best to make my face and tone expressed admiration



 


	 “W-well! M-me neither! You took this bait like a child! I never expected you would be so easy to trick!” she was stuttering more and more as she tried to keep the impression of someone that had it all planned along.



 


	“Gis, we will make a camp in two or three hours. And tomorrow around the afternoon we should already get into the city and buy a proper meal… not those scorched wastes that Zari feeds us with!” Priestess turned around to support dragoness “... And Zari, I know what you did just now. Not cool.” She hissed in my direction, but her eyes were shining trying to hold laugh. 



 


	“Say whatever you want, I have just defended our food supplies. Gis is a stress-eater. In an hour she can eat more than five grown-up man could eat in a whole day.”



 

Last part I sade much louder.


 


	“NOT TRUE!” Gis punched me in the arm



 


	“Remember when we were in Red Mountains? During the celebration in Queen’s halls?”



 


	“That was quite a feast! How could I forget that…” oh, her face proved that she was just re-living the memory in her head



 


	“Do you remember the roasted pig?”



 


	“R-r-roasted pig?” oh, she does remember.



 


	“Yes, the same that you ate alone leaving the whole platoon in shock and awe?”



 


	“T-t-that was a very small, very thin, very un-meaty piggy….”



 


	“That was a beast that weighed over 500 kg before being butchered. The cook said that he never prepared such huge piece of meat in his whole career… and he was working in his job for roughly 200 years...”



 

Gis got red all over her cheeks and ears and did everything she could to hide her embarrassed face from our sight.

 


	“You have no idea how much troubles you cause me back then…” I started massaging my forehead



 


	“W-w-what kind of troubles?!”



 


	“You have impressed the whole army! You could eat, you could drink, and you lead the squad to the bloody battle! Few of them wanted to propose to you… I had to remind them that you were already taken. Now, try convincing drunk dwarf that hitting on someone’s girl is the bad idea…”



 

Now, after scolding her gluttony we praised her other valors, with this she would still be happy and not-pouty for the rest of the day. That’s how you play it - take notes, boyz.


 


	“Yeees? And how did you convinced them?” Gis really loved to hear stories, especially the one which are more or less directly referring to her.



 


	“I… could have smash few bottles of liquor on heads on those more eager…”



 

That actually did happen!!! Sort of.

 


	“Zari, are you actually admitting that you are jealous of me?!” Gis purred visibly content.



 


	“What kind of question it is? OF COURSE I AM!...” I wasn’t even kidding “... well, you don’t give me too many opportunities for that, in the end people usually feel respect toward you and me and they don’t bother us much, but every time someone crosses the line I have to intervene.”



 


	“How?” this time Lana got interested in this particular subject



 


	“Depends on situation. There was such annoying brat in one of the guild’s branches… spoiled little shit. Let’s just say that bastard never expect it to hit him.” I said proudly 



 


	“Wait, aren’t you talking about that nice, but naive noble that suddenly rushed out from the guild while talking to me?”



 


	“Never underestimate the curse of diarrhea!” 



 


	“Now, you are just pulling my leg!...” Lana laughed cheerfully “... there is no way that someone could be THAT childish and…” she saw our expressions “... wait, you are serious.”



 


	“Well, as much as I share your point of view here… I think that what Zari did for me was quite sweet.” dragoness decided to defend my actions.



 


	“Honestly… the two of you…” priestess just shook her head in disbelief “... let me just put it this way: you really are worthy of one another.”



 

We answered her by showing our most silly smiles.

 


	“If someone would've told me one month ago that one of the most fearsome warrioress and the Oracle of Mother would act like you two… No, forget what I just said.”



 

Is that a good moment? Looks like a good moment to me!

 


	“I totally understand what you are saying! If someone would’ve told me that the next High Priestess of Elfish nation would be spying on us while we would be having sex, I would doubt that person sanity too!”



 


	“She did WHAT!?” Gis almost jumped



 


	“T-t-t-that not true! I have no idea what…”



 


	“Remember the nights of three moons? When we were hit by that carnal desire? We were polite enough to find secluded, quiet place where we wouldn’t bother anyone, but you decided to follow us.”



 


	“Lana? Reeaaally? And here I thought you were such a nice, sophisticated lady.” A tone of disappointment could be heard in dragoness words.



 


	“That was an accident! ACCIDENT, I TELL YOU! I just had to clear my thoughts and I started wandering around the forest and…”



 


	“... and you decided to stay there for how long? Pardon me, but you didn’t turn around on place and walked away.”



 

That was bluff on my part.

 


	“T-t-t-this is… I mean…”



 

Bingo. Looks like I hit the mark.

 


	“Lanele. I… We are friends ok, but there are some matters that will make me feel uncomfortable…” Gis resumes with as calm tone as she could muster.  



 


	“I am telling you… YOU…!” She pointed at me “... YOU ARE DOING THIS ON PURPOSE!”



 


	“I am not lying tho.” I admitted, yet pushed the guilt back on her.



 

Oh, I am most likely going to regret this, but whatever.

 


	“Giselle…” I said with serious tone “... Jokes aside. It’s not easy for me to say that, but… If Lanele is THAT interested maybe… we should just, you know, invite her to our bed or something…”



 


	“SAY WHAT!?” Lanele yelled



 


	“SAY WHAT?!” Giselle followed



 

~ “SAY WHAT!? ATTA BOY! ATTA BOY! NOW YOU'RE SPEAKING MY LANGUAGE! Need help? I know great charm-spell, giving it to you would be against the rules, but who cares?!” Lust followed 

 


	“Look! I don’t like it too! But… If the alternative is having Lanele sneaking next to our door and window every night… Or we could just pair her up with someone at nearest inn. She is quite a beauty, so I doubt we would have problems finding her a partner, the only problem is that she is quite prude and I doubt she would agree on sharing the bed with some total stranger…”



 


	“THAT’S COMPLETELY OUT OF QUESTION!” elf yelled waving her arms



 


	“See? She doesn’t like that idea either. So we have only our-bed-option remaining…” I completely twisted and misinterpreted her words. On purpose, of course.



 


	“THAT’S NOT WHAT I WAS TALKING ABOUT!”



 


	“Lanele… are you really that desperate?!” True sadness was almost oozing through the warioress’s aura.



 

Wait, is she actually considering it? Crap. No-no-no-no. I just wanted to tease them! If that would happen our whole relationship would turn awkward! Not to mention possible politic! She in the next ruler of Kingdom! I DON’T WANNA BE DRAG INTO POLITICS!

 


	“... No, I am sorry Lanele. I… I can’t do this. Sorry. What I share with Zari is something intimate and I would prefer it to stay this way.”



 

THANKS GOD

 

~ “OH NO! Come'on! We were so close to greatness! We were THIS close!”

 

With eyes of my mind I saw Lust showing with her fingers how <close> we were. Indeed. Very close. 

 


	“I am telling you that… Wait! Zari is doing it again!”



 


	“Trust me, I was the one risking the most here!” I hissed in response. Bah, I didn’t even lie “...I am rather relieved that Gisele turned this offer down. Crap! I started regretting even mentioning it after I have merely finished speaking!”



 


	“Good! That’s good… good… Wait, why did you start regretting? Hah? Something wrong with me or what?” Aaaah - here we start. Lanele is a woman and she didn’t fail to show her feminine side. The annoying-feminine-side.



 


	“Really? That’s what you want to do? You want to argue?”



 

Gis started laughing

 


	“Hmph!” Lana Hmph-ed at me. The ultimate answerw.



 

Whatever.

 


	“Better watch the road and keep driving. Tomorrow we will find you some nice, fat, hairy, dirty, drunk sailor to keep you company.”



 


	“Do that and I will use you as an offering to the sacred oak...!”



 


	“Your majesty.” I ended after a moment.



 


	“What?” she asked confused



 


	“You didn't add <Your majesty>, already forgot I am higher rank?”



 


	“Hiding behind your position now! How low! Be a man and take responsibility for your actions!”



 

Oh, she actually was furious.

 


	“Eyes on the road, acolyte.” I mocked her again.



 

The acolyte was a term for both - lower rank worshiper or/and for the student. High priestess could call the archdruid the acolyte, the archdruid could call the shrine keeper the acolyte and so on. Oh, and apparently I could use this term toward everybody.

 

And on the side note: that term is used either when you are lecturing someone… or pointing out the difference in hierarchy, something like “know your place”. Lanele was a smart girl, she had no problems in telling which one I mean just now. This is why she throw a hateful glance at me.

 


	“As you wish, Oracle. May you have long and interesting life.”



 

Interesting life, you say? A very nice way to say fuck you. I would love to hold a longer conversation with her. Damn, I must say, she indeed is a very interesting person. Don’t get the wrong idea! She was educated extremely well, she read more books that I would most likely ever be able to! I could learn so much just by having a basic conversation… and I am simply interested how this world works. Right now I only know basis of all important subjects. History? Barely few legends and myth. Politics? Only who is a ruler of every greater nation and who wages wars against who. Religion? Ok, here I more or less know what is going on, for, you know, I am quite in the middle of whole mess. 

 

But art? Music? Philosophy? Though I may not appear as if my tastes in art were gifted in any way… I do love art. Especially surrealists, grotesque and horror. Hieronim van Aaken, Beksiński, Max Ernst, Salvador Dali… Oh, if they had something similar here…

 


	“Ok, what’s your problem now?”



 

Annoyed elf asked without even turning around.

 


	“I beg your pardon?”



 


	“You were staring at me with dull eyes. It’s creepy.”



 


	“Did I?”



 


	“You did.” Gis embraced me with her arm around my neck. Let’s just say that her grip was bit “too loving”.



 


	“I was just wondering… Do you have any education in art.”



 


	“What kind of question is that!? Do you want to offend me even more! F’course I do! it’s like basic of…”



 


	“You wouldn’t mind sharing your knowledge with me later? i don’t have any proper education on that field, bah, I doubt I would be a good partner for conversation at all, but…”



 


	“You aren’t mocking me again?” she was quite suspicious after our last exchange of words.



 


	“Wait! Since when are you actually interested in art?” Giselle also was rather alerted by my sudden burst of sensitivity toward art



 


	“Since when? Since always. I just barely have time to study the subjects I love...I believe that medicine, business, alchemy, engineering are noble pursuits necessary to sustain life, but love, poetry, beauty, music… is what we stay alive for. Yet this world, no, every world, is so obsessed with finding greatness, with making yourself better, chasing perfection that in moment you actually find it… you have no time to cherish the moment….” i got lost in my thoughts and started monologuing without noticing “... look at them. Doesn’t matter - humans, dwarves, elves, beastkins. They are all the same. In their stupidity, self-centeredness…Living their little, boring lives deprived of any greater purpose. Surviving isntead of living, waking up, doing same things over and over and over again, puting on themselves bondages - chains, unwilling to not only break them, but to even see them! They are all so very free! They just pick their belongings and go - into unknown! They are like birds that only need to spread their wings to reach the skies. No matter world, realm, universe or reality. They will all continue to waste their possibilites and gifts! Living in nightmarish loop of…” I snapped back “... I think I have just told too much.”



 


	“About what other worlds and realites you have just spoke?”



 

Lana asked.

 


	“I… once saw through the veil of reality. I saw different dimensions, different worlds. All different yet same to the core. Don’t ask me more questions about this matter, please, it was like a twisted dream that I don’t fully understand. We talked about it - it made my eyes explode.”



 

Well, I didn’t lie. I just told a different truth. Truth that was not related to the question she asked.

 


	“I see… well, I most certainly don’t mind having a conversation… maybe in some bigger city we could rent an alcove in library? But hey! One thing at the time! I still remember your previous request! By doing ten things at same time you will finish none! It’s better to exceed at one subject than to be mediocre in hundred! Giselle! Take the reins!”



 

~ “LANELE! DON’T!”

 


	“With pleasure!” Dragoness released me from her grip and almost jumped at cartman’s spot



 

~ “SHE IS GOING TO KILL US ALL!”

 


	“Lanele, pardon my words, but your driving was waaay too boring! I will show you how to drive! YihAAA!” she hit the horses forcing them into galop. 



 


	“I hope it was worth it, Lana.”



 


	“Maybe this time it won’t be as bad as…”



 

<Thud> - the cart hit the rock - on spotlessly clean road

 


	“Hah! Sorry!” Gis yelled.



 

This is not going to end well.

 


	“Back to our Elvish-language studies! Last time we covered the basis of <THUD> sentence making, words <THUD> placing and <THUD> roles of <THUD> diff<thud>er<thud>nt <thud>... OH FOR GOODNESS SAKE!”



 


	“SORRY!”



 


	“Whatever. Now we will focus on <THUD> learning few basic words, then we will <THUUUD> focus on teaching you speaking <THUD> basic sentences, like <thud> asking for general directions and <thud> such…”



 

Lanele was a dedicated teacher, she even treated such half-assed lectures given in not-optimal conditions seriously, she really wanted to teach me something, but because of Dragoness's driving "skills" each time something disturbed our lesson (that happened every 3-10 seconds) a single vein on her forehead would start pulsating faster and faster. After ten minutes I was afraid it was going to break causing internal hemorrhage. That, may Aira bless it, did not happen.

 

The two ladies kept torturing me on multiple levels of my existence (both physically and mentally) for next few hours - till the dusk, when I fed the she-devils with some extra large portions of food (I double checked if the portions were both large and tasty). Remember boyz - your lady being nasty to you? Feed her. No questions, just food. It’s not safe to ask: what you were doing whole day!; it’s somewhat safe to ask: how was your day, babe; and it’s very safe to ask: Don’t you want another glass of wine?

 

Trust me. I checked it many times in multiple situations. Works every time.

 


	“That was good…” priestess sighed massaging her belly with content smile after she devoured much more than she usually does “... now, as we have replenished our strength we can study some more. You know, studying before sleeping gives best results!... Or so I was told. Let’s check it!”



 

B..B..but… Works every time!... 100% success ratio!... Leaving me at peace…

 

My whole worldview has just collapsed.

 



* Not sure if location's name is right. I can't check if it's right as... hehe... I am kinda wirting this chap in place I shouldn't be doing that thus i don't have access to my file with locations and such.
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                 I woke up with my body and mind still remembering the horror of the duo-devils torment. I have been broken both physically and mentally and the dreamless night did not bring me any comfort, even more, through this whole time I was waiting for the continuation of my suffering. Driving with Giselle, studying with Lanele, could it be something worse?

Girls were already awake, walking across our tiny camp picking equipment and readying for the journey ahead. Today we were supposed to enter yet another city.

Ok. Let's put being overdramatic to the side (which will be a rather extremely difficult task as I simply love being overdramatic). I am actually quite used to the inconvenience of traveling with "Giselle behind the wheel", and priestess despite being a very demanding teacher, was very good in teaching. Seriously, she always ended part of a lecture by giving practical uses for the formula, mentioned expectations and pointed out most common mistakes. Damn, if only lessons were just a bit shorter I would be actually looking forward for more! Unfortunately, lessons ended when Lanele decided so, which, in most cases meant a few hours after I have had enough.

Still, studying with her was simply worth it. Why am I saying so? Trust me, I didn't have just some random urge to praise someone in my thoughts, there actually was a reason for my state of amazement!




	You have obtained a skill [ [High] Elvish Langauge - beginner] Level 1
	 



	
Elvish Langauge allows you to communicate better with creatures of [Elf-kin]
You will be able to automatically read/write/speak and listen to the conversation of Elvish language - the higher rank and level of skill the more accurate the translation will be.

You need to remember, that every sub-race of [Elf-kin] uses bit different variation of Language, but as they all originated from the same ancient language, you will be able to understand one another with just a small misunderstanding.

A higher level of any of the [Elf-kin] languages, the faster it will be to learn other variations.

If you would study all [Elf-kin] languages variations, the skills will merge into [???] skill


	 



	
[Elf-kin] languages learned:

[High] - learned 
[Wood] - missing
[Blood] - missing
[Dark] - missing
[????] - languge unknown


	 










	You have learned a new language!!!



	Thanks to memorizing new vocabulary you have successfully raised your brain performances!



	WIS +1










	You have learned a new langauge!!!



	[Elvish] is a very tricky langauge! It forces you to constantly think about new ways of constructing sentences. 
You are now more likely to create new [Spell-structures]!



	
INT +1












	You have learned a new language!!!



	
Because [Elvish] origins from [???] langauge, some spirits are more likely to respond to you /// favor you if you would adress them in this particular langauge.

Ps.: Try casting a spell in [Elvish]
^_^





	
SPI +1









THAT'S WHY!

Sweet baby jesus! Look at this! I can obtain simiar effects by meditating, but because I have raised it's level quite a alot, I would have to spend weeks on meditating before it would level up, not to mention rising my stats. I am actually waaay more eager to study with Lana! Will i gain more stats from leveing this skill?... i highly doubt that, more likely that I would gain some if I would rank it up. For now, I wonder how this auto-translation works like... Let's check it!





	[ [High] Elvish Language - begginer] - Level 1; is now toggled [ON/OFF]







- "Lanele, would you mind saying to me anything in Elvish?" I asked looking in her direction.

- "Ce'rai? T'arvec seq T'ais un-marufh ver akiin?" <Why? You thinking you understanding anything so quick?>

HOLY SHIT! It's working! It's like two Laneles are talking to me at the exact same time, yet that comepltely doesn't bother me not disturb my understanding! The translation is completely out of place but I can more or less understand what she meant! She used the simplest gramatical form and most common words, this is why autotranslation worked so well, let's check the other way around.

I looked at her at opened my mouth in response.

- "More or less. Mind saying something more difficult?" <Kyel-a-Mayel. T'arqon sayull undul ma-'aarez?>

Priestess eyes widened

- "You commited a terrible crime of rape upon my langauge... but that was actually quite understandable. Gradation of adjectives is still out of your reach... but that was rather clever. Joining prefix from <ma-'rklez> that meant the peak of skill with <arrez> meaning difficulty to create more-difficult? That's not how you make it... but... I must say it. Really good job I... I thought it would take you much more time to... Woah." she nodded few times "...the principle was used correctly, the only reason you made that mistake was simply that you didn't know the right prefix nor the correct way of gradation. But I am sure everyone would undersatnd what you meant. Oh, back to your question. I doubt you would understand anything, but here it goes..."

For a second or two Elfish beauty gathere thoughts before smiling and saying on one breath:

- "M'yalla, mirala miyeli Majar, Matafa un marka zeytuli M'yjak;Masteya, Maffiella mateyii ett Miyar, malleki mateffi mufyarri mak mar;
Vellosz ma..."

<????. ???? sweet Majar, Matafa and M'jak - her brother,Ventured, ???? ??? ??? ?????. where ??? shadow ??? sleep,
And then ???...>

- "ENOUGHT!!!" I yelled covering my ears "... tongue twisters? Are you nuts!?"

- "You wanted something more difficult..." she fluttered her eyes in an innocent matter, as if saying <I didn't do anything wrong, did I?>

- "If you want to kill a cockroach you use your shoes - not shoot it from a ballista." I said pouting

- "Anyway, did you understand something?" she smilled

Curses upon that smile! She is mocking me! Stupid sow! I am speaking your language for 5 god-damnes minutes! If you would start making potions I wouldn't bully you for wasting ingridients!!!... Wait, I totaly would.

- "Just some words out of context. Definitely not anything that would make sense."

- "Weeell? Say what you understood."

- "Something about sweet Majar... or maybe beautiful Majar, that together with her brother M'yjak and someone else ventured somewhere where shadow sleeps or something like that."

- "Close... Well, not really, but for someone that start studying recently..." she was... dissapointed? Like if I was progressing too fast? That's one way to boost my condifence! "... that's a rhymed story for children, it uses many alussions and twisted sentences, you know - something that because of two or three words at the end completely changes the meaning. It's a story of a group of brave elves that went into the dark land to defeat the bad-lord that noone saw, who is big, scary, has huge teeth and claws and is very mean to everyone, just to discover at the end of the story that the bad Lord was a very small girl that everyone was bullying, so she started wearing a dark cloak and was scaring people from afar. This story is used to teach kids many things, one - that very often scary things only appear to be scarry - or in other words, that weakest people often try to pretend being scary... and that if you are mean to someone, that someone would seek revenge..." she stopped talking. Froze in place, as if letting her mind start daydreaming. Her eyes were gazing somewhere deep into the horizon - to the deep South-West, where her kingdom was located.

She shook her head getting rid of tiresome thoughts and focused back on me.

- "We have still few more hours before reaching the city. Do you want to study or..."

- "I would love to, buuut... I think I would change Giselle on cartman's spot. She looks tired after whole day of driving."

- "Nonsense!..." dragoness noticed that we started talking about her "... I am well rested and ready to..."

- "Oh no!..." Priestess covered her mouth with a theatrical gesture "... she is even raveing! That may be a fever. She will have to rest!"

- "I am telling you, I am fine!" Gis really wanted to keep driving. Our pained bottoms rejected this crazy idea on the spot.

- "No, Gis, Jeircho kept telling you this - rest is important! This is why you will nicely sit on the barrel at the back of the cart."

- "But..."

- "Giselle! Two priests are telling you that you have to rest! Or maybe you have better knowledge about healing than the two of us!" Lanele said with a harsh tone

- "What? No, that's not what I mean..." dragoness was completely lost. She had no idea what was going on.

- "Good that we agreed on that particualr matter. Now, as your medic - I command you. Get in the cart so I can check you."

- "W-well. Fine, I guess?" And just like this my not-so-celver love was once again forced to sit on the back of the cart - far from the cartman's spot where she DOES NOT belong.

With combined efforts, we managed to place still confused dragoness at the back of the cart where she more or less peacefully sat for the next few hours of the journey. Every now and then she reminded us how very bored she is, but nonetheless, we managed to peacefully reach our next destination - the city of Stottergert, called also as Merchant's Stronghold.

There was a reason for that - Stottergert was the biggest city in whole Neira - it was built a few dozen decades ago on the crossroad of traveling routes. There was endless desert of nomadic tribes to the South, kingdom of elves to the South-West (from which our lil’ priestess hails from); the Red Mountains of dwarves bit to the North and further to the West and across the mountains chain to the North there was infamous pirates bay - from which smugglers brough exotic and not exactly legal goods.

But that wasn't the only reason for Stottergert state of wealthiness - it was surrounded by fertile soil - especially close to the swamps, forests were full of animals and many dungeons appeared all around it, being a real mine of magical cores.

But, you can't have only good sides of such a situation, can you? Swamps were habituated by creatures that weren't very happy that humans kept drying swamps to her more land for farms. Animals in forests lured predators that learned how to skilfully avoid human hunters (thus to avoid detection and later being reported to the guild, nothenless, their existance was rather well known); and dungeons... well I believe that I don't need to remind you how important is regular purification of those? That's is unless you don't want monsters to leave their liars and roam roads close to nearest villages. It's never wise to let crazy magical monsters roam free.


City guards couldn't take care of all the threats (they were too busy getting bribed by merchants) and mercaneries worked as private bodyguards or evetnually bouncers at the merchant's guilds, so naturally another proffession bloomed... and I am not speaking about hookers. Once again! That doesn't mean there were no hookers! Quite the opposite! But right now I am speaking about adventurers. The branch of the guild in Stottergert despite being so very young and thus "with no history, tradition and barely any time to get founds for investments and growth" was rather spectacular. Bah, it could compete with Neira's in term of size and majesty (also because Jericho kept wasting huge % of income on alcohole and gambles).

At the gates we faced the regular inspection (regular for adventurers) - for the huge queue of visitors waited in a single line as we have completely skipped it and entered via gate for VIPs. Oh, the hate the in eyes of people that watched us gave me chills. Few even tried to bribe us to hide on our cart. Of course, we refused, if we were caught we would face... well, maybe not consequences, but it would definitely be a pain in the ass.

- "Do you have anything for taxation?" the guard asked skipping dozens of things he was supposed to check from the list

- "No. We have potions and herbs, but that's for personal use." I answered bored. Hearing "potions and herbs" his eyebrow twitched, yet he quickly scribed soemthing down and get back to <inspecting>

- "Any danerous objects to report?"

- "Brother, we are adventurers... OF COURSE, WE HAVE DANGEROUS OBJECTS!" I was slowly losing my patience "... Name them! Swords! Daggers! Bows! Magical equipment! Scrolls! That's our bloody profession!"

- "Calm down, sir, I beg you, I would also rather spend this time in the inn drinking ale." Man looked at me wan ith exhausted expression.

- "Y-yes, I am sorry. Long days of traveling. Please, carry on." my outburst was silly and unjustified. Shouldn't yell at man that could order detailed inspection that could last for hours.

- "No offense taken." the man nodded few times, asked few more questions and let us in , yet was rather nice enought to inform us about a few additional things.

- "As far as I know all rooms in your guild are occupied. If you need a place to stay I suggest you to check the <Bear's Paw>. Their prices are ridiculous, but beds are warm and insect-free and what Katherine does in kitches is witchcraft in the purest form. Food to die for."

- "Well, thank you, my I ask you name?"

- "It's Solyon, sir, may I ask the reason for your question?" he answered and asked bit confused

- "After your shift will be over there will be a mug of ale waiting for you in the inn you have yust mentioned. As both apology and thanks."

He blinked twice, smiled and thanked us. After that, we parted our ways. 

Kindness for kindness - not to forget that it's always good to have postive relations with memebers of city guards. Just in case. 

Finding recomenced inn was a rather easy task - it was located two streets away from city market - close enought to get anything you need in a jiffy, far enought so the noise of hundred people negotiating prices wouldn't bother you. Well, it wouldn't bother you if you were a human, thanks to the curse of enhanced hearing I quickly learned that 20 iron bits for salted salmon is a ridiculous price.

The owner of <bear's paw> was a huge, very chubby woman with motherly aprance - a person that would give you a hug and feed you even if you were a totoal stranger. We quickly paied for two rooms for a week; paid in advance for mug of ale for certain city guard (after mentioning the name of the guard owner quickly nodded twice saying she knew him). 

With most vital needs satisifed and leaving our equipemnt in rooms, we headed toward the guild.

Guild like guild - crowded, noisy, smelling like sweat and booze. And like alwayses - dominated by warriors. All kind of shieldsmen, spearmen and axemen were occupying most of the tables, few rogues carrying daggers or shorter blades (few with bows - which wasn't really an adventuirer's weapon) and two or three mages. The regular.

And the quest-board. I have never seen this many quests in my entire life. Many quests notes were hidden under another. Every few seconds another quest was being taken, but just in the moment you thought that the number of quests is about to be reduced to reasonable quantity, a guild staff came with the box full of new just to nail more.

It was a universal law - the bigger and richer the city was the more problems it had.

- "New adventurers?" lady from behind a counter asked "... praise the goddesses! We have more work than you will be able to handle... but there may be a problem with your cantomnemt, we are full where is comes to rooms but..."

- "We already have rooms in one of the local inns." Lanele calmed the busy woman 

- "You were truly send by angels!" tensed muscles of staff member relaxed. I am sure that in her mind she was already readying for another quarell trying to explain why they can't give us rooms "... in this case I only have to register you. Your badges, please."

We quickly passed our guild tokens that were put by the crystal shard.

- "You are Zariel B rank, Lanele B rank and Giselle S rank, is that rig... wait. THAT Giselle and THAT Zariel!?" She quickly raised her eyes from the crystal-screen.

- "I think I now know why Giselle is boasting so much. it certainly is nice to be recognizible." I sighed pleased "... I believe that it would be us, I mean, Giselle as Giselle, but I have never met another Zariel in my whole life so..."

- "You have qualifications for higer tier quests! Please! NO - I BEG YOU! There are mostly C and B ranks here! Few As and literally one S rank! We can't keep us with requests!"

- "W-well, we certainly can take a quest or two..." Gis got back into the mood

- "One or two?! NO! WE HAVE OVER TWENTY! PLEASE! SAAAAVE UUUS!" The woman started crying. "... you have no idea what are we going throught! Merchants just don't want to understand that we can't deal with their requests! When they gave us another S-rank quest and we tried to tell them we are lacking people with qualifications they just told us to send more lower-rank adventureres!" she was massaging her temple.

This is when I noticed it - she had huge shadows under her eyes and her skin had unntaural colors. She was lacking propers sleep and rest.

- "You should have tell them them that next time they would be struggling in negotations they should just send more negotiators..."

- "Would love to, unfotrtuantely, we are not really in a position to... talk back to them."

- "I thought guild was neutral and noone have control over it." Lanele wshipered, yet loud enough to be heared

- "Oh, we are independent... just not financially. We are still too young to act proudly and refuse the quests. Not just yet."

I see.

- "Well, I guess we can take a quest..." Giselle looked at us looking for aproval

- "I hoped we could rest for a day or two. We were quite busy on our way here. Three moons ritual, bandit's castle, werewolf..." Lanal pouted. We were not in the best condition either. To be honest I also hoped for a day in a bathhouse.

Girls looked at me waiting for my final decision - all three of them.

- "Well, nobody tells us to work as a team. Lana, if you want to, you can rest for a day, two, or as long as you please, in the meantime, I and Gis will take quest..."

- "QuestS!" lady from administration put a very strong accent on plural version. For a moment or two, I battled with idea of showing her where is her place by saying that it's only up to us how many quests we would take but... just look at those eyes! As a fellow adventurer, I felt a strong need to help her. 

Not to mention that it was a great opportunity to train and raise rank. 

- "... or quests." I agreed

- "Are you sure?" Priestess asked with a concerned expression "... I don't want to leave with you tasks to do."

- "I am fine with that. Aaand to be honest, I would like to take two or three solo quests. Zari has been slowing me down quite a lot lately!" She smiled mockingly at me, I knew that she didn't mean that

- "That's understandable, just don't forget to come to me running after seeing a spider or two." I paid her back wtih the same smile

- "THAT WAS A WHOLE HORDE OF SPIDERS WHICH WERE AS BIG AS DOGS AND..."

- "Riiight..." I shiften my gaze back on receptionist "... so, what do you have for us?"

- "Well, miss Redwing is free to pick whichever quests she wants, I mean - she is an S rank... as for you, I think I will bend the rules as let you take A's..."

- "Give him S." Giselle, for the first time ever actually spoke higly about me in public "... that's something that papa Jericho would say - he is more than competent to be called S rank too. The only reason why he is refused the badge is that he didn't meet quests quota. If you have problems with a number of higher tier quests, feel free to give him hardest."

- "I don't know if I can do that..." Skipping one rank is one thing, skipping two completely different - someone that only <heard> about me may not be convinced.

- "Love, I have been hunting Temple-Hydra when I was blinded. I have survived on the 50-ish floor of Tower of Despair for a week - even saved her ass there..." I pointed on dragoness, which wanted to say something, but eventually just shook her head and pouted. She couldn't deny that "... a few days ago we battled with wwerewolf and won. I am sorry, but if you need any other proof to test my strenght, then tell me which exactly, beacuse maybe I did that too."

- "W-well, I doubt that you could follow S rank on hardest quests if you were inccompetent... I will trust you, I think. Ok, for next few days if you would pick S-rank quest I would forget to check your badge... Oh, one more thing."

- "Yes?" I asked preparing for more troubles

- "I just wanted to say... thank you for saving my ass." as if someone took a huge burden ofh her shoulder.

- "No problem. We will check equipment, take the quest and who knows, maybe we will deal with some most urgent matter today." Giselle stretched her muscles.

- "I will check library and book stores. Will see if there is something about art." she smiled in my direction before leaving. Together with Gis we approached the quest-board, to be precise the section on which in the bottom right corner of every document there was a red stamp with "S".

- "What did you take?" I asked Gisele that within minute took one of the documents 

- "A Bogger is attacking farm-fields."

I hissed

- "You sure you don't need help with this one? Bogger on the swamps is one annoying cunt."

- "Will be fine. Killed few of those already. They only look tough, if you would manage to force them into open combat they are pretty much done for."

- "Boggers don't just approach you and challange for an honorable duel. They prefer poisoning you and finishing when you are already dying. And fuckers tend to be rather fast in bogs... well, they are named Bogger for a reason."

- "I am a half-dragon. I am not afraid of poisons." she smiled porudly

- "Just be careful babe." I said after picking document myself

- "And what did you take?" Gis looked with curiosity




	You have obtained [The Mystery of Southen Cave] quest



	
People started vanishing in the forest to the South. After scouting the area a new Cave has been spotted.
Is that a dungeon? A warlock hideout? No one knows. Three squads of B rankd and one squad of A rank adventuers go in, only one peson came back.

That person only managed to say "burn this unholy place" before dying.

It is your duty to scout the area, evaluate the danger and report back.
You are free to take any action you would deem necesery.





	
Rewards:

- EXP [Depending on performaces and quality of raport]
- Money [Depending on performaces and quality of raport, no less than 01g50s]









- "Something annoying." I said and looked back on her "... don't wait with supper for me."

            

    
        Chapter 333

    
    
    
    
                We came to the Stottergert after noon, wasted around an hour for getting a room <under bear's paw> and eating, then wasted yet another hour for guild registration. It was around 3 or 4 pm when we took quests. Giselle headed out to the swamps right away, mostly because Boggers where night-time hunter so her decision was justified. There was a bit different rule where it comes to exploration of dungeons (for, as far as I know, I am heading toward dungeon) - you start it as early as possible - with the first light of the day would be best. Yet here I am - about to start my little journey a few hours before the dusk. Not very smart of me.

The first thing to do - supplies and equipment. D'iabel is a great tool, but it devours mana at a ridiculous pace, this is why regular weapon would be simply better - the sword of embers was proudly hanging at by belt, two daggers were hidden at special pockets on my calf-level. I was lacking one last thing - a spear.

Spears were simply adventurer's best friend it the narrow tunnels (that is unless something managed to sneak past you and attack your backs, then you are a goner) being a perfect tool to keep monsters on distance. The parties preferred swordsman with tower shields - valuing higher mobility over range and control, but let's say this - having a team allows you to pick a specialization, I am deprived of this little convenience.

I will have to visit a few shops and find some nice, sturdy weapon, but not too pricy.

I nodded a few times to myself before once again approaching the lady behind the counter and passing her the document. She quickly looked at huge "S" stample at the bottom, then again at me, and one final time at the stample. Her lip was trembling as she was clearly hesitating to vocalize her concern.

- "You are aware that it was supposed to be a party quest?" she asked "... going in there alone is very, very unwise."

~ We

~ Are

~ Not

- "...Alone..." I finished

- "Excuse me?"

- "I was just saying that I am fighting best alone, I am a mage with a wide area of effect spells. Don't tell this to Giselle, but few times I could have finish quests faster, but I had to avoid hitting her... I have just one favor to ask."

- "Well, as long as it would be in my range of..."

- "Don't send anyone after me. I know that it's a common thing to send few parties for the same quest, especially where it comes to S ranks, but..." I had to quickly think for a justified reason to hide my powers ".. I am a witch, and from time to time I cast a spell that could be viewed as Taboo. Dark magic, ugly magic, you know. Last time I used it among other adventurers they wanted to lynch me."

- "I-I-I see..." it was quite a normal thing for adventuring magician to push borders of morality and ethics, trying out new twisted spells in dungeons where no kingdom-law had an effect. Being a dark-mage, blood-mage or even necromancer or demonologist was completely normal.

Still, such people were usually a lone-wolfs - as simply no party wanted to take a risk of dealing with additional enemies. How often summoned devils managed to free themselves from the influence of warlock and attack him and his companions? How often necromancer decided to reanimate the corpse of his fallen companion to deal with deadly boss?... How often blood mage looked for a source of his powers still flowing in veins of his "friends"?

- "I think I will be able to do this much. When are you leaving?" She asked with a polite smile

- "Right now. Will only gather equipment and march out as soon as it is possible."

- "You sure about that?"

- "Hey, it was you that kept begging us to take as many quests as possible."

- "I hoped that you would finish more or them. You will be completely useless to me if you would die on your first try." she said half jokingly and half serious.

- "Easy there. Many tried to kill me and none yet succeed."

She only nodded in my direction as both signs of understanding and farewell, for another adventurer approached the counter.

- "Already back, Blanka? You surely are efficient!" I heard the staff worker greet an exotic woman with two curved blades located on her belt that walked past me.

I decided it was my time to leave the guild.





- "Already back, Blanka? You surely are efficient!" the staff worker smiled at woman covered in a light yet sturdy robes that you usually wear traveling across the desert.

- "Already? Took me two days longer than I was expecting. That bastard has just slaughtered entire caravan and was heading back to its lair to rest. I had to track him down." woman called Blanka was clearly displeased

- "Six day for tracking and killing Gor'nallan? I bet you have set a new rekord! Not to mention you did that completely alone!"

- "It's not a race..." war dancress scolded with quiet tone administration worker "... the only reason I am dissatisfied with the outcome is that in this time I could have finished a quest or two more."

- "You really hate monsters, do you?"

- "That's... not your concern."

- "Y-yes, yes, I am sorry. I didn't mean to pry." girl in glasses quickly raised her hands as both apologies and in order to calm down S rank adventurer "... Can I see the proof of killing? Not that I don't believe you, but quest states clearly that it requires a..."

Woman tossed a bag covered in greenish blood on the table. Tired lady quickly unpacked it revealing a small crystal.

- "One Gor'nallan's heart-core. More than enough. Please wait a moment and I will get your rewa..."

- "No need for that just yet. I still have enough money to pay for tavern and equipment. I will just take a bath and take yet another quest."

- "Don't push yourself, please! That would be your fourth quest in a row!"

- "This is why I will take something easier and closer to the city. I presume that the quest to check the cave in the forest is still on the board?"

- "A-a-actu..."

- "What am I even talking about, of course, it is. I am the only S rank here to take it..."

- "ACTUALLY! New adventurers came to the city a few hours ago... To be blunt - the man you have walk past took it, so..."

- "He? But guessing by token he was wearing he was just a B rank, I am pretty sure about that." she squinted her eyes

- "W-w-w-well... He came with Giselle Redwing so..."

- "Hmpf. If they are doing it toghether then I guess it's fine."

- "Hahaha! Of course! Together! Riiight!" The lady was terrible at pretending.

- "Olga, you didn't give S rank quest to single B ranker. Did you?"

- "Me? Do WHAAAT? I would never..."

She totaly did. Hand of Blanka bolted onward grabbing a glass-wearing girl by the throat lifting her up.

- "Are you actually fucking crazy?! Whole squads died there! I get it that you can't keep up with quests, but you have just sent a man to his DEATH!"

Girl called Olga started quickly slapping the hand of warioress letting her know that she is losing her breath. Blanka weakened her grip letting guild worker fall down and hit the ground.

- "He has Master Jericho special aprovement!" Olga managed to say while coughing.

- "That Jericho? Dragon's Slayer Jericho?"

- "Yes! So it's fine! He is only formally B rank as he simply is an adventurer for a year or two! If you would look at his ranking up history you would now that he gets a new badge as soon as he meet the quests quota!"

- "This changes nothing. These regualtions were estabilished for a reason - to reduce the mortality among advneturers. Our proffesion has one of the highest death-rates. He may be strong or smart, but only via eqperience of completing hundreds of quests, you learn humility necesery to never underestiamte the threat on dealing with dangers of our job. Olga, I will report both of you to Guild's supervision... as for that brat... I am going to save his sorry ass."

Blanka turned in place heading toward the exit. Olga tried stopping her, but as she was still fighting for air she couldn't utter any word.





I didn't waste much time picking a weapon. To be honest, I have just entered the shop, appraised the shit out of their stock, pointed a specific <pointy stick> with my finger and called the merchant.

- "I want this one."

He looked at me as if trying to evaluate how well I know the market and worhyness of weapons before saying.

- "25 silvers and it's yours."

On which I responded with

- "For a branch with sharpened iron ingot at the end? 10 silvers would be a robbery on your part. I will pay 5."

- "Now you are simply offending me, son! 20"

- "I am not your son, at least I have never met father that lies to his offspring like that. 6."

- "Really? I lowered price by 5 and you inscreased it by 1? Who taught you negotiations?"

- "If you think that we would end this negotations with 15 silvers fora piece of sharpened branch, then you are delusional. 7"

- "15 god-damned-silver coins!"

- "Told you - I am not even going to pay more than 9,99!"

- "You will have to! 10 is my final word!"

I looked over the shop.

- "How much for this pole?" I asked picking the base of the spear lying around.

- "50 coppers."

- "How much for this glaive blade?" I asked pointing on the ready component on the shelf.

- "3  silvers 50 coppers..." merchants already knew what I meant.

- "How much for assembling these two togehter?"

- "Listen now you little piece of shit!" Merchant lost his temper "... I am trying to feed my family! Do you have any idea how hard I am working to make this little pieces of art just so ungrateful spoiled brats like yourself could be all picky while acting all-mighty?! Customer-is-always-right-my-ass!"

- "And do you have any idea how hard I have to work to keep mosnters away from this city so leeches like yourself could demand quadruple of good worhiness!?"

- "Give me those 9 silvers and get the fuck out!"

I tossed coins on the counter, picked equipment and left. The whole negotiations lasted around 3 minutes.




	[Sturdy [Iron Spear] of high quality]



	Weapon class
	[Spear]



	Damage type
	
[Stabbing]
[Blunt]





	Damage:
	
[40-180]





	
Very well made weapon created by a skilled craftsman. Very durable - can be used in all climates, weathers and situations without worrying about the need of maintenance. A mastercraft in its price range.









Its description made me almost sorry for negotiating the price, still, who, for fuck sake, demands 25 silvers for a piece of tree and ore?! No magical properties! No exotic materials! No ornaments (well, I wouldn't buy a weapon with ornaments in first place, but still)!!!

On my way to the gates of the city, I played with a spear in my hands. It was perfectly balanced. I almost fear sorry for all the beasts on which I am about to level up my skills.

I left the city and kept walking toward the forest, as soon as I got there I found a path and followed it deeper. The forest indeed was full of animals, though I didn't see one. How could I tell? Marks on the ground, trampled bushes, voices in the distance. The forest was SO ALIVE... yet so quiet and lifeless at the very same time. As if every creature, every prey and predator was hiding its presence as only they could to avoid detection.

Still, the breeze of the wind dancing between the trees, the mud under my shoes, they sang to me, intoxicating and sharpening my senses. I felt as my passive skill of [Predatory] activated.

This forest had its king - tyrant to name it accordingly. The creature (or creautres) that wreaked havoc and terror across the forest and earned the respect of every rabbit, wolf, eagle, and bear. The closer I got to the mentioned location of the cave the stronger aura of dominance was suffocating the air around the forest.

In a single moment, my heart missed a beat, sweat covered my back and the skin on my arms and legs got covered in gosebumps - I felt someone's gaze on my back. Before the feeling left me I turned on the spot, felt on the ground suporting myself on legs and left hand while I amied my right hand with casted fireball into the forest, ready to shoot.

Yet, there was noone there. The feeling of being observed left me.

Not even a single time I felt malicious intent or death wish, which usually followed the feeling of being observed. Was that only my imagination? I doubted so - I have been living in the forest for quite some time, when I left it I became an adventurer. My body and mind were already trained to the point where I could react to the slightest feeling of being threatened.

Still, the forest before me was empty. Lifeless.

Like I will fall for this silly trick.

I took boots off my feet, stepped on the wet, yet somehow warm soil gathering mana - in my head, falling to my heart, and via veins to my feet, from which it flooded the ground all around.




	[Echo of Earth] has been activated



	Scanning for Alive and Mangical structures in [2.5]km radius






The world around me became grey and dull at first, just to bloom with redish-colors of life and hundrends, countless shades of magic. Green, Violet, Purple, Blue.

I have spotted a pack of wolves hidding in the small cave to the North. Birds were hiding among the branches of the trees, I saw spirits trying to cross the veil between our worlds.

Yet I found noone who could be spying on me.

The Echo of Earth was a perfect scanning spell. If you would conceal your magic aura - you would still generate the life force, if you wuld hide your life forces - you would have to use mana for that. As long as you were generating mana or touching the ground you would always be detected.

Did I... overreacted? Me? Am I growing old? Am I growing old despite being 2 or 3 years old in this world!? What a bloody comedy.

I shook my head, slapped my cheeks and resumed my journey toward the cave. Yet this time, I was paying much more attention to my surroundings than usually. You know, just in case.





Blanka found her target pretty quickly - still in the city. Let's say it - it's not hard to spot albino in magician's robes with a sword by the belt in the city full of merchants in regular, plain robes.

He entered the shop, left with a new weapon (a spear. Magician with sword AND spear! Who the fuck is this guy!? So complete and utter moron?!), for which he paid less than half its original value. Blanka never paid much attention to the cost of things, almost never negotiating prices. She had no need for that, she kept earing more than she could spend and fighting for each and every coin was merely a waste of time to her.

He replenished his supplies and left the city.

Weird, right after he left the habituated area and entered the wildness something changed in him. The way he moved, the way he behaved, even the way he breathe. She met such people before - people of the willd. Men and women that were almsot compeltely defenseless and lost in cities that turned into completely different individuals when they entered the hunting grounds - their hunting grounds.

She paid attention to keep the distance and hold her instincts on the leash. Unfortunatelly for her - she walked too close to the hideout of single horned rabit, thus scaring him off. For a split of seconds, her combat instincts kicked in. It was enough - the B-rank sensed it.

His reaction was immediate as he perfectly aimed fire spell at her location.

Blanka held her breath and pushed her whole body behing the tree, she kept observing the man via gaps between the leafs.

The man didn't calm down, no, quite the opposite, he became even more suspicious. Rookies did not act his way, no, only veterans and gifted people never ignored their intuition. He started taking his boots off, making swords wielder curse ugly in her thoughts. She knew what was coming for she saw this spell a few times in action. But, that meant she also knew its weak spots.

An impulse of greenish mana started to spread across the ground, no matter - magician or warriors, it would detect them all. Unless....

Mana spreads across the air, but life... life need to touch life in order to be spotted. Like an electricity, it can pass only through other living objects. She quickly picked her swords, dug them into the ground and jumped into the air. She was now standing on her hands holding her blades dug deep into the ground.

The magic pulse passed her, going deeper into the forest before returning back. Blanka stayed like this for a minute or two more until she double checked that the man has resumed his journey.

Maybe he wasn't THAT bad after all? No. It doesn't change anything. Bad or good - the laws are meant to be respected. Both him and the guild worker disrespected the law - the law which was established to save lives. If they would make a precedence, soon more people would start demanding being allowed to do harder quests - because somebody else could, so why can't they!?

They needed to be stopped and punished, if not by the guild, then by her.

Otherwise, people will start dying again. Just like... just like... Just like him. Because of her.

Right now, she lived only to repent for crimes of her youth. She gave up her previous life, the life of a noble. She gave up her family name and titles to become what she is now - Blanka the Twin-Bladed Judge.

No one will escape  her judgment and punishment. No thugs, no merchants, no nobles, no adventurers nor gods...

... But that cave called for her vengeance too. Who knows, maybe she would support him from shadows. She will make him hers tool of vengeance, and when the time would come, her wrath would fell upon him too?

The end is yet to be seen. For now, let's keep observing him. But this time, from bit further away.

            

    
        Life-status update + next chapters "schedule"

    
    
    
    
                I LIVE BITCHES!

But what kind of miserable life is that? I hoped that after 3 months period of working for corpo I would be offered a full-time-course job. But not. I was given another 3-month period. I told you, I promised you, I SWORE FOR MY GOOD (bad) NAME that I would never pick 3-month of an underpaid job.

But fuck me backway and sideways, cuz that's exactly what I did.

Another 3 months of earning less than 500$/month.

For a month I was walking like a shadow behind my boss yapping and crying how misfortune and sad and hurt I am with my current situation, she told that she would talk with boss of hers about finding a new vacant, and maybe she did, but damn, cuz that means that she sucks in negotiations. 

In the meantime, I was looking for another job, and I found one! In another corpo! Paid 33% more than my current one!

Just to receive, after three stages of interviewing, information that they have no job-offer for someone with my qualifications - I must say, that's the nicest "fuck-off" I have ever heard.

That was three days ago, now I am back doing the work I like (CUZ I DO LIKE IT) for the price I don't like (CUZ IT FUCKING SUCKS). Happens. But, today, we have finished quite an event at my workplace that kept me quite busy, so starting from tomorrow I should have some (much) more time for writing. Oh, one chapter is already written, waiting for being proofread. Today, I am taking a day off for sake of my mental health (damn you, work-place event) then I will start "paying you back" for the break I took. 

For sure chapters would appear at least twice per week (Saturday - Sunday + delay for proofreading), but as I have just mentioned, will try to make it three or four for next three-four weeks. Just fucking because. For now, I have flu, have just drunk a Theraflu and am about to hit the bed. G'night and have a nice day.

And fuck y'all getting perid more than 500$/month. You should feel bad for having more successful life than me!!!

            

    
        Chap 334

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: Flubbykin


I have reached the entrance of the cave. Upon my arrival I got another notification saying... exactly, it was saying nothing. Bunch of question marks. Either it was a dungeon that had level and grade beyond my understanding, or it was surrounded with cloaking magic. Yes, magic was strong in here, or maybe it wasn't magic? Power has many form and shapes. Mana, emotions, blood, desires, each and every kind could have its own manifestation. Was the shivering down my spine caused by magic? Or something else? Something older? Magic so ancient that no-magic?

Mental feeling aside, the air brought from the deepest part of the cave a warm, sweet and suffocating smell of death - of rotting bodies and decaying blood. The smell was very weak, thinned by dozens of curtains of moss and vines that were dangling from the ceiling, normal people could never sense it thus continuing their journey toward their doom. Oh, if someone could feel what I was feeling!!! They would be struck by terror for sure! Yet in my mind, something different appeared. No terror and no fear for sure. Excitement? Oh, yesss. I felt my pupils turning into vertical slit almost without my will, I had to dig my fingernails into my own palm to stop them from morphing into claws.

THE HUNT! Awaited for me! Called me from the deepest part below! There is nothing to be afraid! I am the ultimate predator and the place below shall be my new palace! Castle! Stronghold! I shall be its new king! From this place, I shall flood this realm with my minions! YES! But first things first! In the end, I am a perfectionist! My dominance must be absolute! I shall prepare myself accordingly to my god-like presence! First, the equipment!

Tsk, those robes will barely do. Was I always dressing in such a primitive way!? What was I thinking!? Plain, black, cheap, dirty! I should be walking dressed in gems and gold!... Or in mighty armor. Curses, I have left armor of Jackal back in the capital. Silly me, the only thing worthy to be worn by me! At least my sword is enhanced and the spear was made with somewhat decent quality!

Now, my status! I don't want to be viewed as... wait what was it? Down there, in my status effect section?




	You are now [Hexed]



	You are now [Charmed]



	You are now [Allured]



	You are now [Bewitched]



	You are now [Cursed]



	INT
	- 50



	WIS
	- 50



	SPI
	- 25



	RFX
	- 25



	You were touched by [Ego of King]:



	
Your leadership abilities are being drastically reduced
Likelihood of being betrayed is being drastically increased








I blinked twice as if not believing my own eyes. Then, I raised my hand to my mouth and painfully bite myself.




	You are no longer [Charmed]



	You are no longer [Allured]



	You are no longer [Bewitched]






I tried clearing my mind as much as it was only possible, before sitting in a lotus position.




	You have entered [Meditation] state



	You have cast [Detoxication] upon yourself



	You have cast [Viper's blood] upon yourself



	You have cast [Dispell] upon yourself







I watched remaining effects perish one after another till I was completely "clean". It almost made me feel like a junky.

Sweet baby Jesus, mighty Allah, brave Thor, and quick-footed Hermes. This place is nuts! I was pretty much dead in the moment I put my feet inside! I didn't get notifications about being treated with this curse-cocktail! No, wait, I did get notifications, they are in my change-log, but they didn't pop up like they used to do...

Most likely effects of [Alluring] and [Bewitching] that were cast first. They greatly reduced my Reflex and Intelligence thus lowering my ability to notice changes around me.

Shit. Should have prepared better! Should I go back and rearm? I definitely should! Spending shitload of money on magical accessories, getting higher grade equipment against curses, hexes, charms and shit! What else! Maybe poison too!?... wait a moment.

I quickly inspected the curtains of moss




	[Dajabolical Poison Ivy]



	
Valuable alchemist material and component. Extremely toxic.Constantly releases quickly-evaporating oils that may cause hallucinations.
Touching it is even more dangerous

Caution!
Extremely flammable





	
May cause:

- Numbing- Sleeping
- Paralyze
- Damage over time








Sure. Why not poison. This place is not a dungeon. It's a death pit. 

The questions remained: when did it appear and why?!

Vanishing of people has been reported fairly recently, and the mortality (for I have no delusion of hope that people that get in there were still alive) skyrocketed from 0 to 100%. Such places would surely drag attention of guild.

This place was not meant for a single-man quest. It's supposed to be a full S rank raid of few dozen people! It should be aimed for S ranks from the whole continent!

... Yet, I want to enter it. I know it's madness, but there is something, like at the bottom of my heart, forcing me to step into it. I checked my status screen few dozens of more times, just to be sure that this desire was not caused by weird cave. It wasn't.

I reminded myself what Sebastian, no Bachoru, told me when I was leaving the capital. That the times were changing, the order was being shattered. That I had to get stronger... Yet, he wouldn't praise foolishness. I can already hear him saying <bravery and stupidity are often confused, and the combination of both killed more men and women than all plagues combined> or something similar. At least it sounds very Sebastian-ish to me.

- "Hear me out, children of the Night,

Answer my prayers before the dawn,

Step out from the shadows,

So ancient and dim,

Give me guidance, your strength, and grief,

And I promise you blood - relief so very brief..."

My words slipped right away into cracks of hungry nothingness creating a portal through which smudges of darkness rushed into our world. They danced, twisted and cumulated creating a chunk of liquefied, boiling dirt that withing next dozen or so seconds turned into a material creature. 

- "My-my, look who finally decided to call" Garuda taunted me after stretching his wings

- "I may, or may not, but I am still doing this anyway - require your help..." his brow twitched ".. well, <help> is a wrong word, opinion, would be better I think."

- "You have encountered a place imbued with such thick magical powers that you can't see through it and wish to know if it is safe to go in?"

- "More or less, but yes."

- "The first thing that a strategist does when he is lacking data for planning is gathering the data. Otherwise, it is no risk, but foolishness and foolishness kills beggars and sages equally."

I knew that he wanted me to ask how can sage be foolish so he can scold me and then give another lecture, this is why I didn't ask. The proud devil looked actually disappointed. It would be rather cute if he wasn't a monster.

- "The fastest and most efficient way of gathering data is asking someone that may possess this kind of knowledge." 

- "To have the knowledge is one thing, to share it - completely different. Why should I just tell you?"

- "Sebastian, we are too old to play these games. We can do it a nice and fast way or..."

-  "Ooor?" he sensed a threat in my voice and smiled widely. He actually enjoyed the fact that a mortal challenges him.

- "Or I will summon rest of my birdies and using my familiar-contract I will force ALL OF YOU to go down and scout the area. You will most likely die, but then I will just wait twenty-four hours waiting till I can re-summon you again just to scan your memories. Then I would go down, reach the point where you died and repeat the action. It may take weeks, months even, but it will be you who will be dying over and over again. You may be the hell's veteran so you are not afraid of no death nor pain, but I wonder what other devils would say knowing that Bachoru blood-feathered is dying over and over again in a mere dungeon."

- "Threatening me with my sense of pride? It could work on lower-rank devils obsessed with glory, it's just as you said - I am too old for that, Zariel."

Yet, regardless of what he said, he approached the entrance to the dungeon, for a moment or two he closed his eyes, just so they could beam with dark violet light after he gazed into the entrance of death-pit.

- "I... Have no knowledge of this place. It's new. It should be wild, twisted, merely learning how to grow and operate, like a toddler merely learning to walk, still crawling on all fours... but something is different. As if it was shown how to do a more complex task. Like a young student was given formula, he does not understand - he can perform an operation without being able to predict the outcome nor to know how to use it. Highly effective at the beginning, yet there is a threat that he will not be able to look past that, drunk with new powers he will not learn anything new...."

- "I have already seen a similar place before."

- 'You did?" devil turned around.

- "On our way here, together with Gis, we destroyed a dungeon with organic dungeon core. The creature became highly aggressive, started attacking animals and humans around it and kidnapping them. It was using their body and emotions to study - to create a new form. If you asked me, it was quite similar to... to me."

- "Times are changing, the tide is being reversed. The cycle is being stopped, broken. Someone somewhere is doing things he or she is not supposed to. The question remains: are YOU it's part, it's a consequence or reason?"

- "I wish I knew..." I pouted "... The world went nuts. Dungeons being born like mushrooms day after the rain, angels are being born, devils started roaming the world. Inquisitors are hunting me days after I came here... I can believe in coincidence or two, but when three or four coincidences are appearing one after another I name it <a pattern>."

- "If you are aware of that, then maybe you will be living a bit longer than I presumed."

Did... Sebastian praised me?

- "Answering your question - this place is both deadly and childishly easy at the same time..."

- "... so Schrodinger-Dungeon?"

- "It posses a set of deadly tools but is rather bold - not to call it savage - in a way it uses it. Every experienced Dungeon would be more skilfull in using its curses. It would cast numbing status effects in a room with poisonous plants, it would combine alluring and bewitching in trap-corridors to make adventurers fail to notice the pitfalls, and would save that [Ego of the King] curse for treasure room, so party members would kill one another. Yet, it decided to throw everything right at the doorsteps - as if hoping that you will die on the first line of defense, that it didn't prepare the second one."

- "Are you sure about that?"

- "That's the problem. No. It could always make us think this way, so adventurers would lower their guard after storming through the entrance... but then again, why would you threaten the prey on the start? It... wouldn't make a sense. Unless it was an ambush set for a specific party or person."

- "You mean - on me?"

- "Chances are very slim, but you always have to pay in mind, that this dungeon appeared a few days before you reached the city." 

- "In this case, I should never enter it, am I right."

- "Yes, that is correct." Garuda nodded

- "Or I should at least get back to the city, get some potions and equipment against negative effects."

- "That would be the only logical conclusion."

- "But we are not going to do that."

- "Appears that not."

- "We are going in, right?"

- "If that would be a campaign I would care about, I would absolutely never do this, but, as long as it's only you..."

- "Thanks, Sebastian, I knew I could count on you. Well, what are you waiting for? Go on first, don't be shy."

- "You are not going to summon rest of your familiars?" He asked me tilting his head to the side. Indeed, summoning them now would be the best possible idea as summoning takes time.

- "Not just yet."

- "That's not even pathetic. Just childish." Devil shake his head in disbelief 

- "If that would be a mission I would care about, I would surely prepare myself accordingly, but as long as it's only you..." I repeated his words from seconds ago.

- "Why was I even forced to be chained with you?"

- "Mostly because Heira wanted an agent to report about my development as well as have some tools to pressure me into acting accordingly to her will?"

- "Since when do you know that?" He was angry or even surprised

- "Since I discovered you were a devil. Heira doesn't do a thing out of good will, only if she will benefit from it - mostly by getting a good spectacle. I believe that this is also why you "warned" me and told that I need to get stronger. Is your goddess becoming bored by me?"

- "Assumption justified and correct in logic, you have all reasons necessary to believe in it, but Zariel..."

- "Yes?"

- "Back then, I met you because of my own free will. Heira never knew nor approved our meeting. When she found out... she was not exactly pleased."

- "Little dog Sebastian disobeying Heira?"

Once again, he gave me annoyed but not angry gaze.

- "I am doing what has to be done, I am doing what Lady of the Night needs, even if she would not approve it."

- "Then why did you bother with me? One silly mortal? Why do you want me to become stronger so desperately that you decided to suffer punishment from the hand of your beloved lady?"

- "You are underestimating mortals in general, and you are underestimating yourself. You killed an angel, you banished a devil. This alone is more than enough to earn respect and curiosity of celestials. If you managed to do that with luck and trickery - then what will you be capable of with pure skill and power? We, celestials, are corrupted, almost incapable of learning and becoming stronger in any other way than promotion. This is why mortals fascinate us. You can become anything you want, and that's why you are angering us - because you chose to remain passive. Zariel, don't become passive. Don't become dull. If you ever would, I would be a force to tear you off your lethargy. You better show me your passion down there... Or...."

- "Ooor?" it was my time to act surprised 

- "Or I would use my connections and cause more devils to appear on your path. One way or another, Zariel, I will make you stronger."
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Blanka was watching magic caster from afar, she doubled the distance between her target in order to avoid his sharp instincts. She watched him stood by the entrance of cave inspecting it carefully.

Man - Zariel - froze in place before he started acting weirdly. 

He started inspecting himself with disgust as a noble to was just touched by dirty beggar checking if no dirt was left on his splendid robes, 

Then, everything became much more bizarre, he started grinning to himself, laughing like a mad man, before he bite his hand so hard that blood started dripping from the wound 

Blanka knew instantly what happened - the pain was the fastest way of freeing yourself from under hypnosis. Magic caster sat on the ground, relaxed, and began casting upon himself dozen of dispelling spells, then...

He started chanting. Warrioress felt the magic brought by the wind - the spell was ugly, dark, unholy. Dark mage - the taboo breaker. This is why he asked to not send anyone for the same quest. Blanka didn't care, for she knew that magic was nothing but a tool and it was the purpose it was used for the only real way of claiming if the magic was "evil" or "good". Same as with sword - blade could be used both by bandits or knights protecting villagers - weapon was never good or evil, only the one who wields it.

But, the taboo-magic tended to be far more corrupting, people using it tend to become selfish, greedy and violent much more often than of the other magical domains, and that was a fact.

The spell brought the shadow that gave birth to a monster, its devilish origin wasn't even masked, the way creature spread its magnificent jet-black wings like a king spreading its coat while saying "I have arrived, and terror follows"!

The two - witch and his familiar started talking. By the gestures and grimaces, she could tell that they were both mocking one another. Good. If he had another form of relations with the devil the likelihood of its betrayal would skyrocket, devils enjoying the company of their "owners" tend to grow attached to them - trying to corrupt them instead of splitting in half when only the power of seal would grow dull.

Whatever the two agreed on, they started heading toward the dungeon, with the devil going first.

But, just before they dived in, the devil turned around and look at her.

It was a terrifying experience. As if her whole consciousness was dragged to him, when their eyes met she became defenseless - the world turned black and red while the aura of devil kept becoming bigger and bigger till it covered the world... or maybe it was her becoming smaller? All she knew, that for that split of a second, she was standing - so tiny - between clawed hands of garuda. Beast was bringing his hands closer and closer together as she was paralyzed with fear, and when she thought that she was about to be crushed, the magic caster asked aloud.

- "Something wrong, Sebastian?"

- "No, master, just a tiny bug dragged my attention."

- "Bug, you say? That's what you are into? Well, who am I to judge?" the way that the summoner addressed this mighty, terrifying creature made her shiver.

- "It was so very similar to you, that for a moment I was wondering to which of you I am supposed to serve."

- "That's the only comeback you could think of? Lame, Sebastian, lame."

- "Your disappointment has been acknowledged. Next time I will try harder."

They left her field of sight. 

Blanka's legs were shaking as she collapsed on the earth released from an astral grip. It was clearly a warning - do not interfere. Stay away. Lay low.

...

But Blanka couldn't listen to the voice of reason. She already threw her life away and dedicated it to one purpose. She gathered herself, blow the dust off her coat, waited few more minutes before following the weird duo. 

Her equipment vibrated in warning. She was wearing dozen of anti-magical equipment, almost every piece of clothing she was wearing has been enchanted. This is why she realized how powerful curses were almost cast upon her... and she knew that similar curses were cast on the magician.

He didn't have any enchanted equipment, which meant that he get rid of that with pure force of will and own skills - another reason to respect him as an adventurer and be cautious of his actions. The staff member didn't lie, he indeed was a low rank only on paper.

Yet

It didn't

Matter.

They broke the rules, and rules are everything in this ugly, disgusting world. Only rules and law keep people safe. Law and rules were the only measures that separated good people from bandits. They needed to be punished, otherwise, the chaos will emerge...

... but that, for later. For now - the dungeon.

She moved past curtains of moss... and once again the equipment sang a warning song. Poisonous. What, for the mercy of the goddess, is this unholy place!? 

She moved past corridor, deeper into the cave, weirdly, despite no light source she had no problem with seeing, quite the opposite, it was as bright as outside, so the cave was indeed a dungeon filled to the brim with magic. 

But, for the dungeon to become THIS strong, it needed to grow of years, Tsh, years? CENTURIES! MILLENIA! The traps here were on pair with middle floors of Tower of Despair! Blanka kept walking deeper and deeper until...

She lost the track of Zariel and Devil's footprints. They just vanished in the middle of the path!

Her instincts screamed, and only that saved her from the knife digging in her spine.

She jumped to the side, rolled over the dirt and raised her blade pointing it at...

... white haired magician standing on the tall boulder. Did devil tell him she was following him?

- "When I noticed someone was following me, I thought that my senses were merely playing with me, when I cast the scouting magic and it didn't spot anything - not even birds nor rabbits, I was actually even more suspicious, but as Sebastian told me that... the FUCKING BUG dragged his attention I just knew something was off."

He was playing with another dagger in his hand, ready to throw it if she would do any serious move. 

- "... This is why I put the rune on the entrance of the dungeon. As soon as you stepped on it, it let me know that I indeed had a tail."

That sly bastard. He put a rune in place when dungeon attacked everyone who would enter it with dozen of curses, spotting a single, delicate form of a magic in that cluster of spells was impossible. She triggered an alarm without even noticing.

- "Now, I wonder who you are and what you want..." magician continued his monologue, Blanka noticed what he was doing. he knew dual casting. As he was keeping her busy with talking, he was also drawing magical structures on the sides of the room, ready for possible battle "... You are not from the church, you simply lack the air of foolishness and bigotry. You are not a <gift> from Sebastian, because your magical aura does not smell like a person touched by the devil. Last time I checked I didn't owe any debt, so you are clearly no debt-collector... either you are an idiot or it is something more personal. You didn't die with your first few steps into the dungeon, so you are not the idiot... So?"

- "I am Blanka." There was no reason to hide it.

- "Blanka? Blan-ka?" the way magician spoke, as if he was tasting her name, every sound of it made him look more devilish than his familar "... it rings a bell, must tell you that. Right, you are an S-rank. An adventurer. BUUUT! If I am not mistaken I politely asked the counter-lady to NOT SEND anyone after me for this quest. Yet here you are, with like, 5-minutes delay? Were you waiting till I pick this particular quest?"

- "No. I wanted to do this quest a week ago, but something more urgent popped out. I have just informed the staff worker that I will be taking that and left as soon as I entered the guild. As I think about it now, she indeed wanted to say something before I left."

Well, she didn't lie, she used truth mixed with partial-truth just to end with almost-truth. Did he take a bait?

- "And this is why you were sneaking, even bothering to avoid detection-magic?" He didn't take the bait.

He was so very cautious. Well, she can't be surprised, he just said that the church has been hunting him, and church is very... dedicated to its hunts. 

- "I wanted to do this quest so I took it. Guessing by your pendant you are B rank yourself. Who even allowed you to walk to that part of the quest board?"

- "That is NOT a concern of yours."

- "Quite the opposite!" Blanka was done with answering questions "... I am a higher rank. When two guild members are taking the same quest, the one with a higher rank has priority and, if the dungeon is proved to be too difficult for a lower-ranked, the higher rank becomes the commander in order to ensure the survival of both, that's the law of adventurer's codex..."

- "Codex. Laws..." he jumped off the boulder and started walking in a circle, in this action he resembled a black panther that she once saw "...cluster of useless rules written by weak people for weak people to let them believe they stay on the same level with the stronger."

Eventually, he stopped, moved to the side and hide his dagger back in his pocket on his thighs.

- "Do what you want, as long as you won't get in my way."

Did he decided that she has no ill intentions?... or did he reach the conclusion that she is no threat to him?

He was about to enter one of many corridors when she yelled at him.

- "ZARIEL WHITE RAVEN!" he stopped "... You broke the law! You picked the quest that doesn't match your rank. Your action could bring chaos to the organization and put many lives at unnecessary risk! For now, this dungeon has priority, but as soon as we would be done here, you will pay for your crimes!"

He smiled.

That terrible wolfish smile.

- "Is that so? Are you sure?" he was... mocking her?

- "You are saying that you will not freely embrace a punishment?!"

- "Punishment? Silly little thing. Who will punish me? The guild? The same guild whose leader owes me money and whose daughter-in-law I am dating?..." he was almost laughing "... or the families of adventurers that died in this dungeon, whose death I am about to avenge?"... he was back to walking in circles, his predatory-instincts were just forcing him into acting like the beast he was "... or maybe a king and nobility that owes me a favor... or perhaps... You?"

- "I am Blanka, the swords of judgments. And yes, if every legal institution would fail to punish you for obvious crimes, it is my duty to deliver you what you deserve."

- "How very noble... one single miscalculation on your part though. To deliver a punishment, you would have to challenge me on duel and win..."

She didn't notice when he vanished from her sight just to appear behind her. He hugged her tightly from the back and whispered right into her ear

- "Spoilers alert. This story ends with your death."

She broke free and slashed her swords at the place the man was standing a moment ago. 

But he was already back in his previous location.

- "Dear avenger, or whomever you wish to be. This is my only warning and lesson at the very same time. Sometimes a little evil needs to be committed so a greater good can be achieved."

- "That's what spoiled and wicked tells to justify their action."

- "What do you think about my company - the White Raven Apothecary?"

He asked out of blue.

She gathered her thoughts for a moment or two. Was he trying to show how needed by society he is? That would be a very low action. Very low indeed.

- "If you with to hide behind the..."

- "Answer the damn question." his tone was as cold as the blade of northern giants

- "It... It saved the lives of thousands, and will save thousands more..."

- "It started as illegal-crime organization." he disturbed her on the spot "... technically, the Alchemist Guild was the only legal organization working in that market sector at that time. We were called thugs. Murderers. People selling poisons. The law and rules that were established were not meant to save the people, but to maintain the status quo of rich and powerful. This is what laws and rules are to me. The very same thing is happening now. You are deeming my actions as wrong, because the system told you it is wrong. What if your system is wrong, but not me? What if you would never realize how evil your actions were, just because you <punished> everyone who tried opening your eyes. Your point of view is limited, your chain of thought afflicted. You are free to try to stop me... just as winds try to move mountain. No matter if it is about making potions more affordable, giving homeless children a place they could live or saving unprepared adventurers from obvious death. I will change this corrupted, evil world. Even when such righteous people like yourself would try to stop me."

He turned back one final time

- "I have told you that before - do as you please, I will react accordingly."





- "What a passionate speech." Sebastian appeared from the shadows when he was sure that Blanka was not around "... who could have thought that fate of orphans lies so heavily on your heart."

- "Orphans like the orphans, but shaking the worldview of people will forever remain the hobby of mine."

- "Are you sure you are not the devil?" Sebastian smiled widely. He indeed could appreciate a job well-done

- "Devil? Please. I am the thing that makes the devil check the underside of his bed."

This day started greatly for two evil-creatures. They had a wonderful meal, each of them at seperate realm, they have just played with mind of righlously-good person, and they were about ot start a slaughterhouse in the dungeon. What more can one want from life?
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The first few corridors and chambers were lifeless up to the point that I started wondering if the dungeon wasn't made merely of traps, but eventually, I found the track of tiny animals. It was rather fortunate that I didn't take Giselle with me, for the creatures were her "favorite" kind of enemies - spiders.

Why it always has to be spiders? What happened with old-canon goblins? Plant-dungeons filled with walking mushrooms throwing out toxic spore and plants made of tentacles that would release cloth-melting ooze, later female adventurers would be kidnapped and turned into seeding-bags. Yesss, good old-canon RPG-s.

And here we have spiders. Tsk. Either author is getting lazy and running out of ideas for new dungeons or some plot twist will soon appear that would give out us a reason for such recurrence of monsters. Either way - It will be a rather boring dungeon dive for me - same monster type means I will not get a new DNA, and I didn't have enough time to enlarge the core with spider genes... 

And then, as I entered the next room - it jumped on me. From the side. The creature was as big as a medium-sized dog and ridiculously fast. And damn me, if it wasn't a spider. CUZ IT FUCKING WASN'T!

- "Look at you..." I said after avoiding the creature's attack "...I am sure that you hear that you are handsome only from your mother alone..."

The animal turned in place facing me after its charge. Twisted chimera, spider-lish main body, bit elongated from the rear-ended with two tails, both with a needle that was dropping dense, dark liquid. Frontal limbs were raised and curved similar to praying mantis... But still, it's frontal body parts were actually elevated with its frontal limb being much longer, yet thinner




	Scor-ver'ling - youngling



	Level
	[Level 12]



	The origin of this monster is a mystery - it hasn't been registered nor described by and scientist nor researchers, it is possible, that the creature does not exist in any other ecosystem and is an abnormal creation of dungeon or warlock






Insectoids like this one are usually pack monsters, especially close to the hives.

The monster opened its jaw showing three rows of needle-sharp teeth before it spat in my direction, once again, I managed to jump to the side. The stone touched by monster saliva started melting seconds after.

- "Hey-hey! Are you really level 12? That's sick, pal! Cool, but sick!"

Despite my praise monster didn't blush, didn't flutter eyelashes, nor turned in place yelling something like "W-w-what are you saying? Baka-senpai!" no, it just let out a vicious hiss and charged at me, this time not in straight line, but in similar to snake zigzag pattern. His sickles on frontal limbs danced in quite skillful, fast and deadly moves aiming my thighs (because of its size). 

I kept jumping back (while scanning the area, just in case he was chasing me toward an ambush) trying to learn its movement pattern. This lone monster was simply not enough to be a threat to me, this is why I could <play> with it a little. Scorveling put too much strength trying to cover the distance between us and bolted onward with such impact, that changing its trajectory was impossible. I took one step to the right and, instead of running back, I moved onward passing the creature on its left.

This is when beast used its tail trying to inject its venom. With my [Venom's blood] activated and my nature of a beast, I was more or less resistant toward most of the toxins, but the idea of being stabbed was still rather unpleasant - I charged mana shock-wave on my palm and with the impulse of magic I threw the creature on the wall.

I was pretty much sure that monster would be turned into bloody pulp, but it twisted its body mid-air and landed gracefully on the wall. Bastards could climb perfectly vertical walls, that's key information. 

For the next 5 minutes, I was dancing with a lone monster in the room, and when I was sure he showed me everything he got, I finished its life with a one, swift strike of the spear. In the meantime, I noticed I was no longer alone (not counting Sebastian, that moved to the side letting me had my fun)

- "The difference of powers between you and that creature was obvious, why did you lose so much time and energy to kill it? Does it please you to make weaker enemies suffer? To give it hope that you would later shatter?"

My annoying-tail decided to catch up on me.

- "You sure are very quick to make a judgment," I said while cleaning blade of the spear off monster's blood.

- "Silly mortal..." It was my familiar that decided to scold her "... I have seen your type before. Mindless wanna-be heroes that charge in without studying. People that will keep hitting the stonewall with their own heads till one would break. My master WASTED that time and energy to see what those creatures are capable of. To learn its movement pattern, how they attack, how they retreat. This creature here was alone and fairly young - the best specimen for studies. Now, if we would be surrounded by a group of a dozen of these creatures, Zari-el will know how they would attack even without seeing beasts behind him. Foolish front-line soldiers will never understand the sophisticated beauty of his actions."

- "Sebastian, you are making me blush." I raised my spear up changing its grip, now I was carrying it as a regular staff "... also, you don't have to answer her nor protect my good name... if I had one, to begin with."

- "My apologies." he bowed his head, kneeled and put on of his winged arms on his chest, almost like a knight.

Incredible. Despite that he pretty much bullies me while we are alone, he does act like underling while a third party watches us. Does he wish to improve my charisma and prestige in the eyes of other people... or does he merely want other people to underestimate him and treat as a lesser devil? That gives him a tactical advantage... or maybe he is just into role-playing? Sebastian-Bachoru a LARP nerd? Hard to imagine...

She opened and shut her mouth a few times.

- "Just give up, Sebastian, stone shattering isn't a bad thing. How many times I was overthinking something just so Giselle would just charge through and solve the case. Also, when people like myself are evaluating the risk and are looking the way while wasting time, their impulse is what it takes to actually save a life. It is soldiers, not generals that actually wins the battles..."

- "But it's general that wins the wars." Bachoru finished

- "I..." Blanka would eventually start "... I can't overlook your crimes of breaking the law. But... for the sake of the citizens living in villages and cities around this dungeon... We should join our forces."

I look at her with empty, bit annoyed gaze.

- "We have no idea how big this dungeon is nor how much time we will need in order to clear it. If we would have to spend a night here, it would be better to have someone to watch your backs and take turns in keeping the guard..."

- "I have my familiars and they don't require sleep at all."

It is you needed me, not the other way around.

She bit on her lip.

She is still hesitating - she had no idea of what to think of me and wanted to use this time to decide how evil I exactly am, because - just as she said - we both could just go separate ways and clear it. Bah, this way we could even cover more of the dungeon. 

- "Why do you so desperately try to avoid going with a team?" she was slowly losing her cold composure.

- "I am not, I was on dozens of team-missions, last month I spend with Giselle, and later also with Lanele that joined us. The only reason why I took a solo mission is because staff member begged us for help, for the town has a problem with too many cases that need solving. And I don't want to go with you in particular, because I don't know you. First, you were yelling something about pushing me and now you suddenly want to join forces? Seriously, that smells like backstab to me."

- "I would never do that! Unlike you, I honor the rules and..."

- "Only fools pledge their life to honor, only morons trust people that keep calling themselves honorable." I took a few steps away turning my backs to her "... my magic is ugly. I am devil-summoning curse using shape-shifting druid. I can't use my whole powers when someone slows me down. I am using wide area-range magic and would have to keep paying attention to not scorch you down. Last but not least, when I would turn into werewolf, would you not attack me?"

- "Werewolf?!"

- "I am not one. Mother burdened me with the task of being her priest. I studied forests, was listening to rives and embraced the wild. Eventually, I learned to mimic the creatures of forests. Some people call it magic of the beasts, and even though it is not dangerous for people around the caster, it is dangerous for caster because of the people around. You see, I learned that humans are very quick when it comes to grabbing torches and pitchforks. Tell me, if you would see two and half meter tall creature covered in fur and claws, wouldn't you attack it?"

I turned around with my head morphed.

My eyes were much larger, with vertical pupils, mouth turned into much larger maw with tusks and fangs so long that they were pointing out even with my mouth shut. She took a step back while laying hand on her sword.

- "And you just proved my point." I said with regret and sadness is tone "... just because something looks different, you have to eradicate, annihilate, murder and burn. Tell me, Blanka - blades of judgment. Which one of us a violent monster? Which one of us truly deserve punishment?" 

I turned around and started moving deeper.

- "Feel free to follow me, feel free to aid me. If you can trust a monster, that is because this monster surely does not trust you."

Sebastian followed after me, and after moment or two I heard the chains of Blanka's armor singing as she began walking after the two of us, within next few seconds she caught up, and then took a position on the front.

- "As a warrior, I will take a role of vanguard."

She showed her back to me, in her eyes it was supposed to be a proof of her trust. In my eyes, it only proved her foolishness.

We walked the dark corridor, at its ends we could see the blinding light, and as soon as we approached we saw it.

The colossal room. Dozens, if not hundreds of meters tall and wide, with columns supporting the structure here and there. But, what was the most bizzare - the whole room was covered in bio-mass. floor was all wet, squishy and clinging to your boots.

And dozens, if not hundreds of those monsters were crawling around it. Some were carrying half-digested food (mostly animals) in their claws toward huge pits in the ground that were located every  30-40 meters. Those pits, were literally alive, with dozen tentacle-like tongues and huge needle-teeth growing from the edges. 

The columns were covered with hexagonal room-shelves (just like in bee-hives) where eggs were hatching, In few of them disgusting grey larvas already wiggled demanding food.

Yet, the monsters were so very strange, all of them were bit different - the main body-torso was similar, but claws, fangs, tails... all were a bit different as if deformed. I knew what it meant - quickened growth. Something somewhere decided to spawn hundreds of children, as if looking for proper evolution path forcing the whole generation to live as twisted, incomplete-almost-cripples. Most likely their whole life was agony.

Somehow, my heart cried in pain seeing that.

- "What are those disgusting monsters?" Blanka hissed.

- "Poor, poor children of the dirt... Who did that to you?..." I whispered making blade-waitress turn in place in shock "... you are not the creation of Mother! You are deprived of her loving touch! Who could tear you off her loving embrace?!"

My eyes were slowly scanning the room, till they finally fell on my new "partner"

- "I think I owe you apologies for throwing your aid at begging, I have a favor to ask - we need to burn this place down. No matter what treasures we could find here. We have to return them to Aira. I, as a herald of her words, can't leave them be."

- "You don't have to convince me, even though our reasons are different."

~ Hey-hey!!!

What is it, Codex? If you want me to let those creatures be, just because they could cause a little bit of chaos then...

~ No-no-no! Fret not. I just think you are ready AND could use my help a little. Bring me out. I wanna show you something fun!

With little of hesitation, I summoned the book covered in black leather and covered in chains.

- "What is this grimoire?" eyes of Blanka narrowed. 

I already noticed that she had some magical talent that allowed her let her sense and find the origin of magic.

- "That's merely a tool."

~ RUUUDEEE! Zari! You meanie! Who are you calling a tool! I have a feelings, y'know! You will have to properly apologize to me later! Baaakaaa! 

Don't try acting tsundere. 

~ HMPH! Now I wonder if I will help you at all!

You just want to try out a new spell, it has nothing to do with actually helping me. Even more, you would rather see me struggling covered in blood and now you are just hesitating with a form of fun you wish to witness.

~ ... completely seen through. HMPH! Fine! Know my graceful mercy! BEHOLD!

Book has opened throwing aside hundreds of pages till it stopped on the completely blank one. Words and symbols started appearing in the purple afterglow,

A new spell has been granted

This is...

~ Magnificent? Wonderful? 

Heresy in pure form. You really want to get me stoned, burned, hanged and chopped in dozen pieces.

~ Stop being a little pussy and use it! Come on! Use it!!! UseItUseItUseItUseItUseItUseItUseItUseItUseIt!!!!"

The preparation will be bit problematic....

~ PROBLEMATIC!? From which fucking way?! Just do the regular, only in a bit more messy way.

Blood-fueled magic. 

- "Blanka, you said you don't judge people based on the magic they use, right?"

- "Indeed, even blood magic may be used to achieve a noble goal... as long as blood comes from self-sacrifice. I will never stand using the blood of other people, even if they are prisoners or enemies."

- "How about the blood of those creatures?"

- "They are merely havoc-wrecking monsters. They don't even have self-consciousness. Carried by nothing but hunger and violence. Dirty and ugly..."

O-ho. The noble lady is slowly showing her true colors. 

- "In that case... I will send my familiars with you and aid you with long-range magic. In the meantime... I will start activating my other spell. Blanka..."

- "Yes?"

- "Try shedding as much blood as it is only possible. Be messy."

- "I... doubt if I can..." the gaze I throw her was more than enough to stop this mindless conversation.

Blanka jumped down from the elevated ground into the monster-filled chamber. After my nod, Sebastian followed.

And then, I did something I started practicing some time ago.

With my right hand, I started creating explosive balls, with my left hand, I started opening a rift in reality to summon rest of pets. And at very same time my lips started singing a song, which words appeared on pages of Codex, written in the language I couldn't recognize, yet somehow, the meaning kept flooding my mind.

- "As on begging, so in the end,

The matter of blood carved in clay,

The vines, the heart, the liver, and brain,

Hiding dark secrets that all-life may bane,

For it is my task, to open them up,

Reveal the mystery hidden inside,

Let them rain down, let flood them with red,

Into crimson rivers and oceans of dread,

Wake up - oh ancient, forgotten and old,

Raise up from slumber and embraces so cold,

Reveal your form, in the beauty of hate,

I offer you their lives to shatter your fate."

That was merely the first part of the chant of the multi-leveled spell. It turned the whole area into the sacrificial altar, now, every death and drop of blood will evaporate into the magic enchanting the power of the spell. The more suffering and destruction, the more powerful it will become.

I looked at pictures of magical circles drawn in the book. The spell was few-pages long, and the last picture was showing what the spell was supposed to cast.And it made me have a second thought about casting this spell.

~ COME ON! IT WILL BE FINEEE!

Translation to everyone that still didn't notice what kind of person Codex-chan actually is: It is not going to be fine. It’s going to be the perfect contrast of word “fine”.
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I had to admit one thing - Blanka knew how to fight. I am not only speaking about slicing and dicing enemies, no, such thing can be done even by morons such as Giselle. Blanka was a wonderful tactician. She picked smaller groups of enemies to handle, maneuvered in such way, that beasts were actually disturbing one another and when the situation would become just a little bit dangerous she retreated a little whilst managing to injure her opponents.

She wasn't going for quick, clean kills as those were risky, instead of aiming for the body’s vital organs, she would first damage limbs and tails - greatly reducing battle potential and mobility of creatures.


I reminded myself of one of Jericho's lessons.


"Three at the same time..." the old man would say "... this is the number of enemies that can attack you at the same time with full battle potential. Any more than that and they would keep messing one another’s footing or even disturbing the attack's execution. If your enemies would have a brain between their ears, they would separate their roles, for example, one would attack after another, not letting you to counter securing the retreat of his companion, but also giving time for a third ally to prepare focused, strong attack. Or, if there would be even more enemies, remaining would fight on medium-range with projectile-type weapons. As adventurers, we mostly fight with monsters. You can't expect them to know the principle of effective fighting, you have to use it to your advantage - support warriors should keep taking down enemies off vanguard's back. Vanguard should keep focusing on himself the main forces of the enemy. Rogue should eliminate isolated foes while mages... well, mages would be doing rest of the damn work."


Well, his teaching had one minor flaw, one could say - it all described a fight with a group of sapient humanoids. When enemies were much smaller than you they could easily increase the number of danger-zones from three to four or five. When the enemy had the ability to climb vertical walls and drop at you from the ceiling, that number would increase further to six and more.


Because, you see, while fighting, the power of your enemy isn't that important - at least not while dealing with a swarm. Swarm monsters are usually venomous, thus all it takes to defeat you is landing a single attack - it would weaken you, slow you down allowing next two stings or bites to inject even more toxin into your body. These two would be followed by four, four by eight and so on, till they would eventually stop injecting venom and started feasting on your alive, numbed body.


Coordination, reflex, and speed of reaction - that what it takes to deal with our current situation. And Blanka had it all.


She always managed to reduce the number of possible threats merely with her movements alone. Her footwork was on master-level, if instead of fighting she would decide to become a professional exotic dancer, damn, she wouldn't have to worry about money for a long, long time.


Still, such divagation should have no place here, even if she was more or less doing fine and she didn't need my assistance... People would start talking if I would return alone - better not to risk another foolish avenger emerging just to annoy me with his or her presence.

Three monsters were charging from Blanka's front with the one in the middle zig-zagging a meter or two in front of his companions. Blanka dropped on her knees and slashed vertically her blades from the sides in X-shaped attack. Corpus of monster got opened up splashing its insides all around. Two more creatures were about to fall on still-kneeling warrioress, but shadows from behind her back jumped over her.


Creature, using its colossal paw-hands grabbed heads of remaining creatures and pulverized them into the floor. Then it straightened its position and roared across the room causing an echo to resonate with his malicious scream. Kaito, in his new vessel, presented himself quite dreadful. He started resembling humanoid a little bit, quite werewolf-ish, one could say, yet his body was much smaller than morphed Johann, way more crooked around joints and spine - walking in a bipedal manner was still extremely problematic for him, he could try supporting his deformed body on his rear limbs to sweep his clawed arms keeping himself standing with a mere impact of blows, but once he lacked anything to support his body on, he would collapse on all fours again.




	
Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void





	
Level:


	
25





	
Skills


	
Trading Blows [Level NA] [Passive]

Bite [Level 24] [Active]

Tracking [Level 12] [Passive]

Zealous [Level NA] [Passive]





	
Trait/tittle-skills


	
[Mark of the Shadow-lurking Hunt]

[Servant of worthy]

[Loyal-in-death]





	
Once a lesser devil that under the guidance of his summon-master managed to rise in rank and power

Obsessed with battle and hunt, once given a target would never stop chasing it

Grateful to the summoner for rising him up he became fanatically loyal to his master











	
 [Mark of the Death-Sworn]





	
Summoner of [Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void] may curse his target marking him as [Death-Oathed]

Whenever [Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void] is not accompanying his summoner he may tear through the veil of reality and enter mortal-realms to hunt and kill his target.

[Death-Oathed] curse may be only lifted by [Mark of the Death-Sworn]-caster or [Grand Master]-rank purification spell.

No matter how many times [Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void] would be defeated/killed/unsummoned/banished - he will always return to execute his vow.











	
[Servant of worthy]





	
Absolutely loyal to his first summoner [Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void] promised to never serve under those who he deems unworthy.

[First Summoning] of [Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void] has [97.25%] chances of resisting the [binding pact]

To cast a [binding pact] upon [Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void] - he has to be either dominated or his special quest needs to be completed











	
[Loyal-in-death]





	
Forever-loyal to his first summoner, [Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void] will cast [Eternal Mark of the Death-Sworn] upon his caster's killer.

After fulfilling his [Death-Oath], [Kaito - Frenza'ier of the Void] will protect his summoner's remains till everything he was and owned would turn into ashes








That's... bit creepy. Like an overly attached girlfriend. The yandere type. His last skill is quite useless to me and will serve as nothing more than comfort that the fucker that would backstab me wouldn't be living a happy-ever-after life.


Monstrous wolf-beast raised from the ground with its hands covered in insect's blood and turned his face at Blanka showing all his teeth while growling with quiet, low tone. That gesture of aggression caused Blanka to prepare her stance.


- "Kaito. Leave her be. She is a friend." I said while scorching three monsters with a single spell - remember kids - never walk in one group against magician that specializes in area-of-effect spells.


As if someone turned a switch in devil's mind. His bristled fur softened, his claws returned back into his paws as he shut his mouth hiding his teeth. Then he just turned in placed and bolted onward looking for another pray.


- "S-since when are we friends?..." she pouted while adjusting her weapons "... also, I was fine by myself."


- "I didn't tell him to help you, Kaito just targets closest enemy. Also, his human-language is quite rusty, I am afraid that he may not know the meaning of word <acquaintance>, or he could kill you before I would even pronounce the word."


Blood was evaporating from the floor, turning into red mist which would be absorbed by codex. An ornament of flower started appearing on one of blank pages telling how much more is till needed for completing the spell - which was a lot.


I would have to bleed dry the whole village or two to gather enough in terms of quantity.

Now, let's not get bothered by this - I came here with one main goal - to train. With help of Blanka, my familiars and few trusted-fireballs the place became way less crowded. It should be easy now to pick a smaller group of enemies to train close-ranged combat.


Speaking of the devil - two bigger chimeras were approaching me from the side, unlike the poor fella I killed in previous corridor, those were much bigger than me in every aspect - taller, wider, mass of body, and at same time their movements were fluent and swift.

I ceased the fire in my palms and brought the spear.


Creatures, that up until now were zig-zagging shoulder-by-shoulder split up and charged at me from different sides.


Not-as-stupid as we thought you were? Still not sapient nor self-aware, but intelligent in their moves. Experience of older specimens... or maybe controlled by the hive-mind-like creature?

Their sickled slashed the place in which I was standing a moment ago as I jumped back just in time. Spear danced in my hands as I pierced at the creature's "chest". It twisted in almost a snake-ish body avoiding strike while trying to tackle me with his whole body mass.

I managed to slip through the gap between their bodies avoiding another barrage of sickle-limbs attacks of the other creature. I changed the grip of the weapon grabbing it with both hands close to the middle and attacked beasts with a spear like with an ordinary staff. The blunt edges reinforced with iron would be more than enough to shatter bone or two on every human, though the exoskeleton of those creatures appeared to be much more sturdy.

Still, beasts hissed in pain and gathered a distance, once again I changed the grip and pierced once again, this time my strike met its target burying the tip deep into the skin as it managed to find weaker, unprotected flesh close to the joint.





Who is this guy? - this was the thought that kept occupying Blanka's mind as she watched the magician fight.


The true power of magician is measured by the number of different spells that he or she can cast in short period of time - this is why multicasting was considered the first step of becoming an advanced warlock. It is said that around 10% of magicians can cast so-called double casting.


What he did just a few moments ago was not just dual-casting, but tripple! That would already put him in the top...5%? 3%? Of course, it is all said while taking in consideration that there is very few battle-mages across the world as well as thousands of witches, priests witch-doctors and shamans that may know three or four proper spells yet still calling themselves magic-users…


... but still. That Grimoire - the spell he chanted from the pages of the book wasn't something to joke about. Blanka was gifted as a child - she had a natural ability to sense the flow and nature of mana. Even if she herself wasn't a magician, by reading the flow she could easily foretell from which direction that attack would come, how strong it was and what was its nature.


Barrier? Shockwave? Or merely a decoy cast to make her stop her attack and proceed with caution.


In the moment the book open, in the moment she heard the dreadful words of the chant, her throat became dry and her whole body got covered in goosebumps. Her senses were screaming and her mind was telling her to leave this unholy place as soon as possible...

... and all of that after first few verses that were nothing more than foreplay.


He was assisted not by one, but at least two powerful devils. She watched them fight - the wolfish beast jumping into greatest masses of enemies tearing limb from limb. Like an avatar of aggression. Oh, it did receive the blow every now and then, but instead of feeling pain, the sparks of wrath mixed with enjoyment would dance in its eyes. With every blow it received, it became even more violent, faster, brutal.


Berserk-devil - a creature that would get more and more deadly the closer to death you would bring it.


At the same time, the bird-devil was keeping his distance attacking only the fragile places - every now and then an abnormal monster would come - the one that would spit the acid from afar. As soon as so-called Sebastian would spot that enemy in the crowd he would shake his wings - and a single feather would be sent as projectile aiming the vital points of the monster. A single arrow-shard iron-hard feather was enough to take down a beast located dozen of meters away.


And Zariel? He would throw a few fireballs without aiming much causing havoc and forcing enemies to split up, he would erect few firewalls that would secure her flanks and allow her to fight in the almost one-on-one matter.


She lost vision of him for a few moments, and when she saw him again he would fight in close-range with his spear. Without magic.


She saw what he was capable of, she knew that evaporating those creatures would be waaay less tiresome for him than to struggle in melee-combat.


Why was he doing that? Was it part of the spell he was casting that deprived him of his mana? No, the mana was still strong in him, the spell was being fueled with violence and death alone. Was he doing that because of the pain he caused would help him finish the spell faster?


Or was he merely enjoying himself - like a god toying with lives of others?

She didn't want to believe it, no after what he said to her... but despite his dead-cold and focused eyes, a smirk bloomed on his lips, so dreadful, so evil yet... seductive.

<Look at me!...> his posture would yell <...look, and tremble before me!>

Like an evil monarch - tyrant that came to proclaim that he will not be stopped.

Why did he even bother to come in a place like this?...


…


No, wait, that indeed is a question worth answering.


This whole place had a similar aura to his. Like a man that was standing for hours next to the fireplace would eventually start smelling like wood-smoke. Why is this place so very similar to him?


... wasn't missing of people reported merely two weeks before his arrival? What was he doing before that?


And why, god-damn why is he oozing same mana as the one coming from the depths of this dungeon?!


- "Something wrong, Blanka? You stopped fighting like three minutes ago?"

Lost in her thought she didn't realize that with the stab of the spear Zariel killed the last monster in this location like - 30 seconds ago, and for the past half of a minute, they were just staring at one another in absolute silence.


She just turned her head to the side in an annoyed manner. He wasn't telling everything.


- "I am just... I am just bit tired. I came to deal with this quest few minutes after finishing the previous one!..."


- "...And YOU had guts to lecture ME about taking unnecessary risk? You said something like: <when the lower rank adventures are taking higher rank quests they are putting their life to danger by dealing with matters they were not prepared for>... mind telling me how would you called going unprepared and tired into dungeon dive?"


- "Shut up! People are dying and..."


- "And if you would have died here many more would keep on dying." he disturbed her with cold tone "... this is not bravery. This is foolishness."


- "My life means nothing!..." she yelled "... I gave up on living! If I would die saving people, then at least..."


- "... you would die a pathetic, unnecessary death. You would change nothing, your bones and flesh would be devoured and the very next day another group of monsters would leave the dungeon to hunt the innocent. You would just delay this event by one day, maybe even just for a few hours."


- "If people were in danger what would you do?!"


- "Retreated. Evaluated options and returned the next day stronger and smarter. Then, I would clear it."


- "People would die!"


- "Indeed, maybe even a whole village. So what? It may be tragical, but if you would die here, what would change? Not only the closest village would be eradicated, but the next one. And the next one. And next one too. People are dying all the time everywhere. No matter if killed by dungeon-beasts, gryphon that nested close to the road, bandits, soldiers, plague, old age or choking on a fucking bread. You can't risk everything to save a one person, for your action may cause dozen more to die."


- "Who are you to decide who is worth living?!"


- "I am the one that saves. I can save one person, two, a whole village... or none - because I could just turn around and walk away. As long as my actions can cause any good I am the one to decide who and how to help."


He took the bag off his backs and put it on the ground as he started looking for something inside.


- "You are all foolish. So very foolish. Hiding behind the morality that serves no purpose. Following dead creeds that are simply ineffective and cause more bad than good in the long term, but hey, as long as they are keeping your attention busy and are allowing you to feel good... tell me, what is more, important and attention-worthy. A small wound or hand that was chopped away?"


Another weird lesson. Blanka decided to remain silent.


- "Everyone would rush to treat the chopped hand - every human, that is. It hurts now, and despite the fact that the cut was clean and provides no further risk you would all be occupied with that single wound for next few days or weeks. Leaving small cut untreated. A cut that could be poisoned. A cut that could start to fester and rot spreading infection across the the body. This is what you are all doing. Sometimes you had to chop your hand off to avoid poisoning. Sometimes you had to lose the battle to win a war. If you would desperately try protecting a single division you risk losing a whole army. Humans... Start looking. At the fucking. Bigger. Picture."


He pulled out a small wooden box from which he took two vials - with red and dull-white liquids.


- "Don't underestimate little cuts, these are the deadliest. Also, congratulation, you have been poisoned."


He approached her, grabbed her arm and twisted it to a bit different side revealing a small cut on the inner side of her wrist. The veins around it already started turning purple. Zariel uncorked the vial with his teeth and poured white liquid on the wound. It hurt, it stung, the whole area of cut became covered in buzzing foam which kept dragging purple liquid away.


- "Now drink this..." he wasn't asking as he forced the red vial in her mouth making her choke.


- "DON'T YOU FUCKING SPIT IT!... that sounded much more sexually than I intended, you still get the idea thought. Spit it, and I will let you fucking die."


Somehow, she managed to swallow the bitter liquid.


- "Why... why did you waste your potions on me?" that was... generous. wastings potion on strangers?


- "Because people would start talking if I would return alone. So now, be a good, little, grateful bitch and don't get scratched again. Oh, and you will pay me back in the city. Gonna tax you double."


Ok, he was not generous at all. He is an annoying, spoiled, arrogant bastard.
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The last monster in the room fell dead. Blanka gazed over magician surrounded by two devils trying to hide her emotions. She felt uneasy, the whole presence of magician almost made her puke - the overwhelming pressure of dark magic was suffocating the air around him, it was almost hard to see him through the "mist" of purple magic that he was emitting, but his book was far, far worse. Pitch black dense smoke was pulsating with crimson like veins feasting on the violence that he caused... no, that they caused.

It was almost as if Grimoire was... alive?

- "I know I am dashing, but don't stare so much, you make me uncomfortable. Also, I am already taken, and I think that I know what kind of opinion my lady has regarding open-relationship." 

Was he mocking her? Most likely. Yet she couldn't muster any answer for the first time in years, she actually started to be scared. Her? Blanka the blades of justice? The executioner? The one that was taking party quests alone? Was afraid of a solo magician? Male-magician, atop of that?

- "Save your breath, we have no idea how much deeper this cave is..." she managed to save rest of her dignity

- "For the first time today the she-blade said something not-completely-foolish..." bird-devil named Sebastian flapped his wings.

- "I didn't quite break a sweat, did you?" white-haired man snickered

Now, he was just being cheesy, he did break a sweat quite a lot while dancing with a spear. 

One thing he was bad with - his melee combat fighting style was full of holes, even less advanced warrior could defeat him in terms of skill, Zariel was able to continue fighting in short range only thanks to his ridiculous, for a mage, strength and speed.

- "...so fret not, child, if something would happen I would have your back." he ended. Did he actually say that to raise her morale?!

This man is a walking riddle, on closer inspection, when he questioned her morality he didn't do that to offend her, but to raise her awareness, did he? Now he tried to bring her some kind of twisted comfort by letting her rely on him... wasn't he supposed to be a bad guy?

- "Say, you told me you had a team..."

- "No past-time, still have, we split up in the guild, for a couple of quests. We needed to distress ourselves and pick a few easier tasks. It's quite stressful to keep looking for one another on the battlefield for day after day, so we are just blowing some steam now. Giselle went to kill a Bogger, I came here, Lanele is probably taking a herbal bath before entering cafeteria - what a freak - as if killing things like a normal person wasn't enough for her."

Killing a Bogger and diving into a random dungeon with no preparation nor information about difficulty was their way of DISTRESSING!? What were they doing on a daily basis then!? No - what did a HARD day look like?!

- "... Why are you asking?" He tilted his head to the side while cleaning his equipment preparing for resuming the dive

- "Your fighting style is weird. People in parties tend to pick a role and master it, so you are either a vanguard, support, glass cannon, ranger, rogue and such... and you are none.."

- "Have been living alone for quite some time, old habits never die."

- "What were you doing back th.."

He stopped his cleaning and took a longer glance at her.

- "You are asking awfully lot of questions on our first date, babe, leave something for second."

- "You are already planning another quest? With me atop of that?"

- "Sure, as soon as I would get back from Danadea Mountains."

- "When are you getting back?"

- "I do not intend to get there in the first place."

- "But you just said..." second, two, three passed before the meaning of his words finally nested between her ears. 

- "Asshole!" she hissed with slightly reddened from embarrassment cheeks.

- "That's after the third date, sweetheart."

HOW COULD SOMEONE BE THIS VULGAR!?

- "I still don't know if I can trust you! I am just trying to see what kind of person you are! If you can't understand this much then..."

- "... then turn around and walk away. You will do me a favor because I can't fight seriously with you around."

- "Your ego appears to be completely reciprocal to your height! Arrogant brat!"

- "... what did you call me?"

Raven devil standing behind him groaned and covered his face with one of winged arms while whispering to himself <here we go again>

- "SAID THAT AGAIN YOU OVERSIZED SOW!..." what was with that outburst of pure anger? "... My body is perfect, you hear that!? It was molded by the goddess and shaped by months of training! I am tall enough to complete EVERY task, yet not too tall enough to be considered a threat! I am a night-time predator! A shadow that lurks in the dark! What's wrong anyway with all your amazement with those colossal bodies!? Nothing but broken chunks of meat that are slowing you down! Also! I could get taller literally any second now, I just chose not to because it's simply fucking pointless! But that's what is attractive to you, yes?! WELL, GO ON THEN FUCK AN OGRE! Maybe that will get you satisfied you greedy slut!" 

He was hyperventilating.

Does he... actually has a complex regarding how tall he is? That's... that's...

... SO BLOODY ADORABLE! She just couldn't hold herself to pay him back a little!

She approached magician, she was just a little bit taller than him, you almost couldn't tell the difference, yet she still bends over him a little just so he could notice that, and patted his head.

- "It's completely ok, big-boy, big-sister will help fulfill your dreams, so rest assured and..."

Was that a fireball forming in his hand? No, you will never attack another adventure in the middle of the dungeon for such a pathetic reason, couldn't you?

He could, and he did.

- "Madame Blanka, please, stay still and maybe, just maybe it will not hurt as much... you will evaporate in seconds, I promise you...."

And then, a dim-dark cave for a split of a second became filled with a chant and light.

- "I am the god of new world order,

   Cover before my deadly gaze,

   Which sets the earth and sky ablaze,

 Looking within the infinity I laugh at perfection,

 The world within my palm, 

 Shall shake and cry,

 Fire and flames,

 My will is done,

 Tremble now,

 [The Birth of Sun]"

It was... Beautiful. For the first time, he didn't use unholy magic, his usually dark or even purple flames were stunningly blue, with his stretched hand he looked like an angel - an angel that came to deliver words of the gods - the word was "perish", yet she wasn't sad, she didn't want to run away, quite the opposite, the flames appeared to be so cozy, so safe and pure. And she felt no pain when the flames bathed her skin....

... yet soon the flames perished and she was dragged back to the reality that she welcomes with a moan of dissatisfaction. It was so wrong to be pulled back from hypnotizing sensation of pure flames.

Then she snapped back as if realizing what just happened. 

THAT FUCKER THROW A FIRE SPELL AT HER! 

... yet nothing happened.

- "For this, I will tax you triple."

He turned around and started walking toward the exit located at the opposite side of the room. 

Why did he waste so much magical power though? Just to scare her off? She turned around.

And froze and her heart skipped a beat

This room had a guardian - the so-called boss.

The spider-like beast must have been hiding in the shadow of the ceiling. Each of the creature's legs was over 5 meters long, it's jaw was open ready to snap her head with a single bite, merely inches away from her neck now. Beast must had some detection-negating skills, for even now she couldn't sense its existence in any other way than the smell of burning flesh. 

The spell was so strong that it melted the beast's exoskeleton and flesh into one, turning it into a statue.

This boss creature was supposed to be defeated by a party after long and exhausting battle... yet was defeated with a single spell. In a split of a second.

And he was now walking away without looking at his destructive creation, just as if it was nothing. He just put his hand into the pocket of his robe, picked a small vial with blue liquid, uncorked it with his teeth and gulped it down in a one go.

- "... should have made it a cherry flavor..." he said with disgust putting the glass vessel back into his pocket.
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Fuck.

Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fcuk!

FUCK!

I acted with my instinct. The spell was overkill, not only for the monster but for me too. It requires lots of preparation, mana, and focus, and I had none. Bah, I even cast the spell with a shortened version of the chant. Because of that, the backlash was quite... significant. My head was already spinning and a small stream of blood started dripping from my nose. It is only a matter of time until the effect of mana fever would occur.

I turned around to hide my condition and drank a mana potion both to replenish energy and wipe the blood off my nose with a sleeve in one fluent motion. 

And now I have to keep her believing I am all cool. You know, in the: "cool guys don't look at explosions" style. Otherwise, she may get some funny ideas like, for example, taking advantage of the situation. You never know what sits in heads of those justice-obsessed people, especially that somehow justice is always on their side. If you attack me it's aggression, if I attack you it's required by law. My law.

WHY DID SHE FOLLOW ME!?!

- "E-everything alright?" she asked from behind my backs.

Here we start. This whole situation is dangerous. Very. If I say no - look above, if I say yes, she may get little too pushy in the dungeon thinking she has the support of all-mighty magician.

- "Of course that no! Do you have any idea how much mana I wasted?! It will take quite some time to replenish it, even with potions, next time watch your surroundings."

Giving her mixed answer just like that appeared to be the best option - on the one hand, I told her to hold her horses, on the other I said that with a more pouty tone as if it was more annoying than threatening.

- "You are full of surprises, aren't you?"

I knew where it was going, I was supposed to ask <what do you mean?> then she would try finding out how can I use dark and holy magic. And that could cause once again lots of troubles

- "Indeed, I am. And let's keep it that way."

I was being rude again, not that I care, but this way I cut the topic not letting her prying any further.

- "I just want to know if..." no. NOT AGAIN.

- "Listen..." I wiped out blood once again before facing her. I had around 10 or 15 seconds before a new wave of blood would start gushing again "... Maybe you didn't notice, but right now we are inside of an irregular dungeon. It breaks all schemes, and because of that, it's extremely dangerous. I may appear to neglect situation, but I don't. In the same time, I am scanning the area with magic and boost my physical senses. I am trying to watch corridors, spot scents and listen to the echoes. And you are disturbing my focus. Can we have this conversation once we leave this place?" and not waiting for her answer I just spat one quick: "... Good."

And then turned around.

Just in time.

It was bad. My eyes were getting heavy. The spiritual world around me was getting at the same time much more visible, yet blurry - as if textures of realities overlapped one another. Soon I would be surrounded with a mist of magic that wouldn't let me see past few meters for a duration of a few hours. Making me defenseless. I needed excuses and needed them fast.

And the proper opportunity came out pretty quickly - a crossroad. The tunnel turned split into two exactly same looking corridors.

Before my mana manipulation became completely crazy I sang once again a song of summoning. I watched the rift being torn open in the tissue of reality as Remus and Gilbert stepped of the shadows. I didn't see their new vessels, I couldn't even properly read the notifications. I just let out one last order to them - scout the areas ahead, and don't come back too quickly, if you have to, walk in a circle, buy us time.

Then I said something along the lines that it would be too dangerous to just pick randomly a corridor and we have to use this time to take a break.

I quickly moved under the wall, sat under it resting my backs on a cold stone while pulling a hood over my head. I closed my eyes and started meditation and quick detoxicating and dispelling chants in my head reducing the duration of the dangerous debuff. 

Then I started to ignore her.





A beast. A beast walking among mortals. It is impossible he was JUST a magician! Triple casting? The raw power of a spell? Two new familiars!? Using holy and dark domain one after another? The man was dangerous, no - dangerous was a wrong word, he was a calamity - a ticking bomb. 

This combined with his short-tempered nature made it only a matter of time till something truly terrible would happen.

Yet... what she could do to stop him? To stop... this... thing? He has the ability to melt body into stone, yet, despite his power, he does not lose his vigilance - he admitted that a moment ago - scouting even empty corridors on multiple levels and taking unnecessary breaks in order to avoid making even smallest mistake... if she would betray any ill intentions toward him... she would soon share the fate of colossal beast they left in previous room.

- "She-blade!..." raven devil called her making her jump in place "... you will help me check the tunnel behind us. Come." and started heading back in the corridor they came from.

In the same time, the wolf-beast rested next to its master lying its colossal head on his thigh. 

- "But why would I..."

- "Art of ambushing - the best way to attack your enemy is attacking from behind, very often tunnels have additional hidden entrances allowing monsters to surround the group. You have a gift of mana-seeing. Now - walk."

Once again shiver ran down her spine. She didn't like the idea of staying alone with the devil, even if she could defeat it in its current vessel - the beast was intelligent and this whole situation could be nothing more than a way to trick her into leaving Zariel alone allowing him to prepare some nasty spell...

... No, if he wanted to get her killed he could do that in more ways, all less tiresome and require less scheming. 

As soon as they vanished behind corridors the devil turned in place. He did that so suddenly that Blanka almost slashed him with her blades.

- "Master will require your help." the devil said after few seconds of silence. 

- "I beg your pardon?"

- "Didn't you use your mana sensing on him? He may pretend otherwise, but he is exhausted."

- "But..."

- "He is afraid. Of you. Of people. Of showing weakness. He kept himself safe this long by misinformation. By saying true lies and false truth. By saying words that make everyone interested in their own ways, by making himself being considered either much more powerful or completely non-threatening in the eyes of different groups. The spell he used to save you is not your ordinary fireball, right now his body is swollen and senses are twisted."

- "Why is he doing that... And why are you telling me that?"

- "As for your first question - because that was a correct thing to do, at least from my perspective. What happens when people spot a new source of power? They try to exploit it. Use it. Enslave it. He managed to live this long only because he doesn't truly believe anyone. As for your second question..."

The devil became silent for the moment.

- "... I am not really sure. Your credo, even though naive, is quite... splendid, I would say, You and I are not that different in this matter. For you, the only important thing is serving the people and you do that following the law which is absolute. For me... I am serving my mistress, and to me, her word is law. I believe that when you would see him from the correct perspective, you would try to protect all the good he is making - even while not accepting his very behavior. And that would benefit him, and indirectly - me."

- "Is he a champion of your goddess?" Blanka would eventually ask "... or... maybe he is her..."

- "Child? No, he is not Heira's child."

- "For a moment I thought he may be an avatar of god..." she admitted despite knowing how embarrassing that sounded.

- "What is a god to you? Is it the one that exists on a celestial plane? The one that partook in the creation of the world? The one that possesses the ability to on whim shape the reality? Then he is not... But, did you know, that far on the South-East, there is a village worshiping a huge eight-headed white snake?"

- "Yamata no Orochi? The divine Hydra?"

- "Indeed. The creature is, or at least was, a mortal, that gained extremely huge magical power and was called a divine, the whole area worships it, make sacrifices and pray in its honor, for which the divine beast blesses the land and worshipers... if it has a good mood. Zariel is... similar. In some aspects. He is not on the level of the divine, that's for sure, but his existence is an irregularity. Just as an eight-headed snake. Just as the moon shines in the night being beacon of light in a tempest of darkness. A paradox."

- "I... I think I understand."

- "Then you are wiser than I am, for even I can't comprehend the real meaning of such existence."

Sebastian didn't lie. Not a single time. Zariel wasn't a son of Hiera - he was a son of Aira. He didn't lie while saying that Zariel was not on the same level as demigod Serpent - for in celestial hierarchy he was far, far above it, when the time would come, even the white snake of the east would bow its head before him. 

She-blade didn't have to know the truth. Not the full-one. For now, Sebastian gave her as much information she needed in order to secure the well-being of his master. By glorifying his deeds he played on her emotions. Soon, he will feed her with few more sophisticated half-truths. Who knows, maybe she would picture him as a victim of society? The one that was unjustly hurt by so-called law?

That would surely earn the favor of this skilled swords-woman. At least in the nearest future. But it was needed and required. And who knows, maybe properly manipulated executioner could become a useful tool for future?
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Blanka looked at the man resting his backs on the stone wall. He had his knees bend upward as if he was merely relaxing after a hard journey, for the hood over his face completely covered his expression. As soon as warrioress got closer and lifted it a little she noticed that his not handsome nor ugly face was twisted with a small grimace of pain, he was bit pale and - what's most important - unconscious. He wasn't even sleeping, no! If she would poke him with a finger he would definitely not wake up just like that.

- "You are a moron yourself, you know that?" she said to the man that couldn't partake in the conversation for obvious reasons.

Wolf beast laying on his master's side growled with anger.

- "And you can repeat it to him once he wakes up!" she addressed devil as if he could comprehend what she was talking about

- "Seriously, not informing your party member about your condition and hitting the deck just like that!? That's not even arrogant.”

At this point, hood completely fell off his head. He was sweating quite a lot, as if in fever. Well - it was a fever that struck him - mana fever to be precise. Common "sickness" of mages that uses spells that require more mana than they can store in their own bodies. To cast such a spell mage absorbs mana from surroundings - raw mana that should never be simply injected into the body, not to mention that for this short duration of time the mana vessels in one's body becomes swollen and thus damaged.

What does it cause? From obvious difficulties in regenerating and properly casting magic off your body to headaches and depending on the nature of spell - many, many more. Sometimes they are vomiting, sometimes they are hallucinating, sometimes something entirely different.

- "Though I must admit... I am quite... grateful... I mean you saved my life! Don't get the wrong idea! I owe you! Once I would pay you off I would turn around and walk my own way! Because it's simply exhausting to spend time with such an arrogant, overconfident narcissistic bastard!... You could be such a respect-worthy wonderful person if not for your attitude."

She walked back and forth a few times before she eventually sat one meter away from a white-haired magician, much to the devil’s dissatisfaction which he vocalized with a low growl.

- "...You and I aren't that much different in this particular aspect. Are we?..." she said with quieter tone "...it's not even about the fact that we are stronger and faster than our colleagues. It's the way they treat us. On the one hand, we are expected to be always perfect and thus error-free. Yet, we are only mortals, after all, we feel the pressure of other people's’ expectations and try to avoid any failure... on the other hand, we are afraid of being used - attractive to people that see us only through the prism of the fulfillment of their goals... Yet that's not all that important, right? We both want to serve the people that we are trying to avoid. I am doing that by risking my life by completing three times as many quests as the team of five people would do in half the time... You are, as I can tell, a potion maker, philanthropist, adventurer..."

She shifted her body on cold stones.

- "I am tired, you know? Sometimes it gets just too difficult. The burden becomes too heavy. Sometimes I wonder if the sins I committed in the past are already redeemed. Will they ever be? Sometimes, I just want to take everything I own and leave. Somewhere far away. Maybe to the forest? By lake? Close enough to some village to have an easy way of resupplying, but far enough so I wouldn't be bothered.... but, every night, when I am staring into the flames I see their faces... Faces of people I failed. People that I indirectly killed. With my arrogance. With my strive for perfection. By breaking the law thinking that I am above it..."

How many times she had this conversation? In her mind? hundreds and thousands of times. Aloud? Never. Bah! With aloud and having someone listen to it! So what he was unconscious! His very presence helped Blanka get rid off the weight she has been carrying on her chest.

- "I can't stop. I can't give up. For, if I would give in to hesitation, everything I did would be pointless. Their deaths would be pointless. And my life would be pointless. But, I must say that seeing someone just as broken as me has brought me some comfort. Like - knowing that I am not the only freak out there." she smiled weakly, got up from the ground and slapped her cheeks.

- "Ok. Rest well for now so we can continue our journey so I could pay you off..." then, she smiled and said with a provocative smirk "...rest there, shorty, big sis gonna protect you while you sleep."

A grunt of discomfort escaped man's lips as if he reacted to that particular offense.

Well, at least Blanka will be able to tease him about it a little bit more. He is actually quite cute as he is angry...

A rustle could be heard from one of the corridor. In the darkness, Blanka could see the shapes crawling and twisting, soon the eyes shined in blackness as if proclaiming the monster that was about to come. New pair of eyes kept appearing making it easier for the executioner to count her enemies. 5 were approaching - nothing serious, she could handle them easily even with party member behind her back needing protection. 

The white-haired magician wasn't the only one that wasn't fighting at his full strength. She was once taught by an elvish war dancer, back then he promised her that he would let her become his apprentice if she would promise him few things, one of those was - do not use these moves unless you absolutely have to... or unless every spectator you show would die.

Dance and war are so very similar. To dance means to fight, to fight means to dance, by taking a stance Blanka entered a lethargic-like state, her mind became like water and wind. Uncatchable, shapeless, formless. She stopped planning, paying attention to balance and other nonsenses - it all came naturally.

Her right foot to the front, her left foot to the back and slightly to the side, she twisted her body so now she faced her enemies at a strange angle, not with front nor with back. She rested one of her blades on her chest while she hid the other behind her back. 

And then she danced her dance of death, she painted grey walls with rose-like red, and despite it was only an illusion caused by her mind, she could have believed that the patterns of blood took shapes of flowers.





- "Aaaand? How are you doing, my little morsels?" Aiele asked opening door to the training room with a light kick.

- "LET US GOOO! LET US GOOOO!" Rus yelled from the chair that was positioned in the middle of the room.

Oh, she was chained to it not being able to move anything but her head here and there she had a light bruise, nothing serious but definitely painful. 

- "You monster! You beast!" little magician girl kept crying

- "Now! Stop that! You are making me blush! I bet you are telling those words to every person that ever trained you!"

- "ONLY TO THE SADISTIC ONE!"

- "Welp! I am guilty of that! Take off your blindfold, Elly!"

A cute blonde girl who was standing with a wooden sword all sweaty and panting did as she was instructed.

- "Aww! Come on! Elly! What was that! Look at your friend! She is all bruised!"

- "AND WHOSE FAULT IS THAT!" little fire caster shouted one more time

- "M-m-mine?" Ellana asked with a sad expression.

- "Yes, indeed!" Ay' said with a serious expression

- "NO! Not hers! Yours! What kind of sick training is that! I am not even questioning the method, but effects! Is this even helping her develop at all!?"

- "Exactly same training did help me!" Ay smirked.

For a moment Rus became speechless. For she didn't even consider how hard Aiele's life was. Still..

- "You are out of your mind!..."

- ".. now, that was clever..." assassin burst in laughter "... how much time did it take you to figure this out?!"

- "... what kind of person would chain someone to the chair on which bullets are being shot from random locations!?"

For that indeed was Russiwel's task - she was a target. Dozens of pipes were placed all around the room each facing the chair in the middle, every now and then, without any regular pattern one of the pipes would throw a baseball-sized ball in her direction.

Elanna's job was to predict from which direction the attack would come and try to defend her friend... with a wooden sword. And cover over her eyes.

- "I told you I would train both of you. I know it may be painful, especially for you, Rus, your friend decided to be a rogue. And do you know what is most important in the duty of the rouge?..." she waited for seconds waiting for girls to answer, yet such answer  never came. 

She stopped, faced them, lowered her upper body bending toward them making her bosom almost pop out from her indecent looking "armor.”

- "... THESE BEASTS!" she said while fondling mentioned above body part

Rus hicked, El collapsed.

- "... or was that intuition and reaction time? One of these two... Oh, it had to be the other one, I mean, I can train your instincts and agility, but I doubt there can be anything done regarding your non-existing chests..." the last part was said with real pity.

El, while lowering her head, put her hands over her chest massaging it a little. And just like upon her previous inspection, she found "nothing" there.

- "WE ARE STILL DEVELOPING!" Rus roared.

- "Suuuure. Back to the topic. Sound, the impact of wind and muscle memory - that's what a good rouge needs to predict an attack, or maybe not even predict but to react, I once met an old murd... thief..." she quickly changed her tale.

- "You wanted to say <murderer> right?" Rus didn't let herself be fooled "...just what kind of people are you even meeting?!"

- "And that thief was attacked from distance - someone shoot at him from a bow. He managed to grab an arrow without even looking at it, bah! He didn't even realize he actually caught it for good two or three seconds, he just stood there holding an arrow five centimeters off his face, finished a sentence, and then realized he was actually attacked!"  

- "And then? And then? What happened?!" Elana's eyes were sparkling.

- "DON'T TELL ME YOU ACTUALLY GOT HOOKED UP ON THE STORY!" Rus just couldn't believe what was happening 

- "Then... I stabbed him between his ribs. Damn, he was good. He was my target too. He was close to killing me, fortunately, he made himself many more enemies than good ol' me. That attacked drew his attention away from me and I used that to finish the job. Oh, and then I killed the other assassin too. Don't wanna some pesky amateurs using bows telling a tale. Right?... Crap, I already forgot I wanted to make this story less bloody... Tsk, tsk, tsk. Silly me."

- "Why is using a bow a sign of being an amateur?" This time Rus asked.

- "Just the credo of the job. This is how you tell a rookie apart from advanced and an expert. Rookie uses a bow - shoots from afar too afraid of getting close, pro uses a knife, looking his victim in the eyes... and then there are veterans, that you can't even tell what and when he used... and legends, that he either shift the blame at somebody else or you would even question if that was even a murder."

- "How can you not know that?!"

- "Being creative. Using exotic poisons that make the death look natural. Or happy little accidents. Boulder rolling off the cliff, chandelier falling on someone's head, falling off the balcony in windy-snowy weather... You have no idea how much planning and preparation is needed to align it all perfectly."

- "Very well, very well... So that's what you are teaching El... But riddle me this... WHAT THE HECK AM I LEARNING WHILE BEING CHAINED FOR WHOLE BLOODY DAY!"

- "On one part - to hold your needs, hunger, thirst... and learn to withstand pain. Yesss, that is indeed very... very... important... thing... to learn..." somehow, while saying that Ay blushed and licked her lips in a veeeery suggestive way.

- "Speaking of needs... I need to toilet..." Rus said after a moment shifting her gaze away.

- "Oh? Is that so? Splendid, I was about to tell you it's enough for today... But maybe one more hour will do you good?"

-  "Stop fooling around! Tis ain't funny!"

- "Depends for who... Because you see.. I FIND IT HILARIOUS!" Aiele yelled while running toward the door "... El! Blindfold on! One hour more! Start!"

And she shut the door behind her

- "I WILL KILL THAT OLD SAGGY-TITTED SOW!" Rus yelled.

- "I HEARD THAT! TWO HOURS!" could be heard from behind a door.

- "Aruu...." Rus almost cried.

And then a pipe blew a ball. And Ellana swings at it... and missed. The ball hit Magician directly in the middle of the forehead leaving a red mark.

- "Great. Makes this day even better." Pouty girl groaned once again.
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My headache appeared to be much worse than I have thought. The backlash from overburdening my mind and body that I expected were an hour or less of unconsciousness and some small debuff to spell power and mana regeneration for a day or two, yet I could have said by my body that I "slept" a little bit longer. How could I tell?
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The wall of text was rather long. That plus the sweet smell of death echoing to me from corridors not so far away forced my heart to speed up a little.

- "Already up, you idiot?" I heard the voice of my so-called companion "...you surely are a moron! Great alchemist my-ass. What kind of retard abuses his powers till the point of passing out and then decides to have an unprotected nap in the middle of a dungeon without telling his friends?" black-haired woman was yelling her guts out.

- "One. You are not my friend, just an annoying ballast that is glued to me like a butt to a dog's tail, two, the only reason I ended in this condition is that someone lowered her guard and was about to have her head snapped off, three, I was not unprotected, I managed to cast fire rune around me plus had my familiars protecting me. Sebastian and Kaito were more than enough to fight off a few bugs."

- "A mere <thank you> would be enough, but I will take this as your apology too."

... What a full-of-herself cunt. I like her.

- "Want some appreciation?" I tilted my head to the side.

- "I am doing what I consider as righteous and just, still hearing nice words from an asshole like you? I can't let this opportunity to pass. Go on." silly woman had no idea what she just asked for.

- "Aww, who's my good little girl? Who did a very good job? Yes, you did! You did!" I got up from the floor and gave her few pats on the head.

- "I have no idea what I even expected from you. No, wait - I expected nothing, yet you still disappointed me. Seriously, that wouldn't hurt you to just once act like a man and show real gratitude and concern."

She rolled her eyes.

- "Quite the opposite, your disappointment comes from expectation, and your expectations are forcing you to believe that other people are somehow bound to fulfill them. And I? I give a damn for an opinion of very few people, I can count them on one hand. Last time I checked you were not on the list."

- "I only pity you."

- "I beg your pardon?"

- "People very rarely cause evil just like that, unprovoked and without a purpose. Evil warlocks that appear out of thin air with a desire to destroy the world appears only in fairy tales. Bandits rarely like to live in the forests attacking travelers - they do this because they want to eat, people are not regularly joining the army just to kill without repercussions, they do that because they wish to support their country or because they are afraid that the villages they come from being threatened. There must also but at least one reason why you are such a dick."

She indeed said that with a hint of true sadness in her tone.

- "Sounded almost as if you are sympathizing with bandits. You? The executioner?"

- "To understand the reason does not mean to support it... if you would understand how criminals think it would get easier to hunt them down."

- "That's rather dangerous thinking here, Blanka..." her eyes widened as I addressed her by her name for the very first time "... gazing into the abyss you make the abyss gaze into you. Try not crossing the subtle line between hunting criminals and becoming one yourself."

- "That will never happen."

- "And that's a line I have heard too many bloody times. Magicians and alchemist that were so obsessed with their creation that they would slowly start their experiments on human, city guards slowly turning thief's interrogation into tortures, hunters tracking beasts for so many days, months and years that they have lost their humanity themselves..." I stopped and gazed her in the eyes "... You have no idea how subtle the changes are. These will never be spotted by neither you nor your closest friends. Will start innocently, will end up tragically. This always happens."

- "Not to me, for I am not doing that for myself, I take no pleasure from taking life away. I have my purpose, I have my codex and law, and as long as I stick to the creed, I shall not be corrupted."

Law is freely shaped by people in power. One move of a pen is all it takes to make an innocent man a criminalist. What if law already was corrupted, to begin with? No. It's pointless because... what she said about people having reasons for their actions was more about herself than me, wasn't it?

- "Suit yourself." 

I inspected my status
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I can live with that.

- "Fine. We can continue our journey onward, I mean, I can, you can suit yourself and follow me if you want..."

I took two or three steps away.

- "W-wait!" she almost whimpered.

- "What do you want now."

- "I-i-if we are already staying here we can use this time to get to know each other better! B-b-because you were sitting for quite few hours your body must be stiff! Y-y-you should take it easy and warm up a little..."

She didn't act like her usual self, she was lying and damn, she was terrible at it - the kind of person that simply can't lie. Too honest type.

This time I inspected her status.
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- "Didn't you rebuked me like two minutes ago about hiding your condition from your team members?"

- "I-I-I have absolutely no idea what you are talking about.”

- "No? Great. In that case, let's keep going."

- "W-wa-wa-waaa..." she didn't quite <blush>, no - blush means that one's cheek is slightly reddened, while her whole head was a ripe tomato.

- "Something wrong?"

- "W-w-would you mind... staying with me till the effects would wear off?"

She really thought that I would leave her alone in a monster-filled dungeon?

Well, normally I would, but one - her death would cause quite a few serious headaches; two - she got poisoned covering my dead-passed-out ass. 

And I hate owing anything to anyone.

- "You scratch my back I scratch yours..." I rolled my eyes "... but I won't give you another potion!" 

Mostly because her condition wasn't life-threatening and the effect of poison was about to perish soon.

- "D-d-definitely I was not e-e-expecting it!"

She was.

- "A-a-also! It was obvious that you wouldn't leave me! I just didn't want to show you this pathetic side of me!"

She was definitely thinking I would abandon her.

- "IDIOT! Moron!"

At least here she was honest with herself.





A single kid with a small backpack was walking toward the village humming quick song under his nose. He heard that in one of those so-called inns he stayed in overnight.

Inn - a funny place - serves as both place where people get food and a warm place to sleep - which was wise as even weaker individuals could group for safety, but then again, they kept drinking this weird liquid after which they acted strangely. It's like despite the original purpose of that ... "inn" they decided to poison themselves, lower quality of every aspect of life. 

After drinking it, they were weaker, dumber, clumsier, slower and even though their desire to breed skyrocketed - the more they drank, the less likely it was for their body to react accordingly to the desires. 

Humans are crazy - that was the only conclusion that Kim reached after his investigation.

And maybe that was the reason behind their success? When every animal would run, they would fight, when every animal would fight, they would hide - it helped them to dominate the other species because they couldn't react accordingly?

As if the saying he heard in that inn was true: if you have no idea what you are about to do, then how the hell would your enemy be able to predict that?!

Insanity. Madness.

Especially when every aspect of Kim's life was planned. He knew when he would become hungry, he knew when and where he was about to set trap and he could more or less tell when some animal would foolishly enter it.

But not humans. 

Let's say intimidation - you do that to empower your position in a group - you would try to intimidate those which are either stronger to reach a higher position in rank, or those barely below you to ensure that they would not overtake you... but what's the reason in bullying the weakest? You can’t get anything! Even more! It can be a signal to your rivals that you grow weaker! 

Kim in his child form was supposed to be lowest in rank - not even considered threat. Yet there was that drunk man in the inn that kept yelling at him, something along the line it's not place for kids, he would pour a glass of that disgusting liquid called <beer> over his head and forced him into being his errand boy. 

For a moment, he was afraid that the man somehow managed to see past his trickery and knew what he really is... yet he did the same to the waitress - considered on human's standard as young and pretty. He would put his hands all over her groping with that disgusting smile.

He looked at the sun that started appearing on the horizon. Guessing by the rhythm-of-living of those humans he still should have an hour or two before they would find a body of the man.... or at least what remained off him. 

Kim left very few wastes behind.

The man’s taste was awful, his bloodstream was still full of the poison they drank with such delight. For a moment or two he was actually wondering if he should adopt the traits of chubby male. He was very picky in selection to take what is good and cast aside everything wrong.

But, in the end, the position of humans is measured in money. To have money means to have a strong position - having a job or unique bloodline that determined someone's skill. That man was wealthiest in the tavern which means that he was doing something that nobody else could do. And that meant a unique set of skills.

The man was "accountant". He was calculating. Oh, Kim already could do that - he could measure the power of enemies depending on how many individuals the pack involved... but what he gained now... Calculation formulas! Valuation! The connection between different branches of the economy and weather

- "In the easter regions of Neira country a very strong hailstorm has been reported, that means that the wheat field took serious damages and the prices of bread shall be increased by approximately 15-25%. It may be necessary to import wheat from region laying further, maybe even in a different country to keep the production. That would influence the prices of caravans. Maybe instead of producing bread it would be better to find a substitute for bread? No, bread is cheap to produce and the damages caused by hailstorms is only a periodical problem. It occurs once every few years. Spending money to look for new ingredients, production methods and later advertising your product would be highly thoughtless taking in consideration that in the next season the bread production shall reach previous state on the market..."

IT WAS SO OBVIOUS! Words that made no sense to him yesterday today were as clear as day! 

A fragile web appeared in his mind, every string joining multiple knots. The knot was an institution, country, facility, group and strings were actions. If we would pull the string called weather it would start vibrating setting the knot called "bread market" throbbing, that would set few more strings into dance which would case the "country" and "merchant guild" to shake.

War and peace.

Famine and plague.

Prosperity and progress.

They were all bound together!!!

For the first time, despite the madness in their actions, Kim noticed how perfectly balanced this chaos is! What a clean mess! Peaceful storm! 

Paradoxes that yesterday would cause him to flinch and doubt the sanity of the person saying those words today appeared to be such a basic, fundamental truth! 

But, there was one more thing in the web inside of his head.

A single knot- Whiteraven Apothecary. So many strings were stretching out from this single knot binding so many institutions together!

The Kingdom of Neira! Adventurers! Mages! Syndicate! Alchemist! 

In Kim's head, it appeared to be center of the World.

Eventually, he entered the village under the bald mountains. Aura of Za'ia'a'el was extremely dense here, as if he spend here many, many days or if he left this place not-so-long ago, this thick aura of his presence caused body of young monster shiver and goosebumps to cover his arms.

- "So close... I am so very close... Wait for me, brother... I am coming to you."

He licked his lips in anticipation and showing a wolfish smile. Literally - for a moment there he lost his temper making his teeth to turn into set of razor sharp needles.

He shook his head to the side trying to once again focus on pretending, put on his lips his most innocent smile and entered the village.
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	“The numbness should be gone.” I said taking my hands off Blanka’s head.



 

As soon as I did, the greenish light of healing magic vanished from my palms. Last hour or so I spend casting some minor healing and detoxification spells, and because of mana fever, this task took me longer than it should.

 

It was simply harder to maintain the spell - as if you had to constantly balance your body not to fall. It was also more exhausting and putting it simply- weaker in effect. Mana fever is no joke.

 


	“Thank you, I guess, especially that I find it rather unlikely for you to heal everyone you meet.”



 


	“I will add healing costs to your potions balance.”



 


	“... I take back what I have just said.”



 

The woman got up from the ground and cleaned her clothes off the dust staining it here and there, then, she proceeded to move her joints in all directions checking out how her body felt after the poison left her body.

 


	“Toxin of those bastards doesn’t have to enter your bloodstream to take an effect, the mere contact with the skin is enough… interesting. I will have to collect samples for further experiments.” I said that more to myself than to my companion.



 


	“What? I thought your guild specializes in healing potions! Since when are you interested in poisons?”



 

Once again a grimace of disappointment crawled onto her face.

 


	“Paralyzing venom could be used to create painkillers. You could re-attach someone’s hand back to his arm without him screaming like a slaughtered pig and twisting to the sides, which would greatly increases the chances of success… Quick to judge, are you?”



 

I answered without even looking in her direction.

 

And once again first confusion, then rependece danced in her eyes.

 

But my other buyer - Syndicate - would be greatly pleased to hear about a new way of kidnapping people which I am about to provide them, because, Blanka was not fully mistaken, I was definitely going to use it for as good as bad things - depending who would pay more.

 


	“F-fine! Let’s quickly deal with this dungeon so you can collect your samples, so you could save the world or whatever you are doing in your spare time.”



 

Collecting samples? Right, I keep forgetting that this is what more people would do. In my case, I prefer eating monster that produces the toxin and then simply making it out myself. We still have to pay attention to keep our fake appearance up.

 


	“Can you fight?”



 

I ask in order to avoid talking about non-vital subjects.

 

Once again warrioress twisted her body checking every muscle, picked up her swords and slashed few times the air. Then with a pleased nod she answered me.

 


	“Yes. Full battle capabilities!” 



 


	“In that case… Ladies first.” 



 

I said pointing in the direction of one of the corridors. Blanka taking a stance moved onward working as my meat-shie… I mean, vanguard. Common tactic - warriors on the front, mages on the back.

 

I sensed Remus and his brother’s presences deep in the dark, the connection was still undamaged. I sent them away to both scout the area ahead and eventually drag away attention of the monsters. 

 

We still got attacked, yet somehow I believed that without the efforts of my other familiars, the monster’s party would be much bigger. Could Blanka defeat bigger group of monsters? I don’t know it, after the previous fight she was quite bruised here and there, more enemies meant more bruises… and the toxin spreading faster. Who knows, that could be possibly a lethal situation..

 

The dungeon was overflowing with magic. So raw and savage that using [Echo of earth] was pointless - I would be simply blinded by the vivid powers that were overflowing in this place.

 


	“Sebastian. Back…” I said quietly. Devil quickly moved behind me covering my rear-side “... Kaito…” I didn’t have to finish. Clever wolf-beast started crawling up on one of the boulders taking position slightly above us.



 

Why did I order them to do that? Because it was too quiet. Up until now the corridors were carrying the echo of monsters crawling deep in the dungeon, but now? It was dead-quiet here. I wanted to tell Blanka about my observation, yet apparently there was no need for that, she was not a rookie and guessing by the stance she took she was well-aware of the change in the dungeon. Bah, she even turned back in my direction as if she wanted to tell me about some urgent matter…

 

… genius brains think alike, huh?

 

Codex-chan

~ Hm? What is it?

 

Is that spell of yours still active?

 

~ If you are asking if I stopped gathering powers to fuel it up - then no.

 

Are we close to finishing it?

 

~ Thanks to little carnage that this girl caused while you were sleeping I have gathered quite a lot! I would say I am around 10-15%!

 

Till end?

 

~ No. In total.

 

JUST HOW MUCH BLOOD DO YOU NEED?! Seriously, what is this spell?

 

~ Seee-cret! - her voice rang like a music in my ears. - ...if you want to speed it up, stop using magic. You know, I don’t have a material vessel, or, speaking bluntly, I exist in your mind and mana, when you use (or abuse) it it’s harder to me to contro…. to help you.

 

What did you try to tell me?

 

~ Nooo-thing! - once again a ringing-like tone.

 

She was just trying to tease me… or was she?

 

Still, you are aware that I am a magician? Not using the mana will be rather exhausting. 

 

~ Suit yourself. 

 

Blanka made another ten or so careful steps deeper into cave, then, she froze in place, shivered and jumped back.

 

In very last moment. 

 

A beast dropped from the ceiling, similar to the creature in the boss room, yet this one was much smaller and its presence-hiding techniques were not as sophisticated and thus its attack was much easier to predict.

 

And then the whole corridor turned into hell pit.

 

A completely new breed of monsters emerged - they appeared in all shapes and colors, yet had one common trait - all of them had natural camouflage making them look like part of the cave as they stayed still.

 

Even the main species of the beast was different - the previous creatures looked like insectoid themed beasts, these ones are as if they were made of spiders and lizards? Or just multi-limbed lizards?

 

No, their heads were equipped with twisted mouth-parts, just like insects had. It was nearly impossible to classify them using only one or two animals. Old man Kleir with his love of monsters would kill to lay his hands on these monsters.

 

For now though, it was not a time for admiration, but extermination. I will have lots and lots of time to witness their inner beauty once they all would lie dead before me - with their stomachs cut open.

 

I brought my spear and thrusted vertically upward, piercing through the skull of a beast that was about to land on my head. Greenish blood splattered all around letting out irritating odour, very quickly my throat and nostrils started burning a little.

 

So, toxic blood? What the hell is this place?!

 

Another two monsters bolted at me from the sides rising their frontal limbs like tarantulas ready to attack and opening their colossal mouth on the relatively small head - it looked as if 80% of the head was covered in the mouth alone. How were they able to see?

 

… that’s the point. They weren’t. Lack of eyes made them blind, the creatures were sensing the heat and vibration.

 

And damn, they were fast, the sound of their extremely thin legs hitting the stone ground of the cave created a crescendo of quietish noises.

 

Kaito jumped from the boulder right onto the two attackers - one of the creatures didn’t manage to react and now its body was being ripped into pieces, yet as soon as Kaito burrowed his teeth in the toxic body I could hear his cry of pain… still, he did not release the bitelock.

 

His fur bristled, his eyes narrowed and he put even more force to his attack causing bones of the beast to crack and then give under the pressure.

 

For those beasts their toxic blood became a double-edged weapon, for it triggered Kaito’s passive skill of Blow trading - the more damage they would cause to him, the deadlier he would become.

 

Another group of beasts tried attacking me from behind, yet I didn’t even turn to face them. They didn’t even manage to get close to me as they fell on the ground with steel sharp feathers dug deep in their bodies.

 

And Blanka… Blanka was beautiful - the thing she did. Her moves were so minimalistic, yet strangely elegant, completely unlike her previous crude and simple, yet effective blows. She was dancing - as if flying on the ground. Her moves were so fluently changing from one to another, that you couldn’t tell when one was ending and another starting. Or maybe it was but one never ending move?

 

She moved to the front and tilted her upper body back ducking under the sickle-like limb, twisted her body to the side rising one of her blade up and other to the side.

 

Vertically slashed, moved back, pierced slightly from the side and jumped over the attack aimed at her lower body.

 

Her whole upper and lower body were acting like two different beings. I saw such fluidity in movements once - when I sparred with the elf lancer - one of Lanele’s friends.

 

She made a pirouette in place parrying two attacks and answering with a quick counter. In that short moment when she was facing me I saw her eyes - they lacked any signs of presence, as if in a trance- her spirit left her body. She wasn’t even watching her opponents - as a doll dancing in the middle of a musicbox.

 


	“Kaito, watch her.” I said turning around and facing beast coming from the opposite side of the corridor.



 

I started chanting a spell, beautiful flames started dancing on my palm… yet in the end I decided to clench my palm into fist ceasing the fire. 

 

Magic, with its reduced impact yet increased recovery time became a vital resource that was not meant to be wasted lightly. Then again my battle capabilities were relatively low - enough to deal with peasant with a pitchfork, bandit with a knife or few drunk adventurers, I could defeat noble or two who learned “fencing” instead of actual fighting style with ease and I could keep most monsters away thanks to the range of the spear, yet. let’s be honest. I am still a novice apprentice in terms of skill. I managed to live up until now thanks to high reflex, dexterity and the ability to quickly adapt to new situation and finding out my enemies weakness. I had no idea how long I could last fighting melee-only in corridors filled with waves and waves of monsters. Especially if in every corridor we would find completely new set of monsters with different fighting style and weaknesses.

 

Then again - I should focus on supporting the most burdened part of our group.

 

Damn, this would be completely different story if I could turn into beast, yet right now I definitely didn’t want to show this side of me to Blanka, even if I could just say that my shapeshifting abilities comes from the gift of druid wisdom. I already have showed this skill to too many people, if I would keep this up, it’s only a matter of time when the problems would start to appear.

 

I clenched my teeth, focused my gaze and emptied my head.

 

Blanka was doing fine, for now, Sebastian - or Bachoru, proved why he was called a general of hell’s army - despite his vesel not being even a shadow of his real power, he was easily overwhelming his enemies with mere positioning and decision making. He needed some time to grow the steel-feathers and shoot them, he was killing maybe three or four enemies per minute, yet he was so perfectly playing with aggression on his opponents, that none of them even managed to get into striking-range.

 

Kaito was in the worst position, he pretty much did what I asked him to do - he joined Blanka’s side protecting her blind spots, yet, because of his lower-devil nature, intelligence (which was clearly lacking common sense, being rich in pride instead) and nature of berserker he quickly lost control and let himself be surrounded.

 

Another group of monsters was approaching Kaito from the side, I decided to stand on their path not letting them join their comrades. These creatures were not intelligent, or if they were, then they were so overwhelmed by hunger and rage so much, that there was little if not any planning and coordination in their action - they were chasing the closest target possible, which at that time appeared to be me.

 

One, two, three, four… seven of them. Not good. Seven enemies each having eight limbs and very small corpus and head. Seriously, if not their outer flesh you could take them for mere oversized spiderling. 

 

How to fight with them? First, I should reduce their mobility to ensure focused attack on their vital points. Crap, wide-area fire magic would have been a bliss here…

 

… or was it? No. It’s far too fishy. If there is something that this place taught me, is that nothing here is left to fortune. No with boss waiting till all his underling would die to perform a quick sneak attack. Not with monster splatting toxic blood…

 

Fire would be the most obvious tool to be used in this place, so… what if…

 

I looked at the dead body under my feet.

 

Using merely one point of mana i casted a spark that fell on the stream of blood running out from the lifeless body.

 

It caught flames within seconds, like a gasoline covering whole body of the monster. I put the flames down, using much more mana than just to cease a mere fireplace. 

 

This creatures are living traps!

 

The irritating effect of their blood was just a side-effect! If fire mage would try to take down few of these beasts at same time, they all would pop like a firework warehouse.

 

A great way to kill all of them in a single time, isn’t it? The only problem - that would drown the whole relatively narrow corridor in napalm-like hellstorm. A single mage could never put this whole fire down alone. Not with the number of these creatures.

 

Up to this point, we are all living only because I suffered a mana fever from the previous boss. 

 

… We all lived thanks to a bloody fluke. 

 

Just what in the bloodiest hell is this place?!
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A beautiful day - the sun was shining in the spotlessly clean sky, the birds were humming and toxic fumes were lazily soaring over the swamps.

 

 And Giselle - Giselle was raging and cursing like a drunken sailor (the one early in the morning).

 


	“Stupid cowardly dog-cunt! Show yourself you pathetic weak scum or else I will cut your dick off and push it in your arse!!!”



 

Yelled Giselle, and then she cursed uglily. Reason for that? As overly confident adventurer that Giselle is, she decided to take a quest with monster considered as most dangerous - and the Bogger was the worst beast on the quest board. The problem is - that these creatures tend to use bit different strategies than Giselle that would just charge in and slaughter everything in range of view. No, Boggers were sneaky. Venomous. Sophisticated in the cruelty. They always tend to exhaust their enemies, playing and tricking them for days before they would eventually show themselves to the opponent to feast on them - and here too they were quite cruel.

 

They would tear off huge chunks of meat off your body in order to cripple you, but  just enough to not kill, then they would bring you to their nest, using razor-sharp claws they would open your belly and rip muscles off your bones, then you would end up in pot in which they would boil you alive into a soup.

 

Ending one action does not mean fluently moving to another one, so sometimes you would spend hours if not days in their nest and only a few would be lucky enough to die from shock or blood loss. 

 

Unfortunately, these beasts were both intelligent and extremely violent. The hate they felt toward other intelligent races appeared to be unprovoked as if they were born to cause terror.

 

If a Bogger would nest close to the village, that often meant the end of its existence. It would leave its swamps at night to kill sheeps and other animals getting more and more bold with time. It would start luring people into the traps and finally - would visit you at home to cause a horrifying slaughterhouse.

 

They were huge, strong, fast. Could breath underwater - or even under mud mimicking bushes and thicksets becoming almost completely impossible to spot without master rank scout or magician specializing in detection magic.

 

And Giselle was no scout, and definitely not a magician. 

 

She was just running across the bog yelling and cursing waving her sword in all directions cutting down trees and other obstacles, as if wanting to provoke the beast, every now and then tripping over roots or stones falling into the dirt face-onward.

 

Right now, her quite elegant hybrid armor was… not so elegant anymore. A top of that, a single vein started dangerously pulsating on her forehead threatening her with stroke.

 

Giselle came here with a desire to kill things. She didn’t kill a thing in three hours. That whole situation was extremely stressful to her fragile, pure heart. Oh woe, woe Giselle.

 


	“Calm down Gis, calm down…” she said to herself “... What would Zari do in this situation?!”



 

The answer was clear - Zari would stop to think of a solution. That’s what dragoness decided to do too.

 

She sat down, bending her legs into a lotus position, closed her eyes and started thinking.

 

Much to her surprise - the answer did not come in next five seconds, another extremely stressful situation. The stress, which up until now was betrayed by nervous twitches of her tail - first gentle one, then faster and stronger one, now manifested with a tempest of blows that hit the ground on her sides with such strength, that it started punching holes in the dirt.

 


	“IT AIN’T WORKING!...” she yelled in the air while grabbing her head with both hands “... STUPID MAGES AND THEIR… THINKING! How can someone rely on something as unreliable as thinking! It literally never works when you need it too!”



 

She puffed her cheeks like an annoyed child.

 


	“E...excuse me? Miss? Don’t you know it's dangerous here?” she heard a voice from the side making her jump up from her spot, pick a colossal sword and made a full swing that ended with a sharp edge of a sword being put by man’s chin




The whole action took her less than a second.

 


	“Oh, human? Sorry, I didn’t hear you approaching. Sorry for that!” she said that in an extremely cheerful tone which betrayed that she was not sorry at all.



 

By now, the man was pale on his whole face.

 


	“N-nothing happened. I am Daryl - Adventurers guild scout. I am responsible for reporting activities of monsters in the region. I came tracking some colossal creature that wreaked havoc over the swamp. Did you see it? You had to. It pulled all these trees off the ground as if it was nothing…”



 

He pointed on the scenery behind him with his thumb - right on all the damages that certain stressed lady did.

 


	“U-um… regarding that monster… haha - funny story.”



 


	“Do you know what caused it? have you seen this monster?!”



 

Man got extremely passionate.

 


	“Of course I do. He is me.”



 


	“I beg your pardon?”



 


	“I took a quest to kill a Bogger… But I am not the best scout out there… or putting it bluntly, I wouldn’t notice Gairaran’s footprint even if I would fall into it… So I thought that I might provoke it…”



 

Man blinked. Once. Twice. Thrice.

 


	“You… are trying to tell me you picked a hunting quest SOLO with no strategy, nor toll nor skill to detect your opponent?! I am sorry, miss, but who the hell do you think you are?!”



 


	“Hm-hm-hm! Glad you ask…” man couldn’t have asked a worse question in his entire life. Giselle was waiting for this moment her whole life and was secretly practicing before a mirror “... BEHOLD! Before you stand Giselle Redwing! S rank adventurer! The strongest woman among mortals! Cleaner of the crimson valley! Killer of Goliath tribe! The one that…”



 

She started mentioning pretty much every quest she partook in. Let’s leave for a moment. Poor fool asked the wrong question at the wrong time to the wrong person.

 









IN THE MEANTIME - WEIRD DUNGEON!










Zariel and Blanka were over flooded with never-ending waves of monsters. They killed dozens and dozens of them, even hundreds, yet the corridor was as full with new monsters as it was filled with corpses. Seeing the disadvantage of this situation the two make a quick decision of tactical retreat into deeper parts of the cave.

 


	“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!  THEY JUST KEEP COMING!”



 

Woman’s voice echoed across the stone walls.

 


	“SAVE YOUR BREATH AND DON’T TURN BACK! DON'T TUUURN BAAACK!”



 

Male’s voice followed.









IN THE MEANTIME - SOMEWHERE CLOSE TO THE CAPITAL OF NEIRA

 





“AAAAAAAAAAA!...” a scream of a little girl could be heard

 


	“Oh come on! Don’t be a baby! I barely touched you!”



 

Aiele would try to calm down red-haired young magician that was holding her arm and sobbing

 


	“What even is this thing!!!”



 


	“This?...”  Ay asked bringing her tool to her eye level.



 

Right now they were having open sparring - or, to be precise, Rus and El were trying to land a single blow on the skilled assassin, while she kept just running across the room. After some time she got bored and decided to counter-attack now and then, just to “sharpen the senses” of the girls. But, she wasn’t using really a weapon, no, that actually could be dangerous. But then again, if it wouldn’t hurt the girls wouldn’t be motivated enough to keep trying so…

 


	“That’s just an enchanted rod I bought from one of magician, it has lesser thunder spell embowed into it. Won’t cause any serious damage, maybe, if I would press it to your body for a longer period of time it would cause some temporary numbness… that’s all! Merely shocking you a little!”



 


	“Why do you even have such thing!?”



 


	“Well, women at my age still need some love, but then again, if you live as long as me regular sex gets a bit boring… so… y’know. It adds a little SPARK to the bed-play.”



 

After saying work “spark” her eyebrows started to rapidly go up and down as if asking “did you see what I did there?”

 


	“S-s-s-sex?!”



 

El got red all over her face.

 


	“NOT THIS AGAIN! Elana Scarlet! You train under MY supervision! You can’t act like a fucking virgin! Hehe… Fucking-virgin. The paradox.”



 

Once again. Eyebrows went up and down. Up and down.

 


	“B-b-but… It’s dirty!”



 


	“What!?”



 


	“H-h-how can you speak so casually about something so important?!”



 


	“Important?” It was the time for Ay to be confused.



 


	“S-s-sex is a form of closest form of trust! I-i-it means opening yourself fully for another person…”



 


	“... opening fully for another person - that’s the part where we both agree…”



 


	“... it’s like the last step of partnership! Becoming one with the one you love! It’s almost a ritual! No, no almost! It is ritual!”



 

Lately, El partook in long lessons of sex ed. carried on by every member of the guild, all of them at the same time. Why? Because it was too much for a single person. Each of them would lose their composure while facing such a pure little creature as El - they couldn’t face the fact that they were about to destroy the worldview of this little cute blessing in the body of a girl about kids being given to loving people by angels.

 


	“Well, I must say that apparently, I undergo quiet few such rites in my life. Bah, apparently I am so holly that I should be living in the convent… Maybe I should start my own religion? Hey, not a bad idea at all! Twice a day an orgy in the middle of the church… that’s gonna be bliss.”



 


	“Orgy? What is an orgy?” Elana asked blinking quickly with her eyes.



 


	“EL! NOOO!”



 

Russiwel jumped on her companion tackling her on the ground while covering her ears.

 


	“Forget what you just heard! FORGET IT! PURIFICATION! PURIFICATION! PURIIFIIICAAATIOOON!”



 

Russ started yelling while casting lesser healing spell.

 

All to no avail. It was too late. The deed was done.

 



 

Hours and hours later the two girls would reenter the inn section of the guild. Extremely exhausted with small scratches and bruises here and there.

 


	“My-my. That she-devil Aiele was rough with you again?” A bartender that was just cleaning a mug said with real sorrow in his tone. Each time he spoke, his monstrous mustache moved like a separate being. 



 


	“A-ha…” Rus didn’t have the strength to even respond with a full sentence. 



 

They just sat by the bar… or, being more accurate - collapsed on the chairs.

 


	“To replenish strength normally I would serve you free beer… but, because of your age, what would you say about glass of cold lemonade?”



 

Their eyes shined like new dawn ending the darkest night. Russ’s green and El’s blue eyes were sparkling like most precious diamonds. If they had tails, they would be wagging them like spoiled pups.

 

They got rid of the sweet liquid in a few quick and loud gulps.

 


	“Now, now! Don’t be greedy! You will get …”



 


	“Hick!” El jumped a little on her chair.



 


	“... hiccups.” They were too adorable. Especially El - guild’s mascot. 



 


	“Now, would you mind telling us about your training, girls?”






The bartender said that louder on purpose. Everyone was watching girls careers with great interest, their relations became quite an event every evening gathering lots of people sitting in a circle around two little kids and hearing out their daily adventures, cheering them up and boosting morales. 

 

As soon as the man ended his sentence, the sound of chairs being moved could be heard across the whole inn as everyone bolted toward the bar to grab the best seats. For the bartender, these little storytellings meant that he would earn some additional coins - the girls were better than a visitation of bards, and much more regular - this is why he was spoiling them with free drinks, he was about to earn it back with profits in 3...2...1..

 


	“Oy! Old man! Pour me some alle!”



 


	“Yes-yes, right away!”



 


	“For me a glass of red wine, no, wait! Leave the bottle!”.



 


	“Just a second!”



 


	Pour me your best cream!”



 


	“Of course, Marika. Today not with Pyrox?”



 


	“That retard is blowing up the canyon east from here.”



 


	“Why?”



 


	“We were sent there to kill monsters, they died hours ago, but that moron still didn’t realize that. I think he will return by tomorrow's morning once he cools down.”



 

The business was always going well among adventurers, but last weeks were a true bliss.

 

As everyone took a seat and grabbed a mug. Girls started talking, Rus - loud as always, El - only after lots of encouragement. The problem is… that eventually… El, like every child… decided to ask a question. Question regarding a new word she just learned.

 


	“A-actually, I have a question to ask…” she said shyly.



 


	“GO ON! EL! WE WILL TELL YOU EVERYTHING THAT WE KNOW! OR IF WE DON’T KNOW, WE WOULD JUST LIE TO ACT COOL IN FRONT OF YOU!”



 

One of drunken adventures shouted with everything he had in lungs.

 


	“Y-You don’t have to act, you are already cool in my eyes, mister George…” El said with serious tone addressing a nameless unimportant hero that will not make any other appearance in this story again. 



 


	“Awww.” the crowd Aww-ed in awe and admiration. Her cuteness was simply dangerous.



 


	“A-anyway. I wanted to ask… What is an orgy?”



 

Everyone and everything became quiet. Dead quiet. The dogs stopped barking, the crickets stopped singing, even two merchants that were arguing in the merchant districts five kilometers away stopped talking, though none of them knew the reason.

 


	“W-w-what did you ask?!”



 


	“An orgy. What is it? Miss Aiele spoke that word yet I couldn’t understand the meaning.”



 


	“I-I-it mean nothing! Nothing at all! You must have misheard!”



 


	“No! I am sure! She was talking about having an orgy twice a day!”



 

El, like every child, was very stubborn.

 


	“I-i-its mean… t-t-t-that…” one of the adventures tried dealing with the difficult subject “... that y-y-you take everyone you like… a-a-and party with them. Yes! It’s a huuuge party with closest friends!”



 

Every adventurer started nodding.

 


	“Hmm? I see…” El said with her grimace betraying that she was lost in thought - her finger on a lip that she kept on chewing “... then, later on, I want to have an orgy with everyone in the guild!”



 

She yelled cheerfully.

 

And then, the guild turned into a hell-hole.
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Together with Blanka, we started running toward the closest exit. The number of beasts was overwhelming- unnatural even. Though the corridor had only two holes on each side serving as entrances, weird creatures never stopped appearing - the realization hit me like a truck moments later.

 

The monsters were not appearing in the corridor - the corridor was made of monsters.

 

Previously the corridor must have been a cavern. These creatures had the ability to stop their metabolism and pretend to be part of the environment - rocks, walls, boulders. When they sensed potential pray walking past them, their metabolism would get one powerful kick, that process required a ridiculous amount of energy… so all these creatures must have woke up hungry. Very hungry.

 

In berserk rage they jumped on us, yet, as I could tell watching specimens far, far away, the hunger they felt was so overwhelming that these which were too far away to sense us with heat vision started biting one another - speaking bluntly, if we would merely leave that place, they would all kill themselves. One-time-triggering trap. How many individuals were there? I had no idea. I only knew one thing - too many. Too many to deal with. Not fighting was the only way to win that battle.

 

We jumped into the next room chased by dozen or so more monsters. Me, Blanka and Sebastian. Kaito didn’t make it. Lost in a battle rage he didn’t respond to my commands. Or - to be frank, he didn’t notice them in heat of battle. In a cacophony of broken bones and torn flesh he couldn’t hear my calls, and the thick mana didn’t let me send magical impulse - or maybe I did send it, but it couldn’t reach him, it blurred into nothingness in the aura of this place.

 

The notification about Kaito’s vessel being destroyed popped out in front of my vision, yet I quickly ignored it. There was no time for this now.

 

As soon as we got far enough, we stopped, turned around and readied our weapons.

 

Death of the remaining creatures was swift and elegant, a thing that can’t be said about the rest of the monsters that remained behind us. The carnage started and the sound of creatures feasting on one another could be heard even here, resonated by an echo. 

 

It was so very tempting to throw an empowered version of fireball back into the corridor - I could almost taste the experience points I would have obtained by the chain reaction of explosions. I was sure that it all would count as if it was me who killed them… but, I didn’t know if this dungeon has any other escape routes - if I did that, I was risking that the whole passage would collapse and we would be trapped god only know how deep underground. 

 

I cursed under my nose retrieving my spear off monster’s carcass, before bringing it up and down in rapid motion getting rid of monsters’ blood of my weapon.

 


	“What the hell is this place…” Blanka whispered catching breath.



 


	“Exactly my thoughts.” I agreed with her awe.



 


	“This place is unlike any other dungeon…”



 


	“This time, I have to disagree with you. Not so long ago I have been in a similar place… too similar.”



 


	“Care to elaborate on the subject?”



 

In a single moment, warrioress calmed down. She knew how vital information it was.

 


	“A few weeks ago together with Giselle, we explore a dungeon just like this one. Monsters inside of it were all chimeras, yet strange ones, unnatural. Normal chimeras of the lowest tier are affected by the environment or random mutation. Existence of two specimens with the EXACTLY same trait is almost impossible. Here and there they looked… as if someone designed them, despite differences between two individuals the pattern is more than obvious. Almost as if someone was breeding them and selectively picking traits. Also… one more thing. The dungeon needs three vital traits in order to be called one - dungeon heart - the energy core containing a pattern of development, dungeon guardian, the vessel that protects the heart - usually the strongest monster dwelling in the room before the heart, and its territory. In the last case, the guardian and heart were one.”



 


	“What do you mean?”



 


	“The crystal was flesh-wrapped and it identified as a dungeon. It was intelligent, learning, talking.”



 


	“Talking!?”



 


	“Not exactly. It learned from me and Giselle, recorded our conversation, found the meaning behind the words and then kept recording and playing back words we spoke to one another in right order making a full sentence, sometimes missing a correct word and using similar one… If I remember correctly, it also was obsessed with evolution, in a different way, but still. That dungeon was using biomass of creatures it killed to create new things, redesign its new body. This dungeon is selectively breeding…”



 


	“That… could be just a coincidence…” Blanka’s tone betrayed she was not believing in what she just said and merely taking into consideration all possibilities. 



 


	“I don’t believe in coincidences, I have been dealing with kings, mages, merchants, and gods just enough to know how everyone wants to shape reality. Also, two highly irregular dungeons that appeared out of blue in such a short period in such a small distance? Plus the magic density of those places? No, it smells like powerful, dark magic.”



 

Yes. Now I felt that. The tingling sensation on my skin, as if the wind was caressing my arms about to cause goosebumps. It was black magic, skilfully hidden. Whoever it was, he wielded at least the title of a grand magus.

 

Even Daralon couldn’t hide his magic this skillfully, not so much magic at the same time. I felt as my stomach jumped to my throat from excitement. I was just ramming through the experiment field of some crazy magician, and how would that someone react knowing I am destroying his work that god-only-knows how long he or she has been preparing?

 

I know how I would react if someone would break into my laboratory and destroy the tank in which I was purifying liquid of weeks. No, I wouldn’t kill him. Instead, I would make him repay the damages by testing some more risky potions on that particular person. 

 

Right now, I was only hoping that owner is not home… or that he/she has a bit different approach in dealing with unwanted guests than myself.

 


	“You are sweating….” she noticed



 

BECAUSE I AM FUCKING TERRIFIED!

 


	“I just realized into what kind of shit we have just stepped into.”



 

Blanka was much faster to join the threads than Giselle, I didn't have to explain to her all my thoughts, after a moment or two her grimace turned ugly as she must have reach similar conclusion as I did.

 


	“Let’s… let’s burn this place down and leave it as soon as possible,” she whispered.



 

I would rather find the fastest way out and started heading toward the opposite part of the continent. But, Blanka and her stupid sense of duty. Can’t lie to myself either - Giselle wouldn’t let me live if she knew I just retreaded leaving so many people in danger. 

 


	“One hour break,” I ordered while dropping my backpack on the ground and starting to look for some food and water



 

Her whole expression was asking something like “exactly who and when made you a party leader?”, but in the end she said nothing and with relief she did what I said.

 

That single hour passed faster than we expected, we were already exhausted, not as physically as mentally - being on guard all this time looking if the walls were about to turn into monsters and nervously gazing toward the ceiling if some colossal boss creature with detection-negating abilities was about to jump on our heads took its toll. We slowly started to seeing shadows as shapes and hearing distant echoes as something that was happening right next to us. 

 

And traps. The regular and obvious, but the deeper we headed the more sophisticated they got. One trap would start appearing after another as if wanting to kill you moment after you lowered your guard, or two traps being combined - hiding one another or boosting their total efficiency.

 

I don’t know if it was just a good fortune, but thanks to her unbelievable talent in detecting magic, Blanka was able to spot the traps few moments before stepping on them - what betrayed them was… total lack of clues.

 

The places were magically calm, almost barren, and in those mana-crazy dungeon lack of anomaly was an anomaly itself. Someone was trying too hard to hide them making it almost too obvious. 

 

.. well, that could be just another trick to lower our guards and don’t react while spotting an actual anomaly.

 

What.

 

Is.

 

This.

 

Crazy.

 

Hellhole?!


For the first time in months, I was actually afraid, no, the heavy feeling in my chest, the tingling sensation on my back.

 

I NEVER felt this way. Not in the previous dungeon, not in a tower of despair, not in the lair of Snake Queen.

 

Now, every life I devoured, every animal living within me was crying, telling me to run. 

 

This was the first time I realized that my life did not belong to me, but to a whim of another being. Even in front of Snake lady, I knew that I can lie my way out if I only used the right words.

 

Fear and desire to survive sharpened my senses beyond understanding. I heard the blood circulating in my veins like a waterfall, I felt the breath of Blanka as a raging storm… I heard monster corridors behind us finishing their feast.

 

And I heard something ahead of us. Deeper. Close. One or two rooms ahead. That SOMETHING was big. Very big. Yet not moving at all. No, it wasn’t just waiting, more as if it was… immobilized? 

 

Of course. The hive queen or whatever it was. The one spending its entire adult life in one place, in a single spot making a new egg every few seconds. 

 

We were about to resume our journey, when from corridor ahead a single creature crawled out.

 

Both of us jumped back in position, yet the monster did not attack.

 

It look like some weird hybrid of turtle and lobster, its corroded body had a problem keeping a balance.

 

Great, another hybrid of reptile and arthropod. 

 

The monster lowered its rear body exposing its soft belly toward us and pushed its most colossal limbs as far from its main body as it was only possible - attacking from this position was impossible, it completely dropped the balance and if it wanted to actually hit us, it needed to first withdraw limbs back.

 


	“What… is it doing?”



 


	“Showing it has no ill intention,” I answered without delay.



 


	“We have just carved our path and now it has no ill intentions?! These creatures are clearly intelligent, what are the chances it’s an ambush?”



 


	“Fuck.”



 


	“What now?”



 


	“It also did happen previous time. When with Giselle we got close to the guardian’s room, the dungeon heart tried to turn us back and later negotiate.”



 


	“How did it end?”



 


	“We had a fundamentally different approach to life, especially life of humans.”



 


	“Mind speaking more clearly? I am not in a mood to guess what do you mean.” she hissed annoyed.



 


	“It offered treasure if we would retreat and let it continue to harvest lives of creatures around the dungeon. Animals monsters and humans.”



 


	“It didn’t like your refusal?”



 


	“Not really, no.”



 


	“What do we risk if we would take its invitation?”



 


	“In worst case scenario? That in case of battle we would have to fight not only with the guardian itself, but also all the monster that we wouldn’t slaughter. We would be attacked from both sides.”



 


	“What do we risk if we would continue by killing everything on our way onward?”



 


	“Pretty much same thing.” I hissed “... we could always pretend we agree with it and return with reinforcements… But…”



 


	“But?”



 


	“The creatures insectoid trait is obvious. If the hive boss is a queen, she may leg an egg every few, maybe a few dozen seconds. If we would return tomorrow...:”



 


	“Do the math for me”



 


	“Let’s say it lies three eggs per minute. It gives 180 eggs per hour. multiplied by 24 hours a day it gives over 4000 individuals.”



 


	“Is that even possible? What with hatch time?”



 


	“Their metabolism is boosted beyond belief - they are undergoing forced evolution - these creatures are not meant to live long, merely few days - they gather food, bring it to the nest to feed youngling and queen and then die serving as yet another food source…”



 


	“Creatures behind us were different.” Blanka noticed



 


	“Hive guardians. They were meant to serve a different purpose…”



 

Or that’s how I would plan it if I was planning the dungeon defense. 

 


	“So… if we would back away now… everything is doomed?”



 


	“Now you are being overdramatic.” I laughed, though it was a more hysterical laugh.  



 


	“... we should take their invitation, and eventually try blowing everything from inside. I will buy you just enough time to cast your most powerful spell, if you would aim for the ceiling above us, it should collapse the whole dungeon. At least the world would be a bit safer…”



What the fuck is wrong with all of you people sharing hero syndrome?! You are free to throw your life away however you please, I feel a bit too attached to mine to do the same, in the end I have had it since birth.

 

But… if she is already suicidal, then maybe I should boost her confidence? Play this card and keep her going on highest battle capability? Yes, I will use her enthusiasm. 

 


	“Sounds like a plan. Ladies first.”



 

This time she throws me an angry glance. I respond with shrugging my shoulders and smirking. 

 

We started slowly approaching the monster with weapons lowered to the belt level. As we got closer, it turned around and started leading the way. We walked past monster-filled rooms, they all were looking at us with madness and hunger in their eyes, yet were not moving from its spot. They were doing everything in order to not provoke us, we respond to doing the same. 

 

The rooms clearly served different purposes, they were covered in this weird biomass-like structure that was pulsating under our legs. Here and there some structure was formed on the ground - a crater, a cocoon beating like a heart… what for? I have no clue. And once again, I prefer not to leave my guide’s side.

 

The last room was largest. Shaped into perfect sphere few dozens meters tall.

 

And here I could see for the first time what this whole cave was. Or used to be. A temple. Old and forgotten, yet I clearly could notice altars and structurals bows which were now covered in weird biomass… and eggs. 

 

Lots of eggs. Eggs everywhere.

 

Eggs on the ground, eggs on the walls, and even hanging from the ceiling like grapes. Colossal, orange and red pulsating semi-transparent disgusting grapes. 

 

One… Two… Three… Four… of them… Looks like more than five. Yeah. definitely more than five.

 

Five thousand of course.

 

But, let’s focus on the center of the whole room, shall we?

 

Most of the hall was occupied by an abdomen. Disgusting, egg-filled abdomen. From one end of the abdomen every now and then an egg would be popped out, quickly grabbed by some smaller monster and carried away and attached to the empty spot in the hall.

 

On the other end, the abdomen was ended with…

 

… woman.

 

A normal, human woman.

 

A woman it is. Yeah, a woman. Bronze hair reaching the bottom of her back, slender waist, pale skin, petite, yet beautiful bosom. One could call her pretty. 

 

If not the fucking insectoid part that was starting in the place where the “most vital” part should be located!

 

She appeared to be dreaming, hey eyes were partly closed and she didn’t move at all until we got much, much closer.

 


	“I welcome you, unwanted guests, in the temple of thoughts,” she said opening her eyes



 

She wasn’t mad. That’s a good start.

 


	“Thank you for your hospitality… though my mother did not teach me to try to murder every guest that comes into my house.”



 

I tried to act casual. 

 


	“Millennia ago, this was a sacred place of my people, we come here to meditate and contemplate over possible ways of development for our nation… Yet, the doors were shut. To be granted an entrance, you had to prove yourself. Now, this once noble place is a ruin, riddles that one had to answer are nothing but memories and dust. Still, as a priestess of progress, I have to obey the old laws and test you. You did well. Or, just enough to peak my curiosity, unlike the others before you.”



 

She mentioned the previous adventurers that never returned, does she?

 

Her gaze was cold.

 


	“Temples are usually build to worship gods, not ideas or concepts…” I noticed carefully.



 


	“Not for our people. Before us, the savage people worship gods, we grew past the need of their protection and decided to abandon it. We focused on progress to become something even greater than gods ourselves…” she stopped talking for a moment.



 


	“But gods didn’t like it?” I ended instead of her.



 


	“Indeed. Gods offer nothing but lies. They tell us they want our well-being, our progress, but they have everything planned out. They want us to progress THEIR way. Their path. It’s not development. It’s slavery. Back in our days we did similar things with animals and monsters looking for new, cheap labor force - we selectively bred them growing attractive traits. As a wise nation, we quickly noticed, that gods were treating us no differently than a labor force. We served their purpose. Like cattle. Like horses. This is the reason we stopped worshiping them. To create our own, unbound development.”



 

… Did they create their own creature? For labors?... This sounds weirdly famil… Wait!

 


	“You… you are one of the Ancient?”



 

Ancient. Race of constructors. The one that created teleportation-gates? The one that created most efficient golems that works even now? Millennia after they perished?

 

The same whose ruins are so rich in still-working artifacts that each time one would be discovered they ensure a magically-technological leap?!

 


	“That’s how you call us now? A fitting name… our time is long gone, but not our ideas, not our ideals nor goal.”



 


	“But… your downfall happened in times so ancient… that we can’t even speculate if it was thousands, or hundreds of thousands of years ago!... how did you live that long!... how did you fall…”



 

Melancholy bloomed on her face.

 


	“The gods decided to end our world. Flood. Iceage. Plague. Death of Sun. Meteorite hitting the planet. They have many ways of doing that. But, our world was still too young. They couldn't just destroy it, it was against their rules - whatever they are. Yet, at the same time, they needed mortals to chose the other evolution path. So they did the same thing when our creatures grow undesirable trait - they destroy the race and return to shaping the previous generation - we weren’t the only thinking-race, but we were the most advanced. We decided not to interfere with development of those more savage than us, so they didn’t even notice that we were gone. Gods focused back on reshaping those still primitive races to carry on their fate as their slaves… And guessing by the tain you carry, they succeed.”



 

She wasn’t angry for me being a priest. She was… sad. Depressed even.

 


	“Back to your question - the way we were eradicated - we had grown too proud. Gods fooled us, were indirectly blessing us with gifts of knowledge - scraps of information that forces our researches toward constructing a particular tool fueled by magic. We build it without realizing its real purpose… or actually, it was exactly what we asked for.”



 


	“And what did you want?”



 


	“Transcendence. Being able to exist as a mere concept without a material vessel. A power with will, yet no needs.”



 


	“You wanted to become… gods?”



 


	“Yes and no. Gods are bound to rules cast on them on by even more powerful being. We wanted to break the cycle - to become their peer without their restriction. And we achieved it. We became vessel-less… we became ghosts. Bound to the places. Astral slaves used by gods to fuel their temples… But, I think you already meet one of us, didn’t you?”



 

 Reanimator in Tower of Despair - speaking in riddles monster that was an overseer of the whole damn place…

 

… the one I released while breaking the seal protected by Seraph.

 

What… is this madman's game?

 

… am I a pawn without even realizing it?

 

No, no, no. I am just speculating. Something is going on around me all this time. 

 

The seal was broken with a pendant given to me by Heira.

 

I… I…

 


	“I see that you have already noticed. The world is not what it seems. Your other question - how I manage to <survive>... The tool we constructed was targeting a specific piece of genome in our bodies - I have noticed this just in time and managed to change mine.”



 


	“You… became one with one of your experiments?”



 


	“That was the only way to protect myself, well, the only one I found at that time. To choose one of two slaveries - slavery of mind or slavery of flesh. I chose the second option. It appeared less… humiliating.”



 


	“Why are you answering my questions?”



 


	“We are in the temple of thoughts. And I am its priestess. My other title was - the High-Teacher. It is my duty to answer the question of those which are hungry of knowledge.”



 

She smiled, like a mother proud of her child’s progress.

 


	“Why are you acting now… and what do you want to achieve creating these... creatures?”



 


	“The tool we constructed was something on a completely different level, beyond your understanding. Merely changing my genome wasn’t enough to hide from it. I had to hide my presence and life force as well - and to do that I hibernated myself. I have been sleeping for countless millennia… and now, I was awoken by somebody else. She bent me to her will. It’s a tragicomedy. I sacrifice so much in order to avoid slavery, just so I would be enslaved by the first person I met. Well, it may not be as bad as it seem - the goal we are trying to reach is very similar. Maybe I should see it as possibility?”



 


	“What goal?”



 


	“To do same thing that the gods did. Start anew the evolution process. Elevate mankind on pedestal and drop gods to their knees. We have been wrong all along - we have been chasing for perfection of the mind forgetting that it requires a vessel, otherwise it will corrode and corrupt. Then, when our bodies would already be perfect, we shall use The Mirror again…” she smiled “... you are carrying the taint of gods without actually being enslaved. You have clarity of mind and strive for knowledge. You would be a wonderful adept of the technomancy… shame you were not born in times of our greatness… But, you still can gain so much. What would you say - I could really use an apprentice. You would learn how to build portals and equipment boosting magical abilities of the user. You would become a...”



 

That was… most likely tempting. Not even because of the promise of power, but simply because I would also avoid fight which outcome I couldn’t predict (or, actually, I could predict, but the prediction was not very optimistic)

 


	“Tell me more about The Mirror.”



 

Blanka looked at me shocked. By now she was sure that I would take her offer.

 


	“I won’t...” she smiled “... We would have plenty of time to talk about it once you became my apprentice, if you are asking about it now… it means you do not plan to cooperate.”



 

She didn’t even need a second to see through my intentions.

 


	“Sorry, I am afraid that the mass extinction of humanity isn’t really my thing.”



 


	“You are saying as if I was a villain. What I want is…”



 


	“...Forcing everyone to live according to your vision of reality.” I disturbed calmly “... if that what you tried to achieve as a whole nation, then I already see why gods decided to interfere.”



 


	“Oh, you are supporting their decision?” she wasn’t even shocked. 



 


	“This Mirror, whatever it is, must have required colossal amount of energy. I have seen your generators, even though I can’t completely comprehend how they work… it’s obvious that you didn’t have technology to support something that would turn entire nation into godlike beings. What did you want to use as a fuel? Heart of the planet?”



 

Zulvurion. The Prometheus. First Ember and Last Spark. The prime God dominated by Aira and forced together with other prime Gods to create a world. It was the only being that I could think of as a proper fuel.

 


	“That was the original plan. We found something better. Something that gods are desperately trying to hide.”



 


	“And that is…?”



 


	“Something that can store the power of countless beings. A perfect absorber. You.”



 

And without any word, without any command, the monsters in the hall attacked.
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The creatures jumped at us from every possible side. From the sides, front, rear, and even from the ceiling. Well, by saying that they jumped on US I mean that they jumped mostly on me. Barely few bothered Blanka, more as if wanting to merely keep her occupied while the rest of the hive would be tearing me apart.

 

The small and flexible monsters attacked first, as they were simply faster and needed less time to react, behind them, the regular-sized and colossal followed twisting their clumsy bodies. 

 

I clasped my hands and sang quickly.

 


	“From the bottom of my heart, I forge my desires,
To fire up my urges on the vengeance full pyres…”



 

My skin started heating up emitting steam. The beasts were getting closer and closer, I knew I wouldn’t manage to finish this particular spell on time, so released one of my hands preparing another spell - or more like mana discharge. 

 

The mana shock wave I cast managed to push smaller beasts away, making them fall, the bigger creatures stumbled over them creating a bit of chaos. Monsters were badly synchronized, each acted as an individual fueled by basic instinct and the single order “attack”. Even as they tried getting up their limbs were all tangled up. Only those with snake-like-tails managed to somewhat maneuver in the gathering of collapsed bodies.

 

Yet, these few seconds were more than enough.

 


	“... I shall persevere in my hatred, remain in my rage,
To watch this world burn in the fiery plague.
So embrace me now, Zulvurion’s child,
And guide my blade till the nethers die…”



 

The spell I never practiced before combining lower-rank defensive fire spell “imp’s robes” with wild summoning. The normal imp’s robe covers the caster in fire granting a little of bonus armor and magic resistance as well as damage on-hit while receiving the blow and damage over time to everyone close to me, the only problem of this spell is that it burns mana at a crazy pace. And here comes the role of wild summoning.

 

I summoned lower rank fire spirit and attached him to my body, this way the power of the spell is increased and mana cost decreased… so what’s the problem? Wild summoning itself. Elemental is not bound with me by any contract, just like Pyrox’s “Sparkly”. He may not be pleased with the idea of being forcefully dragged from the inner place of fire and forced to serve me. For now, everything should be fine, but if I would lost my focus on something would break out a connection that I quickly established (that can happen in heat of battle) the creature could become crazy and attack everything around - with me being a target too.

 

Another problem with wild summoning - as it neglects every safety mechanism that limits the power of spirits, it allows summoning a creature that powers greatly exceeds the power of the caster. And the first rule of summoning is…? Do not rise up anything that you won’t be able to put down (well, it’s the first rule of necromancy, but that’s pretty much an alter-branch of summoning, so…).

 

Flames erupted in raging inferno causing yet another shock and heat wave that pushed monsters back. Few more stubborn didn’t stop their assault and were scorched into ashes in the fire of summoned creature.

 

I couldn’t see it, yet I sensed its malicious presence. 

 


	“Who dares summon me?” its voice was like a hiss and a growl. It appeared in the flames and hovered over my back.



 

Like an upper-skeleton of a reptile with enormously long frontal limbs that embraced me as if trying to hug (or suffocate).

 

I felt its power within me. Intoxicating. Addictive. I was burning from within.

 


	“Summoned by blood and bound by words. Serve me.”



 

I emitted every piece and shard of my willpower trying to overwhelm the creature with my pure determination. That’s another battle I will have to find for now - the clash of minds.

 

Much to my surprise, the creature wasn’t fighting back much, more as if merely trying how desperate I was.”

 


	“I will do your bidding… For now…My name is Zekrof, the Ashmaker. Use my name well.”



 


	“Zekrof, I hope you like causing a little calamity every now and then…”



 

I sensed the spirit grinning.

 


	“It has been a while since I could wreak some havoc. I am all. Fired. Up.”



 

His resistance perished allowing me for complete dominance, I empowered our connection, and then gave him access to my mana pool. He trusted me, so I decided to trust him, in case he would start acting funny I could still destroy our mind-bride in a split of a second.

 

By now, monsters already regrouped and resumed the charge. Yet this time, the behavior of beasts changed. With the corner of my eyes, I noticed that the ancient entered some kind of trance, her eyes rolled back into her skull and her whole body froze. 

 

The action of the swarm became much more coordinated, bah, as if they were commanded by a skillful officer. Hivemind control? 

 

This time, the bigger creatures moved on the front line serving as meat-shields for smaller ones which were taking cover behind them. I simply knew that the main attribute of these beasts was endurance, this way the ancient hid a beast at the rear from frontal attacks.

 

If not frontal, attack, then maybe attack from the rear or side? But, the only spells that could allow me to do so were will-o-wisps and runes, the first one lacked the pure power and the other one required much more planning and time to be located correctly.

 

And then, the spirit whispered a spell right into my mind.

 


	“Hellstorm!”



 

Together with the spirit we yelled a spell-name, drastically shortened one-word chant.

 

The fire covering me started literally rotating, twirling and turning around me becoming faster and faster growing hotter and wider with time. A thin layer of fire soon became 1 meter wide, then two, three… Soon I was standing in the eye of a cyclone. Cyclon made of flames, rage, and scorched creatures. 

 

But,  the spell was too difficult to maintain, especially with my mana-fever. Sensing how it was overheating my mana veins. I decided to quickly release it as an explosion.

 

The dust was raised covering for a split of a second covering my vision…

 

And then something stabbed me in my neck.

 

A small insect, as big as a human fist, just much thinner (I know, it’s not something that small, but in a world where insects could be as big as cities, that little fella was almost non-existing) 

 


	“You have a wonderful reaction time, you would be a great tactician, unfortunately, in terms of strategy, you were clearly lacking proper guidance. You did well by rising your protective spell, but, you took a bait. By trying to get rid of current threat you overlooked the one that was coming next.”



 

Shit. She played me like a child. To cast the hellstorm I had to use the protective flames in an aggressive way, then, she used that few-seconds gap to perform an attack from the blind spot that I created.

 


	“Honestly, it would be better if you wouldn’t fight back. I have no ill intentions, quite the opposite, it would be better if you were cooperating. It’s not like I want to kill you in the process of fueling.”



 


	“Then why did you attack me?” I hissed.



I felt as something was injected into me, the venom that I couldn’t identify.

 


	“Securing resources. I will have plenty of time to talk once you would stop resisting. I think your mind would be more receptive in chains. You are the one that starts acting and thinking more efficiently while being cornered, right?”



 

She pretty much nailed it.

 


	“Unfortunately, all I can muster from myself while being stressed are puns.”



 


	“Good, sarcasm and irony are actually proof of creativity.”



 

She swings her arm giving another command to her troops.

 

One of the beasts attacked from the front while another moved to the side. I raised my hand to throw a fireball…

 

But everything that left my hand was a few sparks and hot steam.

 

Two meters tall monster in heavy chitin armor rammed its body directly into me forcing air out of my lungs and slamming me into a column four meters behind me. It broke under the pressure.

 

Somehow, I managed to get up just in time to dodge the attack of the beast from the side - it’s frontal bigger limbs were turned into sickles.

 

I rolled away, moved to the side, monster slashed horizontally and just barely I managed to duck under the colossal limb. Still, I saw some of my hair being cut off.

 

I rolled back and while getting up I picked a spear laying on the ground, I managed to raise its blade just in time to make the monster impale itself on it - one of its vital organs had to be pierced in process, for greenish blood splattered everywhere, even as I retrieved the weapon, monster still kept hissing moving back unsteadily on its limbs. Soon, it felt dead.

 


	“One killed, one million left.”



 

I spat the blood that I sensed in my mouth.

 

The flames covering my body started flicking dangerously, the presence of spirit was becoming more and more distant. For a single moment my vision became black, I had to blink a few times to see clearly again. Effect of the venom?

 

I sensed something warm on my nose - blood.

 

Fuck.

 


	“How about having a deal with me - as a sign of my good will…” ancient asked “...I guarantee safety to you and your friend, she will leave this place untouched. The only thing I ask for is if you would stay with me and obediently follow my orders. Of course, we will form a pact to ensure it.”



 

I was clearly losing and her victory was just a matter of time. It was just as she said - she had absolutely no reason to leave Blanka be. Apparently, my cooperation was really vital for her plan.

 

I looked in the direction of war-dancress. She killed dozen or two of the creatures, fighting in the circle of beasts with three or four at a time. By now she was all covered in scratches and bruises.

 

I spat blood on the ground again.

 


	“Sorry, but there is only one woman that can punch me with no repercussion. At this point I simply have to fight you.”



 

I felt blood gathering in my mouth. Again.

 


	“This… is completely illogical.” She appeared confused.



 


	“Indeed. I think I know how to fight with you now.”



 


	“I highly doubt it, I have already prepared tactic for every action you would take. I see every possible move you would take, each leads to my victory.”



 

That’s only if I would fight logical - with a plan. Giselle once said that your enemies will never foresee your moves when you yourself have no idea what you are doing.

 

And for the first time ever. Just this one time, I am about to fight the same way that Giselle is fighting. 

 

I smirked.

 


	“No strategist can oppose storm. No commander can stop an avalanche. No king can turn a river. But I. Am no. Man.”



 

I started morphing. My muscles started becoming denser, my body structure - colossal. 

 


	“Finally showing your gift? Good, this observation will help my studies.”



 


	“You know… I hate this form. I prepared it just in case, yet as it’s based on nothing but brute, force… I found it so intelligent that it’s almost disgusting. You are first to see it...:”



 

I said as my jaw bones were twisting creating another row of teeth. Because my tongue became split at the end, just like a serpent, my sentence ended as a vicious hiss.

 


	“Army of sheep lead by the lion is stronger than the army of lions led by the sheep. My leading skills are higher than that of a lion, and my children are stronger than mere sheep. What can you do, a lone lion in front of my swarm?”



 


	“Told you, I am no lion, I am no man. I am a tempest, avalanche, flood. I am a plague that decimates kingdoms.”



 

I kept changing, my skin was as thick as a hide or iron tusks, and then it got covered in an exoskeleton.

 

Blanka managed to escape the circle of foes gathering distance, now, she was watching in terror as I was shifting. 

 

Still, despite my words, I felt the venom was still inside of me. I didn’t know it’s effects well, for now, it disturbed my flow - by now, the salamander was between the doors of the realms, desperately fighting to stay by my side.

 


	“Your chances of succeeding are below 3%, you only risk damaging your body… which is precious to me.”



 


	“Don’t be concerned about my body, little ant, be concerned about yours. For damn, I am about to break you into fucking pieces.”



 

Oh, I see now, the venom must be a neural stimulant. For most mages - control is everything, when you inject a mage with steroids he becomes emotionally unstable and thus loses the ability to emit magic properly… but… for warriors…

 

I opened my mouth showing three rows of razor-sharp teeth in a vicious smile.

 




	Picked vessel: [Titanium Tyrannis]



	Body parts change:
	
- Head: [Lizzard kin/Minotaur/Insectoid]  - Added horns
  - Added exoskeleton  - Added venomous fangs
- Core of [Hydra/Minotaur/Insectoids/IronTusk]  - Added additional limbs [Four upper limbs]
  - Added IronTusk skin  - Added Exoskeleton
- Internal organ adjusting  - Added/Developed muscle tissue
  - Improved blood flow
  - Developed bone structure





	Passive skills
	
 Exoskeleton [+50 armor] Ironhide skin
 Collosal [Immovable Object/Unstoppable force]
 Trample





	Attributes changes
	
 - STR  +35 - VIT   +75
 - END  +50-  DEX  - 40
- RFX   - 25








I stretched my body. The beasts that I considered huge before, which were over three meters tall now weren't even half my size. Right now, I was gazing over everything. My horns, curved to the front were partly disturbing my view. My almost impenetrable skin of a mutated boar from the Forest of Dread was additionally covered in white insectoidal armor, which was covering everything from the tips of my foot, through the body up to my head, where it ended with few spikes as if imitating crown. The "second bones" proved perfect defense everywhere, but joints.

It was hard to move, as if Giselle and Sebastian decided to train me with their stupid ballast both at the same time, yet something inside of me was screaming, urging me to run, to charge.

I tilted my head to both sides making my spine to let out a loud crack.

And then, it hit me.




	You have been poisoned [Matta's Mosquito Venom]



	
- Mana regeneration     - 500%- SPI            - 99
- Added effect:      [Boiling Blood]- Added effect:      [Unstable]
- Added effect:      [Anger]- [Anger effect] ranked up: [Wrath]
- [Wrath effect] ranked up: [Rage]- INT            - 40
- WIS             - 40- RFX             + 25
- DEX             + 25








Only one last though sparkled in my mind before I jumped onward

The thought was "Wrong toxin, cunt."
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Chimera Cellestialle. A demigod in a mortal vessel. Creation of Aira, one of two creatures that were supposed to face anti-creator at the World’s end. 

 

The boy burdened with such powers decided to follow the path of a mage, from the one side - a splendid pick that perfectly compensated creatures lack of sophisticated tools, from the other - it forced him to spend more time developing his mind instead of a body, thus reducing the maximal potential of the vessel.

 

Spells he cast were unique - nothing as pathetic as book-chants that the other adventurer she killed days ago used. Magic of that nameless corpse was plane. Boring. Predictable. Weak on both formula and power.

 

His magic was sparkling, shining, he was using basic schemes and structures of spells which he changed mid-chant - pure essence of magic. And his “fire-power” was quite formidable. Even ancients would have a problem to reach this level without boosting gear.

 

Ah, if that boy was living eons ago, in time of her nation greatest glory, he would be one of “Apprentizare Elxeisis” of Academia - honor student that could choose his own teacher from Grande Technomaguses. Bah, she herself, the first teacher, would fight for the privilege of forming his development path. Such a rare, raw potential…

 

She wanted to see more of his skills… but what she wanted and what she needed were two separate things. First Teacher cast her desires aside, for a greater good, she decided to test his battle potential using nothing but his chimeric power.

 

He wasn’t the first Chimera Cellestialle she encountered, no, the first one alive, but the teacher of her teacher caught living individual, dissected and studied its body. And it was a breakthrough in science. The knowledge gathered from this operation gave the Ancients ability to create their own chimeras. Even children she designed recently were nothing more than the aftermath of these researches. 

 

She knew quite a lot about this creature, in the end, she had access to results from first-hand, not only the official report but also to not-written thought and wonders of the person that carried on the experiments.

 

She knew, that the pure power of this creature could be considered from two perspectives: the number and power of vessels it can transform to, and individual intelligence of ability to adapt to new threats. 

 

Technomagus that defeated first (recorded) divine chimera noticed, that the speed of transformation was greatly reduced the longer battle lasted. One of the possibilities was that the process greatly overburdened brain, which in conclusion needed more and more time to properly design a new vessel.

 

She had to check it - see the real predisposition of this individual. If he would fight at full battle potential if he would consider his life being threatened, this is why she forced combat and decided to sacrifice countless existences of her swarm warriors, even though it would greatly slow down her plan’s advances.

 

Much to her disappointment, up until now, he was acting like children reading strategy book copying every and each move.

 

Force a defensive spell to evaluate the situation, then after enemy would regroup and move onward in strengthened formation, he used the wide-area attack to cause greatest loses… giving up on his defense creating a gap.

 

Not enough. Data is lacking. Information corrupted. This battle would lead her nowhere. She had to force him into taking more chaotic action - to see the real-life adaptation.

 

In her swarm, though, Priestess had dozens of insectoids carrying different poisons. She decided to use stimulant which not only reduced the magical potential to almost 0, but also forces an adrenaline rush. With boiling blood and pumping heart he will have to make decisions in the split of an eye. Observation continues.

 

Yet, even now, what he used was “most-obvious-pick”. The best pick would be a fast vessel that would possess the ability to quickly set up traps. Run away - set a trap - lure enemy squad in, repeat. She was even leading her forces like a moron-commander in order to encourage him into picking this strategy… Unfortunately… he decided to once again “go-with-a-steam”.

 

Colossal vessel. He may be strong, he may be big. But even a dragon would fall if a whole kingdom would swarm him. Was he thinking that he could just trample all of her children? That’s… so very disappointing. 

 

Apparently catching this specimen will be a much easier task than she previously thought. Shame.

 

The monster that Chimera turned into roared causing the whole dungeon to tremble. Her squads moved onward, like one body. Chimera took the first step, then next and another. Each and every step was a bit faster. His walk turned into a jog, jog into a run, and that turned into a crazy charge. Each time his leg would hit a ground it would cause s small tremor. He just forced himself into the middle of her squads kicking and pushing them aside with a power of impact alone.

 

 That’s when she noticed - he wasn’t charging at her forces, he was charging at her.

 

The rules of war: taking down a commander greatly reduced the flexibility of command-chain, especially on the battlefield. A correct decision on his part. But, the same rules ends with the statement: this is why the commander can never be left unprotected. She was forced to summon her elite troops much earlier than her prediction stated.

 

The ground around her shook and trembled as four Hive-Templars emerged from the dirt. These giants were almost as big as his current vessel. Clad in extremely hard exoskeleton they required lots of energy to move, so most of the time they were lying dormant around the altar - around her.

 

Kid didn’t change his trajectory, even more, he lowered his head positioning his horns to the front readying for impact.

 

He rammed into one of her guardians directly, the power of impact lifted beast off the ground as if it was nothing but a rag-doll and kept charging onward pushing it onto one of the pillars supporting the ceiling of the cave.

 

Interesting. Was he aware of “structural weakness” of this chamber?

 

Chimera got up from the ground before he managed to start generating momentum again her children already dropped at him from all possible sides.

 

Despite body covered in multiple layers of armor and muscles unlike her templars he wasn’t really slowed down… Of course, the effect of her venom. Did he pick this vessel because he decided to turn the effects of venom to his advantage? Indeed, it can boost physical capabilities but what were the chances that..

 

.. no. Each time you face your opponent that somehow manages to use random occurrence to his advantage always presume that he did that on purpose. It’s better to overestimate the power of your opponent and be disappointed than to underestimate him and be defeated.

 

A mistake on her side, it is then.

 

He shook the swarm off his leg, grabbed one of the creatures off his back and threw it across the room, then he leaped in the air and landed on yet another group turning them into a bloody pulp.

 

Casualties were getting bigger and bigger, yet still remained within an admissible range, nonetheless, in time a change in approach will have to be taken.

 

He lowered his body, forced his hand through the floor ripping a huge chunk of stone before tossing it at another Templar. The attack was slow, her guardian had more than just enough time to move off the trajectory… yet the stone hit the second pillar.

 

He marked attack on her just to mark attack on her guardians so he could actually focus the structures supporting ceiling? The idea was good, but unfortunately for him, a race of ancient constructors didn’t just make “structural weaknesses” in their buildings.

 

Her heart twitched. He wasn’t stupid. He wasn’t as stupid as he wanted her to think he is, just as she was playing with him, he tried playing with her. He wasn’t just a mad beast trashing the place, instead, his charges were supposed to relocate him into a different part of the chamber were fewer monsters gathered, he was gathering space and time to perform another focused attack on targets that to him appeared vital.

 

But that still wasn’t the peak of his performances, she knew that. 

 

With the corner of her eyes, Technomagus looked in the direction of his companion. Warrioress was proudly standing her ground Fighting with few opponents at the same time. Her magical powers were almost non-existing, bit more than the regular non-magician person would have. She was limited to her physical performances providing no threat at all. 

 

Templar used its colossal frontal limb turned into razor-sharp sickles trying to pierce through the exoskeleton of Chimera, and indeed, loud cracking noises could be heard as a single flaw appeared on white armor. The attack was aimed at magician's leg - trying to reduce his mobility. Using two of its hands Chimera was fighting off other attackers, using two lower arms he grabbed the head of templar and started crushing it.

 

brain tissue splattered everywhere, yet that was not enough for him, he jumped behind now carcass of her guardian, grabbed sickles-limbs of a dead body, places his leg on creatures body and started pulling sickles to himself while pushing the body away with his leg, tearing weaponized arms off the corpse.

 

He balanced sickles in his upper hands giving them a try with few quick swings.

 

Interesting. He couldn’t use his spear with his current vessel, maybe as a toothpick, but no a weapon, so he decided to use body parts of his fallen enemies increasing his battle potential. 

 

Indeed - she wanted to see his adaptation ability… but that’s not necessarily the kind of adaptation she had in mind.

 

What was more frightening was the fact, that he showed no signs of losing stamina, neither he changes his vessel. Why?

 

Frequent changes were logical - they were reducing the possibility of enemy adapting to your battle style… on the other hand, currently he was causing just enough damage without suffering any losses on his side.


Was he trying to maximize the outcome from a single vessel?

 

Not enough data. Required more observation…. more observation… more…

 

When was the last time her studies brought her so much joy? Before the fall her last few years were simply boring. She would make a breakthrough after breakthrough… but she was doing that pushed only by sense of duty. There was no “spark” like she felt when she was a child building her first golems.

 

She knew why - she knew what was almost arousing her in her first works - it was getting dirty. When her genius was noticed she was quickly relocated to programming department - she designated models but building prototypes was left to mechanics and engineers, she saw her construct for the first time at testing phase…

 

… where was the fun? Where was the spark?

 

It was here. It was clearly here - being close with your experiment - feeling pressure and suspension. Did you calibrate the fuse core correctly, or will it blow in your hands?! Will the specimen you are inspecting free itself from its bondage and bite your head off?! Working! Actually working! Not only with pen and paper!

 

Normally, she would scold herself for such unprofessional approach, she kept telling herself she needs to treat her resources with greater responsibility… but that voice was only a whisper, instead, her heart was yelling, urging her to skip a phase, to enter the battleground…

 

… but why?

 

Was that an impact of the Chimera?

 

The beast of desires? It was told to possess an ability which would influence creatures around it… but that was supposed to affect only its followers, wasn’t it?

 

Next pillar collapsed, and another. Chimera became inpatient - must be an effect of the venom. He took a few blows that he could easily dodge or block as he charged at last column.

 

The last “supporting” pillar felt…

 

… and nothing happened.

 


	“If you were thinking that the ceiling will collapse on my head… didn’t you notice that the ceiling is partly a dome? It perfectly spreads the weight on the walls, pillars were meant to serve a different purpose. You couldn’t know that without studying our architecture before, despite the effect, you have my praise.”



 

He grinned, barely as if trying to hide it.

 

Was that a bluff? Or did she overlook something?

 

Then, he raised his leg and stomped the ground. A crack appeared, first small, then bigger, separating the floor. The crack kept following toward one of the holes he pulverized in the ground, then to another one, and another one.

 

He wasn’t aiming the columns - he just wanted her to focus her attention on those while every action he performed was actually damaging different part of construction - the ornaments on the ground which were holding the altar in place.

 

The altar was an elevated place, a bit like a small, tall, and thin pyramid in the middle of the room surrounded by the pillars, now, with damaged one side of the floor, the weight was shifted to another one tilting whole construction.

 

She started falling, about to be squeezed under the mass of stone and metal.

 

She had to act.

 

She raised her hand up - from different part of the room a single glove came flying enveloping perfectly around her slender fingers. Then, she squeezed her palm into fist.

 

And whole construction froze in place. Despite being tilted to the side - almost lying.

 

The crystal structure around the glove was shining with bright blue light. She had to use her gear.

 

Snap of her finger and the altar slowly started moving back into place, damages caused all over the place started auto-repairing. less than half of a minute, and a chamber looked even better than previously.

 


	“My-my, that was close.” she panted reddened on her face because of excitement.



 

Her heart was pounding rapidly as she looked over the chamber.

 

Her monsters were lying decimated, most of them died merely trampled or splattered under the rocks. 

 

The gauntlet of an administrator was empowered with an enormous amount of fuel and extremely complex chrono-magic which allowed one-time full reconstruction of the building, unfortunately, it didn’t bring her swarm back to life…

 

… mostly, because it wasn’t necessary.

 

Once again, her eyes rolled back into her skull as she connected with her swarm, she focused on finding each and every of her children - those which were still sleeping in eggs and cocoons. She send a single thought.

 

Awake.

 

And they all followed her order. They had no other choice. Despite that most of them were not fully developed, that some of the died right after their eggshells broken - it didn’t matter.

 

Regrowing her hive will take few days, maybe a week, and every generation will be only stronger, better adapted, especially after she would capture divine chimera and use parts of his cores in process of creation of a new breed!

 

For now, though, she had to become a little serious, and for that, she had to prepare herself. She needed time, just a few minutes. For that single purpose, she decided to sacrifice the rest of her children.

 

Swarm attacked, in the meantime, she raised her head. 

 

From the bottom of the altar, a panel appeared that raised till it reached her eye level.

 


	“Authorisation code required.” the robotic voice said out of nowhere.



 


	“Through study - perfection, through labor - humility, through wisdom - evolution.”



 


	“Access granted. Welcome, Priestess Aij’zzara.”



 

The whole altar moved, as if having mind of its own. Layer of rocks and metal moved apart revealing complex mechanical system glowing in cold, blue light. 

 


	“Awaiting your orders, Priestess.” unpleasant dead voice that couldn’t be associated with any gender rang again



 


	“Code AX-013. Experimental Specimen unleashed in laboratory.”



 


	“Code AX-013 confirmed. Starting cleansing procedure. Preparing Cleansers Mecha-Armor.”






Up until now, from waist-level and lower her body was that of an insect, yet, that was only a bio-prosthesis attached via neural addons. Now, greenish liquid burst from whole abdomen as she forced programmed apoptosis. She rested her arms on the disgusting insecticidal body and pushed, releasing her real lower body from prison of flesh.

 

Her lower body was humanoid in core, yet it definitely didn't belong to a human. unnaturally thin legs with additional reversed joints feet weirdly resembling that of a bug - perfect to perform a long leaps.

 

She stomped from one feet to another savouring the sensation of being able to walk again.

 


	“Priestess Aij’zzara, prepare for receiving the Cleaners Armor.”



 

She raised her arms to the sides allowing mechanical limbs that appeared all over the altar to start attaching pieces of equipment to her.

 

Her children were jumping madly at the colossal, some were even self-destructing in process throwing their lives away just to buy another split of second.




By this time, her whole body was completely covered in black-metallic futuristic armor, crystals on arms and back started shining with deep red afterglow letting her know that the suit is fully charged.

 


	“Pilot’s suit ready.”



 

The voice rang again.

 

The wall of the chamber moved to the side revealing a colossal golem with opened cockpit. The priestess headed in its direction with few long leaps, got inside, and strapped her body.

 

As soon as the black gates close behind her, the black giant shined with similar red light before starting to get up.

 


	“Hey, big boy! Maybe you will face someone your own size?!”



 

She yelled from inside.

 

Creature that right now was killing one of the last monsters looked in her direction. 

 

Golems were one of the most common creation of her times, but this one.. that’s something she was building alone, behind everyone’s back in her spare time. As Greatest Priestess of Evolution she was forbidden to create any dangerous materials and constructions - she was simply too precious to risk her life in accidental explosion.

 

The beast was far from done, not even a prototype, it didn’t even have a safety mechanism nor power-reducers which risked overheating vital components… 

 

… but that also meant that its firepower was beyond every other safety mechanism of her times.

 

She had merely few minutes of working on 200% of power before something would happen. maybe it would turn itself off, maybe the reactor core would melt causing “small” explosion.

 

For now, it didn’t matter. She could test both the capabilities of chimera and her device at the same time.

 

Her heart was racing, her mind was blank.

 

She was stomping on the razor edge and she couldn’t be happier.
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Golem raised up from a kneeling position. Golem-my-ass.

 

It’s fucking mech! I know a mech when I see one! Seriously, what the hell is wrong with this world? It’s like badly written story reaching the point where the author is running out of ideas!

 

Priestess quickly moved the machine’s limbs a few times to check if everything was working correctly. I couldn’t not notice how fluent the moves were - such huge structures couldn’t move freely - the law of inertia - the heavier the body is the harder it is to change its current state. If it is lying dormant, forcing it into move will require more force and time than it is needed to do the same with a lighter body.

 

Then again, the structure appeared very complex. I saw reddish light of magic heating the structure up and dense clouds of steam as the inner mechanism tried cooling systems down.

 

She jumped from the pedestal, got up…

 

… and bolted with insane speed right onto me.

 

I lowered my body and head pointing a horn in her direction bracing for impact, yet as she was merely five or so meters away from me (which taking in consideration our sizes was quite a short distance), she stopped right on the spot and bolted to the side moving on the trajectory of a perfect circle.  Crystals on golem shined before shooting a tempest of magical bolts which exploded upon contact with my skin.

 

Parts of my exoskeleton were sent flying in the air as they were painfully torn off my body, at the very same time, the explosions caused dust being cast into the air disturbing my sight. Ancient used the smokescreen attacking me from the side with a mad charge.

 

One of her golems limbs turned into the blade with which she tried to penetrate my body. Thanks to my instincts, I managed to turn my body to the side just in time to let the blade slip across my white armor.

 

I changed my footing putting one of my feet a little bit back and performing a quick punch using my whole upper body strength. But one again golem’s mobility and priestess reaction time let her completely avoid my attack.

 

Once again she gathered distance and unleashed another hail of magical bullets.

 

This time I covered myself with my left arm - these parts were covered in the denser layer of external bones, it still hurt like hell.

 

With the difference in our mobilities, she should just focus on avoiding direct combat and attack me from a distance, yet once again, after a few more shots she once again charged.

 

Why? Was it overheating her systems? Did she need some time to recharge? Or was she merely trying out a new piece of equipment? If it’s the last case and I would attack her head-on thinking she is defenseless… that could be my end. How many times I won only because I let my enemy believe he learned my pattern? Let’s not get too impatient. 

 

This time seeing perfectly from which angle she is attacking I decided not to avoid, but to counter her attacks.

 

Again - a frontal pierce - I moved one step back and raised one of my hands from below trying to change the trajectory of the blade, but she didn’t let me just to grab her, no, she made a full pirouette mid-charge and slashed with her other blade-limb from my left.

 

… what the hell was that?

 

Almost effortlessly I grabbed her other arm far from the cutting edge and using her momentum i throw her into the opposite wall. Golem itself didn’t suffer much damage, but I simply knew that the girl inside got shaken quite a lot.

 

She may be a great tactician, strategist and engineer, but in actual close combat her she acted like a child with a wooden sword.

 

Indeed - she didn’t train the hand to hand combat. I doubt if she trained any combat at all, maybe some basic self-defense using different tools and weapons. I almost wanted to mock her. What was she thinking? Pirouettes, stomps, full swings… she wasn’t fighting, she was dancing - and, no. No war-dancer dancing. 

 

She was just making a shitload of unnecessary moves which left her defense wide open.

 

I didn’t want to give her time to regain her balance, so I pounced on her landing on the back of the colossal machine. I used my claws on my upper arms and legs to “attach” myself to the golem while I kept using  my lower set of arms to attack its weaker points - welding spots which were keeping metal plates together, I managed to dent it quite a lot here and there, even damaged some inner systems as from a crack a huge stream of steam and sparkles started escaping. 

 

Yet, crystals on its back shined once again. I thought I would manage to jump away in the very last moment, yet this time it didn’t shot bullets, but beams of light.

 

One of such beams pierced through my shoulder and collarbone leaving an open hole in my body. Pain flooded my mind. It wasn’t that bad in terms of pure pain, yet it clouded my mind with hatred. Once again I forgot all my plans and strategies. It happened a lot during this combat, must be effect of “Wrath” and venom, which greatly reduced my mental capabilities. 

 

I cursed under my nose.

 

My body was moving more or less on its own, following my general intentions, as if controlled by somebody else.

 

I looked at my wound. The heat of a beam scorched my flesh. In regular combat, such an occurrence would be a bliss, as it didn’t let the wounded bleed out, unfortunately, it slowed down my regeneration. something that would be a matter of seconds, maybe a minute or two to completely heal would now require much more time, maybe even hours leaving me with one inefficient arm…

 

Priestess used that time to regain her footing.

 


	“You shouldn’t have entered this machine, ancient-one. Your only advantage over me was your leadership. Yet, as you are not a fighter it would be better if you used that machine as a drone. No matter how strong this machine is, it is limited to the abilities of its pilot.”



 


	“You are speaking some big words for someone with a hole in his body.”



 

A voice slightly disturbed by machine echoed across the room.

 


	“This is not a wound. It’s a lesson. Opportunity lost.”



 

I wasn’t bluffing. In the end, she was just a novice that cast aside her only handicap. 

 

I faced her frontally, legs wide, palms stretched close to the body.

 


	“Are you… provoking me?”



 

To her, it appeared as if my stance was full of openings, in reality, it was quite the opposite - I had perfectly balanced footing and my arms were covering every possible blindspot while being just close enough to react to every direct hit.




Yet, there was more to it, something that I hid with my whole body.

 

She charged, once again. From behind my back, I picked one of the sickles of colossal insect that I tore off as I was previously fighting with it. 

 

She raised both of her hand-blades preparing to pierce through me. I blocked the atack with my opened palms. Exoskeleton on my hands blocked the attack for a split of a second, cracked, and broke. Blades pierced through my hands yet I kept pushing onward letting needle-like swords pierce further and further enlarging the wounds. Then, I closed my palms trapping her in a deadly embrace. With my spare arm holding the limb of templar I slashed across the golem’s corpus. Again, again and again.

 

Pieces of black armor were sent flying, quite a few red crystals cracked sending clouds of steam. She tried escaping my grasp, one my hands was vertically cut open releasing one of the blades, the other one was holding tight. 

 

I dropped the blade and dug my claws in a crack in the armor. Her freed arm was madly slashing and piercing, I kept blocking her strikes with my already damaged hand. 

 


	“Open… Sesame…” I growled in a low voice while forcing metal plates apart. 



 

The last piece of armor was thrown to the side revealing priestess inside. I lowered my head facing her. Much to my surprise, she wasn't scared. Even more, the grimace of determination was covering her whole face - pure focus.

 

I opened my mouth and roared showing all my teeth. I was about to bite her body in half, yet, because of my now stretched mouth, I couldn’t see her attack.

 

Crystals shined again - yet not those of golem - the one on her suit.

 

A powerful explosion tore my jaw away. The noise of explosion turns into deafening whizzing sound in my ears.

 

I took a few steps back and collapsed on the ground. Her golem once again got up and started approaching me. It was highly damaged too - it couldn’t walk perfectly straight, dragging one of its legs behind.

 

Fuck. FUCK! Not while being so close! With victory just within my reach…

 

… I will not end as some fucking lab-experiment… I will not…

 

Flashbacks of my previous life momentarily covered my vision.

 

I saw a hospital bed and me lying atop of it, bound to it with belts. Back then, I was in a coma for a few days. They tied me to bed so I wouldn’t pull off drips attached to my body. I remembered waking up, I remembered helplessness, drugged, not being able to move my body except my fingers.

 

I remembered the panic. The breathing-helping device forced into my lungs, choking me and not letting me die at the same time.

 

I remembered how I was crying in my mind begging someone to end that suffering, even if it meant killing me.

 

Back then, I was weak. I was a child lost in the dark.

 

Back then, I promised myself to never be this weak again. This pathetic. I will NOT end up tied to another bed. That I would never again be afraid of the dark.

 

My lower jaw already started regrowing causing an extremely annoying itching sensation as a new bone was growing, replacing damaged shards of my mouth.

 

And then, crawling and bleeding in dirt, I noticed her. The girl about who I already managed to forget in the heat of battle.

 

Blanka was standing in front of me, she had to hide away when the last of the monster fell dead and giants took over the battlefield. She was looking at me with fear, disgust, but also compassion plastered on her face.

 

That was my chance. SHE was my chance. Though… can I trust her? Can she trust me?

 

In her eyes, I was just another monster. It’s in her best interest to let us kill each other.

 

… but I had no other choice. I couldn’t keep up with regeneration, especially now, as the mana-flow in my body was disturbed. I stretched my damaged hand in her direction and moved soundlessly my mouth, or at least with the bloody pulp that was placed all over my face.

 

<Help me>

 

I said, though no word was spoken.

 

She hesitated. 

 

In the meantime, the golem managed to close the distance. It raised one of its blades and pierced the ground on which I was lying. I had to roll to the side, she repeated the action, and so did I.

 

She corrected her position and lift her arm for the third time.

 

I raised one of my feet and kicked her away. At this point, it was just a desperate struggle on my part.

 

I managed to kneel up, then raised. And on the tip of my tail I felt something, or should I say - someone.

 

All on this one attack Putting all strength I could muster I charged onward, close to the ground as if aiming for the legs of the collossolous, Priestess instinctively lowered her arms focusing me, leaving her corpus unprotected.

 

Using my tail as makeshift catapult I sent Blanka flying above me. I collided with the golem, occupying its body and weapons completely securing Blanka’s landing. Still flying she raised her blade above her head preparing herself to strike, ancient couldn’t react on time.

 

Wariorre’s blade landed perfectly - not on the golem’s pilot, but on the huge crystal, she was sitting on.

 

It cracked, sparkled and exploded. In very last second I managed to catch Blanka, bring her closer to my body and turn my back toward the golem protecting her from the impact.

 

Then, the whole chamber became completely white.

 

Things that happened next I can hardly remember. I was feeling like a drunk-head. I was laying on the ground, above me, I saw Blanka’s face. Her mouth was moving, though I couldn’t hear the words. I could read from her lips’ movements, yet my brain was acting… slow. I wanted to just roll to the other side and fall asleep, actually, that’s what I was about to do, yet seeing my action Blanka slapped my face.

 

Once again, I almost didn’t feel anything. 

 

And then a beam of red light throw Blanka away.

 

This time, above me, the ancient appread. Her armor was damaged, the steam of blood was lazily dripping from the corner of her mouth, one of her arms was hanging from her side as if numb. No, on closer inspection, one of her joints was hanging much lower than it was supposed to. Dislocated? No, it looked cut off, hanging on the armor alone.

 

Why was she so expressionless? It was almost driving me crazy. Say something! Yell at me! Scream! Be in pain or extasy! 

 

Nothing. Her expression was like that on the golem. Cold, sophisticated - dead inside.

 

I noticed that I morphed back to my human vessel. Apparently, my body did that on its own. Clever move, by doing so it detached damaged and burning exoskeleton reducing the damage taken. Neat, I didn’t know I could do that.

 

Though a hole in my shoulder remained.

 

~ Zariel. Wake up. Get yourself together! You hear me?! Get the fuck up shithead! I am almost done! The blood you spilled! The chaos you caused! Do you have any idea how much magic I stored!? I need just few more drop of blood! Few more ounces of suffering! FOR FUCK SAKE MAKE HER BLEED! JUST A LITTLE! SCRATCH HER! BITE HER! TAKE HER VIRGINITY FOR  FUCK SAKE DO SOMETHING!

 

So noisy…

 

Priestess made a gesture with a gauntlet located on her healthy hand. Some kind of magical bonds appeared out of nowhere, binding me and started rising up. I was facing her. Slowly, my senses started returning to me, just enough to make me realize what kind of shit I have just stepped in.

 

Few more drops of blood, you say?

 

I was “standing” very close to her, in one more act of desperation I tried to bite her neck. She made a step back, as if annoyed, and hit me in the face.

 

She landed her blow perfectly on my nose, causing me to bleed a little bit more.

 

The stream dripped down my lip, chin stopped there, formed a single drop and fell on the ground.

 

At the moment it touched the floor, it vaporized.

 

And then, my mind went blank, as if someone had turned a switch in my head off.

 






 

At the moment blood fell off his face, his eyes turned completely black. No pupils, no iris, just one pure ocean of darkness, the one you could sink in.

 

A black book covered in chains appeared between him and the ancient, the shackles twisted, broke and fell down. Grimoire opened up and started quickly flipping pages, till it opened on one, perfectly blank page. Suddenly, words started appearing as if written with an invisible pen. The words were red like blood and black like suffering.

 

And Zariel, though he was clearly unconscious, opened his mouth and started singing, in an unnaturally deep voice that was clearly not his.

 


	“As at the beginning, so in the end,
The black havens shall cover the earth,
There can be no creation,
Where the Evil lies.
So rise from the slumber,
Grown tall and wide,
The unspoken madness where the shadows fall.
For as it was proclaimed, when the sun would die,
The day would come when he would be born.
With hatred, with hunger and boiling blood.
His wings so splendidly Shall cover the world, 




  And wait for the final hour, 

  When humans devilry,
  Forever shall die.
  Starting our revelry,


  Till that hour shall ring,
  We shall stand our ground
  Till branches would grow.
  So we could too rise,


  And fight till the end,
  Singing our Prayers,
  Till the moon would cry.
  Calling old heirs. 

  Oh, tree-of-all,
  Feasting on the sinners,
  In hall of forgotten,
  Chambers of inners,


  Rise from the bottomless pit of abyss.
  The endless darkness where death is bliss.
  Spread your branches, spread your roots,
  Embrace this world in your selfless hug.


  For the hour is coming - of darkness and rage.
  That shall cleanse this world like a breathless plague…”




Words paralyzed every living being around. They couldn’t move, could barely breathe. What Zariel called was magic so ancient that no-magic. A prophecy of the void, the words of forgotten scrolls, the promise of end and the first teachings that gods gave to their believers, yet they decided not to write it down, for they were dreadful enough to cause panic in the heart of everyone who would dare to hear them - the words that negate their existences.


The song kept on lasting more and more, and every single word was enough to make grown people cry. 

 

Magician one last time raised his arms to the sky

 


	“So it was told,
Your creation - a certainty that we have sworn to follow,
Arise, oh all-tree, arise from the void,
Come out with your mightiness that splits even gods!”



 




	You succeed casting [Growth of Black Tree of World] spell
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Blanka was lying on the ground hissing from pain. Just a moment ago she received a blast of pure energy right onto her side. The power of attack blew her three-four meters away, made her hit the column (or maybe what remained of it after the battle of the two colossus) and fell on the ground unable to move. She felt the electrical tingle all over her body which didn’t let her to even lift a finger. All her muscles were clenched - she could only watch. 

 

So she watched - as weird half human half insect lifted Zariel off the ground and bound him with some kind of magic, she watched him trying to bite her in the last act of desperation and how she hit him in the face.

 

And then the world turned black.

 

Literally - she didn’t faint. Seconds after ancient abomination broke magician’s nose forcing a single drop of blood fell on the ground, it turned into black smoke with a loud hissing sound.

 

And then Zariel started singing, she didn’t understand the words, though they were clearly spoken in the common-language, yet her brain didn’t manage to “catch” a single word. 

 

All she knew was the fact, that with every word, every syllable and every sound the world became darker. The nothingness gained a shape - that of a thin, fragile tree that kept growing between two battlers. 

 

The priestess didn’t react, didn't flinch, she was just watching with her eyes opened so wide that they could pop out any moment now.

 

And the tree kept growing - so very thin, as if a mere breeze of wind could snap it in half, first high under the ceiling, then wide to the sides looking as if it was a dead, dried plant that was about to die.

 

And then it grew leaves and fruits, yet they were perfectly crimson, the color on both fruits and leaves appeared to be constantly moving. Suddenly, warrioress realized why. They were made of blood. “Bubbles” of blood that took the shape of apples and leafs, if she would poke them with a needle, they would splash all around, that much was clear.

 

The tree of suffering - that’s what it was - raised on the carcasses and blood.

 

Its fragile presence was overwhelming.

 

She could sense the magic - it was like roots spreading in all directions looking for new sources of nutrition. New sources of agony. It was digging in the corpses, it was digging in the stones and walls as if they were remembering the pain of ancient civilization that was eradicated - its very last moments.  

 

But even that wasn’t enough to quench its thirst. The tree demanded more. More pain. More death. More ecstasy. More life. It wanted to harvest all. Even the priestess, even its caster, even her.

 

Blanka’s instincts would normally kick in, force her mind into overdrive overflooded with adrenaline. Yet this time she was numbned, as if she gave up long ago. 

 

How could you fight with such a dark, cruel, evil? Even if she would run away, she wouldn’t be able to hide. The tree had eyes - its whole trunk was covered with these and they could see through the tissue of reality, of time, of existence. 

 

Priestess managed to snap off the terror. She raised her hand casting a spell right at the tree.

 

An arrow made of electricity flew across the chamber, yet before hitting the tree it turned itself into but a soft breeze of magic which tree inhaled - devoured.

 

Another source of nutrition. 

 


	“I will eat away your body, your flesh, and bones,
I will feast upon the metal, the trees and stones,
I will eat away your madness, your sins and fears,
Fret not little one, bear with me longer, my child,
Till the heavens still breaths and sun is yet to die…”



 

It wasn’t Zariel speaking, it was the tree speaking through him.

 

It wouldn't be that bad, would  it? After a moment of suffering she would be purified of every burden she carried in her life. She would be clean. Anew. She saw it - the other side, all her friends and family members that had already passed were waving their hands showing her the way - just a moment and…

 


	“I am not afraid, divine’s pawn. I have accepted that I will die not achieving my goal a long time ago. But there is one thing you will not take away from - I will leave on my terms, not yours!”



 

The armor on her arms fell off. She took away a small blade and cut her wrists open.

 


	“Feast on my flesh, the power of high,
This is the last act of my life!
I give up everything that I hold dear,
So I can achieve the might that…”



 

She started last chant using herself as living sacrifice - this way she would deny the power of her existence to the tree.

 

Yet, the black presence didn’t wait idly letting her finish the chant. It raised one of thin, thorny branches and pierced her belly. 

 

She never finished her spell as blood started dripping out of the hole in her stomach and through her mouth.

Yet she smiled - in the very last moment of her life. The tree trying to harvest as much as it could decided to deliver her a swift death. It couldn’t feast on her agony it was about to inflict upon her deciding to feast on mere empty vessel. 

 

The branches covered her whole body piercing the skin and entering her bloodstream sucking on her last drops of vitality.

 

And the tree shook, and cried and collapsed.

 


	“Good job, ant-girl! Good job!”



 

A loud, vigorous clapping could be heard from the darkened corner of the chamber. Though no presence could be sensed.

 


	“Now! That’s what I call a good spectacle! The passion! Hate! Actors did a splendid job! Oh! The ecstasy! Though, the greatest applause belongs to the stage director and story writer! ME!”



 

A presence decided to reveal his presence. A man, in way too long open coat with collar raised up, wearing an elegant noble suit under it and mask covering the upper part of his face. It was almost screaming with extravagance. 

 


	“I could use a better light though… yes, the game of shadows would make the mood much grimmer, the feeling of suspension would be great…”



 


	“I am the everlasting, I am divine, I shall live when everyone dies….” the tree kept singing. It raised its branches and attacked trying to catch a new presence… but it’s attack was stopped by an invisible barrier.



 


	“Breaking the fourth wall!? Tis a blasphemy to art! Stay in your role!” Man scream in a high pitched panicked voice “... do you want to ruin my performance!?!?”



 


	“As at the beginning - so at the end, The black sun shall cover the earth…”



 

The tree kept speaking in words of prophecy.

 

The beam of dark magic powerful enough to erase the existence of angels shoots in the direction of the man…

 

And turned into nothing but steam inches from the man.

 


	“How… dramatic. Your acting disgusts me, sir, or madame. How hard it is to find good professionals nowadays.” man just shook his head to the sides is disbelief “... whatever. I was told to harvest some magical power, so I have to bring some magical powers. Unfortunately, you destroyed my dungeon’s core…” he said at the power core of a golem “... they kept telling me - Daiarro, don’t turn a battle mechanism into system core… and now this happened. Oh, they will laugh, what an embarrassment… The power that dungeon stored flooded the whole area when you broke it… harvesting it will take weeks… unless…”



 

His eyes once again lied on the tree.

 


	“They weren’t very specific what kind of magic I was supposed to bring back.”



 


	“Perish into nothingness, the perfect night. At the dawn of gods while the Fenrir cries…”



 


	“Yeah, yeah. I have a deal, tree, come with me. You won’t be much of an actor, but maybe I will still use in the backroom? Hm? You would make a great cloth hanger! I will pay your regular gauze!”



 


	“My name is death, and the end is here.
For no wealth, no ruin, no silver nor gold,
Nothing shall satisfy me, but your soul…”



 


	“Yeah, yeah. I already heard that. Now, you are coming along, either the easy way or the hard way. Please, don’t pick the hard way, I am already late for my next spectacle!” 



 


	“For I am death, none shall excel,
I open doors to heaven and hell…”



 


	“Hard way it is then.” man exhaled air loudly as if he was just forced into carrying on labor he really tried to avoid “...the book of art!”



 

A grimoire appeared in thin air on the man’s palm.

 


	“Plot Twist! Deus Ex Machina! Dimensional Tool-Box!”



 

He quickly cast triple-layered spell.

 

A suddenly a colossal jack-in-the-box appeared in front of a tree, in the next moment a golden hand appeared above the black existence and grabbed it stripping it of its power. Then the box open, a toy that jumped from outside grabbed the tree and bringing it back with itself shutting the box lids tight. Then, it perished into cloud of white smoke a loud “puff” sound, like some kind of cliche street performance. 

 

Zariel, up until now possessed by the spirit of a tree fell on the ground unconscious, barely alive. All this time, the tree was using his life forces trying to stay in this dimension.

 


	“Now, kids… or kid…” he addressed Blanka which was the only conscious sapient being in the chamber “... tell about the art of Mighty Daiarro to your friends!... and I will give you a discount on my next performance!... Till then, see ya! Oh, I almost forgot, you will need that - PLOT ARMOR!” he yelled casting another spell while pointing with his fingers at her and Zariel “...EFFECTIVE-STAGE-LEAVING!” he yelled one more time.



 

He grabbed the edge of his coat with his hand, moved it back and forth covering himself with a piece of clothing. The cloak danced in the air and fell down - the man was nowhere to be found. When Blanka blinked, even the coat was gone.

 

Just what the fuck just happened here.

 

Priestess died, with her, her magic died too. Soon the effect of paralyse left her body and she was able to move.

 

Just in time, for a loud tremor could be heard from the bottom part of the cave - the dungeon started collapsing. 

 

Cursing loudly Blanka picked Zariel off the ground, threw his arm over her shoulder and started dragging him toward the exit. The rocks kept falling right behind them casting clouds of dust into the air.

 

Somehow, the way out took her much, much less time than it was supposed to - she just kept finding new, shorter corridors - they were not there before, she was more than sure about, as if something made them with a sole purpose of letting them out alive. Blanka couldn’t complain. She was alive. Somehow rocks never fell on her head - it was either a miracle or the magic of the weird masked man.

 

For now, she was lying by the cave entrance - now shut because of rock that shut it down, breathing heavily with the unconscious magician to her side.

 

There was only one thought occupying her mind at the moment. 

 

“What the actual fuck just happened?!”
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Somewhere in a land far away, in a rich-looking huge chamber by a long table, a group of magicians was sitting and chatting peacefully. They were sitting quite spread out in an extremely casual way. One was keeping his legs on the table, the other one was sitting on the chair turned backward and yet another man was simply sleeping with his head lying between two different dishes. Only one person was paying attention to the manners - a woman with a face covered by a widow’s veil. 

 

If some bystanders would take a look at this gathering, he would think he is looking at some group of bandits or drunk villagers, not at the members of the most fearful illegal organization - the Black Lodge.

 


	“Why, the fuck, is it so dark in here?” one of the men groaned looking toward few torches attached to the walls of the room.



 


	“Daiarro was bitching about it. He said that too much light destroys the scenery and he can't focus on his art… or something like that. I didn’t really pay attention to what he said back then...”



 


	“Nobody pays attention to whatever he speaks…” Another hooded person said quietly causing yet another man to chuckle.



 


	“Fair point… Speaking about that jester, I believe he isn’t keeping up with mana gathering quota...”



 


	“He hasn’t been meeting it for the past year or so…”



 


	“And he is still alive?! Godrik didn’t keep his quota and was killed I heard…”



 


	“Wasn’t he killed by adventurers?”



 


	“Only because the master allowed that.”



 


	“His ability to weave the threads of fate is rather disturbing…” 



 

At that moment, a tall - three or four meters tall golden structure shined. It was a portal made of two not-touching bows. In the empty space in the middle, a rift in the matter of reality was cracked open and another magician joined the group.

 


	“EFFECTIVE STAGE-ENTRANCE!” he yelled.



 


	“Speaking about the devil… Dai, I hope that this time you bring something back with you…”



 


	“Tsk-tsk-tsk! FEAR ME! WORSHIP ME, MORTALS! FOR I HAVE…”



 


	“Cut this crap already. Do you have it?”



 


	“I do…” man, as he dropped his acting, appeared to completely lose his energy.



 


	“So you manage to finish a dungeon harvesting?! My-my! You didn’t fuck up the most basic task! I am actually amazed!”



 


	“I never said I have mana from the dungeon. Well, technically, it is mana from dungeon, that’s where I found it… but it is not dung-e-o-inal mana… Is that even grammatically correct?”



 


	“Wait-wait-wait-wait-wait. Elaborate the topic.”



 


	“Adventurers. They wrecked the dungeon. But they cast rather interesting magic, so I took that.”



 


	“Even if they wrecked the dungeon, as you decided to call it, as long as the dungeon core is untouched you should have no problem with harvesting… wait. You didn’t put the dungeon core in that golem, didn’t you?”



 


	“...” Man decided not to answer.



 


	“Dairarro! Look at me! You didn’t go full retarded and you hid the most vital dungeon organ far from adventurers! In some secret room or simply dug it in random place, right?! RIGHT!?”



 


	“I… I thought it would go well with my story…”



 


	“A moron. A half-brain. No, wait, half-brains are peaks of intelligence compared to you. You are a quarter-brain! A none-brain at all!”



 


	“What is this commotion all about?”



 

A silent, peaceful, quite pleased tone could be heard from one of the side entrances.

 


	“Sup’ Lucian!” one of the men called raising his hand in greeting.



 


	“Show some respect toward guild master! AND DON’T CALL HIM LUCIAN! To you, it’s MASTER LUXIVERUS!”



 


	“I am fine with being called Lucian, though, I mean, my name sounds like some cursed artifact… Oh, and hello to you too, Max.”



 

The man’s name was not Max, the Lodge master merely decided to get on the same level of casualness as one of his underlings.

 


	“Back to the question, what was this fuss all about?” The master sat. 



 


	“Zeverios was mean to me…” Daiarro pouted quietly.



 


	“That moron failed dungeon harvesting! He barely contributes to the organization at all! Just like Godrik… And I hope he would suffer similar punishment…”



 


	“Calm down, everyone…” such a warm, calming tone as for someone who rules the greatest madmen on the continent “... Godrik was rather special, he was so focused on his studies, that he didn’t care for our little brotherhood at all, he actually asked to formally leave our structure… I have merely granted his wish. Unfortunately, he knew too much, so there was only one way of letting him go. On the other hand, Daiarro really tries very hard to help us out, he is just too occupied paying attention to the details, that sometimes he loses a grasp of a bigger picture. His lack of results doesn’t come from ill-will. Now, Daiarro, mind telling us what exactly happened? Especially that I smell rather power magic coming from your direction, am I wrong?”



 

Man quickly shook his head.

 


	“Quite strong adventurers were in the dungeon, at least the mage, he summoned the avatar of Dark Harvest to deal with the ancient one. This is the mana that you feel.”



 


	“My-my? The Tree of All-night? That’s even better than pure power of dungeon. Its nature will be more compatible with the portal… But, you said that only one person managed to cast this spell? If I am not mistaken, the last time it was used it required the whole Circle of Druids to maintain the spell, yet it still broke free and swallowed them all. That someone could prove to be interesting ally… or formidable foe. Who was that?”



 


	“Some weird kid, completely not fit to be an actor at all - because of his appearance - white hair, eyes with different colors… no-no, the actor has to quickly changes roles and thus his appearance someone that exotic could never act well.”



 


	“White hair and heterochromia, you say? Wasn’t that the kid that killed Godrik? Daralon’s friend?”



 


	“It seems so. What a coincidence… No, coincidences don't exist. I must have messed the fate-merging spell…” Luxiverus massaged his chin with his fingers clearly lost in thoughts “... or the nature of that skill somewhat resist my magic. In that case, casting this spell on him could cause more bad than good.






He leaned forward in his chair, letting the light of the torches fall on his face which up until now was covered in shadow.

 

He was young. Very young. With pale-white skin, gentle contours of the face and narrow lips. Almost girly in appearance though he was clearly a man. He had long, silky black hair falling freely to his belt level.

 

An elf? Looks like it, yet a weird one. High elves had their hair white or blonde, wood elves had their hair brown or bit reddish. Very rarely green.

 

Only dark elves could have both silver or dark hair, yet his skin proved he was not a member of “outcasted”.

 


	“Call Daralon. We will have to talk about this friend of his. We need to be sure he would not interfere with our plans. And after our last two encounters, he could be somewhat hostile toward us.”



 


	“Couldn’t we just keep him on-distance?”



 


	“No, our threads of fate are already merged. Sooner or later we would meet, I would rather have him as an ally, in the end we already have just enough foes.”



 

Man once again straightened his posture sitting back in his chair. The darkness once again covered his face.

 





 

Blanka stormed through the door of the guild dragging unconscious man over her shoulder. She was exhausted and covered in blood and sweat. Somehow she managed to walk toward the reception desk, despite the long line (or actually a crowd) of adventurers that gathered in front of it wishing to take a quest, report it back, or merely just to flirt with attractive staff members. 

 

Few people, not seeing her at first, would growl or yell cursing loudly for someone cutting the line, but once they saw who and in what condition was marching they silently would move to the sides making a way for a living legend of a guild.

 


	“Ambulatory! Fast!” Blanka hissed once she managed to catch guild workers attention, which - as it was already mentioned by her appearance - was not a very tasking job.



 


	“Blanka, we did tell you to go and pick up some boyfriend, but that’s not what we meant…” one of the adventurers, the <funny guy-type> couldn’t just keep quiet. 



 

Nobody laughed though, even more, one hateful gaze of a warrior was enough to make the man have second thoughts about his sense of humor.

 


	“This man has risked his life carrying on his duty as an adventurer and as a comrade saving my life. By making fun of his condition right now you are bringing shame upon yourself and institution you represent.”



 

Two men came out from the backroom and took Zariel off warrioress’s shoulder, proceeding to carry him into the special room located at the eastern wing of the building. 

 


	“You also should visit the medic, Blanka.” girl from reception suggested with the tone that didn’t quite take <no> as a possible answer. 



 


	“Yes, I think I overdid it today… I could use a break…” saying so she took a step back, and another one, and yet another till she finally hit the wall with her back.



 

Then, she would slowly slide down to the floor where she fell asleep. It wasn’t just the dungeon that exhausted her - she was finishing a quest after quest with barely any sleep or rest for the past few weeks - her sense of duty made her keep up with the crazy tempo. Now, she finally reached her limit, and even then only after she made sure that her team member got the help that he needed.





She woke up a couple of hours later in one of the ambulatory rooms covered in a few bandages.

 


	“Ah, miss Blanka, you should be sleeping for at least one whole day, but then again, you always rush for another adventure, it was pretty obvious that four hours is more than plenty for you… Still, you will not leave this room till I would double check you are alright.”



 


	“What… what happened…” she asked still a bit confused.



 


	“You fainted because of stress and exhaustion. Well, at least I didn’t find any injuries… pardon me - not a serious injury. Few bruises and dislocated joints. You were given nutrition potions and stamina regeneration, got your lesser wounds treated and joints back in their places. Not much work to be done around you, can’t say the same thing about your companion thought.”



 


	“What is his condition?!” almost instantly Blanka regained clarity of her mind. 



 


	“Terrible mana exhaustion, blood loss, though I couldn’t locate a wound through which he could lose so much of it, almost as if something sucked it from inside, and his bones were almost turned into dust…”



 


	“Will he be alright?!”



 


	“Physically, he already is. It was incredible, once we stabilized his mana flow all we had to do was to keep sending him mana and his body just fixed on its own. I have never seen anything like that - his body removed unfunctional organs and limbs and grew new ones. No - it didn’t fix the already existing, it REPLACED them, like, if you would cut his heart of his chest it would grow a new one. On my medic studies in the capital, I was studying magical beast physiology under the eye of professor Kleir. I saw this raw regeneration potential only once before - when the professor was dissecting a still living lesser hydra. ”



 

The woman in the lab coat kept talking while turning her back to the warioress, mixing yet another potion on the table.

 


	“If he is physically all right… it means that he is still suffering on mana or mind, isn’t he?”



 


	“Indeed. Even though he is like a newborn baby… literally… he still didn’t wake up. Even more, we tried forcing him to wake up, you know, for the sake of checking if he is really all right, yet we failed, one of our clerics tried to connect their minds, you know, to make him wake up from inside, a dangerous process, but still we have an obligation to do it... “



 


	“Aaand?”



 


	“And he couldn’t. He couldn’t find his mind. It was absent, as if there was only an empty vessel, as if his mind was somewhere else.”



 


	“Is that even possible?”



 


	“It is, you see, your companion is a druid. A type of witch-oriented magical class, just like shamans, witch-doctors, tribe mages and hex makers, they possess the ability to leave their body during certain rituals.”



 


	“Why would they do that?”



 


	“I am not the person you need to ask. By entering the spirit realm they could gather strength to cast even more powerful spells, sometimes they do that to avoid interrogation, sometimes… It’s pointless to count every possible reason. For now, his condition is stable. so fret not… Also, miss Blanka, I saw your quest record. You have finished eleven quests this month, not counting the last one, because you didn’t turn it in, in a month. It’s a quest every three days, which wouldn’t be strange if all of your quests weren’t estimated to last on average a week.”



 


	“Someone has to get the job done…” war dancress groaned getting up to sitting position.



 


	“Someone has to take a break. I was talking with a branch leader. You are forbidden to take missions for a week.”



 


	“WHAT!? YOU CAN’T...!”



 


	“I can and I did, also, you should be grateful to the leader, I wanted it to last a whole month.”



 


	“But what about the people?! Who would protect them when…”



 


	“And who would protect people once you would die?!”



 

Woman furiously turned around.

 


	“I am not patching you up just so you could rush to your pointless death! Have some respect for my bloody job! What do you think happens when recently injured adventurer picks another quest and dies!? They come to me and ask why didn’t I force them to stay!? The world doesn’t revolve around you and your little vengeance, girl, take a moment to stop and think about innocent bystanders on your path, will you?!”



 

She said the same thing that Zariel was telling her in the dungeon, though, she was straightforward about it.

 

Blanka remained silent for a minute or two more before she got up and left the room.

 


	“No adventuring! Only light training allowed! If I see you breaking some sweat I am running straight to guild leader asking for elongation of your break due to health problems!”



 

She didn’t answer, for what could she tell? Refusing was futile, agreeing pointless. Blanka quickly left the room entering the ambulatory lobby. She quickly located the room in which Zariel was lying and entered it after knocking.

 


	“Ah, miss Blanka…” another medic greeted her barely looking in her direction “.. I knew you would want to check on your friend…”



 


	“He is not exactly my friend…”



 


	“Yet you carried him on your shoulder for… how long? Half of a day? This action appears quite friendly to me.”



 

She approached the bed on which he was lying. Because of exams that were recently taken he was half naked with only his pants. She could inspect his body on her own.

 


	“I heard his body regenerated, yet I still see dozens of scares…”



 


	“Ah, indeed, that’s truly an enigma, for example, look at this.” doctor picked a sharp surgeon's knife and made a long, shallow cut across his chest, barely cutting the skin. At first, warrioress wanted to pounce at the crazy medic, yet she decided to do otherwise.



 

Seconds after knife passing the tiny wound started closing, sucking the blood inside the body. The wound was half-healed when the surgeon took his tool off his body.

 


	“This happens with everything, we can cut his finger off, and the same thing will happen. I think that his regeneration powers were not inborn. That he obtained them, therefore every wound and damage he took before obtaining these powers are bound to remain. He is like… a demigod among mortals. Look, he is magician, but his muscles are wonderfully formed!”



 


	“Depends on your definition of wonderful, I believe even I have better ones…” his abs were barely visible



 


	“Warriors…” medic roll his eyes “... it’s not about size, even though lots of my female colleagues would disagree…” did he just joke? “... it’s about structure! About efficiency! Do you know that, for example, birds have the most developed lungs among all living, breathing creatures? They can literally double breath, both during inhale and exhale, fueling their muscles on completely different levels than mammals. Why did evolution decide to reduce their potential? Because of their innefitientce. Birds are forced to eat all the time, for example, the sparrow has to consume daily more than it weighs!”



 

Medic took a small break

 


	“In terms of muscles, you are a bird. He, a mammal. You can muster much more strength that he can, but you can do this for a couple of hours before being unable to move. In the meantime, he could battle for days.”



 


	“Days? I think you are exaggerating…”



 


	“I am not. I have never seen anything like that… It's… his organs are changing.”



 


	“How exactly.”



 


	“He was lacking nutrition, so we gave him high calorie drinks, when he was digesting, his stomach, liver, and heart… got bigger, speeding up metabolism.”



 


	“What do you mean by <got bigger>? The heart can’t just get bigger!”



 


	“Actually, they can. Have you heard about snakes eating habits? they swallow their prey whole and digest it for days, after that they don’t have to eat for months. During digestion, mentioned organs in snake’s body literally got bigger, the liver can become even thrice bigger… that’s what happened to him. Now, wear this…” 



 

Medic gave her a pair of glasses.

 

Blanka put them on her nose and took a glance on Magician’s body. Lots of blue vessels appeared on his body.

 


	“What are these?”



 


	“Mana veins. Do you see something weird about them?”



 


	“I have no idea how they are supposed to look to begin with.”



 


	“They are perfect. Humans can’t have mana veins like these. Neither elves, nor demons… nothing has! You see, you either are born with these or get them by hours of meditation, either way the process is chaotic, random, he is...symmetric. Perfectly symmetrical. Pick ANY vein on his left arm and find and look at the one on his right arm. Exactly the same length, thickness, and capacity.”



 


	“Well, humans are also symmetrical aren’t they? I mean, my left hand and my right hand and like mirror copies, so…”



 


	“We are telling about your inner body. How about your lungs? Your left one is smaller, because of the heart that is located in your chest. You have one liver and one stomach, in different parts of your belly. Also, look at me.”



 

Blanka did as the man asked. In moment medic’s body was also covered in blue veins.

 

True chaos.

 


	“Answering your question - no, I am not a freak. If you would take a stroll over the town wearing these glasses, you would see that EVERY magician looks more or less like me…”



 


	“So… what is he?”



 


	“Something not created naturally...” and then the medic froze “... or maybe, quite the opposite. Something so natural, that we, corrupted by industrial magic can’t even comprehend…” 



 


	“You aren’t making any funny experiments on him, aren’t you?”



 


	“Oh, I would love to, unfortunately…” with a gesture of his head he pointed at his table where few opened letters were tossed



 


	“What are these?”



 


	“Letters. From Jericho, Arthur the Grey and Archmage Polimus. The High Guild Master, King himself and chairman of Senate sent these copies to every guild’s branch leader. With few soldier’s words, they asked to leave him be as long as he is not violent.”



 


	“The King and the Senate agreeing on the same matter?!”



 

Everyone knew about the inner conflict in the Kingdom - with the Senate trying to overtake the power to rule the country and King doing everything to keep the kingdom functioning as Monarchia. That lead to lots of tensions between political sides, usually, when King said X, the Senate would say Y. Sometimes, the king would disagree with Council without even reading the matter he has disagreed with. Just because he didn’t like the idea of giving the magicians a free hand. 

 


	“Interesting indeed. Well, my hands are tied. I will just bring him back to the fully functional state, take my money and try forgetting about mister Top-Secret eyes-only.”



 


	“If he is such a mystery… why did you tell me about it?!”



 

Man smiled widely.

 


	“You see, there was a little loophole in the letters. It kept using formula <Zariel and his party members>. Officially, you didn’t turn in the quest, which means that formally you are still his party member.”



 

Blanka bite her lip. What a mess.

 

Before her was lying an unconscious freak. Magician, warriors, hunter, human, beast - with political protection of King, Mages and Guild.

 


	“How is he?”



 


	“Perfectly fine. He wakes up when he wakes up, nothing more we can do about it. Do you want me to inform him that you were here…”



 


	“... No. It’s fine. Once he wakes tell him that we have to share the quest bounty.”



 


	“As you wish, young miss.”



 

Medic once again returned to his duties while Blanka left the room.

 









I was drinking a tea looking at Aira in the realm of Evergreen. She was completely quiet. usually, she was the first one to start a conversation, always beaming with energy. This time, goddess’s mind appeared to be not present.

 


	“You don’t have anything to tell me?” I asked calmly. 



 


	“About what, exactly?” her tone was cold, emotionless.



 


	“Care not playing dumb? You know exactly where I was and with who I was talking.”



 


	“The little ant that tricked us and slept for eons?...” she put her cup on the table “... Ask whatever you want.”



 


	“What does it mean that you want us to evolve in a specific direction?”



 


	“That’s not true. We want you to evolve, in whatever direction you wish to… just becoming a transcended being is a big no-no for you. That’s what ancient wanted to achieve. And that’s why they had to be stopped.”



 


	“Why exactly?”



 


	“So multi-universe wouldn’t collapse? Because of the same reason you don’t let kids play with fire? Or with nuclear weapons?”



 


	“What do you even want from us?!”



 


	“It’s beyond your understanding!” 



 

She hit the table with her fist.

 


	“Just look at you!...” she hissed “... Special snowflake being afraid of being used! Trust me, you are not THAT special! And you can't handle the truth! It's beyond your understanding!”



 

She took a moment to take a deep breath 

 


	“What I mean… is that you have seen merely a single piece of a puzzle made of billions of elements and you already are sure that you know what the whole picture looks like. You don’t, Zari-el, you don’t.”



 

She got up and started heading toward the end of a clearing, she turned back and asked me to come with her with a gesture of her head. “let’s take a walk” - the gesture said.

 


	“We are old, Zariel, very old. You can’t even comprehend. I existed before time did. Trust me, we want the best for you - mortals, it’s just… actions of that particular group of people threatened the existence of cycles. And without cycles, there is nothing. Literally nothing. We decided to eradicate a whole nation, to save billions of existences, on billions of planets, in billions of realms in billions of universes in that particular cycle… and billions of cycles that were yet to come. It wasn’t easy nor pleasant, trust me, we don’t really like interfering like this… They were far too young for this kind of power, the vessel that can’t contain the force forcibly put inside breaks and damages nearest objects. That potentially leads to chain reaction. Like a pebble causing an avalanche. Like a spark starting inferno.”



 


	“... Yet… I hate being in the dark. I hate not knowing what is going on around me, but somehow I keep having this feeling that around some weird game is being played, a game in which I am a pawn and I have not even a bloody clue what the rules are! I don’t even know if there are any rules?!”



 


	“Because hundreds of games are being played on a daily basis. Cheating husband plays faithful in front of his wife, assassins are playing the role of best friends in front of their victims, princes and lords are playing politics, churches and gods are playing religion. Me, Luxia and Heira are also playing, and yes, we are… using you, if you can call it this way, for the sake of our entertainment. You see, I will tell you a secret about us, deities. We are spoiled, bored kids wishing for attention and action. We are putting obstacles and temptations in the path of mortals, but in the end, we are letting them decide. We are not rewarding them nor punishing - it comes naturally, as an outcome of their actions. If you think that the hands of god are something that will pick you up and relocate, far from danger, you are mistaken, the hands of god would let you prepare yourself for the troubles, but if you would prepare yourself, and how would you use that preparation is only your thing…”



 

She became quiet.

 


	“We are not your enemies, Zari, mostly because you can’t threaten us in any way…” she smiled shyly, as if a bit embarrassed that she addresses me so cruelly “...If you want to find some world-breaking conspiracy, don’t look into heaven nor hell looking for clues, look at the ground below you and people around you. Because when we want something, we just do it, it’s mortals that need ugly tactics and backstabbing. From our perspective, most of your actions are meaningless, even if you would destroy something, once you die and millennia pass the nature would return to its original form. From the perspective of time, your actions are simply unimportant, and the perspective of time is unimportant to us.”



 

She turned around and hugged me. One of her hands was gently patting me on my head.

 


	“You are overthinking too many things, you are far too narcissistic and self-centered. For a moment stop thinking about what people want from you, and start thinking about what people want from the world and how they can obtain this using you. At the moment you start seeing yourself not as a goal but the means to obtain it, you will be able to see through the actions of mortals more clearly… That’s my last advice for you today. Your time is running thin in this realm. Wake up, Zari. Return to your world and wake up.”








I have opened my eyes. 

 

It wasn’t a gentle waking up while stretching your body and yawning loudly. More like waking up from the nightmare, covered in sweat and with heart pounding like a church’s bell. Adrenaline was clouding my mind, my instincts were sharp, and above me a medic with a syringe was standing up.

 


	“Oh woke up already? Easy there, big boy, I am just taking a blood sample to…”



 

I jumped off my bed, I hit the man with a karate-like chop in his wrist making him drop the glass vessel, I caught it in mid-air and put the sharp edge of the syringe by man’s throat.

 


	“Where am I, who are you, what do you want from me?!”



 


	“In guild’s ambulatory! Calm down! Calm down! I surrender! I have no ill intentions! Really! Miss Blanka brought you here because your condition was critical!”



 

I calmed down a little. Indeed, the smell was similar to the guild, just mixed with healing herbs, I could hear the laughter of people in the inn section as they were singing and drinking beer.

 

Plus, I was not tied to the bed - which would definitely happen if I would end in the dungeon of crazy scientist…

 

… Wait, I am a Mad Scientist! I even have the title! 

 

I let the man go.

 

My body was still exhausted and a little bit numb. I quickly checked my status, I didn’t notice the effects of any poison, instead, few effects of regenerating stamina, health, and mana potions were present. 

 


	“Where is Blanka?”



 


	“She said she would be waiting for you to share money for finishing the quest…”



 


	“In that case, I am going to find her right away…”



 


	“You can’t! I still have to check if you are all right!”



 

No. This can’t wait. She saw me in my beast-mode. We have to talk, mostly so she wouldn’t accidentally mention it to some shady people. 

 


	“I will come for examinations later on, I think I will take a break from adventuring for few days, so don’t be afraid of me missing or going wild in some dungeon.”



 

I said shutting the door behind me leaving still protesting medic in the room.

 

Now, where did the little vixen go?
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I have been sitting in front of Blanka in awkward silence. We were in the middle of the inn section, people around were loud and slightly annoying - like every drunken male or female can be.

 

We were eating our dishes slowly as if doing everything we could to give ourselves any excuse to keep it this way.

 


	“Look at them, aren’t they looking like two wonderful lovebirds? Being so stressed in each other’s company that they can’t even talk because of embarrassment, yet still eating together willing to stay close…”



 

I heard a few idiots whispering at the other side of the room.

 


	“Blanka? With a male? Forget about it. Also, I have heard that this kid already has girlfriend… Or should I say owner? That she-beast, Giselle, apparently they are a couple…”



 


	“That’s even crazier then my version!”



 

People will talk. The more boring and weaker they are, the more they tend to lose to gossips and fantasies. On the one hand, I didn’t give a damn, on the other, I know certain someone that doesn’t think before acting and would pulverize me into the dirt once she would hear those nonsenses… The name of that certain someone has already been spoken today. The she-beast. I like it. Will have to remember to call Gis this way, I am sure she would be pleased.

 


	“I doubt that you came only to share the quest’s money.”



 

She was the first one to speak. Warrioress was doing everything she could to keep her composure. The reality was slightly different. I knew that the euphoria of battle has already settled down. Now, her thoughts were clear. Back then, in the dungeon, she allied with me to defeat a common foe, once it was removed she was facing me armored with new knowledge.

 

The knowledge that I am not a human,

 


	“To be honest, I don’t care about money - my company is making more money in a week that I can earn questing for the entire year, all I have to do is to check every few days my workers and teach my girls new recipes.”



 

I waved my hand letting her know how very unimportant this matter is to me.

 


	“So… what now? I saw things I wasn’t supposed to see. I saw formal notes from Jericho, King and Senate to keep information about you to myself… But I am just a human. I can get drunk, someone can torture me… the secret is never safe when it's bestowed upon living beings.”



 


	“ I like the way you are thinking… I must correct you though. Secrets aren’t safe with dead either. All you have to do is to hire not-completely-useless necromancer and voila - you can speak with the dead. And trust me - dead people usually want to remain dead, especially those who have already crossed the vail. Being forcefully kept in our realm is agony to them, so they will tell you all you want to know just so you would release them….”



 

I brought a cup filled with black, bitter liquid to my mouth.

 


	“...That’s really a very good coffee, and that’s not something I am saying often.” I blinked twice as if I was indeed occupied with a matter of my breakfast.



 

I did that on purpose, by acting casually and not addressing the matter directly, I wanted to make her calm down a little, because, damn, all the time she was eating her hand was hovering dangerously close to her blade.

 


	“Seriously? So I don’t have to expect some monster to follow me at night?”



 

She wasn’t quite relaxed yet.

 


	“Wait, you were thinking, that when I want to get someone killed I am doing that personally? No-no-no. We were recently seen together! That would be far too suspicious! I would hire someone to do that - poison your drink, make a cart fall over on the road… drop a chandelier on your head - that’s my favorite! Nothing beats good ol’ chandelier. In the meantime I would be far-far away, causing a havoc in some inn on the other side of the city being seen by dozens of people. Nothing that could possibly lead your accidental death with my persona. Bah - I would even say that the closer to me you are standing, the safer you are… speaking about the devil, I believe that my order is ready, pardon me, be right back…” 



 

I got up from the table and turned around with a desire to walk toward the cook who was supposed to finish the next portion of my meal. Yet, I couldn’t quite to that, because...

 


	“GET THE FUCK BACK!” Blanka jumped from her spot, grabbed me by the end of my robes and forcibly pulled me back in my chair. 



 

None paid us any attention - we were still best-behaving customers in the inn.

 


	“Did you just freak out?! You did, didn’t you?!...” that was so bloody adorable!!! “... Oh, come on! I was just joking! Teasing you! Now, I am really interested in continuing our conversation, and I gladly will once I would get something to eat - this whole adventuring got me so hungry that I could eat an ogre - literally.”



 

Once again I got up and started walking toward the guild worker, got my food on the plate, and turned back as I really wanted to get back to the table.

 

And once I turned I noticed that Blanka was standing right behind me - I almost walked right onto her. She must have been walking after not getting further away than a meter or so.

 


	“Stop freaking out so much, you are freaking me out by doing so, you freak.”



 

My little teasing could have turned against me.

 


	“I will not leave you until I would understand what kind of devil-spawn you actually are!”



 


	“That may be quite problematic, as a very specific urge is rising within my guts… Or speaking bluntly - I need to go to the restroom. I wish to once again beg your pardon…”



 


	“You. Are not. Going. Anywhere!”



 

She grabbed my arm and pulled closer. The problem was that she was holding my arm is the same way the girl is holding her boyfriend. And of course, the universe had to align perfectly, because at that moment Giselle entered the guild.

 

She yelled her standard greeting - under one of her arms she was holding unconscious adventure - a scout - guessing by his armor; in the other hand, she was holding tightly Bogger’s twisted head.

 

She was dirty, covered in mud, blood and sweat - beautiful to me, shining like a new sun on the horizon.

 

She noticed Blanka standing next to me, and her mood worsened. Then she noticed that I had two portions of food on my plates, which made her mad. And then she noticed the way Blanka was holding me.

 

She exhaled air slowly, but damn me if it meant she was calm. Also - by “exhaling air” I mean “exhaling steam” - she was a dragon after all.

 

She started walking toward me, peacefully at first, then she started speeding up till eventually, she was charging in my direction like an angered bull. Somewhere on her way she dropped both the trophy and the adventure.

 


	“Sweetie, I can explain everything…” I tried to talk to her reason, though I knew none was left. Even more, my tone was rather resigned as I knew how this was going to end.



 

I turned my head towed Blanka one last time.

 


	“It was a pleasure to meet you. ZARIEL OUT!”



 

I yelled right in the moment when Giselle’s punch reached my guts making me fly - and no, I am not exaggerating. I literally flew across whole inn and hit the window, through which I jumped outside carried by the mere impact of the blow.





Some time later.





I was sitting by the very same table with Giselle and Blanka, but this time I had bag of ice over my head. My physical wounds healed, but the damages to my feelings were still fresh and burning with pain. Also, I am a drama queen and an attention whore, but shhh, almost nobody knows about it.

 


	“I see! I see!...” Giselle was laughing awkwardly with one of her hands behind her hand “... a misunderstanding! Daaamn! You should have told me earlier! Ha-ha”



 


	“Not like I haven’t been trying, right?” I pouted



 


	“There-there! Nothing happened to you, right?”



 


	“Phi.”



 


	“Oh come on! Zari, don’t be like that! I know that you are not even mad about that weak punch, I mean, by now you are already used to it, right?!”



 

Was she even trying to apologize to me?! 

 


	“You insensitive brute! You never care about me!”



 


	“You just know it’s not true! Come on, Zari, what’s is this fuss all about?”



 


	“PHI!” I phi-ed loudly



 


	“Come on, tell me!” Gis tired to embrace me with one hand.



 


	“Guess it by yourself.” I dodged her arm and moved a bit further away on the bench. 



 


	“How can I tell what’s wrong if you always dodge the topic!”



 


	“If you would care about me, you would know what’s wrong!” I almost cried.



 

All this time, Blanka was looking with a “little bit” puzzled expression.

 


	“Ok. Fine. I am sorry. I hope we can talk about it having those ice creams in cafeteria close to the city hall…”



 

My ears twitched slightly, Giselle noticed that.

 


	“Ice Creams, you say?...” I was still looking in another direction while asking this question



 


	“Yes, with extra chocolate…”



 


	“AND CARAMEL!” I yelled



 


	“Fine. And with caramel…” she rolled her eyes. then she looked back at Blanka “... Give them sweets and they will forget about whatever made them mad. Males.”



 

By now, Blanka was staring with really dumb expression and mouth wide open.

 


	“What the actual fuck did I just witness?” she whispered to herself.
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I was sitting on the chair, humming happily to myself while waving my legs back and forth like a kid with ADHD. The reason for that? I could already see the waitress carrying the plate full of sweets.



	“One triple ice cream with extra syrup?” lady asked checking to who she was supposed to serve the dish.





	“It’s for me!” right now even my upper body was tilting left and right.





	“R-right, here you go…” she obediently put colossal vessel in front of me. “... now, the apple pie?” 





	“Here!” Lanele smiled - she joined us on our way to the cafeteria, she was just heading back from local library when she noticed us heading toward the city center





	“Gigantic cocktail of exotic fruit?”





	“‘ere!” I yelled with my mouth already full of the sweats.




 She blinked twice. The “glass” - if you could call this thing this way - was meant to be the dish for two. Yet here I demanded it just for myself - while already handling rather sizeable dessert.



	“The chocolate dream?”





	“That would be mine…” Blanka shyly stretched out her hand taking her order.





	“And parfait will be for you…” lady tried putting the last vessel in front of Giselle, but she just waved her hand.





	“Ah, no, thanks, I don’t really like sweets.”





	“Oh, my bad, but, in that case, who ordered that?”




My hand once again bolted in the air.


Waitress had “are you fucking kidding me?!” expression all over her face. In the end, I alone have ordered more than entire group sitting by the table at the opposite side of the cafeteria - a group made of five people.



	“S-sir, we are honored that you like our food so much, but I am afraid you may upset your belly.” she was indeed concerned about my well-being. Mostly because I would be carried out from their facility while groaning from pain while holding my stomach it would be a rather bad advertisement of their facility. 





	“He will be fine…” Gis answered instead of me “... trust me, he can eat quite a lot, not to mention he is a sweets maniac.”




There was actually one more reason for me to act this way - right now I was trying to get rid of Blanka - by playing all innocent now I hoped to make her lower her guard… I mean ... to cast aside her silly fears.


Apparently, it worked. She was more than confused by this display, but she was no longer looking with suspicion on every man with a hood on his head that was walking past us.



	“Anyway, I believe we were not formally introduced… and seeing how Zari is occupied with his dessert, I am afraid that he won’t do us this honor… I am Lanele Bagoraz.”





	“Blanka. Just Blanka, I have no family name for I was disinherited… Wait, you shouldn’t be using your Kingdom’s name as your own, it’s restricted to the Royalty, I heard that Elves are quite serious when it comes.... Wait, you are not the princess of elves, aren’t you?”





	“No… not exactly…” Blanka put a piece of her chocolate dish in her mouth... “... But I appear to be next High Priestess so…” … just to choke on it “... EVERYTHING ALL RIGHT? Here, drink!”




Priestess quickly passed a glass of water to choking warrioress.



	“You aren’t pulling my leg, aren’t you?”





	“No, when we meet for the first time she was surrounded by elvish warriors which would get a hiccup each time you wouldn’t address her with all honors,” Gis said not even looking in the direction of the other two. All this time she was watching me “... damn, isn’t he adorable munching those treats? He looks like a happy hamster.”





	“I ‘M NO ‘AMSTER!” I yelled with my cheeks puffed because of food in my mouth.





	“Definitely a hamster…” Blanka agreed.





	“Hamster indeed.” Lana nodded.





	“Don’t be mad, Zari, hamsters are noble creatures!” 




This didn’t make me happy at all!



	“So, how did you end up meeting Zariel?” Lana asked cutting another piece of her apple pie.





	“You have just met me, how do you know it was Zariel I met first, not Giselle?”





	“Let’s just say that.. .Zari has something inside of him that attracts strong people.”





	“I attract strong people and leeches alike. Or in other words - I am attracting everyone, I am that attractive.”





	“And narcissistic. And egoistic. And asshol-ish” Lana said with no malice in her tone.





	“Guilty as charged. But hey, if I would be humble too, I would be simply too perfect. I am already perfect, but damn, I would be godlike.”




Elf rolled her eyes.



	“Back to your question - I… happen to take the same quest as Zariel and…”





	“She stalked me to the entrance of the dungeon, then she continued to be a ballast slowing me down.”





	“I… am pretty much sure that at one point I saved your life.” war dancer appeared to be slightly annoyed. 





	“I required your help only because I was damaged saving you earlier.”




She opened her mouth trying to say something, then shut it back. She was quite angry, as someone whose work wasn’t appreciated could be.



	“T-that’s not what ha…”





	“Cut it off, Blanka, Zari will bully you about it with no end, you will not talk him through…”




Gis smiled at her newly made friend. 



	“... he’s a nice guy though…”





	“HE IS WHAT?” Blanka almost jumped off her chair.





	“HE IS WHAT?!” Lanele actually jumped off her chair





	“I AM WH’A… <cought> <cought>” I tried to mimic their reaction but ended choking on a piece of fruit 





	“He just pretends to be a villain and making you hate him, but once you turn around he would actually help you out in such a manner that you could never guess it was his doing.”





	“Really?” Lana asked raising her brow.





	“Really?” Blanka actually softened her expression.





	“Bullshit… I am evil! I am fire! I am death!”





	“And now he will make a moron out of himself to change the topic. There there... “ she patted my head.




I only pouted.



	“Thought I must say… seeing him now is like looking at a completely different person.”




Blanka mumbled more to herself.



	“I just act like this while I am around sweets…” I groaned annoyed.





	“Still, Zari, we must do something about all these girls.” Giselle massaged her temples.





	“What girls?” I asked honestly surprised. 





	“I stopped watching you for five minutes and bam - you were kidnapped by a lady knight, when you came back you were dragging little El and that wench Morgana with yourself. Another time and you had Ruby. Yet another time - a hooker from docks. I went on training, and the next thing I know is Lanele asking me to meet up with you, now Blanka… Ah, and Capitan Blackwater we met while traveling here. Just so you know, in both military and guild there are more males than females, yet somehow you always manage to make a new friend out of female.”




She was clearly dissatisfied with that situation.



	“Aww, someone’s jealous?” 





	“Who? Me? About you? Neva’!”





	“Good, because I have recently met that librarian that…” mug of ale that Giselle held in her non-dominant hand burst into dust spilling liquid all over dragoness “... see? jealous.”





	“I am NOT jealous… but if I would happen to see you being too friendly with some other woman, I would rip your head off and show it in your but.”





	“Ok, fine. Will keep it in mind.”





	“It’s good we have this matter settled then…” Gis smiled relaxing in her chair. Silly girl didn’t even notice she made an opening.





	“... but that means you are cool with me getting too friendly with males, right?”





	“SAY WHAT!?”




I smiled. Her expression was worth the thing that was coming next - her fist, to be precise.



	“C-can I ask what brings you here?”




Blanka tried changing the subject that somehow turned far too awkward as for her taste.



	“I am just traveling with these two, I want to see the world, you know, it’s fun with these madmen.”





	“I am just here to keep an eye on Zari… plus train his ass till it bleeds! We start tomorrow Zari.”





	“I headed here to train, y’ know, my plan to dominate the world won’t carry on by itself. I gotta pump these beasts up!” I flexed my muscles. 





	“Dominating the world, you say? And what would you do with that newly acquired power?” Blanka already learned to not treat me seriously. Good.





	“Silly, as the ruler of the world, I would have access to best confectioners! Do you have any idea how delicious cakes made by the person that dedicates his or her entire life into making treats?... Because, well, I have no idea, but I am more than eager to check it out!”




I wanted to keep on talking, but I stopped.


I sensed something, something that was normal, that awkward, and so awkward, that normal.


I sensed myself - my very own presence. My existence… yet somehow located not-in-my-body. As if I shed my skin and it decided to walk around somewhere close.


I started looking around, yet found nothing.



	“Excuse me for a moment.” I got up from the table.





	“Hey! It’s rude to leave just like that! Where are you going?!” Giselle yelled after me, though she meant to offense at all.





	“To the toilet, do you wish to follow me there too?”





	“I certainly don’t mind a quicky…” she narrowed her eyes purring. 




Lanele gasped, Blanka blushed.


My-my, my lil’ Gis making such inappropriate jokes in public? I am proud of you my kitty-cat. 


I just weaved my hand while vanishing in the crowd



	“He most certainly didn’t go to the toilet.”





	“I know, but apparently it was something important to him.” Gis shrug her arms ordering another mug of ale. Normally, cafeteria didn’t sell alcohol, but because of the money they spend here (mostly because of Zariel’s gluttony) waitresses actually ran toward closest bar and brought her order by themselves - everything not to upset such good clients. 








In the meantime, a small, hooded person was running across the back allies. 


He found him! He finally found him. There was no doubt to that! Kid was breathing heavily. In the moment his gaze fell on white-haired persona, he started feeling some kind of heavy ballast on his chest, as if some extremely heavy creatures was sitting on it. He could barely breathe, his presence was THAT intoxicating. His senses were screaming - he wanted to jump on him and hug him, yet at the very same time he decided to run away, that’s what his instinct told him to do, and his instinct never failed him before.


Kim stopped by some barrels at the back-entrance of some inn where he started catching his breath.


Zariel - that was his name, he heard that name before in his mind, later when all the people he meet would repeat it, and now, said by his companions. He was eating dessert - pointless meals providing no evolution potential… 


… why?


The answer was simple - as a master predator he learned to hide among his prey - a wolf in sheep's clothing - a saying he heard from one of the humans on his way. Kim liked it.


For now, he needed to calm down and re-think his situation, he will have to meet up with him, preferably in a way that would show how capable he is! Yes, all he has to do was to…


A dagger was sent flying in his direction, from the back, he dodged that without even looking in its direction. 


He jumped aside and twisted his body facing his attacker, though none was there,


Next thing he noticed was another dagger being put by his throat, yet somehow he still couldn’t sense the presence of the attacker. He felt his warmth on his back, he could smell him - chocolate, strawberry, and some fruitish smells he couldn’t name.



	“You move like assassin which means that you clearly killed a person or two, but you came too close to me which means that you either are overconfident, or really suck at infiltration… Now, who are you and what you want. You have three seconds…”




This voice. THIS SMELL! Though marked with sweets was clearly there! This smell! HIS SMELL!



	“Kim…”





	“What…”





	“I am Kim, big brother!”




In that dirty, dark alley, in the presence of nothing but rats and dirt two divine chimeras met.
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The kid somehow managed to free himself from my grip, turned around and jumped away three times gathering distance. His eyes were shining with primal joy, like a puppy seeing his master after a week.

 


	“Kim? I am sorry kid, but I know only two Kims - one is a hot ginger chick saving a world on a daily basis and the other one is fatty with access to nuclear weapons, as you can see, you don’t really fit the descriptions.”



 

I tried feeling his presence with everything I got - mana flow, temperature and even smell. The problem was that he clearly was there, yet the only sensations I could notice were those belonging to me, as if I was looking at my magical twin. Fuck, even his sweat smells just as mine.

 

He eradicate every possible trace of his presence and replaced it with mine. Why for? Was he hunting me?... Or maybe he wanted to frame into some crime leaving prints of my essence behind him?

 

The kid was definitely not innocent, just as inquisition's twins that hunted me in the forest of dread, he had an aura of a skilled assassin, yet he didn’t emit a single portion of killing intent. 

 

Why? Didn’t he want to fight with me? If not, why did he drag me out?...

 

… was he buying time? Waiting for city militia to come after finding evidence of “my crime”, then he would start crying as another victim I was trying to kill? That’s the only logical conclusion…

 


	“I… I…. I wanted to see you for sooo long!” 






He smiled, and his smile caused me to shiver, he looked like an addict that was just offered another dose of a drug, worshiping the syringe before injection.

 


	“I was following traces you left behind… but not just that! I was killing! Killing a lot! Killing and eating! All to get stronger, all to become more useful! Now… Now I'm finally ready to…”



 

The sound of a bottle being dropped and shattered into a hundred pieces could be heard from the back alley - a drunkard came in wobbling on his feet. Around his 40-ties, with a shirt wet with alcohol and, guessing by the smell, undigested meal he was eating some time ago, yet because of booze couldn’t remain in his stomach. 

 


	“K-kids?” he asked looking in our direction “... g-great! Give me y-y-y <hic> your money! Papa Stev gotta buy more vodka! Come on! Hand it over!...”



 

Neither me nor kid even flinched, still occupied with gazing at one another, turning our heads away for a split second could mean that once we would turn our heads back, we would notice them lying on the ground, detached from our necks. 


	“Do you hear me!? Oi! Hand your money! Right now!” up until now, he was waving in our direction yet another empty bottle, this time, he shattered it over the wall creating a provisory weapon and raised it in my direction.



 

Something changed in the kid. His eyes became narrow slits, he slightly bend his legs in the knee before jumping in the air. He was fast, for a moment he literally vanished from my vision range, appearing on the side of the scum and sliced his throat with a sickle. 

 

A red vertical line appeared on the man's neck, after second blood gushed out like from a fountain. Man wanted to scream, but apparently, his vocal cords were damaged as well.

 

He felt on the ground trying to catch a breath, moving his mouth like a fish. Soon, he stopped struggling. He died with his eyes still open from the shock.

 


	“No touchy big brother…” he said quietly.



 

Once again, I didn’t feel any killing intent. Even though he carried on a perfectly planned attack with a clear desire to kill - his aura didn’t flinch. 

 

It was like… killing was natural to him, an act deprived of any emotion. He put as much feeling into it as into tying a shoe. 

 

Only now I was able to take a closer look at his weapon - he did that with a sickle indeed, the only problem was that he didn’t “draw” that weapon - it was his right hand, his pale-fleshed thin human’s arm was turning around his elbow into dark, covered in chitin insectoid limb. 

 

He once again looked at me, back on the corpse, and once again on me. And then he smiled like a child proud of completing mother’s task and waiting to be praised. 

 


	“See? SEE?! I am useful! I kept killing! I kept eating! I am strong, big brother!”



 

I was still on my guard, saying nothing, analyzing the new situation I got myself in. Kim apparently wrongly interpreted my thoughts, for he simply tilted his head to the side before speaking.

 


	“Big brother still doesn’t believe me? In that case… I have to prove myself… but how…” and then he smiled innocently once again “... I know!”



 

And he jumped at me with his morphed arm ready to cut off my head. I raised my hand up keeping a guard. His sickle stopped on my forearm, with a curved blade inches from my face. His eyes widened in shock, he was expecting that my arm would be sent flying, yet all he managed to do was tearing a hole in my robe’s huff.

 

He jumped away. Through the hole in my clothes, he could see a single ten centimeters long scale on my body.

 

Morphing took some time, usually just a few seconds, but when you deal with enemy as fast as this kid, you can’t afford this luxury.

 

Fascinating, he is another shapeshifter? But I have never heard about anything that could turn into insecto…

 

The kid jumped once again repeating the same attack. I knew that there had to be more to that, he wouldn’t simply continue same attack-pattern seeing that already failed once. Once again I raised my hand to block the strike and prepared another one to counter. The sickle once again stopped on my reinforced arm, yet before I could strike him back, his hand changed again, but not into human’s hand-no, his hand was slim, fingers about twice longer than average human’s fingers, and they were armored with thin, long razor-sharp claws. His fingers quickly dug into skin around my scales, locking himself with me as his other hand equipped in a similar set of deadly claw-blades aimed my chest.

 

I grabbed his hand with mine around the wrist, now we were locked.

 

I started morphing my head into mix of snake’s and wolf, the reason for that is that I wanted to chomp his head away. Wolf’s head was perfect for that task, and snakes jaw’s bones allowed me to spread my mouth even wider.

 

I was milliseconds away from dealing with this annoying rascal, yet he managed to jump slightly up, rest his feet on my chest and kick away, forcibly separating us from the grip.

 

His claw ripped a huge part of flesh from my arm, but as my grip on his other hand was quite strong, I was able to hear cracking noises of his bones once he was forcing his way out. His left arm was broken in several places and shoulder dislo…

 

He quickly grabbed his shoulder and forced it back without even flinching before I even managed to think about it. There was still nothing he could do about his hand though, apparently, he was lacking powers of regeneration.

 

I demonstrated him my still bleeding arm, just so he could see how within seconds the wound treated himself. That trade ended with my victory. 

 

His eyes sparkled once again.

 


	“As expected from big brother… This is so fun! I am learning so much! Big bro! Let’s play some more!”



 

Additional limbs started growing from his corpus, which also started twisting like a mass of self-aware horror. Kid, no, chimera - started growing in size taking a form of a monster which from appearance looked like a tarantula hawk. Three meters long, two meters tall, his posture almost completely covered the narrow storage place on the back of some inn.

 


	“Stop right now! Change back!” I growled not hiding my wrath.



 

I was pretty sure that he would ignore my order and attack me anyway, yet, to my surprise, he actually listened to me. It took him ten seconds to once again take the appearance of an innocent looking boy.

 


	“Is papa mad at me?” for the first time he showed a true emotion - sadness and terror. These fears dulled his aura.



 


	“Don’t <papa> me here!... If Giselle would hear that, she would chop my body into pieces, lock em’ in chests and bury them six feet underground below forgotten temples, preventing my regeneration… And yes, I am mad at you! What were you even thinking!? Morphing in the middle of the city? What would you do if someone saw you!?’



 


	“Eh? I would just kill them?” his expression was really puzzled.



 

 Good thing to know - because of some reason, he is attached to me, considers me as his kin or mentor… and guessing by the display of his shapeshifting abilities, that could really be the case.

 


	“Shortsighted fool!...” I hissed making him gulp his saliva. 



 

I quickly gathered my thoughts recalling all the information about the local area.

 


	“Leave the city. Wait for me outside the western gate. Try not interacting with humans, at the very best avoid any contact at all. I will deal with my most urgent businesses here and join you. By the mercy of the Three - do. Not. Kill. Anyone! Fuck. I have to think of a way to get rid of the body…” I looked at the bleeding corpse of the drunkard “... If I burn it, I will leave a magical track that could lead them to me...:”



 


	“Big bor…” Kim called shyly “... do you… do you want to get rid of traces?”



 


	“Of course, that yes!”



 


	“I CAN HELP!” 



 

Before I was able to protest, he morphed again for a split of a second, swallowed the man whole and morphed back.

 

Then, he smiled back at me and burped loudly.

 

The thing that fascinated me - what happens with the food we devoured and morph back if the food we swallow is bigger than the next vessel we chose? Would love to have a ted talk regarding this matter, but maybe there is better time and place for it.

 

For now, I had no luxury to think about it, I had to deal with a sociopath-chimera… that apparently is a divine chimera made of… me.

 

There is no other explanation. That’s a fact I know from multiple sources - that at the same time there can be only one devourer. So, how can you make two of them appear at the same time? The answer is simple - clones. 

 

Someone, somewhere, is playing with my DNA, and there was only one scientist mad enough to play a god. There was only one scientist, that I voluntarily gave samples of my blood and skin.

 

Hieronymus van Kleir.
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I was running through the city almost knocking people over in my path, those that I almost bumped into would yell vulgar curses after me. I didn't pay them any attention though. There was a moral-deprived beast waiting for me in front of the city gate, a monster that could get bored any second now and wreak bloody havoc. Bloody havoc which would leave MY DNA, MY smell and MY magical footprint behind - more than enough to make local authorities wish my head being handed over on a silver plate. As you can probably tell, because of that I was treating this matter rather seriously.

I charged into the guild, grabbed a few things, scribbled down a letter to Giselle... yet after a second I tore it into pieces and wrote a new one. I stormed through a few shops (mostly bookstores), got what I needed and charged towards the gate, the closer I got, the slower I would start running, till I would eventually walk outside of the city walls with elegance and grace.

Kim was there - sitting on a handrail on the side of the bridge that connected the city with the plain located slightly below - it was an artificial construction, made by human hands - and I am not speaking about city nor bridge, of course. The land just outside of the city was lowered, because of that the city defender located on the tall walls had a colossal advantage of range. Atop of that potential attacker had to run uphill which would both take him more time and - as they were usually carrying a heavy armor - exhaust them beyond belief. Of course, merchants were complaining as well- imagine riding with a cart full of cargo! Those that were here for the first time usually didn't know that they were supposed to use a different gate - located on the other side of the city. The idea of wasting the next few hours just to circle the city was making them, as you can imagine, extremely happy and cheerful.

Little chimera was gazing onto the ground below - the distance was not enough to die from falling, but more than enough to break a bone, or two. Some middle-aged woman was yelling at him while weaving her hand furiously. 

- "Dear child! Have you lost your mind!? Get off of there! What will happen if you would fall down!?"

- "Big brother told me to not talk to strangers." he quickly ignored her.

- "Didn't he tell you not to walk so close to the edge!? I bet that..."

I didn't even slow down, I just said quick 

- "Kim, we are going."

Boy's eyes were shining with excitement.

- "Hey! Will you just let your little brother do such risky things!? You are so very irresponsible! Shame on you! Hey! It's rude not to listen to your elders..."

- "Brother, brother... should I eat her?" he asked quietly once he was sure she couldn't hear us

- "No. That would only cause problems."

- "Why are humans like this, big bro? They are weak, but they are so noisy!  Don't they know that noise attracts predators?"

- "Sapient races don't have any natural enemies... except for one another, Kim, they are at the top of the food chain."

- "Why? They are evolution's failure!?"

- "Then tell me, if there are such huge clusters of free food, why no bigger predator came to make it its hunting ground?"

Kid remained quiet.

- "They are much more dangerous than you think. No, not that woman in particular. Their social construct is dangerous. Even though they are divided, using one another for reaching egoistic goals they have one trait that influenced their victorious position within the ecosystem - when a predator that threaten their settlements appears, they would unite to get rid of it. Within their society, they have many different roles. There are farmers, shepherds, craftsmen, soldiers leaders and so on. Those villagers living outside of the city wall are easiest targets, this is why it is natural for them to be attacked by monsters or even other humans from a different social group, but then - those at the top would react - in the end those people are responsible for feeding the whole society, this is why they would send an eradication group."

- "Are they strong?"

- "I am one of them, you could say that I am quite strong, maybe even one of the top-level in terms of capability... but even I would fail if I would be attacked by a group of people of the same rank... there are also people I would not defeat. Against, two I already lost, against one I don't even want to try fighting against. And I simply know that there must be more of them."

- "This is why you stopped me?"

- "Yes, you see, it's one thing when a monster appears in the wild and threatens villagers or travelers... but when a monster appears in the city, the whole social construct gets mad."

- "You... you save me?" he tilted his head to the side "...why?"

I couldn't lie. He has the mind of an animal, for him the selfless act of goodwill is foolishness.

- "I wasn't saving you, I was saving myself. The two of us are somehow bound together. If you would wreak havoc, the tracks you would leave behind would lead to me as well.

He nodded a few times agreeing with my point of view.

- "So... big bro... where are we going?"

- "Somewhere no one will bother us. First things first, we will have to have a long and nice conversation regarding your existence..."

And then I will decide if I should use you, or kill you. Sorry kid, but you are just as useful as dangerous.






- "So... Giselle, it has been almost an hour, do you know where your boyfriend is?" Blanka eventually started getting nervous.

- "To be honest, I have no clue. Usually when he says that he would <be right back> he indeed returns within minutes..."

Despite what she said, dragoness appeared very relaxed.

- "Well it was probably something regarding his business, the boring stuff, you know. I bet he would return any moment now apologizing for the delay and treat us with something tasty!" 

She smiled brightly almost drooling at the mere thought of what she was going to order on his account. In the meantime, Lanele, who had her eyes shut until now appeared to snap back from some kind of trance before saying.

- "I... allowed myself to look for him, he has quite a unique aura and we elves are rather sensitive to mana flow... And I am sad to inform you, Giselle, that I was unable to find him within city walls."

The smile remained on Giselle's face, though her eyes lost her cheerful light, being replaced by utter disappointment and contempt.

- "...He just ate and left? Without even saying thank you nor kiss my ass!? This little... ungrateful... Blanka, why are you pale?"

Indeed warrioress that was known because of her bravery and recklessness lost all her colors.

- "...not like this... I don't mind dying in battle... but because of the chandelier?" She was mumbling nonsense under her nose.

- "Did you say something?"

She just turned her head away with a resigned expression.

- "That's it. It was nice to meet you."

- "Oh! Don't be like that!" Gis gave her light punch in the arm "... come on, girls, we don't need that bastard to have a blast! Come to the guild! The first round is on me!"

Without even bothering to hear Lanele's protests, Giselle grabbed both of the girls in a tight embrace by throwing her arms over their shoulders and marching toward the guild. They walked like that all the way to the guild until the receptionist called them out.

- "Oh, mister Zariel left a letter for you!" The girl stretched out her hand with the envelope toward the girls.

- "So at least he had enough brain to inform me about the reason for his treason...!" Giselle would start marching toward a staff member.

- "A-a-actually, it's not for you, madame, but for Miss Lanele..."

- "SAY WHAT!? GIVE ME THAT!" She snatched the letter out of the woman's hand. 

- "B-b-but it's not for you!" Girl panicked

- "LIKE I CARE! He is my mate!"

- "THAT'S ANOTHER REASON YOU SHOULDN'T READ IT! If it is not addressed to you then..." but Giselle already started tearing through envelope "... PLEASE! MADAME! I WANT TO KEEP MY JOOOOB!" she almost cried. 

Unfortunately for her, dragoness already picked up a carefully folded piece of white paper. She took a look at it... then rotate it 90 degrees right... and again... and again.

- "... The fuck is that?" she whispered "... I... can't read it." she handed a letter to its righteous owner. Priestess quickly scanned it with her eyes

- "Of course you can't, he wrote that in elvish... For the mercy of the mother, what did he do to my language? His grammar is a crime of hate toward my nation..."

Despite what she said, she managed to translate Zariel's elvish to regular elvish, and later to "common speech".

- "... Lanele, if you read it, it means that Giselle gave up on trying to read this letter and finally passed it to you, guessing how hot-blooded and lazy at the same time she is, it took fifteen seconds or so..." she stopped reading here. 

- "It's simply incredible how well the two of you know each other" she cheered. 

- "Shut it and keep reading!" Gis, slightly blushed with anger and embarrassment as she yelled at her companion. 

- "...First things first, tell Blanka to stop freaking out, it's not about her..."

Despite what she just read aloud, Blanka was far from calming down, even more, she was looking at the chandelier in the inn section with suspicions and was doing everything she could to stay as far as possible from it.

- "...I am afraid that something urgent popped out. And by urgent I mean world-threatening. I am not going to tell you where I currently am, as Giselle would rush to <teach me a lesson> about gratitude or something like that. Unfortunately for her, my dilemma requires a gentle approach. Tell her that I am grateful for a treat, I am sorry for leaving just like that - without saying <nor thanks nor kiss my ass>, as an apology I paid for a rather expensive dinner for the three of you. Also, the first round of booze is for me. Cheers. "

Elf stopped reading.  

- "... It warms my heart when I see a couple predicting their loved-ones moves like this."

- "Gentle-approach-my-ass! I will show him my gentle approach! I will tear his head off and shove it in his ass!!! With love, of course."

She turned around and smashed the door behind her, it was sure that she headed looking for Zariel. Just outside of the guild's door she had to run into some merchants, for a loud crack of a small cart being broken could be heard, along with merchant's scream:

- "MY CABBAGES!!!"

- "S-shouldn't we stop her?" Blanka shyly asked.

- "No..." Lanele smiled lightly.

There was a small post scriptum in the letter:

"Don't mind Giselle storming through the guild's door. I know that she will start looking for me. I left no traces behind, she will return in an hour or two growling, snarling and cursing. Give her three shots of peppered vodka for start, usually helps. 

Signed. Z."

- "I don't think we have to." Lana smiled. 

 

            

    
        Poll ideas (be quick)

    
    
    
    
                Very fast question to ask, cuz there is going to be a poll regarding Kim's fate.

 I already have two "options" for what's going to happen to him:

1) He is going to become Zari's pet. Like seeing him as perfect being/or seeing himself as Zariel's "extension" (no, no like this, you sick pervs!!!) - becoming his 1-member (hehe, "extension member" hehe) eradication team - go and destroy

2) (the one I actually planned in advance) turning either mad or seeing Zariel's as a failure that rebelled against his original purpose and becoming an "arc boss" - next few dozen chapter would more or less desribe him running away and getting somewhat even crazier and stronger, then the confrontation and... dunno. We will see. Maybe Zari would eat him? And get something nice? Dunno

3) - I am here to ask you that question. Write in a comment if you see some other path, maybe an option I didn't notice?

Just please, be quick about it. I would like to start a poll tomorrow, max 48 hours from now.

AAAALSO - status update. I was just informed by upper management (my parents) that I am expected to go on my "2nd property" in the mountain - you already know which one, the one I "love", with shitty net and so on. I will be writing chaps all this time, cuz, there isn't really anything else I can do in there for fun, but, as a connection is just as strong as my will to live, I may not upload them right away, instead, you will be most likely spammed with cluster  of 4-5 chapters at the end of a week.

Ps. Beware those pesky sneaky chandeliers. 

            

    
        Surprise-surprise! A poll

    
    
    
    
                I said there will be poll, so there is poll. Wow, who could have guessed that?

So, I read your ideas, I liked few, I didn't like few, I wanted to skip those I didn't like, but hey, life is not all shine and rainbow so I am going to make those I didn't like into poll's answers too, then give the power to decide to you - THE PEOPLE

(Insert bane meme + insert star wars "I love democracy" meme here - i am in the mountain, the net is shit, so i can't do that myself. Use your imagination)

Also, I have already written one new chapter, today will write another one, you won't be able to read them earlier than tomorrow or day after, because - look above - indeed. Shitty internet.

You must forgive me for every possible mistake, typo or whatever that will appear in this "chapter" cuz - you got it right, shitty internet. Skipping the boring part and taking you to the main course which is - the poll. Riiight

Take your time answering poll. It will stay for week or more
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Jason moved quickly through the hidden passage in the royal castle. The quest that King gave him forced the photomancer to partake in quite a journey. From city to city, from bar to bar – but, what was simply the most agonizing part of his duty was staying sober. Since he escaped with Zariel and the rest of the “merry group” from the Inquisition's prison he made drinking his favorite hobby. He was addicted, nothing could hide it. His hands were shaking pretty much all the time when he wasn’t at least slightly buzzed.

All this time when he visited bars and inns he was playing a very dangerous game with his own desires. He had to drink, just a little, in order not to tremble with the need of another dose, yet not enough to completely lose control. And damn it if it was a simple task!

Yet, this nightmare was about to end. He finished his job. Fulfilled his end of the bargain. He had information and proof.

Eventually, he reached the end of the corridor, checked if the king was alone before knocking from the other side in a previously agreed pattern.


	“Come on in, Mr. Jasny.” Said the king in a calm tone.



Arthur the Grey, called Wise, was very often acting childishly – encouraging nobles into saying few too many words to one another and thus forcing little conflicts. You could easily forget, that during his reign the Kingdom of Neira bloomed. Even if he had to pay for this progress with reduction of his own influence in favor for mages and noble houses. Arthur the Grey was openly thought to be a senile, childish man, too old for his position… only because he himself allowed such rumors to spread. This way he could act from the shadows compensating the loss of direct control over some fields.

… Very few, those who actually knew the dirty truth about the Neira Kingdom, were risking statements that it is not coincidence that the defeated and broken Syndicate found a haven in the capital of Neira – so very close to the King.

Jason swallowed some saliva. The old man sitting behind a desk was no longer a cheerful old man that gave him this quest. This man looked somewhat older, more exhausted, yet his eyes were sharp and focused. Only after blinking twice same, honest, a warm smile bloomed on the King’s face.



	“I am sorry, Jason, forgive this old man his grumpy behavior. Lately, the problems keep piling up, and my daughter is still too naïve and inexperienced to let her carry the burden of the crown… do you have kids, Jason?”




	“No, my lord.”




	“Don’t <my lord> me here! I have had enough of butt lickers!... Anyway, if you would want to make a family one day, make the decision sooner rather than later. Trust me, once you are as old as me raising kids is a rather exhausting task. You won’t have enough time nor energy to teach them everything that is needed…”




	“My wife was a witch, inquisition burned her on the pyre. Since that day I gave up on having a family… My lord.”




This time Jason put lots of accent on the last part of the sentence.



	“This old man once again said something he was not supposed to…” Arthur addressed himself in the third person “… I am sorry, child. My condolences. Sit down.”
 
Eventually, King just showed the chair on the opposite side of the desk while picking up a bottle of extremely expensive whiskey from under it, together with two glasses


	“I couldn’t not notice, that as a King with a legal child your queen is not present either.” Photomancer said quietly while taking one of the glasses with gratitude. He also tried taking a bottle – it was a courtesy for a person with a lower rank to pour the alcohol, yet Arthur just weaved his hand with irritation and poured the amber-colored liquid.




	“She died while giving birth. Or, should I say – soon after, she still managed to take the kid in her arms, name her and hug her… Before leaving both of us behind.”
 
This particular blend of whiskey was supposed to be tasted, savored, drunk with small, shallow gulps. None of the men had nerves to just taste it though, they bottomed it down in a jiffy.




	“What did you learn? Were my fears justified? Are the Red Feathers to be blamed?”




	“You will not like my answer. Yes and no. It’s much more twisted and complicated.”




	“Fucking nobles…” king hissed “…they just have to make everything unnecessarily complex. They can’t even backstab you without a fucking ritual and ending speech. Don’t they know that doing less means more!?”
 
 
This outburst caught Jason off guard. After a moment of consternation, he smiled with the corners of his lips.




	“They are indeed having connections with the Holy Kingdom, they are trading with them very… exotic goods. But, there is also one additional track. Hieronymus van Kleir. He is trading his researches with other scholars from holies.”




	“Why should I care about the academical passion of old Kleir?” There was no anger nor irritation in king’s tone. He knew that Jason didn’t mention it <just because>, he was just asking his spy to elaborate the topic. 




	“Because of his specialization. He is the greatest mind when it comes to magical monsters. Lately, his papers are mentioning one specific monster – Chimera Cellesitale.”




	“Divine chimera. Zariel.”




	“Same Zariel that was kidnapped by the Holy Kingdom soon after they started trading papers. The problem is, that none of the documents I saw clearly stated Kleir’s ill intentions so…”




	“… So we can’t be sure if he betrayed us, or was merely used. What about other information.”




	“Yeah. Also, you may like to be informed that Mister Red Feather is fond to take a pure version of moon dust. Imported. Refined.”




	“My-my, so that’s what you meant while mentioning <exotic> goods. Let me guess. That specific brand of drug can be made only in the Holy Kingdom?”




	“But of course, it’s used by authorities.”




	“Authorities of Holy Kingdom are taking drugs?”




	“Taking? No? Using. Yes. It’s a very common tool during interrogations.”




	“Could it be that… they are blackmailing him?”




	“You will be spying on your own kingdom and then we will keep sending more drugs. A dose of dust for paper of data. It is very likely… But being a junky and traitor are not the only Feather’s sins. Take a look at the rest of the documents.” 
Jason flipped his bag making dozens of papers fall on the desk. Arthur picked the document closest to himself and started reading.




	“… By the… By the… By the three… Eric, what did you do…” King was speechless.




	He tossed document aside and picked another, and another one, and yet another. They were mostly documents of purchase and ownership.




	“This is… this is…” King was awestruck “…slavery is not prohibited… but… but… why does he need so many of them? Every month thirty new slaves? And these.. and these torturing tools… What does he need them for.”




	“Let me just point out that tools were delivered together with slaves… doesn’t he have dungeons under his palace?”
 
If you were to patch up all this information regarding constant need of new slaves, torture tools and the fact that every noble had a “small” prison under their palaces (usually for interrogating other families spies) you could easily find out what kind of pleasures patron of Red Feathers was into, besides the drugs…
 
Not only that.
 
They were paying bandits – when some village was delaying paying taxes a group of raiders would appear in the vicinity. Because taxes weren’t paid, the noble didn’t have to protect villagers. And that would cause a few huts to be set on fire, few women being kidnapped, animals being killed…




	“But… but why. I can understand his twisted sense of pleasure, even if it disgusts me… but why is he burning villages that are his properties?”




	“That’s only my speculation… but care seeing where are all those attacked villages located? When a local lord refuses to take action against bandits, what is happening?”




	“Either adventurers are sent or… the Army.”




	“Lately bandits became a plague on the east, because of that a whole garrison has been relocated in the vicinity of those villages. And thanks to this the part of the border is left without protection.”
 
 
Jason kept showing points on the map in front of the king.




	“By relocating the garrison, we gave Holy Kingdom a perfect path for invasion. Bah, in place of old garrison they could make their operational base – the logistic knot located on Neira’s land.”




	“But… the path is difficult! It would take them almost twice as long to lead their army!”




	“This is why we would never expect them to attack in this particular spot. And this is why you signed the garrison relocation order. Nobody sane would lead the invasion through this path, because after finally arriving at the destination the army would be exhausted. Possible fight right after landing would cause huge casualties… unless…”




	“…No army would be present in this region, and they could take all the time needed to set a base and prepare for further expansion.” King once again became quiet “… a very, very risky strategy.”




	“Not necessarily. The law of fortification – to perform a siege you should have at least three times as many soldiers as a defender. All they had to do was to send a small group which would quickly erect simple fortification, then they would give a report to the main army, that everything is ready. The landing of a few hundred soldiers in this region would be fatal. Let’s say five hundreds – you would need at least fifteen hundred to deal with them, that’s a thousand soldiers that could be defending other outposts. If this particular landing would fail, they would send the main army via other routes. Your army would already be destabilized by chaos.”
 
Numbers for dummies – Neira was a rather small country. They had barely 8000 regular soldiers, and around 2000 that could be recruited from reserve. 1500 soldiers was over 18% of their main forces.



At the same time the army of the Holy Kingdom was over four times as big, much better trained and equipped. The only advantage they had over Holies was that they were constantly raided by small groups of demons and the fact that they were separated by a forest of dread. Order of Light would have casualties just by merely crossing the forest.

It makes no sense!

…unless… they have found a safer path.

A path they have checked while kidnapping Zariel. Was he the reason, or merely an excuse?

It didn’t matter. What matters is the fact that they started acting.

Arthur shut his eyes and lowered his head, resting it on his hands. Once again, for a split of a second, he looked like an old man too tired to keep carrying his burden.

And then he raised his head.


	“Jason, son, you must excuse me. I am afraid that I won’t be able to be your drinking partner tonight. Take the bottle and disappear. You did well, money for your mission will be sent to you tomorrow. For now… it would be better if no one would see you here.”
 
Photomancer nodded, with gratitude picked a bottle.


	“Mind telling me what would happen now?”
 
Unshaved man turned around before leaving via secret door. 




	“Now? I have a garrison to relocate, and a noble to face a trial for treason. And who knows, maybe I will be able to gain an advantage over the Senate…. But not just yet. We have to be 100% sure about Mr. Kleir intentions.”
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The repetitive sound of wood hitting wood echoed across the darkened room. Tik-Tak-Tok, small break and again. Tik-Tak-Tok. The room was lit only by a few torches, that did a poor job fighting the all-embracing darkness. Only a few pools of light that were causing more bad than good – not letting eyes to fully adapt to darkness.

Tik-Tak-Tok.

Little blond haired girl jumped through the beam of light, another shape almost fell into the beam, but with swift moves, it danced on the edge of the darkness, circled around and attacked the girl.

 

-          “What did I tell you about avoiding light?!”

 

Aiele yelled annoyed.

 

Tik-Tak-… dull sound and muffled “eek!” of a little girl, as a wooden weapon hit her head.

 

-          “I-i-it hurts!”

 

-          “It was supposed to! Fool! Don’t step in the light! Rus! Lights on!”

 

In a second the whole room became as bright as in the middle of the day.

 

Elana was sitting on the ground massaging her head, Aiele was standing over her with an angry expression. Far away, in a corner of the room, Russiwel was sitting in a meditation stance, breathing heavily.

 

-          “What, Rus, you too? How long were you sitting there? Hour? Two?”

 

Wizardress only threw an angry glance at her “teacher”. She was balancing on the edge of mana exhaustion for almost the entire day. She could collapse any second now, the only reason why she lasted this long was her pure will. And anger. And irritation. She knew that Aiele would mock her if she would fall. She told herself she would last till the end of the training, just so she could puke on her teacher.

 

-          “And you! How many times have I told you this? – The light is your enemy, not only does it betrays your position, but it also blinds you! You have to learn to react to mere shadows! The moves you see with the corners of your eyes! Also, rogues are acting from the dark. You have to learn that or… Why am I even bothering?”

 

Suddenly, resignation appeared on her face.

 

-          “Rus, you too, take a break.”

 

-          “No… thank you… I will… manage…”

 

-          “Break. Now.”

 

Syndicate’s assassin picked a pebble and threw it at Russiwel’s face, completely breaking remaining focus.

 

-          “Elana. There is something I have to tell you. I am training you because Zariel told me to… but, it brings us nowhere. Some people are just not cut out for certain roles, I, for example, could never be an accountant! You… sorry to say it, but you will never be an adventurer.”

 

The room became completely quiet. Rus skipped a breath and Elana, Elana was just staring at her teacher with widened eyes.

 

-          “You have no magical powers, so the class of mage is out of the question. Warrior – just look how tiny you are. And because of your <sickness> you will never grow muscle tissue to wear armor. Becoming a rogue was your last resort, but… you are just not fit for this role. You too easily lose focus. You are too naïve – you could never trick someone. I thought that we could at least make you a courtesan-killer, you know, like a regular hooker, with that little twist that after, or during sex, you would kill your target, but just hearing the word sex makes you blush.”

 

-          “O-o-of course it does! W-w-who would even consider such a job?”

 

-          “How old are you? Twelve? At your age I was already raped thrice.”

 

That was more than enough to cause El to stop talking.

 

-          “Seriously, girl, not all heroes are wearing full armor with a sword by their belt. Look at Zariel, he is using adventuring only as an excuse to collect samples of new animals and plants for his factory. He already changed the world by reducing costs of potions by half. You could do the same. Become an administration worker, an accountant, bloody nurse!... Seriously, I can’t teach you anything else. For the past month, we made no progress at all, and all you know are just some basics. Even if you would become an adventurer, you will never get past rank E. If looking for lost puppies is what you want to do, go on. But you will never be able to kill a lone goblin, not to mention exterminating the whole nest.”

 

-          “H-hey! Aiele…” it was Rust that finally got up from the corner “… that was too rude, even for you! If you wanted to motivate her then…”

 

-          “Motivate? No, El doesn’t require motivation, look in her eyes, there is passion in them. The problem is her lack of skills and talent, as well as her broken body. She is like a beautiful, but broken doll, the one that you don’t want to throw away, but will never be able to be used in a puppet show. El, I heard that you and Rus made a party. The thing is – you will slow her down, be a burden putting her life at risk. She made colossal progress. You will never be able to catch up.”

 

The lower lip of the blonde girl was trembling. She was about to cry. Eventually, she jumped from her spot and ran away.

 

-          “Sister El!”

 

Red-haired magician tried to stop her friend but was stopped by Ay.

 

-          “Don’t follow her. She needed that kick in the butt.”

 

-          “W-what do you mean!? That was rude! And lie… And…”

 

-          “I didn’t lie, not completely, that is. We indeed stopped making any progress, and what stops her is her naivety.  When we spar, I am purposely making openings. I wanted to teach her to use opportunities that appear in the heat of battle. But she is not using them, do you know why?”

 

Rus just declined with her head.

 

-          “Because she doesn’t want to hurt me. Do you get it? Rogue! Not wanting to hurt anyone! I think that she has the wrong idea regarding adventurer’s job. She thinks it’s pure and noble when it actually is dirty work that nobody else wishes to do. Now, she has to make a choice, and there are only two to choose from. Either she would give up, and indeed she would find more noble pursuit in her life… or…”

 

-          “Or?” magician was really worried

 

-          “Or she will do something stupid and reckless to prove me wrong. Something that would put her life in danger. Something that could kill her, but make her return baptized in blood.”

 

-          “T-t-that’s… ARE YOU CRAZY!? A MADMAN!? Like hell, I will let her risk that much!”

 

Rus started heading toward the exit, hoping that she would catch up with her friend, but, in the next moment, a whip tangled her legs and pulled her back into the room.

 

-          “What are you doing!?”

 

-          “I could ask you the same question, morsel. If you are an adventurer, you have to trust your companion and to trust your companion, your companion has to first trust herself. My-my! Look at the time! Your break is over! Oh, but I am lacking a sparring partner. What a coincidence, don’t you think?!”

 

Truly diabolic smile bloomed on Ay’s mouth.

 





 

Elana was sitting in the guild thinking about what her teacher told her. Indeed, they made almost no progress, El noticed that too, and it was driving her crazy. She knew what Ay was expecting from her – all these perfect opportunities to attack weren’t just coincidences. They were splits of seconds she was supposed to use to deliver a quick, focused attack.

 

But she couldn’t

 

Each time she wanted to make a thrust, seeing a defenseless victim made her stop her blade. The idea of hurting another living being was simply too much for her. Even if she was using a wooden blade, even if knew that her teacher would still manage to counter or block the attack.

 

She would hesitate, and that second of hesitation was more than enough for the opportunity to pass.

 

The words of her teacher were still echoing in her head.

 

“you will never be able to kill a lone goblin, not to mention exterminating the whole nest.”

 

Indeed, there was an unwritten rule that you couldn’t call yourself an adventurer until you either clear your first dungeon, or destroy a stray goblin’s nest.

 

Goblins were small and weak, but they were compensating their lackings with cunningness and numbers. Many younger adventurers would die because they underestimated the little-devils – as villagers called goblins.

 

And El knew – she would die too. There was no way she could get rid of goblins alone, and if she would go with a team, she would just slow them down. There was no way that…

 

-          “Henry! How was your hunt!” Two adventures greeted one another in the distant corner of the guild.

 

-          “The hunt ended well, those Swarmers stood no chance. But, the end was rather surprising – the goblins attacked us.”

 

-          “What?! You didn’t walk into their nest, or something?”

 

-          “No, they were aggressive on their own. Of course, we killed all that attacked us, but still, their behavior was rather surprising.”

 

-          “They usually can tell the difference between villagers and skilled adventurers, so they hide or play dead. To think they would attack…”

 

-          “Aye! Apparently, they wanted to steal our trophies. I heard that they are using Swarmer's body parts as tools and weapons…”

 

-          “Still, to think that they would be THAT desperate… Wait, speaking about the devil, wasn’t there a quest regarding dealing with violent goblins on the north?”

 

-          “Maybe, I am B-rank, I am not even looking at goblin-related quests. There are more dangerous beasts in desperate need of eradication…” the man laughed loudly “… eventually, militia or some knight’s squad would deal with them, so no wo… Hey, looks like someone took that quest.”

 

-          “Ho! You are right. The quest is gone from the board. Finally, one could say, that quest was hanging there for a month!”

 

Indeed, the quest notice was gone.

 

And so was Elana.
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Erick - head of family Red Feathers was walking proudly toward the gathering hall. The King called an urgent meeting regarding the Kingdom's safety. All the Grand Houses Head's were supposed to be present, as well as Senate's emissary. On the one hand, safety meetings weren't his concerns - Red Feathers were mostly responsible for finances and dealing with merchants. Everything that was related to army and safety was the duty of the Blackwoods. 

Still, if the meeting was meant to host all heads of the houses it either meant that the situation was dire, or old Blackwood fucked up badly. In the case of the first scenario - he couldn't just not-show-up, simply because allowing all these inferior houses to decide without Red Feathers could be viewed as weakness and two - those little bastards had to be put back in the line every now and then.

If Blackwood was to blame though... he couldn't let the opportunity to mock the bloody commoner just walk past him! Blackwoods! Tfu!

Youngest of family, barely two generations old! Their current head was a mere sergeant that merely shone on the battlefield, who kept ranking up during the last war (or merely havoc, because calling that little uproar a war was a huge exaggeration!) and ended in Arthur's favor! Every idiot can swing his sword! Every moron can tell his soldiers how they should move during a battle! Foolish Blackwood wouldn't last a minute surrounded by merchants! They would convince him to transfer his wealth to the merchant guild in a minute!

Speaking of the devil - Blackwood was standing in front of the wide doors leading to the gathering room. He always looked focused and proud, but this time his expression was dark and almost empty.

Ha! So, in the end, he did fuck up! It was worth traveling here then! Just for this little moment! 

- "My-my, not walking in, Blackwood? I can already hear that the rest of the gathering already started meeting. Or maybe you were just politely waiting for me?"

Man slowly turned his head and looked at him.

A new emotion appeared on his face - contempt. And pity.

Erick boiled from the inside. That pathetic commoner, son of a whore and gods only knew who dares to look down on him? ON HIM!?

- "I was indeed waiting for you, Erick. Go in."

- "Don't you dare to order me around or..." Erick raised his voice but was quickly silenced by Head of the Army that lay his hand on his sword.

- "Go on in, or I will give you a little push. With the edge of my blade." his tone was cold.

Did that commoner completely lose his sanity!? Such act... if he would report to the king that Blackwood really threatened him with a weapon... HA! 

- "There is no way I would let the king wait, foolish barbarian! Keep that blade by your belt, or..."

- "Or what, Erick?..." It was the king calling from behind the door "...I asked our dear friend to wait for you, now, if the two of you would do us a favor and join us..."

- "As you wish, my liege..." Red Feather quickly eased his tone before entering the room.

Rest of the lords were already there, standing- not sitting- around a huge round table. Magician - the chairman of the Senate was standing right behind the king. When he entered the room, everyone became quiet.

Good. Good! That's how they all should act when the greatest of the houses enters the field! Silence and awe! Silence and a... wait, something is wrong. 

They were looking at him the same way a vulture looks at a dying antelope, already sharing between themselves carcass of still breathing animal.

- "Come on, Erick, join us. Do you wish anything? Finest whiskey of the Walker company? Or maybe red wine from Elvish land?..."

No, everything is fine. Maybe all these negotiations with Rosewood family got him stressed to the point that makes him see a conspiracy behind every corner. 

- "Or a dose of moon dust? Refined and imported. I believe we have the brand you are especially fond of!"

His stomach jumped up all the way to his throat. Did he mishear? No. No-no-no.

- "What's wrong, Erick, you look pale..." one of the other lords asked calmly.

- "Maybe the effect of withdrawal is already kicking in..." another one mocked him.

Think, Erick, think. They wouldn't bring this up if they didn't have strong evidence. Drugs are illegal in Neira, but if he would play it well...

- "So my little weakness has finally seen the daylight?..." he said calmly not slowing down while approaching the table. He pulled one of the chairs and sat in front of the king "...unfortunately, it is as you say. Red Feathers family is burdened with the greatest responsibilities among other great houses. Because of that, I do have problems with my heart. I couldn't sleep, I couldn't eat, still, I didn't want to be a burden to my liege nor to leave my duties to my... INCOMPETENT brothers in servitude. A small dose every three days lets this old bastard Erick keep fulfilling his duty."

Eat this, bastards!

Red Feather was extremely proud of himself.

- "Problems with sleeping? Indeed. I would also have trouble even closing my eyes after what you were, and are still doing, to all those slaves."

His heart skipped a beat. No, he can't go back now. Easy strategy. Truth-lie-truth. By saying correct and false statement one after another their conversation partners would have problem distinguish when the would lie.

- "Slaves? Doing what, mind enlightening me? I indeed keep buying slaves, later I would make them work off the amount of money I bought them for before setting them free with a job and a place to live. To be honest, that's hardly a reason to be troubled while sleeping..."

- "Ah, and all these torturing tools are most likely hoes you use to attend your fields?" This time Blackwood raised his voice.

How much did they know?

Erick started sweating a little.

- "Erick. High Patron of Red Feather's Grand House!..." The powerful shout of Arthur the Grey, called wise, echoed across the room "... I believe you have the wrong idea of the reason we have gathered today. Let me enlighten you - we have gathered today to carry on a trail. Your trail. You are accused of dozens of crimes: not only of a mass slaughter of slaves, not only hiring bandits and making them attack villages that were supposed to be under your protection, but also the treason, betrayal, and conspiracy with the Holy Kingdom... Erick..." 

The name that Arthur said at the end was almost a whisper, full of sorrow and disappointment. 

- "Erick... Please, better tell us all you know. And who knows, maybe we will not be forced to behead you and banish your family."

The light vanished from the eyes of the patriarch of the greatest of the Grand Houses. He knew when the game was over.

He opened his mouth trying to cooperate.

All he was doing was for the sake of his family and country. The Holy Kingdom would attack either way and, seeing the difference in the strength of both civilizations Red Feathers made the only logical decision from their point of view. 

Oh, Erick was a sadist, that's one thing he couldn't deny. Just watching bodies of slaves twisting in pain was driving him onto the higher plane of existence...

... rest, was a cold calculation. Reduction of casualties. The faster Holy Kingdom would win, the quicker the would be war, the less damage to the city and contacts with merchants. Who knows, maybe they - Red Feathers would be made into governors of Land of Neira...

But now - he could only ask for lowest possible sentence - that would be his getting imprisoned for life and his house slightly losing its position. Then, once the Holy Kingdom would take the capital - he would be freed and treated as a hero.

Yes. Let's cooperate for now.

But, through the opened mouth of Erick, no sound followed. Instead, he choked. And again. And again. He started coughing desperately fighting for air. He fell to his knees his vision started turning black. Rest of the lords quickly jumped to him checking what happened, archmage-chairman yelled - telling the rest of the gathered to make way as he started chanting some healing magic.

Yet, mages eyes widened, as he couldn't heal the sickness - or, speaking bluntly, he didn't find it. From a physiological point of view, there was nothing wrong with a clearly dying man.

Erick Red Feather died there, with mouth and tongue black from lack of oxygen, with eyes popped out in shock. 

From his mouth, a small dose of dark mana crawled out. The sophisticated spell was left detected by nobody, not even the archmage, leaving no trace of noble's cause of death.





At the same time, Daralon smiled to himself after throwing a hood over his head. Second ago he was standing resting his back on the King's palace eating an apple. But once a tiny bug-like creature made of dark mana landed on his shoulder, he threw half-eaten apple aside and started heading out. 

- "Sorry, Erick, but the wheel of fate must keep turning... Who the fuck am I kidding? I am not sorry at all! You deserve that, fucking prick. Gotta contact Luxiverus, I did my job, I deserve a cookie. Right, Beelzebub?" He addressed the existence on his shoulder.

- "DON'T ADDRESS ME SO CASUAL! FILTHY MORTAL! ONCE YOUR CONTROL OVER ME GROWS THIN, I WILL EAT YOUR EYES AND SHIT INTO YOUR EMPTY EYE-SOCKETS!"

Though it's scream echoed across the city like a bell, nobody appeared to hear it.

- "Stop it, you are giving me an erection!"

- "I WILL FEAST ON YOUR MARROW!"

- "I bet you are telling that every evil magician that bends you to his will."

- "YOUR ARROGANCE WILL BE YOUR UNDOING!"

- "Shh, bell, shh, unless you want me to find you some vessel just so we could have sexual intercourse..."

- "..."

- "Aw. Thought you would actually give me an excuse. If no - then no! Suit yourself! Hmph!"

Dark mage vanished in the darkness of the night.
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A few hours later, barely after the sun rose over the horizon, Elana started heading north. She couldn't sleep, all this time she felt a ballast in her stomach - an uneasy feeling, or - speaking bluntly, she was nervous as hell. She packed a backpack till she could barely lift it - proviant and equipment for a few days as well as a small box full of potions. 

These potions were made by Mr. Zariel for purpose of her training, mostly stamina regenerating potions, but also few most common antitoxins and health-regeneration. 

She checked everything that was known regarding goblin infestation. Apparently one of the tribes grew much bigger, because of that it was constantly lacking food which forced goblins to attack human's settlements. The less food they had, the more desperate they would become. And violent.

Well, of course, the food wasn't their only concern. Females among goblins were rare. If you would add the... specific urges that goblins are known for, you could clearly picture the current situation - more goblins meant more kidnappings. 

In that case, you could ask - why are goblins ignored until they would start causing real troubles?

Because they were not the only troublemakers. Bah! Quite the opposite! In the beast-world, they were treated more like pests than a threat. So what that they would attack one village per week or month? If Behemoth would run into amok, he could completely destroy a small city. Per day.

Adding to that - griffins, wyverns, boggers, whisperers, undead, bandits, insectoids, devil-spawn, dungeons...

Army, militia, and adventurers could never complain about lack of duties.

Goblins were usually left to rookies, as a form of exam checking if they would fit into the role of fully-fledged adventurers. 

And lately, the guild stopped hiring new members due to noble's crisis. Foolish bastards treated serious, dire fate of adventurers as a way to show off their kids and boost the rank of the family. You could literally say that among nobles it was "fashionable" to send your kids to the guild.

Oh, but the mortality was high. What would happen when a noble's child dies? Nobles would get crazy. "So what that we sent our offspring to work as a beast slayer!? You weren't supposed to send them against Manticora!"

Yeah, because they were thinking, that somebody would kill it just to hand over the trophy to their bastards so they could brag about deeds they never did?

Oh, Guild was independent, yes, but nobles, thanks to their connection with, for example - merchants, could block certain goods from reaching the guild. Imagine blacksmiths, whose entire weapon stock got bought by a few families. That would force Guild to look for a weapon outside of the city - which greatly increased the prices. 

Fools. Egoistic fools.

Because there were no new rookies - there was almost no one to take down goblins before they would grow in strength. A madman circle. Stupidity on wheels rolling through the country.

El gathered as much information as she could regarding that particular group - they were located somewhere in the forest covering a few mountains three days of travel from the capital. No great trading route was located in that region - because of that army wasn't really eager to deploy troops to deal with problems in such a strategically unimportant region. It was the village mayor that asked for help - and because the village was rather small, the prize for extermination wasn't high either - even fewer reasons to help those poor people.

The raid on the village was carried on by a group of around ten goblins. Not THAT much. huh? The villagers armored in pitchforks could easily push such attackers back, right?

Well yes, but actually - no.

You see, goblins, even though they can live and fight perfectly both during the day and the night, were much more suited for night-time life. Their eyes adapted perfectly to the darkness, because of that most of the plunder raids were carried during the night. 

Another thing that you have to know about the goblins - unlike the common statement says - they ARE NOT idiots. Quite the opposite, they know multiple tactics that - despite being simple - were more than effective while dealing with untrained villagers. For example - the forces that attack are never the full force of the tribe, usually, the second group would wait nearby in the darkness of the night protecting the retreat of their kin, or - if the villagers would actually put on a fight - they would support their brothers.

Yet another thing - goblins wouldn't destroy the village - they were smarter than that. They would steal food, cattle, pigs and chicken (and few females, of course), but would leave just enough to let it survive and rebuild itself - then they would attack few other villages before returning to the newly rebuilt village just to plunder it again.

Now, let's say hypothetically that the villagers would put up a fight - goblins knew the "art of creating a fire" - if they would think that the village dealt them too heavy loses - they would burn few (dozens) of huts and barns - pretty much forcing the entire settlement to look for a new life somewhere far away.

And, because villages were owned by the lord that governed them... the people would need the lord's permission to relocate. Yeah, feudal life of middle ages. Life was a bitch back then.

And even if they would eventually relocate, if they would raise a new settlement - you could never be sure that other monsters weren't living somewhere close by, even more dangerous.

Yes, after doing some math - goblins weren't that bad.

Especially if adventurers or army would eventually move their asses and deal with the problem - then, the village would live a happy life for a couple of years, maybe a few dozen, till eventually, new monsters would nest close to the village or - may the divines protect us from this fate - a dungeon would pop out.

Back to the math.

Ten attackers in the main forces - a second similar group protecting the retreat - that would give twenty individuals. But the nest is never left alone - that would be thirty or so goblins that could fight. Plus-minus five elders that were too old to carry a weapon - but were fed and treated with respect by the rest gathering - simply because mortality among goblins was high and being able to live till a certain age was a proof of wisdom and experience. To that out of twenty to forty kids that would grow up within a month or two - most wouldn’t make it till adulthood.

If the numbers were right - this was not just a "nest" of a single tribe. 

In the best-case scenario - two rivaling tribes would fight for dominance in the region - they would gather food before carrying on a bloody ritual that (usually a set of battles between war chiefs and their squads) till one would last.

In the worst-case scenario - a chieftain was born and managed to rally a few lesser tribes under one banner. 

Well, both scenarios had good and bad sides - in case of scenario NO.1 - the tribes would more or less kill one another by themselves, then you would only have to finish the deed and bring mercy to dozen or two of those who would survive the bloody purge.

In scenario number two - the job was both easier and harder at the same time - easier because once the chieftain dies new challengers would try to take his place - and that would lead us to even more brutal scenario NO. 1 - because, nobody knows why, but the death of the leaders causes all the goblins to fall into a frenzy of bloodlust forcing them to kill everything in sight - including one another. The hard part of this plan is... well, killing the leader. Those bastards were not leading tribes because of their beauty. They were strongest, fastest and smartest son-of-a-bitches among the goblins. 

Elana tried calming down as much as she could.

Fifty or so goblins? Quite an overwhelming number. Still, she kept repeating to herself the teachings of Aiele.

- "For a Rogue - the number of enemies is unimportant. Irrelevant. Dealing with one, ten, hundred or million enemies is exactly the same. You are not a warrior that charges in waving sword or mace over your head with a war-scream up to the heavens. You are a dark lurker. Blade in robes, poison in the wine. The chain is as strong as its weakest link. The net will be useless once their vital knots are cut open. This is your job. One thrust of a blade that will make the body bleed over time. Your job is to throw a single pebble from the mountain's peak and wait till the avalanche you caused would swallow the army below you. Be patient..."

- "Be methodical..." this time it was Elana that kept repeating her teacher's words "... use arrows, knives, and traps. Play dirty. Be a shadow on the street. Be behind the next corner before the body of your victim would fall lifeless on the ground. Be miles away before your enemies would notice the body of their friend, and locate and kill another victim, before they would sound the alarm in the place of your previous murder."

Murder. 

Ha. Great words as for someone that was hesitating to even attack another person with a wooden blade.

No!

She had to snap back! She promised it to herself! Never again she will be a burden for her family and friends! Never again she will let innocent kids suffer from the hand of the Church just as she suffered.

It's one way or another! In the next couple of days, she will either save the village or die trying...

Die....

Will she die? 

The shivers ran down her spine.

Death. She was so close to death so many times. There were times when... There were times when she hoped for death to take her. So she would stop being a burden to her father and sister.

- "Big sis Amelia, what would you do?"

Elana asked the air, yet she heard no response.

She reminded herself of one of the days when she was conscious, and her sister came back from the mission to visit her, even if just for a day, she asked her then.

- "Big sis, what does it mean to be Paladin?"

- "Paladin, huh?"... Amelia's beautiful long hair was forced into a dance by the sudden breeze of air. She was so beautiful... most likely still is "...It means that you dedicated your life to saving people. From monsters, witches... and other bad people. And to protect bad people too."

- "Bad guys too? What do you mean."

- "I am saving them from the sins that they didn't yet commit. You see, the teachings of Luxia says, that when a man commits a sin, there are two possible outcomes - either he regrets his actions, or not. If he regrets the action, he is full of sorrow; if he considers his sin as a good thing, then he loses a piece of his humanity. He would keep committing a crime after crime until he becomes nothing but a monster disguised as a human - a devil's hearted. By stopping bad people, I am saving them from either more sorrow or losing what makes them human... But I am also doing this for cute little girls! Such like yourself! So they could be proud of their big sisters, tell me, El, are you proud of me?"

- "I AM! I love you, sis! You, father and mother too!"

- "That's a wonderful thing to hear! Ooookay! Your smile gives me strength! From now on I will try even harder! I will make the world a better place! Place where girls like yourself can always be happy!"

...

- "Making the world a better place..."

El was crying. 

She wanted to hug her sister. Her big, strong sister. 

She greeted her teeth.

- "I will make the world a better place, for you, sister Amelia. And for every other person."

She was afraid. She wanted to run away. The mere thought of facing a lone monster was enough to make her shake. But she didn't back down, she didn't turn around. 

She kept heading north.

 

            

    
        Chapter 358

    
    
    
    
                Edited by: Flubbykin 




Elana was supposed to travel for three days but, luckily for her, a merchant appeared riding a cart from the capital. Apparently, he was also driving north. It was rather strange, because there was no bigger trading route ahead, at least not a legal one. Few knew that on the far north through the hidden passage in the mountain you could reach the illegal trading center - the pirate's bay.

- "Young miss!" the merchant called "...going north? If yes, hop in!"

- "R-really? Can I?" girl's eyes sparkled.

- "Of course! You are so little that my horse will barely see any difference!"

- "Thank you!"

With a big bright smile, she got on the cart. Seconds later the merchant lightly hit the horse with reins forcing him to resume the journey.

- "Where are you heading miss?" man asked with a gentle tone.

- "To the next village on the path, and you, sir?"

- "My-my, didn't that region became somewhat dangerous lately? I heard about monsters infesting the forests ahead... as for me, well, I am always looking for goods to buy and sell, and that's what I am looking for!"

- "But I thought that there was nothing further to the north." El became a little bit puzzled.

- "O-ho, already so smart? Did you, perhaps, took lessons on geography? What you just said is not necessarily true. In official records, there indeed is no other settlement ahead... unless you know what you are looking for. But, sorry miss, I can't tell too much. You know, merchant's secret."

- "What are you selling?" her legs were hanging over the edge of the cart, she was weaving them very happy that she found a companion in travel.

- "O-oh, you see, that and this... bits and pieces, really..."

- "Sir, you sound like someone that is up to no good." she pouted loudly.

- "My-my, you really are something else, child, aren't you? What else can I expect from an adventurer..."

- "How do you know I am one?"

- "Kid, I am a merchant, it's my job to evaluate people - how much can I sell them for how much. Well, I will let myself be a bit more honest with you - I took you exactly because I noticed who you are, it is always safer to travel with someone who knows how to use a sword..." here he took a glimpse at her weapon "... or fruit knife."

- "Moo! It's a dagger! Throwable dagger! I can hit a moving object from five meters!" she started weaving her hands over her head annoyed.

- "That's definitely good to know! You have just boosted my morale, young miss!"

- "You still didn't answer me!" El noticed.

- "You sharp beast, fine, but promise me you won't tell anyone! about five to seven days from here there is a settlement of smugglers. You can find there many exotic or illegal goods. Later, I will resell them in the cities."

- "So, you are a bad guy?" there was no ill intention in her voice. The man burst into a pleased laugh.

- "Depends for who. Alchemist's guild hates me, that’s for sure. I am resupplying White Raven Apothecary in rare herbs. Guild lost monopoly for selling potions, so now they are trying to monopolize providers. I won't let that happen."

- "That's... very noble of you, but why are you doing that?"

- "There are two main reasons - one, if I would help Apothecary now, as it is struggling, it would help me once it would grown-up.... the second reason is that White Raven's potions saved my wife. I owe them that much, I guess."

Elana got up, headed bit closer to the merchant and patted his head.

- "Sorry for calling you a bad guy before. I was too quick in judgment. You are a very nice person with a sense of duty. Just like Mr. Zariel, you try looking cold and calculated, but you really do care about people, right?"

Seeing this beautiful, pure angel's smile melted something in heart's of the merchant. Then, he quickly snapped back.

- "Wait, you know Zariel White Raven?! Like, in person?!"

- "You could say so, he saved my life too. I wanted to repay him but didn't know how, so he suggested to me that I should start doing good deeds. I became an adventurer because of him... now, I am heading toward my last exam. I am so nervous..."

- "It will be fine, young miss, I believe in you!" man, though usually skeptical, really meant what he was saying. 

Something changed inside of him once he saw how good that young miss is. He just fell in love with her. The purest form of love and admiration. Like, just to see this smile again he wanted to help the Apothecary even more!

To think that White Raven saved such a walking-miracle! This little girl is a goddess, and the person that saved her - a saint!

The man for the entire journey was telling his tales about the places he visited and the people he met. After an hour of talking non-stop, he was afraid that he would bore the little girl to death, but once he turned his head toward her he noticed that she was listening to him with eyes and mouth opened in amazement. He didn't know that girl had barely seen the world past her room and window, so his stories were more than just thrilling her. Bah, once he stopped talking to drink water from the goatskin, she would urge him to continue as fast as possible.

That little creature was just divine!

The next morning they reached Elana's destination - the village, surrounded by rich farmlands to the south and west, and deep forest to the east and north.

- "Miss, we have arrived at your destination! It breaks my heart that we have to part our ways here... so goblins, right? I bet you already know this, but I will repeat it just in case! Those bastards are sneaky, smart, and completely deprived of morals. Promise me that you won't drop your guard! I... I don't even want you to go into that forest."

The man appeared to be even more nervous than Elana.

- "I-I will be alright! I had a great teacher! If I would do everything in the way she told me to, I bet I will somehow manage! A-and I want to make a world a bit safer place... For my family and friends, and that also means you, sir!"

A...A...AN ANGEL! LOOK AT HER! JUST LOOK! HOW COULD SOMEONE LET HER BECOME AN ADVENTURE?! HOW COULD SOMEONE LET HER RISK HER PRECIOUS LIFE!? 

For a moment or two the merchant was battling with his own thoughts - some deepest part of him wanted him to take a sword and rush into the forest to kill every goblin in her name, just so she wouldn't have to dirty her gracious body with their filthy blood!

But...

- "I already see that you have some funny idea, so let me just tell you this - you are needed somewhere else, please, if you really wanted to do what you said you would, then please - don't let anything stop you!" El encouraged him.

- "V-very well. Be safe, little angel..." he stretched his hand toward the girl but froze in place "... would that be all right if I... You see, I have no ill intentions... But that would be... no, no, no. I am not worthy enough.... But then again, I have no idea when the next opportunity would appear so..."

- "I am not sure if I understand, but if it would make you happy..."

Man put his hand on her head and started petting her slowly.

Her silky hair! Her bit blushed cheeks! Oh, the divines! She is so beautiful, so wonderful that he could... he could... literally change the world to her liking!!! If every man on this world could see how wonderful she is, if they were allowed to pat her head like that - the world would finally be at peace. There would be no more wars nor crimes because everyone would be afraid of making this little creature sad.

One final pat on the head.

Man raised his dominant palm on his eye level.

- "I will not wash this hand for years..."

- "T-t-that's not good! Sir! You have to take proper care of your hygiene!"

WHY WAS SHE SO PURE!?

- "Miss Elana... I hope I will see you again, but, if I wouldn't be so fortunate... just bear in mind - I will keep doing my best to make this world better!"

- "That's great! I believe in you! I will also try my best! Next time, please, tell me even more of your stories!"

With peace in his heart, the man resumed his journey. First, he turned west, just to avoid the treacherous forest, before resuming his journey north. 

Elana, once she jumped off the cart, headed toward the village. 

The settlement was quiet. Too quiet. People indeed were working all around the fields and houses, but they were somewhat lifeless, completely deprived of energy. 

- "E-excuse me!?..." El called one of the ladies that was cultivating the vegetable growing by her house. El couldn't not notice, that many plants were trampled and small footprints were located all over the soft soil "... I am looking for a mayor. Or elder. Could you please show me the way?"

El bowed her head slightly while addressing the woman.

- "What are you doing here, child, don't you know that goblins appeared in the area?! It's dangerous! Especially for such a young and beautiful girl like yourself!"

- "T-that's why I am here! I... I..." Elana hesitated for a moment "... I was sent by the guild to deal with your problem!"

She lied. For the first time in her life, she lied.

- "But you are so young... I heard that the rookies were the one usually dealing with goblins... but.... Where is rest of your team?"

She was just a small girl, she knew that they wouldn't trust her skills, definitely not if she was alone. Because of that, El knew that she had to lie. Again.

- "They are waiting in front of the forest. We didn't want to alarm goblins that could be watching the village. I am a rouge, so we agreed that I would meet with an elder, get as many details as possible before joining my team. You have nothing to worry, madame! We may be young, but we are treating this quest very seriously! There is no way we would underestimate these goblins!"

She tried showing as much confidence as she could, apparently, it worked.

- "May the sun be blessed!..." the woman, so lifeless till now finally smiled. A smile that was so full of hope and eagerness "... He is in the hut in the center of the village, the one in front of a chapel! We believe in you, kids! Please! Do your best!"

Woman dropped her gardening tools and placed a kiss on El's forehead.

- "Please, save us all... save my daughter!"

- "I will do everything I can, madame... And even more!"

Seeing someone relying on her so much ignited a small spark in El's heart. She was still nervous, she was still afraid. Even though she knew that for these people dealing with goblins meant life or death, seeing that with her own eyes caused her to finally realize what it meant. 

In what kind of terror they have been living up until now?

There was no way that El could run away. Not now.

She had to be strong. For her family, for her friends. For all those in need.

 

            

    
        Chapter 359

    
    
    
    
                Elana was sipping a tea in elder’s house. Well, calling it tea was a bit of exaggeration – a weak herbal infusion at best, still, the wannabe rogue happily accepted the little treat with humble gratitude.

-          “We really appreciate your presence, kind-hearted adventurers…” the elder was… well, the elder person – he was walking supporting his body with a staff, his hands were shaking constantly and he had problems even with speaking “… we weren’t sure if anyone would come… in the end, the prize is not high enough…”

 

He lost his breath and started coughing.

 

-          “I-I-I assure you, it’s more than enough! Actually, we would take the quest regardless of the prize. We are just rookies, so we pretty much have to participate in goblin hunt… and we just can’t let good people suffer, right?”

 

Elana, not used to receiving such kind words of gratitude addressed to her personally, blushed heavily and started weaving her hands in front of an elder trying to show him that it’s not such a big deal.

 

Thought she knew how much it meant for the village.

 

-          “Young Lora told me, that your group stopped far from the village in order to not alarm the goblins… very, very smart of you. I can’t describe how happy it makes me seeing you are treating this job seriously. Indeed – we spotted single goblin watching our village from afar. Most of the time he is hidden, but sometimes he changes the spot – he is hiding in the bushes to the north from the village, please, be sure not to enter through that region and…

 

-          “Only one? Are you sure it’s the same goblin? Or maybe they are changing on the outpost? If yes, how often!?” El disturbed the village’s mayor

 

-          “I am.. not sure… we never got closer because we were afraid that it would provoke them… and from afar and through the bushes… all goblins look the same…”

 

-          “If I may…” said Lora – same woman that was cultivating the vegetables when El entered the village, she also lead the way toward the mayor’s house “… There were at least two goblins different goblins. I know, because I was sure that one had some black mark on the right side of his body. I heard that goblins sometimes are tattooing those that helped greatly their tribe or excelled and hunting or fighting… The other one clearly didn’t have that mark.”

 

That was important information. The less organized group would select one, usually least experienced youngling to watch over their plunder spot, and just kept bringing him food every now and then. If they were changing the watcher – even more – they changed him with an experienced and respected warrior or hunter – that meant they were treating it seriously and were far more organized than your regular stary group.

Elana bite on her lower lip. For a moment more she was asking questions regarding the attack, or as she was told later – attacks. Lately, goblins became much more active and kept on repeating their rides in even shorter intervals of time.

 

What surprised her were how short the attacks lasted. Most of the savage goblins would boast over their victory – they would drag a family of their house before setting it on fire and forcing the family to watch it. The males would be usually bitten to a pulp, sometimes even causing their death, and female would be either raped or kidnapped, or sometimes both – in pretty much random order.

 

But not this group. Their actions were cold and calculated. Very swift and precise.

 

Elana, pretended to be a villager and walked around the settlement inspecting footprints.

 

These footprints told her… absolutely nothing. Goblins retreaded using only two paths, because of that all tracks got mixed, it was impossible to precisely count how many individuals the riding group was made of.

 

Elana thanked the elder for all information she received and left the village. She found herself a safer location bit south from the settlement and prepared a small camp. She didn’t want to rest in the village, neither she set up a fireplace which could betray her position. She ate a cold, tasteless food ration and went to sleep. It was barely an evening, but she had to start her job very early. 





She woke up before the dawn, it was still dark – only a thin bow over the horizon was painted red by still not-present sun. El, in the middle of the wild, strip naked and covered her body with a mix of mud and herbs before putting her adventurer’s close on.

 

Goblin’s smell was extremely sensitive, especially when it comes to the smell of blood, sweat, and urine. And, of course, the smell of a woman.

 

El already became a woman – she had her first bleeding a few months ago. Since that time her body started procuring hormones which acted as a "lure on goblins". She had to mask her scent in every possible way.

 

She entered the forest from the east. Moving very slowly, from shadow to shadow. She watched every bush twice of trice, every now and then she would throw a pebble – most of the scouts would react to sudden sound and walk to check the source. But, for now, none goblin could be seen in the vicinity.

 

Yet, the deeper she walked into the forest, the quieter it would become. Slowly, the sound of deer would vanish, then the birds would stop singing their beautiful songs, and eventually, not even insects could be heard.

 

Goblins were gluttons, they ate everything they could hunt, in bigger mobs they would even attack predators that in other circumstances would feast on them. The lack of animals meant only one thing – she was getting closer.

 

A distanced sound of growls and snarling could be heard from not-that-afar. The blonde rogue started to climb the nearest tree, her heart skipped a beat, the sounds were getting closer and closer. She didn’t manage to climb high enough when she had to freeze. The goblins entered small clearing close to El’s hiding spot. She was barely three meters above them, one move could betray her position, she just hoped that thin branch would provide enough camouflage.

 

Group of three hunters – slightly smaller goblins equipped with rusty knives and makeshift bows with arrows. They were walking just in a range of each other’s view, but not close enough to be attacked together.

 

That… meant a lot. They were perfectly trained and disciplined. Most of the goblins wouldn’t have enough brain to take measures against being attacked, especially in a region that they already dominated. And even if they were ordered to do so, once they would leave their nest they wouldn’t necessary feel obligated to fulfill their orders.

 

 They also were moving methodically, calmly, checking every bush, all the time being on guard.

 

And then, one of the goblins looked up, straight on El.

 

Fear paralyzed her. Their eyes met. A second passed. And another one, and yet another. Eventually, goblins snarled at one another, an individual that was watching the tree blinked a few times and returned to patrolling.

 

El exhaled loudly once goblins left her hiding spot. That single goblin must have wonderful instincts or senses. Something told him that they were not alone, something told him perfectly were rogue was hiding. If she didn’t cover her body with a grayish and greenish herbal ointment that made her perfectly blend with the surroundings perfectly, she would have been spotted.

 

Either that, or goblin’s exhaustion that let him believe that his instincts were nothing but an effects of hours he already spend on scouting.

 

She waited bit more before jumping off the tree. She resumed her journey onward. For now, she had to avoid direct contact. The teachings of Aiele.

 

-          “Look, girl, I know that as a girl the idea of penetrating somebody else, especially with a sharp tool, may appear very tempting – but your job is like eating a jelly doughnut – best for the end. First, you need to know what you are dealing with. With who, with how many, how equipped. The location, ways in and out. Natural tools you could use. Everything. The first phase of your action is boring. Stealth as much as it only can be. You don’t exist. You leave no track. You are less than a shadow.”

 

I don’t exist. I am less than a shadow.

 

No one sees me. I leave no footprint, I leave no scent.

 

I am no one at all.

 

She resumed her journey. She walked past the first scouting group, so for a moment or two she shouldn’t be disturbed by any other troop – in the end, even a swarm a goblins needs to attend many different roles and can't spare too much of manpower only for sake of scouting alone.

 

Warriors and hunters are important, but so are builders, weapon makers and squads looking for herbs. To that, you have to add that patroling groups also had many responsibilities – looking for new hunting ground, villages… protecting was their least issues. Because - who would just sneak into the nest just like that? An army of humans send to kill them could be spotted from miles away, group of adventures would also very rarely cover their moves, they would just march on butchering every goblin they would meet on their path.

 

She was getting closer, on her way, she avoided one more scouting group.

 

The sounds started getting louder, not like previously – not merely few snarls and growls – instead, a whole cacophony of a small village living its daily life. Sound and smell of animals were adding even more to the impression of entering a small trading town.

 

She pushed aside a branch of the bush.

 

And her heart jumped to her throat.

 

There weren’t twenty goblins, nor thirty not fifty. What she saw were dozens of fireplaces lighted up, small fenced districts in which dozens of animals were eating grass.

 

A single goblin using smithy made of burned clay was making arrowheads, twenty meters further into the camp two goblins with animal’s skulls on their heads were making potions.

 

Shamans! At least two of them! It’s bad! Shamans were rare and usually meant that the nest was powerful… and two of them in a single place!

 

Then, a scream made her focus her attention. A couple of stones were tossed together making a makeshift pedestal on which a savage throne of bones was erected.

A single goblin was sitting on it, slightly taller than rest of his kin, but not tall enough to be a hobgoblin, that for sure. His skin was pitch black and was wearing an armor made of bones – mostly human’s.

 

He was gazing at the scenery below him.

 

Four girls were lying under the pedestal, naked, covered in bruises, blood and… other liquids. One was sobbing quietly, one was just lying with a blank expression, two girls must have been kidnapped very recently – they weren’t dirty, and most of all – they still had their clothes on.

 

Group of goblins quickly start tearing their clothes off. They yelled, started jerking their bodies, trying to run away. One of the goblins hit the more energetic girl in the face – with a stick. He wasn’t gentle, her nose was broken and blood quickly covered her pretty face. The mob cheered after seeing this act.

 

But not the single black goblin. He growled silently and got up. Most of the mob ran away, only a few goblins remained – pinning girls down.

 

He walked off the altar and stopped in front of the girl that despite broken nose kept struggling.

 

-          “Ti ahw newroy tik talak nadir. Yok abek ti.”

 

Goblin said in a calm, demanding tone. Then, he repeated using broken, common speech.

 

-          “You are strong. You are worthy. I chose you. You will bear my child.”

 

-          “Fuck you, dirt-skin! Don’t you dare to touch me!”

 

-          “Ti telor mager. Beautiful hate. Wonderful wrath. Hold on these emotions, I hope your child will inherit my strength and your grudges.”

 

He picked a blade and started slowly cutting through the little clothes she had.

 

-          “Leave me! Don’t touch me!”

 

-          “Feast on your hatred. Choke on wrath. Open your heart to madness. And let us begin. I offer this child to Khai’li. Praised be the totems. AN ALAW TER KALLAD TEFF KHAI’LI! ERG NORUM TEI TOTEG!”

 

Mobs started cheering. Screaming yelling. Shamans left their duties and headed toward the throne, stopping on its sides. They started singing and dancing, their eyes rolled back into their skulls as they entered some kind of trance. They were yelling in their own speech, but somehow, El knew the meaning. It just entered her mind.

 

"May Khai’li blessed the night. May Khai’li praise the moon. May Khai’li be blessed, and may she blessed our kin. May the offspring be strong. May the wrath be unbound. The madness let out off the leash. Let him come! His will be done! As under the sun, so when the moon shines red! Let us live and let us see the crimson night that floods the day!"

 

Goblin put aside the sash that was covering his member. He dropped on the girl.

 

Elana lost sight of what was happening – the crowd was in the way. But she knew perfectly what was going on. She heard girl’s screams, they were even louder than the chants and yells of the crowd. She could see as goblin's back was moving rhythmically.

 

He was raping her. The act of sex. Something that she considered to be almost a sacred act joining two lovers into one. But that thing… was not sacred. It was dirty. It was violent. Disgusting.

 

She wanted to act! To save the girl!

 

You are a shadow. You don’t exist! – her teacher repeated in her mind

 

But! She is hurt! She is in such pain!

 

And what will you do? Join the girls as rape-pets? You have no plan. You don’t know the way in – you don’t know way out. You don’t have a way of killing them.

 

But! But…!

 

Stop looking at these animals. Start scouting the area. Look for structural weakness.

 

But the girl! We have to save her! And the rest of them!

 

How? One of them is already broken, one will lose it very soon. Third is weak and will collapse in the next few days. But fourth… the one that is being violated right now… She is strong. You can indeed save this one. But not now. If you want to save her and every other girl that is yet to be kidnapped, you have to keep doing what you were trained to.

 

To do that, you have to succeed. To succeed, you have to survive. You will not save everyone. You will have to learn who you can save, and who you SHOULD save! This is what being adventurer means. Welcome in a shitty, dirty world, El, enjoy the buffet! This is just the first bite, you don’t even know its full taste! The world didn’t even start fucking you yet. Bite the pillow and buckle your ass. From now on you will see even worse things, El. This is why you can’t hesitate. This is why you can’t hold your attacks. Grown, the fuck, up, El.

 

Blonde girl was crying. Silently, the tears were falling down her face. Once again, she felt so powerless. Even more than when she was tied to her bed. It was wrong! So… so…

 

Don’t lose your composure, El – Aiele said in her professional, cold voice in her head – Observe. Think. Plan. Acting is the very last act. Fall back, El, fall back for now.

 

El left her hiding spot.

 

A high chieftain. The tribes were rallied by a high chieftain.

 

A king that was somehow mentally connected with the rest of the tribe. His death meant that the rest of the tribe would run amok and shatter. Leave the location.

 

Like in chess – to deal with the king meant winning the game

 

But no. That was not enough.

 

This tribe is far too violent. Even if they would run away, they would form new nests and attack other settlements. They… they couldn’t be allowed to do that.

 

El wasn’t angry. She wasn’t furious. All that occupied her heart was sadness.

 

I will protect the victims and the villains. Victims – from the fate of the victim. Villains – from further sins.

 

She knew what had to be done. Suddenly – it all became clear and simple. She had to bleed them down. One after another. She found one of the scouting group that she moved past before and kept on tracking them. Eventually, the group decided to take a break. One of them started setting up a small campfire, another one took a guard, the third moved into bushes – to simply relieve his bladder.

 

El moved quickly. She was taller than the goblin, and when she stopped behind him she threw a shadow over him.

 

Goblin moved quickly – he turned around a jumped on El forcing her on the ground. She was taken by surprise, even though she was the one that sneaked upon the goblin. She already could hear the teacher’s Ay insult.

 

But it was not important right now, what was important – was goblin sitting atop of her laughing in mockery. She dropped her dagger and tried to reach it, but it was too far.

 

One of goblin hand started choking blonde girl, the other one started tearing her clothes.

 

The dagger was too far. But, a stone was just in her reach. She hit the goblin in its head forcing her off of her. Then, she rolled atop of him. Her heart was racing. Her mind was screaming. She raised the stone over her head.

 

The goblin let out a squeak full of terror  - he was begging her to stop.

 

She hesitated. It looked almost like a small child.

 

Goblin noticed that and bite her other hand.

 

Painfully, but not enough.

 

No, he was not to be treated lightly! None of them was! They would use every opportunity to turn the tide, and then they wouldn’t show you any mercy!

 

That’s what miss Aiele tried to teach her.

 

She brought the stone down. And again. And again.

 

The face of the goblin slowly started covering itself with red. Its eyes almost popped out. Then, slowly, it stopped moving.

 

Elana was crying this whole time.

 

She picked the dagger off the ground and walked toward the guarding goblin. This time, she didn’t wait for it to react and sliced his throat.

 

El kept on crying.

 

The goblin setting up the camp heard the body of his comrade falling. He got up and growled. He picked a dagger and charged on El.

 

She changed the grip on her dagger and threw it at the goblin, he jumped to the side avoiding the projectile. He grinned, already thinking that he won, he resumed his charge and jump in the air trying to stab El with his whole body weight.

 

But then, she picked up another blade hidden behind her belt. Goblin impaled himself on stretched El’s dagger. The wound wasn’t fatal, but enough to make him fall on the ground holding the hole in his belly.

 

El dropped on the goblin. And stab him. And again. And yet again.

 

All this time, the petite girl was crying. 

 

            

    
        Chapter 360

    
    
    
    
                Blonde rogue finished hiding bodies of the goblins. They were extremely light, so even someone as weak as she was didn’t struggle much while dragging them by foot toward a secluded location where she covered their bodies with a thin layer of mud. She wanted to give them a proper burial, even though they were enemies, even though they were mere monsters, but by doing so she would waste too much stamina and time. All she did was covering the smell of their blood which would surely alert other patrols.

Goblins were numerous. Less than one hundred, but clearly over fifty.

Elana knew what had to be done. First, she had to deal with patrols roaming around the nest, then – she would have to keep dealing damage to the population – no, not direct one – quite the opposite. She would poison the water streams, scare the animals from hunting grounds – attack the resources.

It was pointless to attack warriors – she would most certainly lose. Instead, she had to destabilize their structure. Undermine the authority of the leader – his job was to keep the nest safe and make sure that they have enough to feed still growing tribe.

If food gatherers and hunters would vanish… the warriors would leave the nest and look for the source of damage. If she would keep attacking – eventually the leader would have to deal with the problem personally.

But that’s a matter for later. For now – she had to get rid of a possible source of threat.





Some time later, the group of goblin’s hunters was moving back toward the nest, they already couldn’t wait till they could eat, drink, rest a little and play with their slaves before going to bed. Since the new leader took charge, everything became better – they had more food, their rides usually ended with fewer causalities and they had slaves! SLAVES! How many generations passed since the raid returned with something more than animals, food, and tools!? Usually, if they would kidnap the villager, the adventurers would come within a week or less to burn the nest down, but now – after the leader decided to relocate the tribe... he said that they have nothing to be afraid of – that humans would not come. It has been over a month – they kidnapped three more humans – but human’s vengeance did not come…

IT DID NOT COME!

The Lord was clever! And smart! Everything happened just as he said!

Four slaves in total! When only one or two were kidnapped by the tribe as big as theirs, usually only strongest warriors and most successful hunters would receive the privilege of attempting to make an offspring – otherwise, the human sow could die. That was a normal thing – goblins were known for their … endurance and number, so if the whole nest would try to have their way… in a week the sow would die of exhaustion. But with four!? Everyone had their turn! Shamans made an order-list, in the end – strongest had priority, but even then, at the end of the day the mere gatherer also could try his luck is passing his genes to the next generation!

Everything thanks to the Lord’s wisdom.

Then, they heard a snap. Like a twig breaking under the pressure of someone’s feet in the nearest vicinity.

No, they were too deep in the forest, it must have been their imagination! They were about to resume their journey when they heard a quiet song. Someone was singing happily, bit quietly, as if humming under her nose – her, indeed, it sounded like a female.

With few nods and snarls, the goblins agreed to check the location.

They moved close to one another, trying to avoid every bush and branch that could let out a sound and betray their locations.

They spread the bush aside revealing a clearing ahead.

A pretty girl was humming happily while picking up mushrooms to a small basket. Blonde hair, pretty face, traveling clothes.

Her body was covered in mud and herbs which hid her smell.

She thought, that just by masking her stench and coming early in the morning when most goblins were sleeping she was safe? That she could just come on in and pick up berries and mushrooms like that!?

Goblins faces twisted in a savage grins.

The law of the hunter – if they were to catch a human they could have their way with her before bringing the prize to the nest. Same came to food – they could take first, biggest portion – this way the Lord was making sure that they stayed motivated and focused during their patrols.

The hunter with a tattoo on his right arm already noticed the “eagerness” of his brothers – in their minds they were already imagining what they would do to a pretty little creature in the next few minutes.

He quickly checked the surroundings – there was nobody else around. No tracks, no footprints. Nothing. The girl was alone.

With moves of his hands, he ordered his brothers to move from the sides. They weren’t pleased. In the end, it was just a lone girl, small and weak in clothes that weren’t really suited for running away. They were probably thinking that he wanted to go first. Fools – he was the team leader – he would have priority either way.

These morons didn’t listen to his commands, instead, they jumped out from the bushes.

Experienced hunter hissed. Once they would return to the nest, he would have them whipped for lack of obedience.

The girl turned her head toward the sound source. Her cheerful expressions died as she looked at two goblins in terror.

Lucky for them – it appeared that she indeed was alone and not a bait, otherwise, his brothers would already end with arrows in their skulls. He also decided to leave the bush and join his kin.

The girl dropped the basket, turned around and started running away.

Hunter’s heart raced, his mind got clouded. The hunt starts!

Yes! Run little morsel! Scream and kick to the sides! The old goblin loved the challenge - when his prey was still trying to bite him when he was ending its life, he loved when his woman resisted – it meant that she was strong, and so would be his offspring. These broken dolls in the nest were nothing more than a cattle!

The three hunters bolted after the girl, while running, the most experienced goblin noticed that the girl while running away quickly drank some liquid from glass vessel and tossed it aside, while running past it, he noticed remainings of yellow liquid at the bottom of the glass.

But goblins weren’t aware of existence of stamina potions – not in vials. When they were sick shaman would give them healing salve in wooden bowls, and because goblin’s alchemy was far from perfect (read: extremely terrible) salve’s purity was on the lowest possible level, thus it was colored green or grey. He decided to ignore the potion, because of that he didn’t realize that the girl they were chasing wasn’t just a village girl, but someone having a connection with a guild of adventures.

The girl jumped over a fallen tree and vanished from their field of view for a few seconds. The goblin that was running just behind her followed her, but in mid-air, before he even vanished behind the tree trunk, he screamed in horror. Then, his voice suddenly stopped.

He and his brother got to the fallen tree and carefully looked behind it – there, they could see the body of their kin impaled on dozen of sharpened sticks that were half-buried in the dirt.

Was it that girl’s doing? Of course, the villagers could rise these traps beforehand, in the end, these mushroom were quite valuable, shamans rewarded every gob that would find a new growing spot. Maybe human’s were just as desperately requiring all these herbs as shamans?

Yes, that was quite reasonable! Early in the morning, humans would send a child in the forest to get some herbs – this way the possibility of encountering goblins was greatly reduced. And even if the child would encounter a small squad of a goblin, it would run through previously set up trap-path that would slow them down.

Not even for a second did goblin considered that the reality was completely different. Not even for a blink of an eye, he considered, that this small fragile girl would rise the trap and risk her own life to lure them in.

They should leave her be, for now, it was the only logical solution, older goblin knew that. Blindly following after her would be a silly suicide! Instead, they should try circling and surrounding her from different sides, they knew the forest, they were faster, more agile and wearing less (if almost any) clothing, which would keep on hooking on every bush and branch. They should use that advantage to…

Seeing his brother’s dead body, his younger companion roared in hatred and wrath. He avoided the trap and resumed the chase.

Honored hunter growled and hissed “Back, you fool! Back!”

But goblins, especially those younger and less experienced very rarely listened to the voice of reason… and their older supervisors. These two brainless gobs were given to him to gain some experience, but they almost never listened to his commands. They dreamed about becoming warriors, so the duty of a hunter was almost a punishment for them. They could change their role in the nest if their actions would be appreciated. Bringing a woman into a nest was an action that would surely be appreciated. Bringing a woman that killed one of them – even more. To that gob, the running woman was like a free promotion ticket.

The older hunter knew one thing, if they would catch the girl, he would personally kill that disobedient idiot, then he would take the girl for a round… or five, before bringing her to the nest and reporting everything with all the details. They already disobeyed him twice, the great Lord wouldn’t mind him executing those maggots. He knew that because he personally informed him about that. “Their lives are in your hand. Do whatever you want with them. Make them into tools useful for the tribes… with any means necessary… or if you would think that they are no good, just got rid of them. We don’t need more useless mouth to feed.”

Chain of command in goblin’s hierarchy was everything. These two never gave it a second thought because they thought he was just a lone hunter and his voice meant nothing during the gathering. He will show them… well, one is dead so… He will show that one remaining fool how very mistaken he was.

The girl turned left and vanished in thickset of trees. The goblin running just seven or eight meters behind here grabbed the trunk of the tree on the edge wanting to use it to turn after her without losing momentum… But then, an arm armored with a knife protruded from behind the tree. The novice hunter literally ran into the knife.

The girl didn’t run away, instead, she hid behind the first tree knowing that goblins never check the ground on which they are walking. The blade of the knife sank into the flesh perfectly between the ribs, damaging the lungs and/or heart.

That gob was already dead, even though he fell on the ground still fighting for breath – both his inhales and exhales were letting out a wheezing sound, the red bloodish foam covered his mouth. He will be dying in agony for next minute to five – depending on how serious the wound was…

Or, he was supposed to, because the girl kneeled by his side, covered his eyes with her palm and quickly corrected her stab.

Swift dead. Unnecessary action. Most of the goblins would never shorten the death of their enemies, quite the opposite, they would dedicate his or her agony to Khai’li – the goddess of carnage and mother-god of greenskin.

And then, the girl stood up and look in his direction. She was crying. None of the goblins manage to attack her, all her limbs appeared to be fully functional, so she wasn’t burdened with any physical pain.

But she was crying.

Despite of that, she wasn’t afraid. She wasn’t nervous, she didn’t prepare her weapon in anticipation of battle nor was looking around trying to see if any reinforcements came. She was murmuring… over the goblins she killed?

She wasn’t a normal gal! Not only because she just managed to kill two hunters and was just readying herself to kill him! No! There was something in her eyes… Why is she looking at him with pity?!

- “I will save you… from your grief and further sins. Even if it means that I myself will have to carry your sins from now on…”

She said quietly, peacefully, but the hunter didn’t know the common speech, only Lord and shamans did.


But something in her tone made him shiver.


No! She is just a lone girl! She is no longer running away, so that must have been her last trap! Now, it was only her – the little girl, against him – experienced hunter that killed dozens of creatures! Wolves! Even bears! There is no way that she would beat him in one versus one dagger combat!


He brought his knife and started to carefully reduce the distance between them, putting his feet softly on the ground, just in case she had another trick in her sleeve.


But the girl changed the grip on her blade, now she was holding it with her three fingers by the opposite side of the tool – a throwing stance. That’s how she sees it? The closer he would get, the greater were chances she would land her throw, but also meant that goblin can just jump at her and knock her off guard.


Who would move first?


Ten meters. Finally, the girl started showing signs of being nervous. Ha, in the end, she had only that one chance – only one dagger – only one throw.


Eight meters. The girl actually made a step back


Six meters, her hand trembled with anticipation – that betrayed her – she would attack soon


Five met…


She threw! But too low, as if aiming his feet instead of corpus! Foolish girl, didn’t she know that goblins could, as for their size, jump really, really high?


That’s what he did – he flew into the air readying his own dagger – he didn’t want to kill her, just stab in the arm – in the end, dead she would be useless.


But then, as he was over a meter in the air without possibility to change his trajectory, she pushed her coat aside revealing at least ten more shiny knives.


The way she kept picking one after another was simply beautiful – it was a move she had to be training for hours per day, day after day, week after week.


Goblin was in the air for mere four or five seconds, but when his body touched the ground again he already had three daggers sticking out from his corpus.


He collapsed and rolled over the ground.


He will die.


Funny. He was told that death in cold, but right now his whole body was hot. So hot – because of the blood escaping through holes.


He was lying face in the dirt, but not for long. The girl kneeled by his side and rolled him over, putting his head on her laps.


- “Shh.. Sh… It’s ok. It’s over now. You don’t have to cry…” girl would wipe down his tears off his face with her thumb, even though she was crying by herself.


She was sad for killing him? Was that even possible? If that would be her bleeding to death in the soil, he for sure wouldn’t be crying. Bah, maybe he would even try having a go with the girl before her body would turn cold…


- “It’s ok. No need to worry…”


He couldn’t understand a word, but her tone was so comforting.


For the totems. How beautiful she is. Even if she is crying, even if she is so sad…


Hey, he knew that one day he would die, maybe once he would become older and couldn’t keep up with new hunters, maybe he would make a mistake while hunting some predators and they would start tearing his body into pieces…


But not even in his bravest dreams he thought that he would be dying in arms of a beautiful girl. At least not like that.


- “You can go now, I am purifying you off your sins… Gentle mother of the Sun, Forgive your son that was lead astray, Bring your mercy on his face, and let him enter your Kingdom in Heavens…”


Was she… praying for him? How unusual.. how u… Unus…U…


He died, in the deep dark forest, in hands of stranger that somehow became even closer to him than his own mother than he never knew.


He died purer, with no hatred in heart, not cursing his killer. Quite the opposite. In his last thoughts, he was happy and wishing her best in her life.


Elana kept crying. That’s the trait she would never lose in her journey. Each time she had to kill – doesn’t matter who – the bandit, the beast, or even an animal, she would shed at least a single tear.


For that day the little girl that was afraid of her own shadow died, being replaced by velvet assassin, the adventurer known later as El, the Mercy Blade.


            

    
        Chapter 361

    
    
    
    
                Elana collapsed exhausted on the ground. Too much running in a too short period of time. But not only her body was exhausted. Her heart was trembling. She took away the lives of six creatures – six intelligent creatures – in her eyes goblins were no inferior to humans, dwarves or elves. Bah, she heard a story that Mister Zariel lived in a small goblin’s village for a few days – that’s where he got his tattoos from.

Not-stray goblins were known to even trade with villages. They were another sapient race. In her opinion, El wasn’t hunting monsters, but committing a crime of murder.

She remembered Zariel’s teachings – “There are no good or bad people, El, there are only sides of the conflict. The one hailed a war hero in one nation with be called a savage butcher in the other one. But, because of that neither your deeds are ever good or evil. You and I would simply decide to support one of the sides of the conflict. What was your reason? Your motivation? Faith? Love? Sense of duty or desire to gain fame and money? It’s irrelevant. If you want to live in this world and not be used as a tool you have to see past unimportant, meaningless matters.”

If you would deem your action as good, proper or just – you would become nothing but a pawn in hands of organization, country, church or guild – for there were their tools to manipulate foolish people – to let them believe what they are doing is a correct thing to do, and what someone else is doing is wrong. Don’t ask questions, don’t start a dispute – it’s unimportant. We are right, they are wrong. We are smart, they are fools. There is no way you could talk some sense into fools.

But El… El couldn’t fully adapt to those teachings. Because, in the end, she considered her actions as wrong and evil. For goddess sake! She killed a creature?! Who let her decide whose life is more important than the other one?!

But they are attacking villages! They are plundering, killing and raping!

They plunder because they are starving, they are killing, because they are feeling threatened, they are raping, because they have almost no female which would let the prolong their bloodline…

BUT WHAT ABOUT HUMANS?! Aren’t these villagers barely managing to survive from one harvest to another?! Aren’t they fighting back because they wish to protect the work to their lives?! Their homes?! Their wives and daughters!?

They are, indeed.

When the two forces collide, the collateral damages are bound to happen.

El, you have to pick a side. No, you already did. You promised to help the village mayor. You already killed six goblins. It’s too late for regrets.

But… It hurts.

Life hurts. That’s why Mr. Zariel and Miss Aiele have been trying to teach you these whole time. Life devours life. Three days ago you ate a chicken for dinner. And there always is a bigger fish. Chicken eats worms, human eats chickens, monsters eats humans, once monster dies it shall be eaten by worms. You have to find your role, your position, and protect it El.

El, what are you? A worm? A human?... Or maybe…

No! NO! There must be another way!

There is not. The world has been turning for countless ages this way. The sun will not rise on the west and die on the east just because one little girl wishes to change it.

Stop thinking El. You didn’t do anything bad. You didn’t do anything good. You just did what you did. You picked a side. Side of your family. Side of your friends. Side of weaker villagers.

I don’t know if I can… keep it up… It’s… too much.

You can always stop.

W-what do you mean?

Stop what you are doing right now, get to some bigger city, pay a merchant to take you to some harbor village and then pay a smuggler to take you the Holy Kingdom. To your sister. To your father. To your church. Ah, church… what will put into you this time? Will you once again become nothing but a sick doll not strong enough to even sit up in your bed? Will they once again use you to blackmail your father and sister? It wasn’t such a bad life. You didn’t have to worry about anything. You could just sleep and wake up every few days to your sister brushing you hair…

NO!

Why not?

I can’t be a burden… Not again.

Why? What else can you do? You don’t want to keep pushing forward… you don’t want o turn back and return where you hail from… what is your other option? Staying here? If that’s what you chose, then you can as well walk straight into goblin’s nest and try to make a deal – they would stop attacking village and you would stay with them as their pet…

Well, they would most likely just capture you and continue attacking the village, but hey, intention matters, right?

N-No.

Then… stop thinking. Stop. Let it go. Stop judging other people. It’s unimportant… irrelevant. Only the outcome of your actions matters.

But… But…

Little girl’s lip was trembling. She was still all sticky with her sweat and goblin’s blood. She had to once again rub masking mixture of herbs all over her body.

You did well El. You did so much today. Rest for a moment – you can’t keep drugging yourself with Mr. Zariel’s potions… mostly because soon you would run out of them and they were meant to be be used only during emergencies.

Yes, the voice of her reason definitely had a point. She returned to the place where she buried her bag pack, picked it up and got herself a few tasteless food rations. Up until now, she didn’t realize how hungry she was. In the guild, people would call her a birdie because she ate “as much as a sparrow”. Later some smart-ass tried lecturing rest of the guild that sparrow eats the equivalent of its body mass per day. That gentleman must have been fun at the parties.

El smiled weakly to her memories. To warm fireplace letting our cracking noises, adventurers dinning and laughing aloud. One, big family.

She was away just for three days, but she already missed them as much as she misses her father and sister.

She… she had to return.

 She had to save the village and kidnapped women. Yes, the goblins were first to start the aggression, their number will just keep on growing and so will their hunger and thirst.

But that’s… for later. For now, she had to rest. 






 The next day the goblins lord was sitting in shamans’s tent with his two advisors. He was deeply lost in thoughts – he wasn’t speaking, he wasn’t moving – not even blinking.

-          “Something wrong, my lord?” the older shaman asked in his rough, snarling speech

 

-          “Patrols are late, they were supposed to report back by the dawn.”

 

-          “Maybe they found new hunting ground and decided to scout area more before heading back and…”

 

-          “Both of them? At the same time? No, they were scouting area close to the nest, it is impossible they found a location that we didn’t know about before… no, not this close to the nest.”

 

-          “Wise words my lord. Is there anything you want us to do in this particular matter?”

 

-          “You tell me, you are my advisors.” Lord growled angered.

 

-          “If you would allow me then, my Lord…” younger shaman, bah, barely a kid that recently was taken by the elder as apprentice yes quickly surpassed his skills in magic-wielding raised his tone “… For now, I would give them some more time, but if they wouldn’t report back till noon we should…”

 

Yells followed by mass confusion could be heard in front of the tent. Guards struggled to stop someone from entering the tent – that was their job – in the end during meetings of wisest of the tribe no one should disturb their focus.

 

But somehow, the importunate invader managed to get inside.

 

-          “Mah Lo’d! Mah Lo’d!” he yelled while dropping on his knees in front of his liege.

 

His intelligence and ability to speak were lacking, even as for a goblin. Harvester?

 

-          “You better have a good reason to force your way in.”

 

The master of the tribe considered if he shouldn’t kill impudent fool on the spot, but he decided to hear him out first, he could cut his head off after hearing him out, because, you know, hearing him out AFTER cutting his head off could be proved to be quite difficult.

 

-          “Mastah, the fieldz! Berriez fieldz! Trapz!”

 

His was out of breath and struggled to spit out his words, even more, as he himself was clearly confused he would just mention things without a context. That didn’t help to calm down the leader that was violent in nature.

 

He grabbed much smaller goblin by his throat and raised him up. The creature started choking fighting for breath. After dozen or so seconds, he mercifully dropped the foolish Gob that fell on the ground.

 

-          “Now. Breath in. Breath out. In. Out. And now – talk. From the beginning. Who are you, from which squad, what happened and why was it important enough to let you leave after storming into gathering’s tent.”

 

Goblin loudly swallowed his saliva.

 

-          “Gottaru. Name’z Gottaru. Harvezterz group… But can’t harvezt! Trapz! We came to ze fieldz, az alwayz, but Gottek fell in a pit and broke neck! – pit waz not zere yesterday! Zen, ze Goleff got crushed by ze tree! Zen, ze keeper Gorbek said he zaw something in ze woodz, so he went to check it… we found him dead later… Sire, harvesterz are dying! Trapz!”

 

Lord cursed under his nose.

 

-          “First vanishing of patrolling teams, now that? This can’t be a coincidence.”

 

-          “Who could attack us? In our own forest?...” the older shaman was thinking aloud “… something that would pick a fight with an entire nest? Monster? If so, then intelligent specimen. It is setting up traps after securing his safety in the forest by eliminating roaming groups first… Humans? No, we got reports from all of the outposts by nearest villages – no one came into the forest, was that creature inside of the forest from the start? Or did in enter through not-guarded borders of the forest?”

 

Curses! As if their food supplies weren’t already thin! That creature HAD to attack one of the most vulnerable places!

 

He quickly did the “math” in his head. He had almost fifty warriors and over twenty hunters… no, with the dead of the patrolling group he had around fifteen hunters left. He won’t count their younglings – immature goblins are almost as savage and stupid as animals – they understand something only with shouts and screams.

 

-          “Ga’toi!” Lord addressed younger shaman “… send ten warriors and five hunters to the berries field. Secure the harvesters team that is already on the place and make them look for the attackers.”

 

What was the goal of this creature? Guessing by what he just heard, it wasn’t after the meat – it didn’t touch the corpses – at least not of the harvesters, he can’t be sure what was the fate of patrolling teams.

 

-          “It will be done as you command, my lord…” shaman wanted to leave to execute his master’s orders, but was stopped while he headed toward the exit.

 

-          “Ga’toi, wait – tell them also to bring the bodies of the dead back. We will feast on their flesh and offer their bones to the totems.”

 

He really couldn’t allow himself to waste any good meat. They had food for today, maybe for tomorrow, but what will day after tomorrow bring? Those that were too weak and failed the tribe will at least serve their one last purpose – for the greater good of the nest.
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                Elana was already far away when the troops of warriors and hunters moved toward a group of harvesters. Goblins were gluttons and they rather lacked the ability to store food. Because of that, the safety of the group that was responsible for replenishing food supplies was an extremely important task.

But, harvesters weren’t the source of favorite goblin’s food. It was nothing more but a kind of food they were eating to avoid starvation, while the food that they could be eating for days was meat. Rabbit, deer, wild boar… sometimes even wolves and/or bears. But animals were not dumb. If they would spot a swarm of goblin marching to feast upon their bodies, they would run away. Even bears would step aside and hide seeing a group of few dozens greenskins running through the forest like a green wave.

This is why to hunt those creatures you had to be quiet. Swift. Skilled. Hunters were rather rare among goblins – mostly because it wasn’t an “honorable” duty. In their small heads, you could mean something only if you were strongest – like warriors, or wisest – like shamans. Hunters, in the hierarchy, were just above craftsman and harvesters. Warriors would very often humiliate smaller, swifter goblins in the nest – push them around, force them to give away the spot by the meeting table… Though when they were bringing meat back to the settlement, they would – for a moment or two – pretend they were always best friends hoping for a piece of their prize before food would be officially shared among rest of the tribe.

Because of the fact that hunters usually were the least in numbers, preferring solitude or staying in small groups due to their tasks they… were a rather attractive target. This is why El decided that they would be the one to receive the next blow.

Ha, easier said than done. It was one thing to attack tired patrolling group at the end of their “shift” while attacking fully prepared (and alerted) group of hunters on their hunting grounds was something completely different. Rogue simply knew that information about her attack on harvesting group would spread through the greenskins…

… But that was the only way to do it. Just as Miss Aiele taught her – she spent hours observing, then hours making a plan. The pawns were set on the chessboard, now she only had to force them to move into right places.

Patrolling groups were bishops, harvesters were pawns, now she had to deal with Knights – the hunters. All of that so warriors – rooks would follow into needed place so she could take down the queen and make king vulnerable.

The first two phases went smoothly… If you can call killing someone as just “phase of the plan” – El couldn’t. Teacher Ay was often addressing killing someone so casually. So care-freely. As if she was just informing everyone not that she took someone’s life away, but merely ended spreading butter over her bread.

Despite her terrifying approach toward human’s life, one thing had to be said about Aiele – she knew her job and she was a wonderful (murderous) teacher (sadist). And she taught El well.

El stepped deeper into the backwoods – goblins had to hunt much further in thickset, for simply presence of such a huge hive forced all other animals to look for new places to live.

Once again sounds of animals living in the forest started disturbing blonde girls focus. It was bad. She was already tired. For the past few days, she was living in rather uncomfortable conditions. Under layers of mud her body was all sweaty and sticky, she was afraid that soon without a proper body wash the mixture of herbs won’t be enough to mask her smell.

No. There is no room to spare for doubt. She has her plan. All her worries are nothing more but her desperate tries of stopping what she was doing. Of running away.

And that was something she couldn't do, She can't stay in the place - position - she was right now, turning back was completely out of question. There was only one correct direction - forward, To push forward.

 Sound of terrified animal could be heard from not so far away. El started walking closer and closer while carefully putting her feet. One after another. Guessing by the sounds it made the animal had to be small, still, its cries could lure their predators. Even more – some of the animals were intelligent enough to help one another, but so were goblins. They would cripple single creature and wait till rest of its kin would come to help. Then they would just return to the nest with multiple preys from a single trap.

Indeed, a small horned rabbit, a very young specimen was trapped in the savage, simple snares.

Over and over again El checked if nobody was around before stepping closer toward the rabbit. It cried in fear and started trembling seeing human approaching it. Rogue stretched her hand toward cute fluffy ball as slow as she only could. But, the fluff-er didn’t calm down at all, quite the opposite, it started jerking in all direction trying to stab El’s palm with its horn. It took quite some time before she managed to get a sure grip over the animal, then she brought the dagger closer and cut horizontally, breaking rabbit from its bondage. Then she stepped aside, turned around and left.

Bunny, for a moment or two, tried to comprehend what has just happened, before jumping back into the forest. These slightly magical animals had a wonderful memory. This particular bunny would never forget El's kindness, 

After the deed was done, Elana was wondering if she shouldn’t just hide somewhere close to the trap and wait till the one that set it wouldn’t come to check if any animal fell in…

…  that would be a great plan….

But something in the eyes of this terrified bunny made her forget about her primal goal. She just couldn't leave it there.

And once again, she did hear her teacher’s scolding.

In her head, Aiele was right - she just dropped her cover and risked being spotted to help an animal. Wild animal. The animal, that in different circumstances would end in her pot as part of a stew.

She couldn’t find any logical justification of her action, so she just admitted what was obvious – it was just her caprice. Her soft, pure and naïve part still fighting back, not letting itself to be covered and replaced by cold calculation.

She headed even deeper in the forest. She still had to destroy more traps and kill… I mean, neutralize at least few hunters. 





 It was getting late and three goblins met up in their little “outpost”. It was nothing more but a hole they dug under trees covered in thickset. Here, they could even set up a small fire to roast some of their preys without risking getting their position betrayed.

-          “How was the hunt, Go’leiv?” one of the two goblins asked the one that just joined his companions

 

-          “Great joke indeed, bastards.” The one called Goleiv hissed angrily. One could easily tell that he only waited to be provoked so he could start a brawl “… Just so you know – once I found which one of you was responsible for it, I will gut him alive!”

 

-          “So you too?”

 

-          “What you too?! WHAT YOU TOO!?”

 

-          “Our traps were broken, and the hunting grounds that were full of animals were completely empty. Something scared them off… Galek managed to hunt two rabbits but that’s all we have.”

 

The expression of wrath disappeared from goblin’s face. Up until now he was thinking that his friends decided to prank him, or even sabotaging on purpose in order to give themselves leverage in ranking up in the hierarchy. But, apparently, the problem was much more severe than in his wildest imagination.

They started setting up traps (even if this method of hunting was considered as “the least honorable” – method left to cowards and weaklings that couldn’t outsmart their opponent and kill them with their own hands) because they had to feed a tribe of almost hundred goblins. They were hunting the whole day and night so they could keep up with the quota. But this… this…

 

-          “Have you seen Gorderak? He was supposed to reach the camp as first – in the end, he was in the forest for the longest period of time…"

 

-          “He is not here yet? I hope that it’s because he keeps killing beast after beast and can’t spare any time to bring his trophies…”

 

-          “Or, just like us, he didn’t hunt anything and is too embarrassed to come back empty-handed. He keeps on bragging how much more he keeps on killing that…”

 

-          “You are speaking about your elder. Show some respect!...” The goblin that until now remained quiet harshly reacted to his companion mockery “… The truth is that he is hunting longer than you are living. He knows all the forest’s threats and he alone sometimes brings more food than all of us combined. As such he deserves only our respect. Even more, if he decided to stay in the forest just because he didn’t get enough food! -That would be yet another lesson about dedication to the nest. We still have so much more to learn from him.”

 

The other two taken aback by their brother’s outburst became quiet. He was right. In the end, they only nodded.

 

Rest of the supper they spend eating in absolute silence. Two rabbits. Not twenty for each of the hunters – two. They left half for their mentor for the time he would return… but… He was still not around.

 

-          “For the wrath of Kha’li. Where is he?”

 

-          “Maybe that thing that destroyed our traps and scared the animals got him?”

 

-          “Don’t be ridiculous! We are speaking about Gorderak! That Gorderak! He is as cunning as a dragon and as stubborn as Gairaran. Bah, I heard that once he stole prey from Behemoth! Imagine this – that monster killed a bear, and that bastard just stole his food right off his nose!”

 

Suuure. And in that tale, were perhaps dragons present? Still, the myths somehow managed to boost their confidence. At least for another hour.

 

-          “I heard that some creature has been spotted around the nest.”

 

-          “Spotted?”

 

-          “W-well. Not exactly <spotted>, nobody knows what it is but…”

 

-          “Come on, Gortel! Another divine creature roaming right next to our nest? What would be this time? Unicorn?” Their friend was known for making up adventurers regarding mythical creatures he noticed just right-next-to-the-nest.

 

-          “This time it’s different! Two patrolling groups disappeared and harvesters were attacked!”

 

-          “Indeed. Gob that came to deliver yesterday’s batch of food said the same thing. Four dead, six missings. In two days.”

 

About 10% of their population vanished just like that.

 

-          “What if… What if it also attacked the old man?”

 

-          “The <old man>, as you called him, would gouge its eyes off and bring its still-beating heart to the nest to share joyful news, that a food decided to offer its life by its own by attacking him!”

 

Yes, that sounded like something that  Gorderak would do.

 

Eventually, one of the goblins would spit half-chewed rabbits bone to the side before getting up.

 

-          “Ok. I am going to look for him.”

 

-          “You too? Don’t tell me that you are afraid that something happened to him!”

 

-          “No. I am afraid that he won’t be able to carry all that food by himself, and once he learns we didn’t catch anything he would start scolding us for being lazy, irresponsible sons of sows.”

 

And once again, that would be what he indeed would say.

 

Once again – his brothers nodded before also rising up.

 

They moved about four kilometers further to the north were older goblin was supposed to hunt for the animals. This region had much more animals, but also much more predators, for which a single goblin would be a perfect lunchtime snack.

 

Then, they heard it – so well known mumbled curses of their mentor. It was very bizarre. In camp, the experienced hunter was noisy, extremely annoying and talkative. Something that could be said with a single word took him a sentence, something that could be said with a sentence, took him an hour to get his point across. But once he entered the wild, he never uttered a word. He would only mimic some animals noises in a specific pattern if he wanted to attract their attention. At the beginning of their servitude, when one of them would raise their voice during a hunt, later in a camp would he would get whipped. As many strikes as many words they uttered. A very good method of teaching – after two days, they learned to communicate with single words, after a week, only signs, gestures, nods and also cries of animals repeated in a pattern. After that week their teachers for the first and last time praised them “Maybe you ain’t that shit after all, and at the end of your lives we could make you at least a mediocre hunters”.

 

They kept getting closer. In the middle of clearing the old goblin was lying on the ground. His leg was trapped in snares and he was holding his side – there he was holding his wound that kept on bleeding slowly.

 

-          “Master!” they yelled before rushing to help him. They were already in the middle of the field when he yelled at them

 

-          “YOU WITLESS MORONS! You see me wounded left on the plain sight and you rush in!? It’s a trap, you sons of sows!”

 

Before he ended the sentence a whistling sound crossed the air before the arrow ended perfectly in the middle of the corpus of one of the gobs.

 

-          “That whore is using my bow!” wounded goblin cursed

 

-          “Who is that? Teacher? How many of them?” they yelled once they dropped on the ground. This way they were much more difficult targets to shot.

 

-          “Alone! Human sow! But damn me if she doesn’t know how to use that dagger, I almost want to take her as a student! At least she knows what she is doing, unlike you, brainless worms!”

 

Even on a deathbed, even bleeding while his students were about to get killed, he would keep on insulting them.

 

She appeared on the edge of the clearing. Covered in mud, small, petite girl with a dagger by her belt and bow in her arms. One arrow was already put on the chord, only needing to be pulled before shooting, she kept two more arrows in her mouth.

 

She aimed and released the arrow aiming at the ground were one of the gobs was hiding, he rolled to the side avoiding the projectile.

 

Then, his companion raised up and started running toward the girl. When she aimed in his direction he dropped on the ground hiding in thick grass. That was an idea!

 

He did the same. Jumped up, ran for three or four meters before dropping on the ground before she managed to aim in his direction. Once he felt on the ground, his companion repeated the action. This way they kept getting closer and closer while still being almost untargetable.

 

Another arrow flew over their heads, she had only one remaining! And atop of it - they were only six or so meters away! That was it! They have to act now otherwise, she would run into the forest. The second goblin let out owl’s sound in a pattern – Going in, need assistance.

 

One of them would most likely die, or be heavily wounded at least, but they risked much more. He answered with the same cry.

 

At the same moment, they jumped up and started running toward the girl from different sides. Yet she didn’t do anything. She was just standing still supporting her body on a primitive bow, with an arrow in her other hand. She didn’t pull the chord. She didn’t aim. She was just looking at them with pity.

 

This damn human! Mocking them even now!? Oh, they would take their time with her!

And then, both of them, at the same time, lost the ground under their feet. They felt into two holes that were masked with leaves and branches, holes weren’t deep, they could easily jump off them… but, what stopped them from doing so were sharpened sticks at the bottom of the holes. The holes, even though they were merely one meter or less tall, were filled with half-meter long tools of death – they ran into them with the whole momentum of charging attack.

 

His companion died on the spot, he wasn’t that lucky. All the sticks missed most of the vitals spots, only one pierced his liver through. Liver. Fucking liver. Not lungs, not heart, that would bring him swift death, but liver. He would by dying from minutes, to even an hour. His limbs were massacred too, he couldn’t even end his misery.

 

Girl checked the first hole, and after noticing that the third goblin was already not breathing, moved to him.

 

-          “I am so sorry. So sorry. Let me ease your pain…” his clouded with pain mind didn’t register the words. Bah, even if he did, he wouldn’t understand them. The only thing he noticed was that soon after that, the pain ended.

 

What he embraced was warm nothingness. Like a warm dream.

 

Then, the girl walked toward wounded goblin in the middle of the clearing.

 

-          “I am so sorry. What I did to you wan inhuman. I used you as a bait, making you suffer for hours. I really am so terribly sorry!”

 

This goblin also didn’t understand common speech.  He only knew few words - “stop” “I beg you” “please, kill me” these were the words that the humans were repeating over and over again, he learned them pretty much against his will, not that he didn’t enjoy that.

 

-          “Cut the crap, sow. You won. You are better. My life and body is your plaything, that’s the rule of the hunters – what you hunt belong to you. So just do what you have to do. Torture me, cut my genitals off, whatever. That’s what I was doing with my preys.”

 

He said that in snarling, growling speech, so neither Elana understood what he was saying.

 

She only brought her dagger to his chest and positioned it perfectly between his ribs so she could deliver a swift strike.

 

-          “Mercy? You show me mercy?...” the goblin’s eyes bulged in surprise “… how dare you… HOW DARE YOU DISHONORING ME LIKE THAT?! LIFE IS MYSERY! LIFE IS WAR! THE LIFE IS HUNT! Strong devours weak! Smart outplays dumb! That’s how this world works! Every animal – wolf, bear, griffin – feasts on still-living bodies of those they hunted down! It’s the last act of honor to Kha’li! To die the same way you were born! Screaming and kicking the sides! Don’t you dare to humiliate me like that! Don’t you dare to just kill me! Make it last! Force the pain into my soul before you would send me to the hunting fields of Mother Earth! Don’t you…”

 

But his screams ended now. What he saw was a beautiful, sorrowful smile on girl's face covered in tears.

 

He died in completely different way he was living. For the first time in his life, he felt that someone, even if only for a few seconds, cared for him. That in those last moments of his life he truly was not alone.

 

… Not that bad end, not bad, indeed.

 

            

    
        Chapter 363

    
    
    
    
                The following day – afternoon. The goblin’s lord was sitting with an emotionless expression. The goblin that was supposed to bring meat from one of hunting outposts came empty-handed. He said that outpost was empty – only a fireplace with cold ashes and rabbit’s bones. Hunters were not there, neither was food. Their equipment was missing too, so the gob reached the conclusion that they did not come back yet from hunting.

But, it was simply wrong. At least one person was always supposed to be in camp – exactly for the sake of spreading information. The lord could demand the whole outpost to return to the nest as fast as it was only possible. Goblins couldn’t read nor write, so the only way they could deliver their orders was via direct conversation. He knew that, the veteran that was a leader of that hunting group knew that…

… So what happened?

The messenger stayed in the camp for two hours, but after no one came back, he decided to return and report it. And he did very well! If he would get some silly ideas about looking for them, he would risk not returning himself. Not that Lord cared about single gob’s life, putting it simply – dead gobs can’t bring the report back.

Of course, he decided to send yet another group into that location. He has to know what happened. Were hunters attacked by the same creature that killed harvesters and patrolling groups?

For the terrifying rage of Khai’li! What was happening!?

He took control of his tribe over a year ago. Five months ago he subordinated another tribe by killing his rival. Three months ago they almost completely drained resources from their homeland and two months ago they decided to relocate. For a month they were traveling, mostly at nights and traveling through the forests, for if such a big horde was to be spotted by humans, they would be dealt with immediately. No one likes traveling tribes of green skins.

For a month their life became much better. The forest was thick and located far away from bigger settlements and traveling routes. They could do whatever they wanted, the forest was deprived of any magical or intellectual predators. Just lots of animals – that’s it. Until now.

The thing that killed harvesters was intelligent and good with its hands – in the end, it builds traps.

But why was it attacking them? It wasn’t taking bodies with itself, so it didn’t consider them as a lower link in food-chain. It didn’t torture them and the traps were made to deliver the fastest death – so it wasn’t looking for vengeance nor pleasure of the act of violence.

It was just methodically bleeding them out. Attacking where they did not suspect to be attacked. Like cutting branches of the tree before chopping it down in one go.

The question remained – where would it attack now? He decided to send manpower to every outpost, group and squad located outside of the nest. Whenever it would attack now – it would meet heavy resista…

By Kha’li!

He sent his men everywhere. EVERYWHERE… left barely anyone to protect nest itself… He was so foolish. Even goblins had a way of acquiring honey from wild bees – one goblin would enrage the nest making all the bees attack him before he would start running toward the river to hide from them, and once the nest would be empty, his companions would crack the nest open…

In this particular situation… were they bees?

As if proving his thoughts - a loud noise could be heard from the other side of the settlement, as if lighting hit the ground causing the earth to shake. He bolted outside from his tent, and what he saw made his heart froze.

Lots of dust was still covering his vision, but what he did notice was that the dust was rising around their smithery and tools storage. Most of their utility rooms were packed in the cave – their food storage, their offspring pits… but the cave wasn’t big enough, so they were forced to build several “facilities” outside of it, right under the wall of the mountain.

All the hunters and patrolling groups were outside of the nest looking for the new enemy, there was no one left to look around the nest itself!

For the rage of Kha’li! There was still over forty goblins in here! Who would just storm in to wreak havoc? And how?!

Once the dust settled down they could see the smithery and storage room – or, what left of these. Younger shaman quickly approached ruins and sniffed loudly with his nose.

-  “Ashwood…” he mumbled under his nose.

-  “You said that in such a tone as if I was supposed to know what the hell it is.” Lord didn’t yell. His shamans were not ordinal gobs that required shouts, screams or whip to keep doing their duties.

 -  “We are using its bark in rituals. Very flammable, it leaves very specific smell…” indeed, when he mentioned that he could smell some weird <flavor> in the air. It was very unpleasant, almost scratching his throat from the inside “… in small doses, you can set even wet branches on fire, or cast evil spirits away… in bigger doses…” He just pointed toward scenery of destruction

 -  “… it could be a very handy weapon… why aren’t we using it?”

 -  “It’s chaotic. Unpredictable. No humans nor elves are using it either. Instead, they are using something that they call dragon’s oil – made by dwarves. Cheaper, easier to store. Easier to control… This… only madman would use it.”

 -  “Why?”

 -  “The ashwood has to be… alive. Wet. Once you cut it off the tree it starts drying off very quickly. Once it’s completely dry… it burns. And if lots of it is stacked tightly together… You see, it starts burning from the deepest part – from core, center. It starts spreading, pushing its structure apart… have you ever played with fish bladder as a child?”

 

Common toy of goblin’s kids. They would take internal organs of animals (usually those that they couldn’t eat) and turn them into single-use toys. They would fill them with water until it would pop from within caused by pressure. Goblins had no respect for any part of once-living beings.

 

Goblin’s lord only nodded with his head

 -  “It’s the same mechanism. The heat pushes it further and further until it eventually breaks. But, once it breaks it’s not water that splashed in all directions…”

 -  “But fire. Fire under pressure.”

 -  “If you want to stop it from burning – or exploding – you have to keep wetting it. Otherwise…”

 -  “What do you think about it?”

 -  “It’s definitely not a savage creature, sire. I heard about wild people living in the forests, perfect hunters, very skilled with the creation of traps… but, using ashwood… it knows alchemy… or, at least basic uses of rare and wild plants and trees. No savage could calculate nor plane this action so perfectly.”

 -  “How did ashwood ended in our storage room? So much of it atop of that?”

 -  “I… Don’t know, sire, there are many ways, it could come right before the dawn and throw it in… but its highly unlikely to happen. That creature is far too careful, no one ever saw it… at least didn’t live long enough to tell about it, risking like that is outside of its moves pattern… I would rather be suggesting that it drugged one of the workers that were gathering timber wood, and once he was sleeping it replaced his bag with ashwood – then our own gob would throw it into the storage… or it could be something completely different.”

 -  “Why did it attack the smithery? Up until now it was targeting vital groups far away from the nest. Low risk – high reward… now, it’s opposite…” smithery was just a lump of burned clay in which they heated up metal. They could rebuild it in a jiffy

 -  “… I don’t know, my liege. This creatures appears to always be one-two steps ahead of us. Or maybe it’s attacking completely at random? I… all my hypothesis are no longer valid. Sorry, my lord.”

 

The young shaman was working very hard for past few days and nights trying to find a patter between attacks – trying to deduce the new attack location.

 -  “Order to rebuild the smithery and storage room. Smithery should be ready by tomorrow, day after in worst-case scenario, don’t bother with the storage – we will just push few boards together – that will do… also, find all the goblins that brought materials to the nest in the past two days – ask if anyone them noticed something different, lost consciousness or left his bag unattended. If you would find the guilty – execute him.”

 -  “It will be done as you command, my lord.” Young shaman bowed his head.

 

The shaman would do it in a different way, but the words of the lord are absolute.

 

What the two of three “smartest goblins in the nest” failed to notice was that this particular action wasn’t as pointless as they believed. The loud explosion forced all nest’s habitants to drop their tasks and duties and gather around the ruins of craftsmen facility – facility that was located on the other side of the nest, leaving cave opening without protection. Each and every goblin was busy with saving every remaining material that wasn’t completely destroyed. Because of that, they failed to notice a tiny shadow entering the deepest part of the nest – the cave in which their offspring was usually living (right now running across the destruction site), their food supplies were placed and slaves were chained.

 

It was the food that Elana targeted – or, to be precise – their primitive water tank. She wasn’t an alchemist, but Mr. Zariel would every now and then talk about alchemy – showing plants and telling how to prepare some more or less complex potions. And, because it was Mr. Zariel speaking – El was literally devouring knowledge. She spend hours walking over the forest picking the most toxic herbs – those that he told her to even avoid touching. She had all the time needed to locate the tank and throw the entire bag of herbs inside of it. It would take some time for plants to spread their juices into the water, but it didn’t matter. El was a rouge. Someone that was less than a shadow. 

In her mind, the game of chess kept on being played. The queen was taken down. King is in check.

Your move.

            

    
        Chapter 364

    
    
    
    
                The situation in the tribe was terrible. The food supplies were growing shorter with every day passing by, even more, because of the appearance of the unknown predator the mood of his underling began to change. He needed to act. Immediately. Spark the fire in their hearts. Raise their morales… or do literally anything to keep their attention away from the condition of the nest.

This is why he ordered a feast this night. Lots of drinking, lots of eating, lots of… playing with their slaves. All of that usually means that they would start preparing for another raid. This was the case as well. The Lord had to improve the situation of the nest. If the raid would succeed, they would gain lots of food which would allow them to survive another week, or two, or month. If the raid would end with fiasco – they would lose lots of people – the people they would otherwise have to feed. Oh, but in such attack, they would lose warriors, hunters and other useful for the nest skilled goblins, right?

No, not if he would claim it to be a test for all lesser-in-hierarchy goblins – a chance to boost their position. Harvesters were pretty much useless for the tribe right now, most of the nearest grounds were already cleaned to the last berry and mushroom. Eventually, they would have to relocate the nest.

But for now, they were ballast, even worse than their still not matured offspring, for between them there still may be some individuals with potential.

He could already hear the war drums being played. Four goblins covered in tribal marks painted with white mud were hitting stretched goat skins with enthusiasm and passion.

The lord loved this music. He was born before the day of the raid while the same music was being played, he reached maturity at similar day, he killed his tribe chief while the drums were ringing.

These drums were his harbingers. This music was meant for him. He felt it under his skin, in his bones – sending an electrical shiver. His body wanted him to drop everything and join his brothers in this savage dance. To scream. To yell. To kill and praise the Khai’li. The one that blessed this word with green-plague. With orcs, ogres, trolls, goblins and such.

The day would come when the great chief would be born, unite them all and lead them through the world. Like a green wave…

But for now, they had to satisfy themselves with plundering the smallest villages of pigs and cows. What a disgrace!


	“My Lord…” the old shaman said from the entrance – he barely put his head inside the tend to deliver the message “… everything is ready.”



 


	“I will join you shortly.” He snarled pleased. One last time he looked at his bed, where a chained woman was glaring at him with pure hatred and disgust. It was that fierce one he chose to bear his offspring.



 

He walked toward her. Unlike the rest of the women in the nest, she didn’t run away, try hiding nor flinched. She maintained eye contact, didn’t even blink.

 

Then, he shifted his gaze on her belly. It was slightly puffed.


	“Apparently it won’t be long before our first child would be born…” he said in human speech, deeply pleased “… What a great, fertile sow you are. I did well by choosing you.”



 


	“I can’t wait for this day to come either, just so I could strangle these abominations before your eyes!” she spat on him.



 

With the top of his palm, he wiped off her saliva before hitting her with the same palm in the face. The strike was strong and brutal. He heard as her nose got broken. A small trail of blood started running on her face.

 

Again, not fear nor pain on her face. Magnificent! How wonderful will be a child born of such a woman? He already couldn’t wait for it. In just a week or two more, she will give birth. In a year the child will be mature. Ah, how much he wanted to start training it!

 

But, he had to be patient. For now, the feast.

 

He threw a plate with meat in front of her.

 


	“Eat. Your offspring has to be strong.”



 

He hissed before turning around and leaving.

 

In the moment he left the tent the drums stopped. Every gob stopped whatever he was doing and froze in respect and awe observing how their lord marched toward the throne. Wearing his ritual armor made of bones, covered in marks made of white paint and blood which contrasted so perfectly with his black skin.

 

He stopped in front of the throne erected on a high pedestal before he spread his arms above his head and roared.

 


	“Hear me out, brothers! Hear me out, hunters, warriors, craftsmen, and harvesters! Hear me out, proud sons of Khai’li! Hear me out, vermins, maggots, cutthroats, and scums! Tonight, as the moon shines, we feast! We drink! We celebrate! For tomorrow’s night, we shall fight! We shall burn! We shall kill, plunder and rape! We will reclaim what was meant to be ours before our bodies turned green! As in the day our hearts were pumping black blood! Sons of Gehenna! REJOICE!”



 

He sat down, but before he finally rested on his throne, the drums started singing the song of war, and almost hundreds of throats shrieked into the night. One of the goblins came running with a silver plate filled with meat and chalice. All stolen from one of the villages. He raised the mug and drunk the beer.

 

His eyes almost popped out.

 


	“What is this?!” he asked.



 


	“An ale, ma’lord?...” confused goblin asked “… we made it today with the water from the tank and herbs we were gathering since the last feast…”



 


	“Who made it?” his tone was calm



 


	“I…I did. Together with three brothers… but… It was me changing the receipt… if it’s not to your liking, please, I alone am to be punished!”



 


	“This is the best ale I tasted in my life. Be proud, brother, for your craftsmanship overshadows even old masters.”



 

Indeed, the taste was unique! So spicy in the throat, but with such delicate and long-lasting wonderful aftertaste… Oh, and it was strong. Really strong. He knew he would get drunk just with few mugs!

 

He bottomed the glass

 


	“Again!” he ordered



 


	“As you wish, my lord! In a jiffy, my lord!”



 

He didn’t know that the unique taste wasn’t just an effect of a quite skilled brewer, but mostly because of herbs that Elana added into the tank this morning.

 

The crowd was cheering, especially after they tasted the unique beer. Even those that were not supposed to drink ale that night (because of guarding duty), after hearing how wonderful it was, decided to drink a cup or two “just for taste”. Oh, but that accidental mixture gave the drink such a wonderful flavor, that no one stopped drinking after “one or two”.

 

The lord was delighted. The uneasy feeling and fatigue left his body. For the first time in months, he was truly relaxed. That’s how he imagined ruling when he was still a small gob – prosperity. Respect. Feasts. Easy life for everyone. Oh, how foolish he was back then. If he only knew how much work it was to lead a tribe, he would never kill the previous chief and just kept on living an easy, lacking responsibility life… No, he would kill him either way. The fool was incompetent.  

 

Weird. He almost never got drunk. At least not after three mugs! That was barely a starter!

 

Yet now, his body was so delightfully heavy… if he could only get back to his tent and lie in his bed with the woman he claimed. No, he couldn’t do that. If he would fall asleep somewhere near her she would try strangling him in his sleep. That was surely sad. He yearned for the warmth of her body.  Not forced. The touch of someone that would simply acknowledge his presence…

 

… yet, that was impossible. That would never happen. Because he was a hideous goblin. Despised creature. Enemy of every living being since the day of his birth…

 

If he only could live as something else… Something beautiful… Something loveable…

 

He opened his eyes, picked a dagger and dug it deep into his thigh. That somehow managed to bring a little bit of clarity to his still clouded brain.

 

Something was wrong! Terribly wrong! The ale was used to bring all the most savage instincts from the goblin’s heart. They would become unruly, wild, starting brawls and quarrels! It was a great thing – before a raid they had to get pumped up with all negative feelings they were keeping hidden during coexistence in the nest.

 

But now? What’s with this lazy groggy state? All of them were barely keeping balance, with stupid smiles over their faces. Few of them collapsed in the mud and the rest of them would just happily laugh at the clumsiness of their companions. He looked at his advisor – shaman also noticed that something was wrong, he drank barely one cup yet already was supporting his body on his staff. Maybe because of his old age?

 


	“My… My lord…” Shaman tried approaching lord, but suddenly an arrow would appear in his chest. Just like this.



 

His eyes would turn glassy before he collapsed on his face. The goblin’s lord quickly looked in the direction from which the arrow came. At the edge of the nest, a single girl was standing. Her once beautiful blonder hair were now glued together with dirt and sweat. She kept sending an arrow after an arrow at every goblin that could walk on his own. Killing from afar everyone that could posses any threat?

 

This soooow!!!

 

She wasn’t in a hurry, she took all the time she needed to aim before sending projectile that would end his brothers lives.

 

And she was… crying?

 

Quite quickly she ran out of arrows, then she picked a dagger that until now remained hidden by her belt, approached the nearest couple of goblins and quickly, precisely cut their throats of pierced their chests. One-strikes kills.

 

The goblins were actually laughing seeing her killing their drinking partners. Barely few were sober enough on their minds to understand what was happening, but they couldn’t fight back nor run away. When they tried to move too quickly, they would just end in the dirt, tangled in their own limbs.

 

Eventually, her dagger became red and slippery because of blood. She would wipe her hands into the grass and pick the weapon of one of the lying goblins to finish her deed.

 

Ten goblins, twelve… thirty.

 

She was just like Mortis, the Lady in Pale dress, picking each of her victims. So mercifully. So swiftly. There was no stopping to her.

 

The goblin’s lord was forced to watch as she was killing his entire tribe. Whole nest. Every and each of his brother was dying a pathetic, pointless death. With no glory. With no carnage. With no screams. Bah, with apologetic smiles on their faces.

 

He himself tried picking a blade, but his body didn’t have enough strength to raise it up.

 

Eventually, she reached the pedestal, she checked if the shaman was dead before approaching him.

 


	“Y-You soo…oow…” he managed to hiss in human’s speech



 


	“You killed so many. Raped so many… How can such a small body hold on so many sins… even now, in the moment of your end… You show no repentance… “ was she disgusted by him? Of course, every human was “… you poor, poor thing. What terrible things led you into having a life so full of violence?”



 

Wait. No disgust, but pity!?

 


	“It’s ok. It’s all fine now. Sleep well, sweet child. From now on, I will take care of your sins, so don’t be afraid… You can rest now… you can rest now…”



 

She raised his upper body and hugged him, letting his heavy because of toxins head on her small breasts. He could even feel her soft lips on his forehead.

 

This warmth… this delightful warmth. Everything he was dreaming about…

 

He felt as the dagger pierced his chest and heart. Because of toxin, he felt no pain. He noticed an act of his life ending, nothing more. Nothing else.

 

This night… wasn’t that bad, was it? Who knows, maybe he would be reborn one day? Maybe as something beautiful? As something cute and loveable? And maybe then he would meet the one that was bearing his offspring and would repay her for all the cruelty?

 

Maybe he…

 

M-Maybe…

 

May…

 

He closed his eyes. There was nothing more, but a warm, cozy nothingness.

 

Only Elana remained, overwhelmed with all the deaths she caused and sins she collected, cried aloud.

 

Teacher Elana said that killing would get easier with time. That she hesitated while she kept on killing her first victims, later it was getting easier and easier. First, she told herself she had to do it, then, that she liked doing it. Right now, she doesn’t pay attention if she kills a mosquito or baron.

 

Elana killed around hundred of beings tonight. The hundred one was just as difficult as the first.

            

    
        Fast note (fret not, chapter will appear tomorrow)

    
    
    
    
                Ok. First things first - I consider the poll to be shut down as I speak with a score of 144 votes. Last option (symbiont) won with a score of 27.78%. On second place was option 1 (underling) with 27.08%. 

I love democracy.

Now, to less important issues, lately I was less active because one - i found a new job; and two - I will have surgery tomorrow. Because of that, I was fairly busy. I started writing new chap hoping i could post it, but unfortunately recent events kinda exhausted me. If tomorrow no chapter would appear, consider me dead.

Jk, the surgery is supposed to be easy. Un-fuck-able or something. Still, it's a tumor, so you never know. 

That's all from most recent news on my part. 

Ah, also, so you would not be alarmed. I plan on making another notification and then put it at the beginning of the story - just because i am growing tired of dumb fucks that can't read and keep bitching that first chapters have "Bad grammah"

For fuck sake. It's said in story synopsis. Yet these bastards keep trashing my mailbox drawing my attention away.

I would like you to wish me luck, but i don;t want to jinx it, so i won't. see u tomorrow

            

    
        Authors health status, spoiler : i lived 

    
    
    
    
                Ok. So the surgery wasn't as easy as it was supposed to be. In the middle of it it appeared to be something else, nastier. 

I thought I would manage to write smth today, but i was told to lie down in hospital for observation.

Sorry for inconvenience, will have to focus on not dying in Few nearest hours. Once i would get out of here, i d write some shit. Till then make me some cookies cuz im hungry.

Cheers

And ofc 500 characters restriction. Don't mind the following :

Wkwkwkwkwkewkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwkwk

            

    
        Chapter 365

    
    
    
    
                After getting rid of the entire tribe of goblins, and once she stopped crying, Elana quickly checked on the enslaved women. Of four women one was dead, two were lying like lifeless vessels, still breathing but not reacting to any form of contact. Only the one that was taken by Lord himself appeared to be more or less sane on her mind. Dirty, bruised, with hairs in a mess. When she saw Elana entering the tent, she spat in her direction mistaking her for another goblin because of mud and the dirt that was covering her whole body, only after she took a second glance she would freeze, her lip would start trembling before she would burst into the loud cry.

She was thinking that she has finally lost her sanity. In the end, she spent days in slavery. No one came to save her. No one was supposed to. The tribe appeared long time ago, they have sent a message asking for help, but they knew that they were <low priority> settlement. She already lost hope to be rescued.

And then she came. A petite girl. Much younger and smaller. Covered in blood and tears, but once their eyes met, she smiled shyly, as if saying "everything is going to be all right now".

Small rogue escorted rescued girls to the village. Field workers spotted them from afar. Few people yelled; few people shouted, and very quickly a small crowd began to form at the edge of the village. At first, they were whispering, but the closer Elana and rest of the girl would get the louder they would start cheering. Few would start running toward them, mostly family members of kidnapped women to check on their conditions.

The effects of potions that Elana was drugging herself with were quickly wearing off, she could feel the fatigue coming back to her, multiplied.

With a gentle smile, she would accept blessings and thanks of the people, still, all these kind words made her slightly uncomfortable. People would hug her and shake her hand.

She did her best to sneak away, and after a few minutes (and thanks to the tricks that Aiele showed her), she managed to do so. She moved toward the elder’s house, just so she could inform about finishing her job… and to ask if she could take a bath and rest for the day. She was exhausted, almost collapsing.  Much to her surprise, she noticed that the door was open and the voices of a few people having a conversation could be heard from inside.

She actually wanted to wait in front of the house, simply because she was taught that disturbing conversation of two people was rude, but one of the voices called her in, the voice she knew really well.

 

-          “Hey! El! Brat! Why the hell are you standing out there like an erection!? Come on in, silly girl!”

 

-          “M-m-miss Aiele?!”

 

Her heart jumped to her throat in terror. She left the capital without anyone’s permission. She stole a quest from the guild. She made her teacher, that Mister Zariel personally asked to teach her, worry about her! She could already imagine cruel assassin preparing some nasty punishment for her!

Just as she was ordered – she entered the hut on trembling legs.

 

-          “Sister El!...” right after she made the first step in, some small, cuddly red-haired ball of love and affection hug her “… Are you all right?! Are you hurt!? They didn’t do to you anything bad, didn’t they!? IS THAT A SCRATCH!? ON YOUR FLAWLESS SKIN!? AIELE! BANDAGE! OR IT WILL LEAVE A SCA…”

 

Older woman hit Rus with a small wooden stick in the head

 

-          “Calm down, Russiwel. I was drinking yesterday and you are giving me a headache…. And as for you…” she looked in direction of blonde girl “… you have guts to keep me waiting! What took you so long!? You should have finished the quest in a day or two, instead, you kept on dancing with them or what?!”

 

-          “I-I-I…”

 

-          “Aj-Aj-Aj…” Aiele mocked her mimicking her crying tone “… tell that Ajajaj that she should grow the fuck up, you were taking the bloody quest! Even if you wanted to torture them, you should just finish your job as soon as possible!”

 

-          “T-that’s not what happened! I…”

 

-          “Do you see this girl, elder?...” her master faced the oldest in the village “… so nice and innocent, right? Who would have thought that she is one of the most skilled rogues in the guild? She slaughtered all these goblins completely alone, and still plays cute damsel.”

 

-          “A-alone? But there were… dozens, if not hundreds of them! And she said that…”

 

-          “… that rest of her team was waiting somewhere close? We are her team, she left us in capital without telling us where she was going. She needed to take some easier quest to distress herself. Nothing eases nerves as much as slaughtering weaklings, right, El?”

 

-          “T-t-that’s not true!”

 

-          “Terrifying…” the elder whispered “… even though I know how strong you are, even though we all witnessed your strength, you are pretending so well that I want to believe you and not the facts… so that’s the top’s rogue skills of deception! Miss Elana... No, Madame! I am so sorry for underestimating you… and I am so grateful that someone so skilled actually took care of our village even though the money we offered as compensation is so little and…”

 

-          “I-it’s fine! It’s totally fine! No need to thank me! I-I-I was just doing my job… And, and… miss Aiele is lying, I am not that good! I am still just a student and…”

 

-          “Just a student? I beg your pardon, Madame, but I will not believe that! I have lived too long to be fooled just like that, not after I have seen clear evidence…” Aiele, that was looking in another direction was struggling not to burst in laugh “… but if that’s the information you want to spread, I will keep pretending I have no idea how strong you are… Once again… My deepest thanks…”

 

The old man, that could barely stand on his own, lowered his back in bow full of gratitude

 

-          “Thank you, for saving our village… and thank you for bringing our wives and daughter back. We owe you more than we could ever repay… If there would be anything you ever needed, please, tell us, we would do everything we could to grant your wishes….”

 

-          “T-then, if you wouldn’t mind…”

 

-          “But of course! What do you need? Weapon? Our blacksmith is quite skilled, so I am convinced he will make something to your liking? A suit? Our tailor is great, but we are lacking materials fitting someone on your position so…”

 

-          “A-a-a… a bath.”

 

-          “Excuse me?

 

-          “Bath. I want to clean myself… Everything would be sufficient, even a wooden basin.”

 

Everything was itching her. Dried mud covering her skin was cracking and falling off.

 

-          “To force you to withstand these inconveniences! Foolish me! At once, young lady! At once!”

 

The older man almost jumped off his hut trying to call a few villagers and order them preparing a fitting bath for their savior.

 

-          “That’s why I like simple people. Nobles will try making you feel as if they were doing you a favor of letting you deal with their problems. Merchants will try to avoid paying by manipulating the agreement…. But villagers, they would not only pay you everything they promised but also would treat you like a hero you are. You may even return to this village in a year, two, five or ten, and they will still remember you and treat you like a queen…”

 

Aiele’s tone softened

 

-          “Anyway, keep the details of your mission for later, we will discuss it tomorrow in the camp, don’t be afraid about guild either. I took care of it. I registered the three of us taking this quest together, so once we would return we would take the money, and after leaving it we would return to you every coin, just so nobody would get suspicious. El. Well done. Well done indeed.”

 

-          “A-aren’t you mad? I-I left just like that…”

 

-          “Girl, have you ever heard about reversed psychology? By discouraging you I made you do what I wanted. Well, I thought you would deal with some small goblins-bandit squad, not two tribe lead by the abomination, you got me there panicking a little, have to admit that…”

 

-          “And why were you lying about me being a skilled assassin?!”

 

-          “For the sake of these people. Now, they would believe that someone cared for them. How would you feel if your family and everyone you know was saved by a rookie that somehow managed to not die in vain? They would become skeptical, start thinking that nobody cares for them sending some weakling for help. Or, they would start thinking that monsters aren’t that dangerous if even alone rookie can kill a hundred goblins and once a new threat would appear, they could try their luck. And that would be a catastrophe. El, lies are just as powerful tool as daggers and bows, maybe even more.”

 

-          “But, it makes me feel bad.”

 

-          “I know, baby-girl, I know. But this time, this lie would only do good things. So please, bear with it for one day, till we would leave the village. Let those people rejoice. Feel treasured. Loved. Needed. Just for this one day.”

 

El only nodded. Still, it didn’t ease her mind. Quite the opposite. She reminded herself the priests that were “healing her”. They also were lying. They did that to enslave their whole family. The lie is powerful. The lie is terrible. Isn’t she, by lying, getting closer and closer to the same things that the church was doing?

 

She would never stop questioning this matter.

 





  

-          “This should be far enough.”

 

I said aloud once we reached a small valley bit south-west from the merchant’s city. It was a secluded location, far from… far from everything, actually. No hunting ground, no routes, no rivers. Nobody should be here, and nobody was. Perfect location for little interrogation…

 

I turned around on my feet and looked in direction of tiny boy… I was pretty much sure he was a boy. I mean, he’s still far too cute, as for a boy. Innocent smile, blue eyes, blonde hair, slightly tanned skin… so many contrasting features yet still making a beautiful picture.

 

He was standing upright, with his hands crossed behind his head, on his way, he picked a blade of grass and started chewing it. One could say – a defenseless cheerful child. That defenseless child slit the throat of a drunk man in the alley and swallowed him whole.  

 

-          “Now. I have a few questions. Who are you? What are you? And why are you? Answer in any order you like.” I asked more as a joke, just checking the ground on which I was about the step.

 

-          “I… don’t understand. Kim is Kim… And Kim is… Kim? And Kim is because Kim is! That’s it!”

 

-          “Good. So we have basis on most part figured out…” I was getting little sarcastical.

 

He was intelligent in terms of ability to gather and process information, but he was lacking know-how regarding this world functioning and questions regarding slightly philosophical nature are completely out of his brain reach.

 

-          “Let’s try different approach. What, is your name? What, is your quest? What, is the air speed velocity of a unladen swallow? No, wait, I already see you don’t understand what I mean.”

 

He is not an off-worlder either, at least not from my universe, that is.

 

-          “Let’s start from the start. What do you want?”

 

-          “Kim woke up when Kim was injured and hungry. And Kim knew he has to eat. To heal up. To survive. But something happened when Kim was eating. Kim was getting faster. Smarter. Stronger. Kim was becoming what Kim kept eating… and once Kim became really smart… Kim started wondering why Kim is who Kim is. And… Kim reached out with his… head?...”

 

-          “Mind?” I suggested

 

-          “… yes! Mind. And Kim… smelled? Heard?”

 

-          “Sensed?”

 

-          “Yes! Sensed big brother! Or is big brother big father? Or big…”

 

-          “That’s not important, is it?”

 

-          “It’s not!...” he agreed shocking his head “… what is important is that big brother and Kim are similar! Every animal has these that are similar to him. A pack. A herd. Hive or family. Or settlement! Kim didn’t have it, till now! Because Kim and brother are the same! Kim is no longer alone!”

 

He took a gentle, almost shy step toward me, and another one, and yet another, and once we were just inches apart, he put his head on my chest and purred.

 

Once our bodies touched, something spread through mine, as if electrical impulse. I was in him, and he was in me as if our nerves connected.

 

I felt him – he was so lost and confused, driven by nothing more but instincts and urges, most common, most basic. Hunt. Kill. Hide. Understand. Survive. Find. He was lacking any more constructed needs.  When human thinks <I want to eat>, he usually precises his need with <a steak, a cutlet, a salad> or whatever he likes to eat. But not him. He just wants to state hunger. Once he does, he would focus on the next most urgent need.

 

He was like a hollow machine in a vessel made of flesh.

 

-          “Amazing…!” he whispered “… Big brother is so… so…”

 

Apparently, just as I saw him, he has seen me. And because he appeared to be a less complex individual, he had to be overwhelmed but the quality and quantity of things that are “my drivers”.

 

I put my hand on his head and patted him slightly. I carried him away from the city because I was considering killing him. I had no idea how powerful he was, so we could cause quite a havoc.

 

But now…. But now…

 

I am no longer alone.

 

I was embraced by the feeling as if the suffocating burden was lifted off my chest and arms.

 

All this time, I was playing along with the rules of… of everyone! I was the one that was outcast. Loner. Irregular abomination. All this time I was the one pretending to be human. To hide my identity. To carefully chose who I should trust with my little secret with.

 

I loved Giselle, I really did, not only because she was so honest (straightforward and stupid) and “bit” (over) possessive – which actually made me feel in some twisted way treasured... but because she accepted me. That day when I started being interested in her she said “you are you, human, elf, monster, or whatever else. Your deeds are your deeds, so why should I care if you are something else?”. But now… there was another being which would accept me. Not because it could use me. Not because it was afraid of me.

 

But because it was just like me.

 

I was no longer alone! Can you imagine?!

 

-          “You said your name is Kim?...” I asked once again, even though he kept repeating his name in every possible way and time

 

-          “Yes. Kim is Kim? And a brother is...?”

 

-          “Zariel. You can call me just Zari, if you want. Listen, Kim. The world is complex. Difficult and ugly. Lots of people will try to outsmart and use you. You have to be vigilant… But fear not. I will teach you as much as I know… Then, you will decide what you want to do.”

 

I kept on gently patting his head.

 

-          “Papa will not tell me what to do?”

 

-          “No. I will teach you and let you decide. Otherwise, I would be no different from people I am trying to protect you from.”

 

He quickly blinked with his eyes a few times. He had no idea what I was talking about.

 

-          “Very well. Kim trusts big bro. Because bro and Kim are the same. Because Kim and bro are one.”

 

He was right. His essence came from me, I smelled it, sensed it, felt it. He could become a great partner in the future.

 

Oh, I also knew how much troubles he would cause me… yet somehow, for the first time, I was not annoyed by the perspective of troubles. Quite the opposite, I was anticipating it.

Oh, what will Giselle say? I bet she will be overjoyed! I would better start looking for medicines for my wounds...

 

            

    
        Chapter 366

    
    
    
    
                Kim attacked me from the side using hand equipped with wolf’s like paw. I blocked it almost effortlessly, not because his attack was slow or weak – no, quite the opposite, the movement was a blur that only most experienced warriors could see. The only reason I managed to do block the strike was that his attacks were very easy to predict.

 


	“Good speed, but you are attacking in a patter! Try something like this!”



 

Smiling I took over the initiative. I attacked from left, then right, then left again, gathered some distance and repeated the sequence. Left-right-left. Did that once again, just to change the pattern slightly. I attacked from left, right…

And then quickly gathered a distance to kick him in the stomach. He didn’t manage to avoid it nor block. He landed on the ground.

 


	“Are you all right?” I came to him offering my hand for support.



 

He accepted it with gratitude.

 

We were already in the place where no one could see us, so I decided to check his battle potential. In the end, he already proved to be quite a dangerous creature, at least for some drunkard in the back alleys.

 


	“Big bro is too strong!” he pouted, just like a child would



 


	“Remember that I live longer than you. Because of that, I have seen more battles than you and thus I am simply a more experienced warrior. But fear not, with time comes experience. One day you would be as strong as I am now.”



 


	“Really!?”



 

His eyes shined

 


	“Yes, but then I will be as strong as dragons!” I messed his hair with a huge smile plastered to my face.



 


	“Not fair. Zari cheats.”



 


	“What do you mean that I cheat?! I have been working really hard, you know!”



 


	“Zari. Cheats.”



 


	“Ok. I will give you one last chance to appolo…”



 


	“Cheats.”



 


	“Ok. Fine. You asked for it. I will give you a handicap. Charge at me with everything you got. I will stay in human form. If you would land a single attack on me, it would be your victory.”



 


	“Really?”



 


	“Sure.”



 

His eyes burned with passion. Beast or not, he was just recently born and his mind is still that of a child. He loved winning for the pure sake of winning, handicapped or not.

 

Poor fella has no idea I am about to pulverize him into the dirt.

 


	“Here I come! BIG BROTHER!”



 

While saying so he dropped on all four and morphed into some cat-wolf hybrid. His muscles bulged, his eyes narrowed, his whole body tensed. And then he bolted onward turning into a blur.

 

Almost in an instant, he managed to shorten the distance between us. He prepared to jump on me extending his claws… Yet, in a split of the second, he dug his feet in the ground stopping his charge. His claws left long scratching mark on the ground about two meters long when he finally stopped in front of me, with nothing but a distance of two arms between us.

 


	“Something wrong, Kim?” I asked innocently



 

The fur that was covering his body bristled as if electroshocked. His eyes were opened wide as if he himself didn’t understand why he stopped.

 

He quickly jumped back, picked a pebble from the ground and threw it on the ground in front of me.

 

The pressure of the stone activated the fire rune I placed on the ground when Kim was too busy pouting and calling me a cheater. Flames that erupted weren’t really tall of focused but emitted quite a powerful shockwave of hot air. If Kim was to walk into it, or even better – run into it – he would be flying a few meters up.

 


	“Nice instincts.” I praised him “… now, will you continue?”



 

He appeared to be completely lost, having no idea what has just happened. Apparently, he had no knowledge regarding what magic is.

 

He kept looking both at me and at the scorched ground, yet after a few seconds, he regained his composure, shook his head to the side and started running in circles around me looking for openings.

 

I was full of them, I was just casually standing with one hand in my pocket and the other on my waist, had even my eyes closed. Yet, in reality, I have entered the meditation state. My mind was filled with the magical vision of the nearest area. To me, Kim was burning like a small sun with his powerful life essence.

 

He jumped from my back targeting my neck, yet before he managed to reach me, from under his feet a tall thickset of rapidly growing trees emerged. In very last moment he managed to rotate in the air, land on the still-growing tree vertically with all his limbs and jump away with a backflip. Yet I was just starting. Again and again the trees and vines kept sprouting from the ground in rapid succession like phantom hands trying to catch him, and again and again, he was forced to keep jumping away in a desperate escape.

 


	“What’s wrong, Kim? You were supposed to attack me, yet now you are standing even further than before!” I mocked him



 

The frustration bloomed on his face.

 

I considered playtime to be over. I turned in his direction and started walking toward him raising my hands in the air.

 


	“I pray to thy, celestial rages, Written on Codex endless pages,
 Be bound to my will and hear my command,
 Spread my will upon this wild land!



 

Joined spell: Infernal Eden!”

 

I channeled my powers into this single spell. With every passing second, I felt as my mana resources were being drained in an awful tempo. This spell was, in its current state, wasteful.  The damages it caused were relatively low and could be quite easily put down by every other mage. This spell was good for only one purpose – villages burning. Unfortunately, until now, I didn’t have too many opportunities to see it doing its deed.

 

The flowers and trees started growing all around the valley, creating an orb-like structure which trapped us inside. Then, in a single moment, it all was set ablaze. Everything near the edges would burn to the ground – if you would try to physically escape by cutting your way through the palisade of trees – you would be turned into the ashes, if you would try saving yourself in the center, you would be suffocated by the lack of oxygen which was burned by raging inferno. Kim acted like every animal would do, he started running away from flames, looking in all directions for a possible hideout. Eventually, he morphed once again into some mole-like creature and started rapidly digging a hole.

 

Great, another way you could escape this mana-inefficient spell. Digging your own bloody tunnel away.

 

Yet, before Kim could actually dig himself into freedom, I dispelled the structure of the spell. Flames ceased in the instance and trees suddenly deprived of mana which forced it growth collapsed.

 

Kim let his head out of the whole scouting the area surprised by the flames that disappeared as rapidly as they appeared.

 


	“Oh, I am sorry, Kim, did I scare you?”



 

I could have overdone it a little while showing which one of us was an alpha. Poor thing was actually trembling

 


	“Now, there-there. Everything is all right now, isn’t it? Come here.”



 

Instantly he became quite obedient approaching me on trembling legs.

 


	“B-big brother, what was that?”



 


	“Magic.”



 


	“What is Magic?”



 


	“You see, there are many kinds of powers. That of the muscles is just one of them. There is also the power of mind and will. Some skilled or blessed individuals can bound the world to their will using just their thoughts. We call them magicians. Warlocks. Wizards. Witches. Shamans and so on. Each of them specializes in bit different branch of magic. Just like animals – some are using fangs, some claws, wings or venom. Magicians may bound to their will elements, light, and darkness or even nature itself. I specialize myself in flame and nature, it takes a bit more focus to manipulate darkness. I could also order the water, wind, and earth if I would focus hard, but the effects wouldn’t be nearly as impressive as what you saw just now.”



 

His eyes opened wide

 


	“The higher is the intelligence of the race the higher number of mages in the society. This is also one of the reasons humans, elves and other races managed to seize control over the world even though they are physically weaker than bears or other beasts. Of course, you can’t keep on casting magic forever. It drains your power, just like every physical activity.”



 


	“Can I… Can I use magic too?”



 

I have seen in his body. Unfortunately, he didn’t have even a single mana vein. He got my DNA – my genotype. And I was not born blessed with magic. I got it via class-picking. If he wanted to obtain the same gift, he would have to go through either intensive training of mediation – which could take even many years or via terrifying magic-related stress, like almost drowning in a mana-infested lake. Of course, the last one could just overload his nervous system which would end his life or force him into a vegetative state.

 


	“Maybe one day, if you would get much, much smarter. I will try to teach you but pay in mind it makes takes lots of time. Like really, lots of it.”



 

His eyes shined in anticipation.

 


	“I can’t wait to…” his stomach grumbled



 


	“… have dinner?” I ended for him



 

He actually blushed and covered his belly.

 


	“Kim doesn’t have to eat! Kim can fast for months! It’s just Kim’s body reaction to…” another grumble



 

We could indeed refrain from eating. We can feast with no end, for the food we devour is being turned into pure, raw power which later circulates in our body. Our regeneration was naturally boosted and so was each of our senses. Once our body starts lacking the food, it can take some of the power to use as a raw fuel.

 

In other words – we could eat hundreds of meals in a single day and then not be forced to eat for hundreds of days… but our stomach would remain empty and kept on demanding food. In a painful way.

 


	“Or we could just get back to the city and eat some delicious smoked pork.”



 


	“W-w-what is smoked pork?!”



 


	“It’s quite delicious cooked meat of a pig….”



 


	“COOKED! Terrible! Pointless! No essence!”



 


	“… which tastes truly divine.”



 

For a second he was taken aback

 


	“Kim may reconsider eating this pointless meal.”



 


	“Good. Care to join me?”



 

He nodded

 


	“That’s a good boy!”



 

Look how cute he is! Like a puppy!

 

Before we faced toward the city, a notification appeared in the corner of my vision.

 




	Your [Fire Magic] skill has leveled up. [Fire Magic] is now [level 12]



	
The overall [mana-cost] spell of [Fire] related spell is being reduced 

Your [Fire] related spell's effects will be increased

New [Spell/s] is/are being added: [Hellfang]

Your spell [Coat of Imp] has a new form: [Coat of Heilling]








 

Finally, one could say. After level 10 it became simply painful to master these skills. I would also have to spend some time grinding a few levels with other abilities. That's the purpose of this little journey god damn it! Once we would find sufficient location for training, Gis would surely give a good work out.

My training starts todaa…. Tomorrow. Today I will spoil Kim and annoy Giselle. Just a little thought. Let's consider it the last day of my vacation, shall we?
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                As we were getting closer to the city I would start wondering how should I deal with one specific problem. With Kim, to be precise. First things first – he was just like me, just a little bit dumbeee… less clever. I would love to keep his existence a secret from all the parties… but then again. I have to keep him close. By keeping him close I mean near or even at the guild. And that means that with a day or two of delay everyone would learn that a new kid appeared among adventurers. In the very guild that recently stopped recruitment due to a problem with nobles. And that this kid has some relationship with Zariel the Raven, the alchemist, the political tool, the freak.

And very quickly few “friendly” individuals would appear trying to help him out with most basic activities, in the meantime asking about his connections with me. I was out of “good options”, for there was literally no way of protecting him from every possible political interaction, because of that I was forced to chose a “lesser evil”. Or, speaking bluntly, I will just keep my pup close to me and bark at everyone that would come too close.

But, how will I explain this to Giselle? I decided to do the same thing that every grown-up male would do while confronting his mad girlfriend. I was about to hide Kim from her as long as possible, lie and postpone delivering this information for as long as I could. In the end, that’s what adults do while dealing with problems! Run away from it or pretend it does not exist! 

We stopped in front of a guild. Before entering, I turned around and faced Kim.

 


	“Do you remember what did I tell you?”



 


	“Don’t talk with strangers, pay attention to those asking too many questions and that I should be informing you about every suspicious person.”



 

He ended.

 


	“… Aaaand?” He missed one tiny detail



 


	“Don’t kill people.”



 


	“Good boy.” I messed his hair with my hand. He accepted petting with a soft smile “… now, remember the plan?”



 


	“Biiig brooo! I don’t wanna! I feel bad in closed spaces!”



 


	“It’s temporary. Just a few minutes, can you do this for me?”



 


	“I guess…” he wasn’t happy about the thing that was coming next.



 

In front of him, there was standing a barrel, big enough to fit a small person in it. Guess why I mentioned that fact? Of course, because I was about to smuggle him in.

 

With groans and snarls of displeasure, he eventually fit inside. Seconds after that I raised the barrel of the ground and walk into the guild entrance on the back alley. I said my greetings to a few staff workers, avoided a few adventurers that tried gaining my favor by licking my butt, and finally reached the reception desk.

 


	“Hi. I would like to rent another room. Can be small, not too small and…”



 


	“Why? Is something wrong with the one you are occupying with lady Redwing?”



 


	“No, it’s fine, I just need a small storage room to…”



 


	“The guild has its own storage, you are free to use it, just have to tag everything you would deposit or withdr….” The time was important



 


	“For fuck sake! Woman! Let me put it in simpler words! ME want ROOM! For one person. One bed. One table. Me posses money! Me give you money. You give me key. No storage! No deposit! ROOM!”



 

Kim twitched in the barrel, unfortunately, the movement was noticed by the worker.

 


	“Sir, did you bring in some dangerous animal? You will have to report it and sign the document saying that you take full responsibility for any damage that this creature would cause and…”



 

She was just doing her job. Following the procedure. I knew that - I have lots of respect to the people working in customer service… but….

 


	“I. Beg. You. I will sign everything. I will tag everything. I will walk it on a fucking leash, feed thrice a day and clean poop in case it leaves it on the corridor… but I am a little time-sensitive so could you…”



 


	“ZARI!...” I heard a roar from the corridor behind me. Literally a roar.



                                                                                                        


	“Never mind. Too late.”



 


	“YOU LEFT US ALONE AT THE CAFETERIA! While you were away a chandelier in inn section fell off the ceiling, poor Blanka almost died of cardiac arrest! AND YOU THINK WE WILL BE COOL ONLY BECAUSE YOU PAID FOR DRINKS AND COLOSSAL RAW STEAK?! “ Giselle was marching toward me at a fast pace “…We indeed are, it was delicious. Feel free to vanish more often, I would just love to know where are you going, you know, in case you were kidnapped again.”



 

Perfect. She is in a good mood.

 


	“Come on, join us Zari! We are really having a blast!... I mean, Lana and I do, because Blanka keeps sitting in a corner watching every chandelier with suspicion asking when you would return…”



 

She grabbed my arm with intentions of dragging me to the table they were sitting at.

 


	“I would love to, but I have to deal with one last thing, I will come in a few minutes! I promise! I just have to…. Carry. Thing.”



 

Her gaze fell upon the barrel.

 


	“What is in it? Definitely not alcohol, the prices in guild tavern are ridiculously low, so buying it elsewhere would be pointless…”



 

SINCE WHEN ARE YOU THIS INTELLIGENT?! HA?!

 


	“I believe Mr. Zariel brought some dangerous animal in…” staff worker said without being asked



 


	“I believe Madame Receptionist SHOULD NOT OPEN HER FUCKING MOUTH NOT ASKED!”



 

Great. I am yelling at a minimal wage worker. A moment or two and I will ask to see a manager. What have I become? Later I will apologize her, yet lecture to not interfere in other people business.

 


	“And what’s the problem?” Gis asked, “… if he took it, he took it, I am more than sure that whole guild of skilled monster hunters could deal with it once it would go on rampage…”



 


	“I… this is… I…” receptionist forgot tongue in her mouth.



 

Giselle over talked someone! With valid arguments! The world must be ending…

 


	“Ok. We are taking it in. I guess our room would be sufficient until you would prepare a separate room, would it?”



 


	“I… I guess…” the lady behind the counter became awfully submissive in Gis’s presence.



 


	“It’s settled then!” She raised the barrel off the ground.



 


	“Hey! What are you doing?!” I tried protesting



 


	“Just helping you out! You did plenty already, so just take it easy and rest so…”



 

Wait, wait, wait…

 


	“Who are you and what did you do to Giselle?”



 


	“Ha-ha. Very funny… I was talking with the girls quite a lot and… you know… Lana said I should appreciate you from time to time… So I am doing it. Right now. Feel appreciated already!? It’s getting on my nerves!”



 

Now, she finally sounds a bit more Giselle-ish.

 


	“Thanks, love, but I can carry it myself…”



 


	“I don’t want to even hear about it!”



 

THIS STUPID STUBBORN DONKEY!  

 

Nonetheless, I was forced to let her carry the barrel to our room on the higher floor. Of course, she wouldn’t be herself if she wouldn’t hit every possible corner with the barrel. Poor Kim, hang in there, kid!

 

Eventually, we managed to get to our room, where Gis would gently… SLAM THE BARREL ON THE GROUND

 


	“Phew! Finally here! Now, what is inside!...”



 

She stretched her hand toward the lid.

 


	“GISELLE DON’T!...” she froze in space stopped by her instincts and muscle memory. “… I would really appreciate if you would not open it.”



 


	“Why? What’s in it?”



 

Crap. Crap crap crap. Think, Zari, think! She is overly nosy, if I would pick her interest or try discouraging her from opening the barrel, she would definitely open it.

 


	“Something I will show you later… It’s just…” her eyes widened, her tail twitched excitedly.



 

NO GOOD! I REPEAT “NO GOOD”! It picked her interest even more! Abandon thread! I repeat abandon…

 

No, wait! Never retreat! Counterattack!

 


	“You were talking about appreciating me, weren’t you!? Appreciation is a form of respect, and I would really like you to respect that ONE thing I ask you to do. Or actually, not-to-do. Gis, please, I will tell and show you everything. All I ask you for is a little bit of time. You see, this matter is difficult for me too. I need to calm down, gather my thoughts. Once I would know how to deal with it, you will be the first person I would inform. I am not asking for gods-only-know how long, just a few days, bah! Maybe hours!”



 

She was slowly claiming down, with uneasy expression, but still.  She was about to let go.

 

But then, Kim sneezed.

 


	“Zari… that wasn't sneezing of an animal.”



 


	“Giselle. Please. You already heard what I wanted you to hear. If you could just…”



 

But she couldn’t. During my monologue, she sat on the bed. Now, she raised up.

 


	“… Giselle?...”



 

She turned toward the barrel.

 


	“… Giselle, don’t!”



 

And started walking to it.

 


	“… Giselle, you will jump into the wrong conclusion! AGAIN!”



 

And opened the lit. Kim’s head popped out “phewing” almost drunk with fresh air.

 

And then he looked at Giselle. And Giselle looked at Kim. And Kim looked at me, so I answered his gaze with mine as if telling him “everything is fine, she is not an enemy”

 

Gis looked at me with confusion, I answered her with “don’t even ask” stare and sigh.

 

And then Kim and Gis gazed back at each other.

 


	“Zariel Whiteraven. I formally request information regarding our current situation.” Giselle did her best to remain calm.



 


	“Papa. Who is that huge woman?”



 


	“Who are you calling huge!!! WAIT!? PAPA?! Who are you calling papa?!”



 


	“Big Zariel is Kim’s papa!”



 

The two of you, please, stop, before things would turn awkward!

 


	“Ah, something bad must have happened to you and Zari helped you, and as you have nobody else you started calling Zariel as your papa, right?”



 

Kim nodded

 

Praise the gods! It all turned out better than expected…

 


	“… Zari also said that Kim was made using his essence, this is why Zari is Kim’s papa….”



 


	“I see! I see! Essence, you say…” she was very cheerful answering the child “… essence, you say?” the realization, as always, hit her with few seconds of delay. Her expression darkened too “… Zariel. You have one last chance to explain this situation. Wage your words, for it may cost you your life.”



 

What could I say in this situation? Of course, I made the situation much, much worse with a bad joke.

 


	“Giselle, when two people love each other very much, and once they are ready to make a family, a magical Dodo bird comes to bless them with children. Congratulation, he has your eyes.”



 

Well, Kim’s eyes were far from Giselle’s. You know, that’s not the only difference. His eyes were blue, her green. His hair was blonde, her red. His hands were tiny, her fists quite huge.

 

I could tell because the last mentioned were getting closer to my face at high velocity.
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                Giselle’s fist was flying toward my face at quite a dangerous velocity. I only raised my chin proudly, awaiting what was coming next. I knew what you want to ask me. Zari?! Why are you such an idiot? You could just tell her what was going on and avoid this mess!

Listen, punks! Of course, I could! The thing is – she would not believe me and then she would actually lose her shit. Right now she is just annoyed, knowing that I am making fun of her so she is actually holding her blows. Last time she lost her shit I lost my arm. It re-grew, but I would prefer to avoid leaving my body parts left and right, otherwise someone like professor Kleir would pick it up and create more little Kims.

She would punch me now, she would yell, I would explain to her what actually happened and then, once her blood would actually calm down she would start apologizing to me – which I could use later during some bargains.

Pluuus! It doesn’t hurt so much, Giselle will never know, but each time she is about to him me like that I am strengthening bones of my skull and shift and harden my tissue. In the end it’s a win-win situation! What now? Feeling dumb yet? Like in chess, I am trying to be two or three steps ahead of my enemy…

… shame I sucked in this game. Seriously, I was really terrible..., but where was I? Ah, yes – a punch.

But just as I was expecting the blow to hit, something unexpected happened. Kim’s eyes widened, yet pupils narrowed. His whole body tensed and flexed, like a cat before pouncing at its prey. Then, he jumped off the barrel, moved past Gis taking spot between two of us and turned around rising his crossed arms in a defensive stance.



	“DON’T TOUCH HIM!” he yelled while taking the blow. The impact pushed him about forty centimeters back, but he didn’t flinch nor fall.




Giselle lowered her fist .



	“What the…”




She was taken aback, in front of her the very same child stood his ground, but his frontal limbs were now some weird cluster of muscles and scales so heavy, that he barely managed to keep them up.



	“He really is…” she was left speechless.






	“Now, now, it’s ok. Turn back to normal, Kim.” I patted his head.





	“No! She will try hurting you again!”





	“Ha, wait till you would found your own woman, she will let you know that life is misery. But seriously, turn back. She is a friend.”





	“Friends don’t hurt each other! Even I know that!”





	“I told you to…” I raised my hand up “… turn back!” I lightly karate-chopped him in the head.





The pressure of the blow was more than enough to make his huge arms drop freely down. Now, he had no other way but to change them, otherwise they would only slow him down.



	“Let me introduce the two of you again. Kim, this is Giselle, she is a crazy, violent maniac that acts before thinking which is causing, mostly for me, lots of trouble. She is also my…” I hesitated how to describe him such complex philosophical matter as love “.. my partner and mate. She punches me often, but not strong enough to cause any harm, so I guess it’s fine.”





	“Why?” he blinked quickly like a confused kid he was





	“Because she cannot control her emotions.”





	“Ah! So she is just dumb!” he made that <a-ha!> expression





	“HEY!” Giselle reacted





	“You hit the mark. Now, Gis, this is Kim. I met him a few hours ago. I am as confused about him as you are, maybe even more… but apparently just as you saw, he is what I am. Literally. He smells like me, his aura is same as mine. Even if you would pick a hair off his head and compared it with mine, it’s structure would be the same. He. Is. Me.”





	“But… if he is you… then who are you!?”




… no sarcasm, Zari, no sarcasm, she is just confused.



	“What I mean is – he appears to be some imitation of me. Most likely a clone, but I will still have to check that. For now, I decided to keep him close.”





	“… why?” it was her turn to ask childish questions.





	“Giselle. Focus. He is just like me. Huge, unbound potential. Also carries my genotype. If some bad people would take him they could either use him as a weapon of mass destruction or dissect him and use knowledge about his existence against me… also. Giselle. I...”




My voice stopped for a moment in my throat.



	“… I am no longer alone.” I smiled





	“You were never alone! You had me! And Marika! And Mrogul! And papa Jericho, Loki, Nyx, Miroslav and literally everyone in the guild!”





	“That’s now that I meant, and you know it. Have you ever meet another dragonian?”





	“… I did. Thrice. They all were hella strong, but total assholes too! We would train and talk a little before going our ways…”





	“How was it? Meeting your kin?”





	“Quite refreshing, actually. It’s good to know that…” she stopped.





	“… that somewhere out there, there is someone just as crazy and twisted as you? The distanced relative you share blood with?”




She nodded.



	“Gis. I was alone. Since the day I decided to take the power to save the people that cared for me… and later casted me aside… I was alone. Today, for the first time, I truly HAVE someone!”




I took a step closer to Kim and hugged him around his shoulders from behind.



	“I am not alone.” I smiled




Gis only measured Kim from tip to toes. She didn’t like him, I could tell, probably because I showed so much affection toward him. Her little... pardon me, HUGE! COLOSSAL! GIGANTIC EGO couldn’t stand such act toward anybody else, but her. I knew that she already was thinking about a way to show little Kim that for me she is number one, it was only a matter of time before she would…



	“Fine! But he sleeps on the floor!”




… display her dominant nature.
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                Now as I think about it, my life is crazy. One strange occurrence after another. Can I Get one peaceful week? I left the capital to train, and damn me - because I hoped for few “lazy weeks”. I thought I would train for a couple hours per day and then have the rest of the day for myself… and for Giselle, of course. Lately, we neglected each other – no, no in terms of love or anything… it’s just… We spend time together mostly in stinky dungeons while floundering up to the belt in blood and shit, or at camps when we were keeping the guard in turns or drinking with no remorse at inns.

I could use a stroll in a park too, you know? I just wanted a single day to spend with her. Alone. Not with half of the guild, not with four to five party members. Not with Lanele that just joined us, nor with anyone else.

But no! Shit just have to keep falling down from the sky. Ritual, weird dungeon, a witch which knows the polymorhpy spell, devil-possessed werewolf, another ancient dungeon, and now my “little brother”.

I exhaled air loudly, dragging the attention of Sebastian that was sitting in his raven form on the edge of the table. Right now, I was alone in the room.

Three days have passed since the day I showed Kim to Gis and the girls. At first, they all were skeptical, but very quickly they accepted him. Mostly because he was naïve, and therefore considered to be cute. Lanele, as an elf, loved children. She was spoiling him all the time. Blanka tried acting cool and proud, but every now and then she would lower her guard and smile brightly while teaching Kim new stuff about the world.

As for Kim, I expected him to cause problems, yet I was proved wrong. Very quickly he adapted to the behaviors of a new society. For him, it was only part of survival – if he wanted to live he had to mimic those that are at the top of a food chain.



	“What is it? You seem puzzled?”




Sebastian would hop in my direction over the table. I quickly signed document and put it back in an envelope. Boring stuff. Every now and then I had to elongate the contract with providers of supplies for the apothecary.



	“The world is becoming crazy. There is no day without phenomenoms happening.”





	“That’s why I told you to become stronger. The wheel of fate is spinning faster and faster, forcing events. Preparing for the right time.”





	“Time for what?”





	“I can’t tell you. I already am walking on a thin line by advising you so much. You have to become stronger. To seize as much as possible. People all around the world formed groups, guilds, parties, religions, centuries. They are fighting for land, influences, wealth, people. It’s a good thing. It helps them improve. Adapt. Evolve. But, the world will change accordingly.”





	“To me it looks more as if celestials were getting impatient. Aira forced me into new job, devils are becoming more active…”





	“Don’t bother with the spirit realm. We have rules that we cannot break nor bend. If we are doing something, it is only because this world allowed us to do it.”




I pushed myself away from the table and got up from my chair. Stretching my body I approached the window. From here I could see (and hear) the merchant district, loud as ever.



	“I know that you are trying your best, but you are not very precise. What kind of strength am I supposed to look for? Power of body? Mind? Or maybe something completely different? To team up with strong individuals? To make my company bigger? Fuck, maybe even look for political protection?”




The last sentence I almost spat out.



	“It’s up to you. Also, what stops you from getting all at the same time? Right now, you are training your body and mind, meeting up new people that are joining you and finding new partners for your little enterprise.”





	“It bothers me the most. Why are they joining me? Lanele? She was moving with the squad of elite knights all the time, then she just met me up and decided to disband her group? Just like that? And join the stranger? The next high priestess of the elves? And Blanka? A few days ago she hated me, then she feared me. Now she is quite friendly and plays with Kim a lot. Ah, and Kim. I was told that there can be only one Divine Chimera at the time. And now you are telling me that somehow a clone appeared, just like that? And I met all of them about a week apart from one another?”





	“The rules of the world are like a string made of rubber. You can bend them and abuse them, but eventually, once the pressure would be gone, it would all move to its previous state. But, if the pressure stays for too long… When one body exerts a force on a second body…”





	“… then the second body simultaneously exerts a force equal in magnitude but in oppose direction. What you are telling me is…”




Sebastian vanished in the mist of black smoke.


I think it means that I hit the spot.


Apparently, someone is fucking up with the world itself and because of that the world is trying to remove the pressure of the weaves of fate. Using me. Or so I think.


As I was wondering about the matters over which I had no control, Giselle stormed the room.



	“Are you done with the boring stuff?...” she yelled from the doorstep, and as soon as she noticed that all the papers were lying nicely on the edge of the table she smiled widely “… I see you are! Good! Come on, the breakfast is already cooling down, soon it will be inedible!”




She jumped to me and dragged me off the room.


Oh, the way she was cheerful, humming under her nose. I have mixed feeling about it, on the one hand, it warmed my heart seeing her like this, on the other I just couldn’t stop thinking that she must have done, or is planning, something nasty. Or maybe I am just imagining things?


It doesn’t matter. Ah, linger on, thou art so fair. May these moments never end.



	“…ari?! ZARI?! For goddess sake! Are you even listening to me?!” I didn’t notice I just dozed away.





	“No really. Sorry.”





	“God damn it! What did occupied you so much that you didn’t pay attention to gorgeous me?! It better be one hell of a reason!”





	“The thing that occupied me was indeed your gorgeousness…” I hesitated for a moment “… I love you, Gis.” I smiled lightly




I am not really saying these words often. They have their weight. The impact. Words spoken over and over again are losing their strength. And I want to be sure, that each and every time I am finally saying my thoughts aloud, she would have no doubt that I am saying the truth.



	“W-w-what now!? What got into you?”





	“Don’t know. Just feeling like saying it.”





	“Flattery will get you nowhere!!!” she yelled, yet her tail twitched happily to the sides proving that indeed flattery will get me anywhere I want. “… Blanka, Lana and lil’ devil already finished eating so…”




She stopped. I knew what she wanted to say. “So we can have morning just for each other”. But, as it was too embarrassing for her to say, she just decided to bite on her tongue. Yeah, just as mentioned, lately we didn’t have as much time for one another as we wanted to.



	“So, I bet that girls took care of Kim for the next few hours?”





	“Better, for the rest of the day! He was wearing clothes in really bad condition, so they decided to take him shopping.”





	“Wanted to do it myself. Knowing Lanele she would just buy tons of pointless sparkly-shiny clothes.”




I rolled my eyes reminding myself one of the bags filled with clothes that priestess was taking almost everywhere. I can understand few sets of sturdy clothes and bag of sewing supplies if your leather armor would get damaged, but she was also carrying tons of party dresses and diplomatic togas. I know, I know, girls have to have “thing or two” to wear… BUT IN OVER A MONTH SHE NEVER PUT ANY OF THESE ON! NEVER!


I was wearing my robes almost all the time, taking it off only for washing, and even then I was washing them only when I was washing myself! With the help of magic, they would dry off at the same time as I did – and voila! Ready to be worn again!


Perfectly efficient system! Lanele was only one hissing that I “always dress the same way”. OF COURSE, I DID! Why would I take off perfectly balanced clothes that boost my magical abilities!? Not to mention that magician robes are perfect for both battle and formal visit! Why would I want anything else?!


Women.


I couldn’t thank the divines enough for Giselle being almost as practical as myself in this particular matter. She almost never got “crazy” over clothes. There were literally only two exceptions from this rule – if the clothing was add-on on armors, or had pieces of jewelry and/or gold in it. Damned dragon’s blood.


I got lost in thoughts again, and all this time Giselle was talking. Fortunately for me, she was just moving onward while dragging me right after herself, so she didn’t really noticed.


We sat in front of each other and enjoyed our food while talking about nonsense, or, giving justice to what actually happened – she was talking most of the time with me only nodding and asking additional questions regarding her stories. I was more than fine with it. She was talking about the city itself, new shops she noticed and so-on. Quite informative and useful. And I just enjoyed listening to her voice.



	“Zaaariii! You are dozing off again!”





	“I am not!”





	“Yeah? In that case, mind giving me the answer to the question I just asked?”





	“I can. The answer is no.”





	“Whyyy?!”





	“Giselle. You don’t need to buy a dagger.”





	“But it’s really great!”





	“It’s not.”





	“Why do you think so?”





	“One – you are not using daggers. Two. If you are asking me to buy it, it must be REALLY expensive. Three, if it’s expensive it must have some rich ornaments like jewels or golden handle, which are actually weakening the dagger. You want it only because it’s shiny and pricy.”





	“Tsk.” Giselle tsked at me “… Niggard!”




Still she wasn’t angry or anything. Which meant that it wasn’t what she was after. She just wanted me to feel bad for denying her first question so I would be “easier to tame” for what was coming next. How did I know it? Yesterday girls got quite drunk and had a loud conversation at the corner of the inn. Gis would nag a little what kind of problems she has with me. Lanele would say “males are the simplest creatures in the world! All you have to know are few basic tricks...”


And then she would give her dozens of advices. I was sitting with Kim by the table next to them so it wasn’t really hard to hear EVERYTHING. Sorry, love I came prepared… on the other hand… should I spoil her?



	“Zari… listen. I was wondering if…”





	“Gis. Sorry to interrupt you...” I decided t take over the course of conversation “…isn’t your armor damaged?”





	“It indeed is…” her eyes got wider “… I try patching it up, but you know, it’s fairly old so I already had it patched multiple times and things just don’t work as they used to.”




She saddened a little. I heard that she got that armor after her first S rank mission from Jericho. She didn’t want to let it go that easily.



	“Come on, girl. We are going shopping. I can’t have my ferocious dragon walking in rags, can I?”





	“But you just said that…” she was confused





	“I just said that I won’t buy you things you don’t need… Plus I believe you are a strong and independent woman that can buy her own gear with money that she earned equally hard to everyone else…” she made a puppy eyes “… but then again. You will be nagging and groaning till you won’t get it, won’t you?”





	“All the time!” she assured me showing all her teeth in a bright, wide smile.




We finished our meal, got up from the table and then Gis quickly grabbed my arm before leavening the guild. We took a stroll over the city, taking snacks from local vendors and checking every more interesting shop. A normal date.


Eventually, we got into one of the shops that were selling high-quality armors and suits. They didn’t let just anybody in. You had to be either a famous duelist or adventurer of at least B+ rank to be allowed inside. And as always, few nobles were just yelling and cursing in front of such shop after being denied entrance.



	“Do you know who I am, girl?” fat man was yelling at shop assistant that politely kept showing him another way – the way out





	“That’s the point, sir, I have no idea. We are not letting people without a good reputation in.”




Oh damn. She killed him.



	“Rough policy. I wonder if we would be allowed inside…” I called from afar dragging the attention of both noble and seller. Noble just snorted after seeing how <well dressed> I and Giselle were, but the woman just threw a glance at guild tags we were carrying on our necks like necklaces and politely moved to the side, holding the door wide open for us.





	“I hope the two of you would find something to your liking” she said bowing her head and smiling with corners of her lips. She knew that the thing I just did was completely on purpose.





	“What a polite staff they have here.” I only bowed-back with gratitude in response





	“You must be kidding! You are letting these two stray dogs in, but denying me!?”





	“These <stray dogs> are famous adventurers that are saving life of the others on a daily basis. They will even have the priority within our walls. Now, sir, please, move aside, you are blocking the pavement.”




Unfortunately, I couldn’t participate in that conversation anymore, because the door were shut tightly behind me.


The shop was huge and spacious, it had no walls separating the sections, instead, racks with armors, clothes, and gears were used in such manner to divide the shop into specific zones.



	“Greeting, what can I do for you?” a very short and very fat man appeared very quickly. He measured us from tip to toes, evaluating what kind of equipment we could need… and how many coins can he make out of us.





	“Nice armor for this nice lady.” I said pushing Giselle a little forward





	“Indeed. Indeed. I will need to take measurements and question you a little… is that fine?” much to my surprise he looked in my direction. Maybe because Giselle was confused (drooling) seeing all the high-end equipment (it’s price) thrown all over the place.





	“She is all yours.”





	“Perfect. Now, I see what you are wearing Madame… Wonderful craftsmanship, not ours, and I mean it – that’s not something you will hear me often speaking. Mixed type of heavy and light armor… yes, mixed, not merely reinforced. You have to be very strong to move in it as if it was some kind of shirt… Of course, you are half dragon… now, let me see… joints manually shifted and reinforced, so you must be using heave weapon which requires lots of movement freedom, that will be tricky, we may not have anything like that right now, will have to adjust it… Additional leather stripes around shoulders? Why?... A-HA! In the case of damaging corpus, the plates won’t just fly in a different direction… brilliant idea, but the execution looks bit clumsy, self-made adjustment, I presume? Tsk-tsk, you should have left it to professional, my lady…”




He knew his job. He kept on asking a question and advising possible improvements. Very quickly Giselle snapped back from her half-drugged state and started participating in the armor selection, she was even too eager, I would say.


We spent quite a lot time inside, normally, I would get tired quickly and start nagging myself, but somehow, seeing the sparks inside of Gis’s eyes was enough to erase my grumpy mood almost instantly.


In an hour or two, she was standing in front of me in a really decent piece of armor. Similar to her previous one, but not as… cheap looking… as before. Now, she really could try imitating a hero she almost wanted to be with people actually believing it! Go-go Giselle! I will keep on supporting you.



	“How do you like her, sir?” shop man asked me.




At this point, I didn’t know if he was asking about Giselle or armor.



	“Not half bad indeed. Damn, she is worth everything, isn’t she?”





	“No everything, sir, just one gold eighty silvers.” Man moved right to business.





	“She is worth all of that… MINUS TWENTY PERCENT.” I didn’t lower my guard down. I was ready to spend a lot here but damn.





	“HEY!”




Giselle didn’t like what she heard.


Shop assistant burst into happy, not forced laughter.



	“Not many would dare to say that in front of his lady. I admire your bravery. This bravery is worth five percent”





	“In my life, I have been fighting with countless beasts. Werewolves. Hydra. Even undead dragon. If you think Giselle is that little intimidating to lower the price for a mere five percent, then your armor isn’t doing a good job with its visual features. Fifteen.”





	“HEY!!!” she would punch me if we were alone.





	“Dear sir. We are making one of the best armors in the kingdom. The supplies we are getting are also the highest quality. We need to eat too, you know… ten.”




Looking at him I could clearly say that food is the last thing he is lacking. Of course, I couldn’t say it aloud.



	“Ten percent? Does it make you happy?” I asked looking in man’s eyes.





	“No. And you?” he countered my question.





	“No.”





	“It’s a deal then.”





	“Yeah.”




We shook hands.



	“HEEEEY!!!”




Giselle almost lost it.


In the end, I could be the one enjoying that shopping the most.

            

    
        Chapter 370

    
    
    
    
                Lanele, Blanka and Kim were Just getting back from their whole day of fun (or as Kim called it – the day of misery) fully loaded with all kinds of foods.


	“Ah! I had such a great time…!” priestess exhaled air loudly “… we have to do that again one day!”



 

War dancress nodded, little chimera only whimpered like a scolded puppy. He will never be able to understand the phenomenon of a woman’s shopping. The idea of buying itself was just great! A perfect synergy that allowed to optimize the effectiveness of an individual within a society! If you were a great hunter, you could just spend days collecting meat and fur which you would later trade for money. MONEY – pieces of colored metal! Useless in itself, yet being used as a token that you could use to buy goods from other craftsmen! You couldn’t cook? Doesn’t matter! Just go with money to the inn! You need a tool? Go to the specific shop! You need ANYTHING!? With MONEY you could get all that you could only imagine (literally anything. He noticed that many men were paying women for their help in offspring making. Weird, but there must be a reason for that, in the end, Kim was still learning how this whole complex society works).

And then, there were women shopping. Madness. Woeful carnage.

The money were a critical resource! They had their value and thus they should be treated as such! Measured and counted during every translation!

But Lanele… and Blanka a little too… BUT MOSTLY LANELE…!

She was just getting EVERYTHING she liked! Just like that! “Oh, these boots look great! The shape! The add-ons! Give a second, sweetheart,  I will just check how they look on me…”

She would later get into the shop, put the mentioned piece of clothing on herself, look at herself from every angle in front of a mirror… and then she would buy it.

JUST THIS ONE DAY SHE GOT FOUR PAIRS OF BOOTS, TWO COATS AND A NECKLANCE! – not enhanced. Just a piece of flashy metal and rocks. After Kim ask her what kind of spell she would put into it she answered with “None. Silly. The links of chain making a necklace are too thin to withstand forceful mana injection …”

Then why for heaven’s sake did she bought it?!

Mystery. Mystery. Kim knew that he would have to later ask big brother about it. But now…

… now his whole body was itching. Unfortunately, he was forced into getting almost as many pieces of clothing as Lanele, because “he can’t walk in rags”!!! Strangely, priestess had a very weird taste when it came to his clothing. For herself she would get mostly matching clothing in light color, but for him… she was dressing him in clothes of all colors and shapes. Shirts with “standing” collars, with “lying” collars. With huge cuffs, with no cuffs. With fake pockets. With real pockets. Blue. Red. Green.

He saw on the street man wearing (in his opinion) similar clothing. The people were calling him jester and he was making an idiot out of himself for money.


	“LOOOOK AAAT HIIIM!” the Lanele would squeal in delight “… he is soo adorable! Charming! Cuuute! Like a little noble! Prince charming!” And then she would toy with his cheeks.



 

How many times he had to calm him murderous instincts within himself… Only gods and he knew that.

 

All those silly, pointless clothes! They make him look so… vulnerable. Visible from afar. He was a hunter! Death that no one could see before it was already too late!

 

… how could he be an invisible death in clothes that disturb his movements and making him so easy to spot!?

 

In the end, he asked if he could pick something by himself

 


	“BUT OF COURSE LOVE! We are here today for you!”… yeah. Sure. And three men that she hired to carry stuff that SHE bought for HERSELF are supposed to not be taken into consideration.



 

But, he picked something for himself. Simple, bit baggy clothes, the one that gave him full freedom of moves. In dark color, something between deep brown and black. In woods he would be very hard to spot. At night, it would be almost impossible. Matching pants, long shirt and cape.

 

Seeing the outfit he picked Lanele snorted deeply dissatisfies.

 


	“You really are Zariel’s kin.” She commented.



 

It was supposed to be a little offense, instead, hearing that Kim beamed with pride. In the end, in his opinion, he was just compared to the most gracious creature in the world.

 

They opened the door of the guild, went inside and left everything that they have bought in their rooms. They couldn’t find Gisele nor Zariel in their room or inn-section, so they asked the staff worker if they possibly know where they headed to.

 


	“They took training room… and are occupying it for over three hours now. If you are heading there, could you ask them to… leave? There are other people which would like to check their equipment.”



 

An ugly expression appeared on priestess face.

 


	“Better no. I have seen then training once, trust me, you don’t want to be near, you see, if they are sparring then they are going all out, which means that they are not very accurate with attacks. And you don’t want to be randomly hit by half dragon waving two-handed sword. Neither hit by the fireball of someone with Zariel’s nature affinity. I just hope the training room would withstand it…”



 


	“Please, don’t exaggerate. Our training halls have been enchanted to cope with damages of all sorts…” Lanele just shook her head to the sides while looking deeply in receptionist’s eyes



 


	“I want to see it!” Kim’s eyes sparkled



 

He saw Zariel fighting once before – when he spared with him. Yet, he knew now that he was just toying with him. Idea of watching his true capabilities made his usually calm heart skip a beat.

 


	“Sweetie, trust me, it would be safer for bystanders to see that in the open space… you know, more places to run… in four walls the risk is…”



 


	“Big sister! I beg you!”



 


	“S-sister!?” Lanele’s cheeks flushed red.



 

Kim was adapting very quickly. He learned that his current vessel is considered cute and harmless, thus he can sneak upon someone or… use his other charms to get something he wanted.

 

And priestess was like an open book to him.

 


	“Lanele, that’s a really bad idea.” Blanka said quietly



 


	“A-a-a quick peak can’t hurt, I think…”



 


	“Thank you, sis! You are the best!” little chimera hugged elf tightly making her almost squeal in delight.



 

They quickly headed in the deepest part of the guild, found the right door and Lanele put her hand on the handle, ignoring wooden plate hanging on the door which said “occupied”.

 


	“That would be our last chance to back off…” Blanka raised her voice one final time



 


	“Oh come on, don’t make such a monster out of them…” Lana smiled while pushing the door slightly ajar…



 

… letting a huge beam of flame out of the room.

 

She quickly closed it back.

 


	“THE HELL!?”



 


	“I told you so.” Blanka sighed exhausted



 


	“THAT WAS SOOO COOL!” Kim yelled before jumping to the door, opening them and running inside.



 


	“KIM!”



 

Lanele jumped after Kim being followed by the black-haired wariorress which cursed loudly.

 

Inside, there was an inferno raging free.

 


	“STOP RUNNING YOU LITTLE SHIT!” Giselle was yelling at her sparring partner bringing her colossal sword down trying to turn Zariel into bloody pulp.



 

He quickly jumped to the side, turned in the place and attacked, from right with his blade, from left with a firebolt that was already dancing atop of his palm.

 


	“SURRENDER, FOR FUCK SAKE! I ALREADY GOT YOU!”



 


	“A-HA! IN YOUR DREAMS!”



 


	“I LANDED MORE CLEAN ATTACKS! IT’S 133 TO 109 FOR ME!”



 


	“YOU LANDED SOME SCRATCHES WHILE I SEND YOU FLYING NUMEROUS TIMES!”



 


	“ARE YOU BLIND OR JUST DUMB!?”



 


	“DON’T CALL BE BLIND!... HEY!!!”



 

They pounced at one another one final time and started trading the blow. They were fast, very fast, Giselle was balancing her whole body supporting herself with her tail to deliver blows so powerful, that they would completely throw the normal person off their balance, Zariel, was morphing within seconds answering with his perfectly selected forms to keep up with someone that was using a sword since the time she could lift it.

 

Wood swords kept hitting one another, if they weren’t magically boosted, they would shatter from the mere force of the impacts.

 

Block, parry, dodge, counter. They locked their swords pushing at one another while clenching their teeth. Their faces were focused, annoyed, with pure malice, anger and passion painted all over them. It was a pat, that none of them wanted to admit.

 

At the same time they jerked their head back before hitting one another forehead.

 


	“Hey, hey… it was supposed to be just a sparring…” Blanka said quietly



 


	“They always start peacefully… but somewhere in the middle they tend to get a little bit… competitive…” Lana smiled weakly



 


	“That’s what you called <a little>?!”



 

Sparring partners jumped back gathering some distance and swung their swords one last time. The impact was so powerful, that their tools were literally rip from their hands and send flying toward opposite corners of the room. They raised their fists and targeted their opponent face with one final straight punch. Giselle, with her huge fist. Zariel, with morphed colossal abomination, apparently minoutaur’s hand armored with white exoskeleton.

 

Both blows hit perfectly chins, forcing a wave of impact spread across their faces.

 

And then they just stood like this for a second. And another one, and yet another.

 

And then, they collapsed in unison the ground .

 

Instantly, everything calmed down. Flames that were burning inside of the room ceased their existences.

 


	“That was… terrifying.”



 


	“Ha, in the end Giselle is rank S… Zariel will be one of S-rankers too. We should praise the divines that the numbers of monsters like them is really small. Imagine everyone having this kind of raw, brutal strength? The world would be torn apart…” Lanele, once again this day, shook her head in disbelief.



                                                                                      


	“Sooo… what are we going to do with these two? Lana, you are a priestess, could you…”



 


	“Heal them?”



 


	“Yes, please.”



 


	“Absolutely not.”



 


	“What? Why?!”



 


	“You will see once they would wake up…”



 


	“I don’t get it…”



 


	“No one does. Understating these two is something outside of reach of greatest sages.”



 


	“So… maybe we would just bring them back to their room?”



 


	“No. Just leave them. Wait till they would wake up on their own.”



 


	“But… there are people waiting.”



 


	“I don’t care. I prefer dealing with slightly dissatisfied lesser adventures than angered Giselle. Less casualties.”



 

Blanka tried getting some more information from priestess, but each and every time she would just respond with “just wait” or “you won’t believe me even if I would tell you.”

 

So that’s what they had to do now. They had to wait.

            

    
        Chapter 371

    
    
    
    
                I woke up with a headache splitting my head in half. Despite it, I forced my body to almost jump up while forcefully opening my eyes and yelling:

 


	“I WON!”



 

Just to notice that Giselle next to me did the very same thing. Almost – I mean. She was a second late!

 


	“Sorry, sweetie, I got up first.” I barked through my teeth.



 


	“I have heard that time is relevant, but you just can’t do something later than someone and claim to be faster.” She hissed annoyed.



 


	“Now. Now. Good job, both of you…” Lanele dropped bags with ice on our heads “… you woke up at the EXACTLY same moment. We counted.”



 

Blanka and Kim nodded passionately.

 


	“You really moved like one! At some point, even your hearts were beating at the same rate!” Kim’s excitement manifested by his uncontrolled body moves. Like a pendulum, he was tilting his upper body left and right, left and right. Like a cobra



 


	“You sure about that?” Giselle was trying to frighten our judges with an angry gaze



 


	“Absolutely, and even more.”



 


	“But did you…”



 


	“I wait with healing you till you would wake up.” Priestess quickly disturbed Gisele



 


	“But maybe…”



 


	“I forbid them to even touch you. You were lying were you dropped.”



 


	“Tsk!” angry Giselle tsked.



 


	“This means that the match was won by the one that landed more clean blows… and that would be me!”



 

I showed all of my teeth in a pleased smile.

 


	“Pff. Clean hits?! Did you call those clean? AND hits? Zari, we weren’t competing in tickle-battle!”



 


	“Last time I checked you can’t knock over a dragon with tickles!”



 


	“Your punches are weak and savage!”



 


	“And yours are clumsy and slow!”



 


	“You should work on your body mass and work out more! This way your blows wouldn’t be so pathetic!”



 


	“And maybe if you would drop few kilograms you would be just fast enough to land an attack on a sleeping sloth!”



 


	“… Did you just call me fat?” her whole rage, arrogance, and confidence vanished. Just like that. As if magician snapped his fingers. “… You called me fat. Did you?”



 


	“Babe, that’s not what I meant!” I panicked



 


	“Lana! Zari called me fat!” her eyes watered a little as if she was a child desperately trying to hold her tears in.



 


	“Now, now! There-there! He didn’t mean it at all! Look, you all lost your cool and said a few things you really didn’t mean! Now, do you really think Zari is pathetic and needs to beef up?”



 


	“…” Someone remained quiet



 


	“Giseeeelle?”



 


	“Well, he COULD work on himself just a little…”



 


	“GISEEEELLE?!?”



 


	“What!? I am being honest here!”



 


	“You little…” I started walking toward her while opening my mouth and starting yelling an insult after an insult, but Lanele managed to pounce at me and cover my lips with her palm, turning all my curses into muffled, yet passionate, squeal.



 


	“We both should just cool our heads!” Lana tried to take control of the whole situation.



 

Little she knew that there are no breaks on madness’s train!

 

Kim dragged me by my sleeve.

 


	“What happened, Zari? Kim does not understand. Hunter can’t let emotions take control over him, otherwise, he changes into prey…”



 

… Giselle, you are lucky that minor is present in the room and I have to give him a good example so he could grow into splendid doom-machine.

I smiled weakly at him and messed his hair. Then I quickly looked at Giselle with <we have to talk> gaze before I resumed spoiling little abomination.

 


	“You are right, thanks for reminding me that, buddy, did you eat with girls?”



 


	“N-no!” He yelled quickly. Too quickly



 


	“Kim, you literally have a piece of cake on your face…” Blanka noticed giggling.



 


	“I-I mean, I didn’t eat any regular meal. Just sweets… but you yourself have said that sweets are just snacks!”



 

The gaze that both priestess and war dancress gave me were more than enough to convince me that Kim ate more than he wanted to admit.

 


	“Well, you are still growing, aren’t you? You want goulash or steak?”



 


	“BOTH!”



 


	“Where did he fits all that food is just beyond me…”



 


	“In sub-dimension inside of his cores,” I answered without even looking in her direction



 


	“Which meaaans?”



 


	“That the two of us can eat however we want and never have enough…”



 


	“… you can eat without putting on weight?”



 


	“Yes, that’s pretty much a side effect of…”



 


	“SIDE EFFECT MY ASS! IT’S CHEATING! It’s too much power for males!” Lanele and Blanka were furious. Giselle agreed with a furious nod.



 


	“Actually, Kim, what would you say if we would also have a roasted pig? Of course one for each of us?”



 

I grabbed Kim shoulder and started dragging him toward the door.

 


	“A-are you not kidding?”



 


	“Why should I? I feel like going wild tonight.”



 


	“T-then, could we also…”



 


	“Yes.” I smiled not letting him finish.



 


	“R-really?! So what about…”



 


	“Yes! Kim, order everything you want and make it double so I can have a bite too. In the end we have to celebrate… MY VICTORY IN TODAY’S SPARRING” I yelled before slamming the door behind me.



 

I just managed to hear Giselle saying “oh, you better not, you little…” before the perfectly acoustically-proof room cut her speech.

 

I just managed to piss off three people at the same time, and damn, It was all worth it.

 

We ended booking the whole corner of the inn section – we joined six tables together making a complex that could seat sixteen people. And just as always in the adventurer’s guild, peaceful dining turned into fully blown feast as more and more people kept joining us (at least they were polite enough to order their own booze).

 

It was loud, it was cheerful, there were two or three brawls resulting in the destruction of two tables and five chairs, so you could count it as one of the most pacifist parties in the history of guilds.

 

We didn’t notice when the evening turned into night and night slowly started turning into the morning. Only adventurers that would more and more frequently appear sleeping all over the inn dead-drunk were the only indicator of the flow of time.

 

Kim was already sleeping in his room (after the small battle between Giselle and receptionist we managed to get yet another room for him), Blanka was still chugging a shot after a shot in some kind of competition and Lanele was trying to calm down few more aggressive warriors. Gis was not present.

 

I left the guild and headed back to the training room.

 

Dragoness was there. She left hour or two ago, something that didn’t really happen often. She kept rising and iron bar over her head and dropping it down with full force on the training dummy’s head – or actually an apple that she positioned on top of it.

 

She tried to balance her attacks – destroy the fruit without shattering the whole dummy. I must say – she was doing poorly. Over and over again, the whole construct shook from the impact.

 


	“Training room, bathhouse and inn. You really can’t be found in any different places.” I said approaching her from the side.



 

Once again she raised her “weapon” and once again she brought it down. If there was a living male in place of a dummy, he would have his spine remodeled just now.

 


	“I feel like I have stopped improving. When papa Jericho was teaching me, it was like leaping onward. Then, I was just walking… now, it feels like crawling… or even regressing myself at this point.”



 


	“It must be just your imagination…”



 


	“No! Lately, I got a bit stronger only thanks to new equipment.. and papa always says that a true warrior can change even a log into deadly weapon… that we can’t focus on tools and instead grow stronger as individual…”



 

Another strike shook the dummy.

 


	“… you became so much stronger in such a short period of time. I still remember when we met for the first time and you were running away from me because you were so afraid of sparring…”



 


	“Guilty as charged…” I smiled to not-so-distanced memories.



 


	“… Now you can ALMOST keep up with me…” I punched her lightly in the arm making her smile with corners of her lips “… the thing is… I am afraid, Zari. I was so happy hearing I may have someone to train with. A rival that would motivate me to keep pushing my limits… but… I am slowing down, you – quite the opposite and...”



 

She stopped talking for a moment. I didn’t raise my voice, letting her finish her own inner combat with her own thoughts.

 


	“… I am afraid you will just leave me behind. Start challenging beasts that are out of my reach. That I will start slowing you down… that you will keep on saving me, just like in Tower of Despair… and I will be left helpless unable to do anything… just like when you were kidnapped by that paladin…”



 

Her grasp over a rod tightened and the tool let out a sound of metal being bend.

 


	“That’s why you told me to work out more?...” I actually chuckled



 

I approached her even closer and hugged her from behind.

 


	“Don’t! I am all sweaty!” she tried to break free



 


	“I am about to get dirty too, so…” waaait for iiit “…don't sweat it.”



 


	“… Reaaaally?”



 


	“It was a great pun!”



 


	“It was pathetic!”



 


	“Hyyy! You have dishonored me, my teachings and my entire culture!”



 


	“You are an artificial creation of the goddess from the depth of the forest, you have no nation and therefore no culture.”



 


	“Giselle! That was a sentence full of many difficult words! Who taught you that!?”



 

A quick elbow in the gut. I earned that one.

 


	“Bastard!” Though she said that, it sounded almost warmly.



 

I moved to the table with training equipment and took two wooden swords stylized on something between sabers and katanas, then I threw one at Giselle.

 


	“What are you doing?” She asked



 


	“Told you, getting dirty.”



 


	“You need to be taught a lesson again?” she smirked.



 


	“This time we keep it fair, Gis. Swords only, no punches, no kicks, no magic. A touch on the body counts as a clean hit. The one that lands most, wins.”



 


	“Sounds interesting… but how about a little bet to make it more interesting.”



 


	“What is on your mind?”



 


	“The loser in on bottom for a weak.”



 

My heart burned with passion.

 


	“You just made it personal, sweetie. There is literally no way I would lose now!”



 


	“Males are indeed simplest creatures in the world…” she repeated Lanele’s teachings under her nose, and even though I have heard her perfectly, I still asked.



 


	“Did you say something?”



 


	“No. HERE I COME!”
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                Once again I ducked under horizontal slash dropping on my knee and cutting from the side. Giselle jumped back avoiding the attack by inches. We were breathing heavily, sweat and bruises were covering our bodies. Giselle had inhuman stamina, I helped myself out with mana, which unfortunately was quickly running dry.  Few of her attacks were a bit too… “passionate” resulting in bones getting broken or joints being dislocated. Each time she would just drop “sorry” with no real sorrow in her voice. She knew I could heal up in seconds, therefore, she had no reason to hold her blows.

 


	“It still hurts, you know?!”



 


	“Aww. My poor little prince can’t take a mere scratch?” she mocked me in the voice that sounded as if she was talking to a baby.



 

I would only answer rising my arm which was bent in a strange direction before snapping it back into place. I believe that I don’t have to add that it hurt like a bitch.

 


	“Damn…” she whispered “... It’s like cheating! If someone did that to me I would have to give up a fight!” She pouted. "...Also, it actually turns me on a little."



 


	“Giselle. Only an ogre or behemoth could actually break your bones.”



 


	“And a few others… but I get what you are saying… So, one more time?” she smiled readying her wooden sword.



 

To be honest, I have had enough, but seeing the spark of pure passion in her eyes made me only sigh before rising my sword on my head level, pointing tip in her direction.

 




	You are now using [Te Ura Gasumi] stance



	
Overall Ballance up.Reaction time 15% up 
Damage 10% up








 

 


	“Hoo? No more free-style?”



 


	“Sorry babe, I am kinda worn out. One of us is used to battles lasting for days, and the other one is me, so I have to end this quickly. I gotta hit you, then hit the hay, and then hit you in the hay.”



 


	“Idiot…” she laughed “… but, I am looking forward to all the things you put on the list.”



 

In response, she bend her right knee while stretching her left leg behind her letting her sword down in the straight line in such manner, that the tip almost touched the ground.

 




	You are now using [Appraisal]






 




	Enemy has entered [Posta di coda longa] stance



	
Overall Ballance upReaction time 35% up
Defence 17.25% up








 

 

We were looking deep into one another's eyes. Our focus was absolute. In the instance, everything vanished. The room. The wall. The world. There were only the two of us and five meters of distance between us.

 

Slowly, I started heading in her direction using just my toes to move.

 

Our muscles were painfully stretched, vibrating from the pressure we put on them. Giselle waited perfectly still. I was the one in attacking stance, so she had to wait for me to get closer, but then again, she had longer arm-reach so she could be the one that would start with an aggressive form of “counter” before I would even start my attack.

 

Our breaths became shallow, we started letting air our through our mouth.

 

The stressful pressure appeared in my guts. Anticipation. The two of us were about to give everything we had into that last trade of blows.

 

Meter of distance between us vanished, to us, it appeared as if it lasted whole eons. Our muscles started nervously convulsing, twitching, begging us for action, we had to calm them down with sheer power of will.

 

Another meter.

 

We were almost in the range of one another, just few more inches, and if both of us could pounce at one another and we would actually be able to land a hit.

 

We knew, that it was almost time to act. Giselle smiled widely, like a devil preparing for a meal, after split of second I noticed, that I was doing the same.

 

Another step. The time was almost…

 

…NOW!..

 

In this moment the door opened with a loud slam shattering our little world. We were thrown out of balance completely, I missed the footing and almost dropped on my face, losing my sword in the process and Giselle’s legs gave up making her collapse on her butt.

 


	“OH COME FUCKING OOOON!” we both cried



 


	“Are you fighting AGAIN!?” Lanele yelled from the doorway “… or did we just disturb you in something?”



 


	“HOOOW DAAARE YOOOU?!” Giselle was actually roaring from her spot, too tired to get up “… We were so close! It was all so intense! Almost there! Everything was perfect! The mood! The pressure! We almost reached our climaxes! It was about to be so… wonderful!”



 

Lana, Blanka, and Kim which were standing by the entrance where gazing on us, the first two, with mixed emotions plastered on their faces. They looked on us from the tip to toes.

 

Our clothes were ragged, barely holding on our bodies. Magically, our weapons were lying quite far from us. So here we were standing, me lying atop of Giselle, sweaty, almost naked…

 


	“Intense, you say…?” Lana said with a blank expression.



 


	“Almost there, reaching climaxes, you say…?” Blanka followed



 


	“Blanka, did you hear? She said that mood and pressure were perfect…”



 


	“We are…. We are really very sorry. Please, don’t mind us, we are leaving, please, finish your business.” War dancress bowed her head apologetically and started dragging priestess and young chimera off the room



 


	“He? What’s going on? We just came? I wanted to play with big brother!” Kim raised a protest



 


	“We will tell you once you would grow up a little…”



 


	“But..”



 


	“Shhh! Let the adults tender to their needs.”



 

The door was closed behind them.

 


	“Bastards. Impossible now… Also, why did their reaction appeared to be so shocked at the end?”



 


	“Giselle. Do you remember what you just said?”



 


	“I do.”



 


	“Do you see in what state and position the two of us are right now?”



 


	“I… do?”



 


	“Now, Giselle, take it easy. Take your time. Join the threads.”



 


	“Sure. But in a moment. Let me rest now.”



 

She relaxed on the ground stretching her exhausted muscles with her eyes shut. Dragoness exhaled happily finding comfort in blissful laziness.

 

Then, her eyes abruptly opened.

 


	“Oh fuck! Oh shit! Of my…”



 


	“A-ha. Threads joined.” I just dropped on the floor myself sighting deeply pleased feeling the same sensation that Gis did mere seconds ago.



 

In the meantime, dragoness was already storming the door looking for her friends

 


	“LANEEELEEE!!! BLANKAAA! IT’S NOT WHAT YOU THINK IT IS!!!”



 

The number of blows we landed on one another was more or less identical. This last clash was supposed to determine a winner.

 

But… it the things turned out this way… I wonder how “happy” Giselle would be once I tell her that I consider myself victorious because she was the one to flee from the battleground?




	Your skill [Sword Usage - Apprentice] has leveled up. [Sword Usage - Apprentice] is now level 14






Months of adventuring and brawling with Giselle started paying off. I think I could rest for a day or t...

I reminded myself Sebastains warnings. I reminded myself of all the bizarre encounters of the last few months. I exhaled air annoyed and raised up to sitting position. 

Not just yet. Can't rest. Not now. This time nobody will drag me into some fucked-up shit. This time no one will kidnap me. Noone will defeat me. Whoever is coming to challenge me, I will make him bow before me, even if I had to snap his or her body into two.

All of thy, standing in my way.

Bring it on,




	You have entered [Meditation] state



	
Mana regeneration up
Spell's effects 22.25% up





	
You are now growing a new [Lesser Core]
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                I lost track of the time that I have spent sitting and meditating in the training room, and even then only the overwhelming dizziness was the only reason that made me stop. After sparring with Gis and training my mind and spirit till the edge of fainting I decided that I have had enough.

This is not how my training was supposed to look – by now I should have already met an old, bearded sage living in the forest or cave which would agree on training me after I spend days on “proving myself worthy”.

Unfortunately, as for now, in my sight, there was no old sage that mastered some ancient technique living in the middle of nowhere. Plenty of old men, plenty of crazy people living outside of the city, even quite a few that indeed knew an interesting skill or two. But not a single person who would fit in all of the mentioned roles at the same time. That’s a bummer.

I shut the door behind myself and went toward the bathroom where pretty much I collapsed into wooden bathtub to which I earlier poured water. Normally, someone would have to  spend quite some time warming the water on the small stone furnace-like contraction, but for fuck sake – I become a mage for sake of not waiting.

The water was hot, maybe even too much and could make every regular mortal’s skin to boil, but, then again, I have that natural fire resistance for something!

Right now, I was preparing myself to dive into nice, peaceful, well-deserved slumber. I relaxed all my tense muscles, closed my eyes, let out a deeply satisfied sigh… just to noticed something entered my bathtub.

 


	“Damn. You always manage to pick best temperature.” Giselle purred deeply satisfied.



 


	“I thought I told the staff worker I don’t want me to be disturbed.” I said whit slightly annoyed tone



 


	“You did.”



 


	“Yet he let you in.”



 


	“He let me in? No. I let myself in. Love, I need no permission. He did his best trying to stop me though.”



 


	“I hope you didn’t hurt him badly.”



 


	“No… Not badly at least.”



 

This woman just does whatever she pleases.

 


	“Anyway, isn’t the tub bit too small for the two of us?” I raised a question. The tub could barely fit one person, and even then only is a semi-sitting position.



 


	“If you would just wait a moment, we will manage to fit just… like… that…”



 

A sudden feeling of pleasant heaviness on my chest informed that Gis just lied on me.

 


	“We barely cuddle lately, you know?” she pouted like an annoyed child



 


	“Unfortunately, traveling, diving into dungeon, devil banishing and monster hunting are not the best times for love and affection.”



 


	“… Still, if it was only up to me, as long as it is with you, I wouldn’t mind doing it even in the heat of battle.”



 


	“Who are you and what did you do to my Giselle? There is no way she would say something that sweet to m… OUCH!...” a quick punch “… Ok. Fine, you are a real Gis.”



 


	“You are such a mean bastard! You know it’s difficult for me to openly admit my feelings! Don’t mock me when I… When I…”



 

I put my hand on her head starting to gently stroke her hair.

 


	“I am sorry, love.”



 

Her anger melted away.

 

We stayed like there, enjoying each other’s presence, sinking deeper into warm water and each other’s embrace.

 


	“Zaaa-ri. Lanele was looking for you.”



 

After a few minutes of blissful nothingness, my dragoness spoke up.

 


	“What did Kim do this time?”



 


	“It’s not about the Kim this time!...” she chuckled “… You started learning elvish, remember? At local merchants she found few books and wanted me to remind you that you are supposed to study…”



 

I groaned

 


	“Why did I ever asked her for help…”



 


	“Back then you mentioned something about negotiations with elvish merchants… And benefits of casting spells in elder tongue, or something like that.”



 


	“Ah, right.”



 


	“It’s dumb to me – the spell changing its properties depending on the words used. When I have a sword, it doesn’t matter who was it forged by – elves, dwarves, humans, all that matter is skill of a the one that wield it!”



 


	“Giselle…”



 


	“Yes?”



 


	“You are carrying a huge-ass meteoric sword forged by dwarves, and refuse to use any other tool. I don’t even remember when was the last time you used your twin axes.”



 


	“I-it’s because… it’s irrelevant!”



 


	“The magic is a symbol – you need to manifest it to make it have an effect. Sometimes, the mere thought, emotion or will is enough, but the better you would… <describe> your intention, the purer the effect would be. Elvish language is very graphical. You can literally play with words. The information that humans can deliver in an essay can be given by a single sentence in elvish. I have already learned a single chant…”



 


	“SHOW ME!!!”



 


	“The bathroom is not a suitable place for that. Maybe some other time.”



 


	“Killjoy.”



 

I sighed one more time before stretching my body.

 


	“Gis. Get off me.”



 


	“Nope!”



 


	“Gis. I have a things to do.”



 


	“What things?”



 


	“Thingy-things. The boring stuff. Meeting with potential suppliers, checking the market, ordering someone’s assassination. Y’know, the regular. Later on, I may indeed meet up with Lana.”



 


	“Riiight. Fine… Zari can I ask you a question?”



 


	“You just d…”



 


	“If you answer me with <you just did> again you will earn a punch.”



 

She silenced me in a split of second.

 


	“Of course you can, love.”



 


	“When you would find some time, do you mind… I mean… It’s that… Uh.”



 


	“I have no idea what’s going on, but as long as you really want to do that, I am fine with that.”



 


	“You don’t even know what I want to ask, idiot!”



 


	“But I know that you are the one asking it. That’s enough.”



 


	“… idiot.” Despite of what she just said, I could feel how happy I just made her “… I wanted to ask if in the nearest time you don’t have any official meeting? Like, officially-official.”



 


	“All the time I am getting these. Refusing all of them thought.”



 


	“Invitations for banquets? Parites?”



 


	“Yeah. Since the time I appeared on Blackwood’s party I have heard that my appearance became someone symbol of status. You know <our family is so important that even Whiteraven came>. I hate boosting nobles' ego. I hate almost all nobles, that is. So each time I receive an invitation, I am throwing it to the fireplace.”



 


	“Would you… have some invitation from the family you don’t completely hate?”



 


	“Why do you a… wait, don’t tell me you want to… But why?”



 


	“Oh, I just nicely ask you if you could! If you don’t want then nobody forces you! For fuck sake! Don’t question me like that!”



 


	“No. It is important to me! What is your motivator! Last time I checked you didn’t love all these rich bitches either! So what does this even has, that is so tempting to y… Giselle, just don’t tell me you want to wear a formal dress again…”



 


	“WHAT IS WRONG WITH THAT!? I am a lady, you know?! I may love armors and simple, easy clothing, but from time to time even I want to…”



 


	“Fine.”



 


	“… and just so you know, even though you are saying no… Wait, what?”



 


	“Fine by me. In my spare time, I will check all the letters that came, will even bring them, so you could decide where you want to go.”



 


	“But… you just said…”



 


	“I just said I want to know your motivator so I could pick best option. I should deal with it by the end of the day, is that fine with you?”



 


	“But… you hate these parites, so I thought that you would refuse and…”



 


	“Giselle.”



 


	“Yes?”



 


	“I may hate the parties, but I love you. That should be enough of a reason.”



 

She turned around hiding her bright red face from me.

 


	“Don’t say that so casually!”



 


	“So how you want me to say that? In a poem?”



 


	“Pff. Sure. Try me.”



 


	“Giselle…”



 


	“What? No, no you don’t. Don’t you dare!”



 


	“From the depth of my heart, from the bottom of my soul, I swear my oath of endless love to you.
 I may have piles of gold, an access to knowledge possessed by few, But it all means nothing, if I don’t share it with you.
 The beauty of moon, of thy nymphs and the lands, All fade into nothingness compared to grace you have.
 Giselle, my love, know this one thing. The heavens may fall and the oceans may go dry.
 But my love, to you, never shall die.”



 

She was looking my deep in the eyes. Embarrassed. Paralyzed. She had no idea how to behave. Her hands and lips were trembling, her cheeks no longer were just red – her whole face was crimson as if she was suffering fever.

 

But her tail betrayed her real feelings. It wasn’t just twitching, it wasn’t even waveing with such ferocity that whoever would approach her now would surely be knocked unconscious by the mere strength of the blow.

 


	“W-why would you say that?! Y-y-you fiend! What kind of sorcery is this?!” she started babbling.



 


	“Me? Casting magic? No, Gissele. I may be magician, but you are then one that charmed me in the very day we met.”



 

She was opening her mouth and closing them over and over again. She clearly wanted to say something for the pure sake of talking, but her mind was blank.

 

I got a little bit closer to her  and embraced her closely.

 


	“Giselle. I have told that to you numerous times, but I will do that again. When we met, I have completely lost my faith in mankind. To me, everyone just wanted to use me, everyone was dull, evil with hidden intentions. Everyone who would find about who I was and what I did would react with shock, they would stop seeing me as an individual, as a person, instead, they would see me either as monster or tool. Jericho for first few weeks was watching me closely, Marika, Mrogul, Loki, and everyone else would freak out… But you… You showed me that there are pure, innocent beings out there, these that would judge you by your actions instead of the label that was given to you. You gave me the hope that I lost. I wanted to give up being human. To seek for the vengeance. To make a new world to my liking, even if that meant burning the current one to the ground… Yet now, I don’t want to change anything in this world, because it is a world you are living in. Giselle. I. Love…”



 

I kissed her. Gently. With an innocent passion. For a moment or two before parting our lips.

 


	“… You.”



 


	“Zari.”



 


	“Yes?”



 


	“You are not going anywhere today.”



 


	“What? Why? What happe…”



 

She pounced at me forcefully sealing our lips. Her hands locked behind my neck pulling me closer.

 

The pure warmness slowly started turning into something different, far less pure. The desire of each other’s presence slowly, yet passionately turned into a more lustful need. Warmness turned into a spark, spark turned into fire, and fire into a raging inferno of carnal need. The heat made us thirst for one another, and source of our relief we could only find in each other’s lips.

 

 

 

 

 





 

 

Kim was taking a stroll across the city. He learned to both love and hate this new order build by “sapient races”. On the one hand – it let you specialize in your best traits – hunters could focus on hunting, craftsmen could focus on crafting, on the other hand – it made these people instincts grown dull. People would stop looking for perfection in other areas, which could led them to be shortsighted. Narrow minded. Lazy. Weak.

 

For Kim, perfection was manifested only by a creature that excelled in every field when it was needed. Do you need to fly? Then grow wings and better lungs. You don’t have to fly? Then wings are enhanced wings are wasteful – consuming too much energy without any use for them. Only perfectly adapting to new situations for a time of performing a task was perfect. Everything else was pointless.

 

But, one thing he had to admit. Food – he knew no place where he could find ice creams growing.

 


	“USELESS MONGREL!” a loud scream could be heard from one of the back alleys, followed by whizzing sound ending with a crash, and then scream of a woman.



 

Allured by the sound of violence, Kim moved into the bottom alley

 


	“I am sorry! I am sorry! Please! I beg your forgiveness, master! AAH!” another whizz, another crash, another scream.



 

Kim got a new, nice view of the scenery. A man, dressed as rich merchant was hitting a woman in a rags with a whip.

 


	“Do you know what did you just do?!”



 

Next to them there was a cargo cart partly filled with bottles of whiskey. One crate was lying smashed on the ground.

 

No detective was needed to understand what happened. Though, crates with bottles appreard to be heavy. This small, weak, famished girl could barely lift the crates. It was more than obvious that this was bound to happen. Why did he hired such a weak woman to lift the crates?

 


	“DO YOU KNOW HOW MUCH IT WILL COST ME!?”



 


	“Please! I will find a way to pay up!”



 


	“PHA! Maybe as a whore! And it’s not about the money, stupid sub-human! I had the commitment to fulfill! My clients also has clients! I didn’t just lose money! I lost respect! Renown! No one wants to deal with a merchant that can’t deliver a cargo!”



 

Another sound of a whip slashed the silence.

 

Interesting. The woman was not human. Had bit longer nails, her eyes were bigger and had deeper color, oh, and yes, her ears were looking like that of a dog. Hybrid? Chimera?

 

Chi-me-ra? Kim – e – ra? She was like him? She was like brother Zari? They were not as lonely as he thought?

 

The woman curled covering her head and started whispering something that man couldn’t hear. But Kim could. He perfectly heard what she was chanting. It was something that humans called a prayer.

 


	“… And find me, oh master, of flesh and bones, you proudly carrying the name of a mortal, effortlessly scratching the wall of dreams without knowing the sins…” another scream made her lost her chant for a split of the second “… bring me the strength to defeat thy foes. Give me the fangs to feast on their corpse. The man, the beast, the god of all. Claim this world as a lawful lord. You, who are a bird, you, who are a snake. You, who are every being you ever yearn. Come in your glory. Come in your rage. Turn this world into an ember, and …”



 

Another scream.

 


	“… this is my, another voiceless cry. This is my, another hopeless cry…”



 


	“What did you say?” the merchant heard the last part “… I know these words! You are one of those who worship that devil? Tha! Let’s see if it comes to help you! YOU! USELESS! MUT!” with every word he delivered another blow. “… who would give a damn about some disgusting sub-huma…aaa! AAA!”



 

His scream disturbed what he wanted to say. Why he was screaming? Because someone started tearing him apart.

 

When pieces of his body were finally scattered across the whole alley. Kim approached awe-struck demi-human and with nice, reassuring smile asked.

 


	“Tell me some more about the god you worship.”



 

Oh, actually, the smile appeared to be nice and reassuring only to a lone woman. Because it actually was a smile of cruel monster which was about to commit carnage.
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                Monotonous days, not that I mind. Finally, I was able to focus on matters which, in the end, were the foundation of this little journey.

 




	Thanks to continuous training you received [5 exp]



	Your body is getting used to the hardship of training...






 

If only I knew this little trick when I was still a newbie. The exp that one gets for physical training is ridiculously low, definitely worth less than just hunting things, but, it’s much safer, and then there are also these additional notifications. It’s more than obvious that once those notes would appear a sufficient amount of time I would receive something nice. If I wouldn’t, my disappointment would be immeasurable and mood ruined.

Again and again, I kept on repeating the same exercises. The number of repeats would make every bodybuilder collapse from exhaustion, why was I fine?

I “cheated”. I allowed myself to speed up the process of training with some old good regeneration magic. Who needs breaks if you have mana? There was only one thing that magic couldn’t fix in terms of training. The feeling of pressure which somehow accumulated.

Muscles soreness was far more worse than I ever remembered, but at least it was vanishing fairly quickly, letting me to start all over. And over. And over again.

Kim was disappearing every now and then, he was like a cat, doing whatever he pleased all day long coming back at nighttime falling asleep in random locations (but usually somewhere near me, in such way that he caused as much damage as possible) – on the tables filled with documents I put in order (of course he managed to mix them all together so I had to start from beginning), at the doorstep, so everyone that was coming in or out was tripping over him (he would then jump and hiss annoyed), or in piles of clothes that Giselle would drop on the floor in the middle of the room (you know, she is a messy girl). The last one caused the most havoc and collateral damages.

Gis have hard time accepting (read – she didn’t accept it at all and would start the fight each and every single time) that Kim is more animal than human and is easily allured and drawn toward sources of heat and smell, especially smells that he associated with safety – if it smells like safety and is warm – it’s best place for a nap.

Oh. The cups were sent flying, the glasses were shattered, even the blades were pulled quite a few times.

Horror. Horror. I suggested a very simple solution that would make this whole battle come to the end – I asked dragoness to clean after herself like every civilized sapient being and stop dropping her things on the floor.

I have ALMOST succeeded (I failed completely)! As the outcome, nothing changed, and evening got even louder than before.

With a painful groan I finished my last pull up on the rod attached to the ceiling, I dropped down and unstrapped myself from ballast that was attached to me against my will.

 


	“That’s how I like you.” I heard tempting voice from behind my ear



 


	“Dirty and sweaty?” I asked Giselle without even looking in her direction



 


	“Dedicated. Motivated. Hard working. And yes, dirty, like a veteran fresh out of a fight. There is nothing manlier than warrior covered in scars.”



 


	“You like my scars?”



 


	“You have no idea.”



 


	“Fine. I will get more.”



 

I turned in place and faced her. She also was wearing her training clothes. Short shirt, and short… shorts… which dumb moron even named a clothing "short"? How to properly describe it?! How would you meet the word quota on essay when your nouns are formed based on adjectives describing it?! Short shorts, oh for fuck sake! As for me, the whole Oxford Dictionary should be fucking rewritten![i]

 

Her clothing was pressing against her skin tightly to reduce the burden of unnecessary movements. It was very pragmatic, but also very…

 


	“Zaaari! My eyes are up here.”



 

For a split of a second, I raised my gaze, just to lower it back down.

 


	“I have made a decision. Right now it’s not your eyes I want to look at… OUCH!”



 


	“Bastard…” even though she said that her tone was rather pleased “… wanna go for a round with me?”



 


	“Sure, I just will go grab some candles, set up a mood, grab a bottle of wine…”



 


	“Zari, why do you need candles for sparring.”



 


	“Aaah. That’s what you meant.”



 


	“Wait, what were you thinking?”



 


	“Nothing, really. As for sparring, I have just finished training and…”



 


	“Good. It means you are warmed up.”



 

Dang it!

 


	“I am afraid I kinda overdid myself this time so…”



 


	“Even better, we can test your limits! That’s very wise to know how much your body can take before completely giving up…” A dangerous light sparked in her eyes.



 

DOUBLE DANG IT!

 

In that moment, the door to training room opened.

 


	“Zari! Yesterday you asked me if I would have some time to spare for another lesson, it happened that I have it. Right now, so if you have the time as well you ca… Oh, am I disturbing you… AGAIN?”



 

Lana yelled from the doorstep, and the accent she put on “again” left no doubt what kind of disturbance regarding what kind of action she meant.

 


	“You don’t disturb us. I do have time. I have all the time in the world..." I turned toward Gis "...As you see, sweetheart, yesterday I was begging Lana all day long for this lesson, so…” I literally can’t remember me even talking with Lana yesterday. If I recall correctly, she was busy in the library - we didn't even meet.



 


	“It can’t be helped then. Next time?” dragnoness said in a truly sad tone.



 


	“Next time, and whenever you would wish. It just this one time is off my schedule so…”



 


	“I get it. I get it.” She waved her hand.



 


	“Thanks babe. Thanks Lana, I will join you shortly, will just take a quick bath and…”



 


	“Yeah. That would be highly recommended. You stink like some kind of savage barbarian.” She meant nothing wrong, just teased me with a bright smile



 


	“This, Lanele, is the smell of hard work. I know you are not used to it but maybe one day…”



 


	“Working? Me? Thank you, but no. I have people to do this whole <working> thing”. Another smile.



 

Smart. Elegant. Proud, but with distance to her own persona. Lanele was one of nobles I could tolerate.

 

I gave Giselle one quick peck on the cheek as a goodbye, entered the bathroom, refreshed myself really quickly and joined priestess.

 


	“Regarding yesterday’s conversation…” I started. She snorted. “… thank you for the rescue.”



 


	“You just looked like you were in desperate need for a chance to run away. And it happened I indeed have some time to spare.”



 


	“Thanks. I really overdid it today, my body is barely working.”



 


	“You owe me.” She teased



 


	“I owe you.” I nodded in agreement.



 


	“The question remains – will you be able to live with the idea of lying to Giselle?”



 


	“I will. Perfectly fine. I will tell you more, I will be able to live an even healthier life after avoiding sparring with her in my condition.”



 


	“Lazy-ass. In human measurement, you acted like 8 years old spoiled kid.”



 


	“Technically I am more or less 3 years old, so I will take that as compliment…” she messed her footing shocked with the information I just dropped, yet her face remained unchanged



 


	“And as 3 years old, how many people did you exactly killed?” she raised one of her browns



 


	“Times are changing, kids are growing faster these days!”



 


	“I have never heard about 3 years old mass murderer.”



 


	“You did. Just now.”



 

Since we left the guild we traveled most of the way toward the library in silence. Eventually, I decided to lift that awkward mood.

 


	“Your turn.”



 


	“My turn for what exactly?”



 


	“An awkward confession.”



 


	“What the… Zari, you can’t just…”



 


	“No. We have to get to know each other better. I have shared with you a portion of my past, not it’s your time to do the same.”



 


	“No, Zari, I…”



 


	“Awkward confession. Now! Or I will not go to study with you!”



 


	“Fine by me, I will be the first to inform Gis that your schedule for this afternoon is free again.



 


	“I… haven’t considered my threat thoroughly.”



 

She giggle happily.

 


	“What am I supposed to tell you? That most of my life I spent in the inner palace surrounded only by maids and guards? Studying ethics, negotiations, religion, and magic? That before I was thirty years old… for humans that would be less than 8 or 10?... I was introduced to dozen or more potential marriage candidates? Few of which were older than me by few centuries and few weren’t yet born?”



 


	“Excuse me?”



 


	“That’s a common practice, actually, once a woman is pregnant you can more or less determinate the gender of a child with magic, of course, the more advanced the pregnancy is the more accurate the spell… I can’t really give you many of these awkward confessions you yearn for, because until very recently I… I pretty much wasn’t living at all. Just existed. Now I have a decade or two before I would have to get back to my golden cage and repeat the previous century of my life for next millennia, two or ten? Well, I may try getting pregnant quickly and force my daughter into doing my job, this way I could retire fairly quickly, oh, and by the way, that’s what my mom is doing right now. She is barely 800 years old, she had me once she was 700, and as far as I heard, she was trying to have a baby for two or three hundreds of years...”



 


	“What a slut…” I decided to lift the mood cutting her in the middle of her speech.



 

The rank the high priestess had in their community was really, really high. No one would try speaking badly about her, especially not in such a vulgar way. Lana had to respect her mother twice as much.

 

This is why once she heard such words addressed to her mother so casually, first she made a huge eyes, then, she hyperventilated, cough, and at the end burst into uncontrollable crazy, completely not-lady like loud laughter, drawing the attention of each and every passerby. Elves were known for their ability to keep their emotions under control, this is why seeing one of the members of this noble race whizzing on the ground was quite a spectacle.

 

She needed a good minute or two to calm down, first her unladylike-laugh became a bit more lady-like, then she manage to cover her lips with a palm, raised from semi-kneeling position straightening her backs, eventually even smile would disappear from her lips.

 


	“Please, refrain yourself from saying such vulgar words about her majesty.” … thought her eyes were still sparkling.



 

I wanted to add an adjective or two more, but as the classic said, sometimes less means more. I decided to give up the subject.

 


	“The world is extraordinary…” Lana would finally say “… so colorful, so exciting, so… not-dull. In two months that I spend with you, I already experienced more than through my whole life. That’s something I wanted to say once we would be parting our ways but… I am very grateful. To you and Giselle… so, if you would ever be traveling somewhere near the forest of Bagoraz… Feel yourself not only invited, but also required, to visit.”



 


	“You are aware that I am a merchant and you just gave me a tax-free pass?” in my mind a complex equation for the taxation reduction from every business operation appeared.



 


	“Zari. Your eyes. Beware of crowns and ravens…”



 

The gold shines in the eyes of the greedy – the common saying of this world.

 


	“Guilty as charged. But… damn, now even more pesky merchants will try to beg a meeting with me. Greeeat.”



 


	“Speaking about the merchants and meetings. I heard you are going with Giselle for a party to the Merchant King.”



 


	“Where do you know this from?”



 


	“A bird sang a song about it to me.” She gave me a cheeky smile. I keep forgetting she in an elf. An elf with lots of money. A smart elf from royalty with lots of money. She could get every information she wanted. What was her intelligence network? She paid locals? Or maybe elves had their own spies all across the continent? Now, she decided to keep the source of her information a secret. She can be quite a dangerous player…



 


	“… Just kidding. Giselle got drunk two days ago and just couldn’t wait to tell everyone she has another <rich> date with you.”



 

…

 

…….

 

………

 

 As always. The shortest distance between two points is a line – simplest and most obvious solution are usually the correct one.

 


	“I asked her several times to be quiet about it.”



 


	“And she did great, for hour or two she literally didn’t say a word!”



 

 

Gisseeeelleeee!

 

More pain in the ass incoming.

 

We entered the library in really good moods, moved toward alcove we booked for personal use for the whole day and started our studies.

 

I would love to say that I made huge progress, but that would be an awful, terrible lie. Each and every time I thought I would at least understand the rule behind some grammatical formula, Lanele would introduce exemptions from the rule, fucking up my whole conception. In my previous world, I was attending three different language classes (not counting my mother-tongue), I admit – I couldn’t really use the other two, my understanding of these languages was fixed only on passing the subject – read, learn, pass, forget circle of action. Buuut! I thought it was rather easy for me to learn a new language, at least its basics. It turns out that either it wasn’t as easy as I recalled it to be, or Elvish was completely broken and fucked up. And I really think it’s the later of the two reasons.

 

Still, despite all the headaches that Lana gave me, despite of her yells and screams and offenses (I was called an idiot, moron, and illiterate turd dozens of times), we really had a good time.

 

I enjoyed each and every day of our visit in this city. For a moment I could forget about quests, hunters, devils and end of the world to treat the matters that were really important. Looking back at the time and place I came from I could really say it now.

 

I regret nothing and wish these days never end.

 





  

 Kim once again entered a shabby local. In the poorest section of the town, there was a “bar” if you can call it this way. Located in cellar, damp and dark, few candles were shining the path to the main chamber. Inside quite a few poor looking beastmen were gathered, by the bar and damaged tables they were drinking alcohol mixed with water. Criminals, slaves and escapees. Not a single “decent” person in sight.

 

Once Kim entered, they all got up from their seats.

 


	“Good day everyooonee!” Kim almost sang from the doorstep in happy voice.



 


	“G-Greetings, my king!” the wolf man standing close to him greeted him.



 

By now, everyone knew about Kim’s special talents.

 


	“King. Ki-ing. Funny word. What does it mean?”



 

By now, everyone also knew about his not perfectly developed inteliigence.

 


	“It means you are the strongest of all, and that if you lead, we will follow.”



 


	“So, I am the king indeed, am I not? I am strongest of all of you after all…” he jumped on the bar counter sitting on it, letting his legs freely hover over the floor.



 


	“But, if I am king to you, does it mean that someone stronger than Kim will be Kim’s King?”



 


	“N-no! You are really strong now, and will keep getting stronger until there would be no one stronger than you!”



 


	“But there are so many stronger people than Kim that Kim already met! There is sister Giselle, there is sister Lanele, sister Blanka is weaker, but wiser, and when we sparred Kim still lost… There is big brother and few people in guild that smelled like blood and decaying flesh, near them all of Kim’s senses were screaming… I wonder if Kim can really be the strongest after all… And why should Kim be strongest, I wonder, it feels natural to be, but why…so many things to wonder... wooonder.”



 


	“M-maybe it’s because it was your destiny?”



 


	“Destiny? What is it?”



 


	“Your appearance was known long ago. We knew one day you would come, it was meant to be this way. Just as salmons periodically travel up the stream, just like trees drops leaves. So it was known that you would come.”



 


	“But whyyy?”



 


	“Look at us, my lord. Who is stronger, ordinar human, or ordinary beastman?”



 


	“Silly question! Beasts! We have claws, we have fangs, humanity is using tools like swords or bows, but beastmen can use them too…”



 


	“Yet who is controlling who?”



 


	“Humans. They have perfectly balanced breeding habits and more flexible social connections. They are far less attached. This is why they won the race between races. Race of races...” All of the word-games appeared to amuse the little monster



 


	“Should it be this way?”



 

This question puzzled Kim, he didn’t understand the concept of something being right or wrong.

 


	“Humanity is inferior. They were just a link in evolution from which beastmen grew. And just as archaic link they were not meant to last. We are stronger. Faster. More dedicated. Better in every aspect. We are meant to be apexes of new world. They are flawed and afflicted and were meant to cease, to make a place for better than them. But, instead, once they noticed the newly developed races, they seized control using system they made long ago. They are hunting us, enslaving us. Using us as their pets. They are offending the very evolution. They are risking glorious progress to halt. It can not be this way. The progress needs to be maintained!”



 

During many conversations, beast-men already noticed how Kim seems to be obsessed with self-progress. They were thinking really long how to gain a divine beast’s favor for their case.

 


	“Indeed. Weak are food for strong. It has always been this way. They are weaker, so why are they on top, I wonder?”



 


	“It cannot be tolerated!”



 


	“It cannot?”



 


	“No. Or else the prey would hunt the predator. Or else the night would be brighter than a day. Because the whole world order would fall into chaos. Your appearance was known long ago. You were meant to be a cure for sickness called humanity.”



 


	“Sickness? Plague…”



 


	“This is why, we beg you…” wolf man kneeled “… We were fighting from the shadows for too long. We were losing because we were scattered and lonely, we were far too diverse to find someone who could unite us under a single banner… until now… My lord… Lend us your strength. If you lead, we follow.”



 


	“You lead, I follow!” lion man kneeling hit his open palm with fist



 


	“You lead, I follow!” Garuda kneeled beside the wolf man



 


	“You lead, I follow!” the dog-girl he saved the other day looked at him with eyes full of passion and love.



 

Kim was feeling uneasy. Big brother was warning him not to join any gathering nor group…

… but the brother was always very logical, and everything they said was logical too. In what kind of world weak are dominating stronger?

 

Kim made up his mind.

 


	“Fineee! Kim will help you fix the world, but only that! Once Kim does it, Kim goes back to playing with big brother!”



 

Rejoicing sounded in the whole under-town. The preparation has begun.

 

To the beastmen, every person that earned Kim’s favor was called by him either brother or sister, because of that they paid no attention to the person he called “big brother”. They thought he was just another ordinary human that was just nice to Kim and thus, he was mostly harmless.

 

Boy, if they only weren’t wrong.

 



[i] You have no idea how much time I spent to form this one part-of-a-sentence! Maybe for whole two minutes! It is not much, but I am a busy man and this whole situation put me into so much stress, that I had to blow some steam throwing this pointless tantrum. Duh.

            

    
        Chapter 375

    
    
    
    
                For the first time in ages, I brushed my hair with an actual brush. Not just ran it down with my fingers a few times – a brush. Brushy-brush. A real deal. There was a good reason for that, I was about to enter devils-den – the mansion of Aleister Rosewood also known as Merchant King. The current leader of RoseWood company – greatest guild on the entire continent. This man meant more than all the kings, mages, senators and aristocrats. A man whose invitations I was politely declining over and over again, reducing my interactions with his guild to the bare minimum - only with his underlings (like old fart Bayley who so kindly started supplying my apothecary pretty much free of cost).

There was a good reason for me to avoid this man – business is like a game-  if you want to win you have to avoid stronger players. Unfortunately, I ran out of luck. Avoiding this man became impossible, you could always decline an invitation to another city, but, as I recently was informed, Aliester came to the city because of “spontaneous, not planned business trip, to check local guild” – just a few days after I got in here. Coincidence? There is no such thing as a coincidence. Even more, as usually guild checkups meant that the specific location started generating lower income than it was supposed to (or it started generating a loss, but that’s rarely happened to companies ruled by Rosewood).

This is why I was trying to look as good as possible -  look like the world’s 8th miracle. Also because Giselle really wanted to stand out.

 


	“Zari, are you ready?” Gisselle knocked at the door before popping her head into the gap between the door and doorway “… For the mercy of the goddess! Zariel! Look at yourself! Look what you did to yourself!”



 


	“What now?! You have any idea how much I have spent on that Jester uniform to look like one of those damn aristocrats?!...” The robes cost ten times more than I wanted to pay. They were made of rich black material that someone managed to reflect some light back, it was smoothly lying on my body. “… I have spend past three hours to look, as Lanele suggested, <decently>, and not bare-assed beggar that came from the bushes!”



 

At first glance, it was modest, humble even suit. Only when you would pay some more attention you would notice some decent, yet rich ornaments. Two silver cufflinks at each cuff and three hair clips keeping side of my head at state of spontaneous messy order. At top of that single ornament looking like a bird brooch with its wings spread out was keeping my caped tied around my neck.

 

The clothing was very, but very uncomfortable once again ensuring me in my statement that rich people are living to be looked on, and not to feel comfortable. It was itchy, it was restricting my moves and made me feel like an idiot.

 


	“And you nailed it! That’s my problem! Do you have any idea how many vixens will try to cling to you!?” her tone of annoyment turned into the purr of deeply pleased admiration “.. just look. At. You!”



 


	“I thought you prefer sweaty and stinky brutes.” I teased back



 


	“For the main course, yes, but now you look like a midnight snack!”



 


	“Giselle! That was actually very witty!” Oh, the pride she beamed with was simply adorable “… now, don’t keep me waiting, show yourself.”



 

As if waiting for the invitation, she finally entered the room, not only with his head.

 


	“S-so, how do I look.”



 

Long, elegant red dress was falling till her ankles, it was cut vertically on the sides, like a combat dress, so each time she made a step you could clearly see her legs, and damn, she had nothing to be ashamed of! I just noticed, that hair that she usually had tied into a single braid (for purpose of traveling and combat) she had now freely falling  down on her shoulders and lower back, her hair naturally curved slightly creating a cascade of waves.

 


	“Zari?”



 

The dress was long, too long for my taste, earings made of some crystals exposed her natural beauty of her slim face. On her neck she put a necklace with fiend fire emerald – gift that I gave her while we were departing from the Kingdom of Dwarfs. Jewel was wonderfully matching with her eyes, making it almost hypnotizing to look in her direction.

 


	“Zari. You are about to earn a punch from me…”



 


	“Sweetie, don’t talk to me for a minute or two, I am struggling not to jump on you.” I eventually answered.



 


	“I… guess it means I look decently?”



 

D-decently?!  I always find her pretty, but now…

 


	“Gis. Right now I am re-thinking my plans for tonight. Instead of boring our asses on some shallow and dull meeting we could…”



 


	“Zari. The cart driver is waiting!” She pouted



 


	 “I will gladly tell him that he may just go away…”



 


	“Zari, we are going. End of discussion.”



 

I groaned annoyed.

 


	“Don’t be like that! We are going to have some fun!”



 


	“No, I am going to suffer agony with you by my side as only source of comfort.”



 


	“So… you really don’t want to go?” tone of sadness could be heard in her voice



 


	“… After you I can go even into depths of seventh hell.” 



 

I raised from my seat, approached her and offered her my arm.

 


	“My lady, will you do me this honor and favor to be my company this evening?”



 

With smile she rested her body on me.

 


	“With pleasure, love, with pleasure.”



 

We headed out leaving the guild. On our way out we were spotted by few adventurers, that seeing us in “not-exactly-clothing-for-adventures” were “a little” shocked. I have to admit – it was very pleasant to feel lustful gazes of women on myself… and not so pleasant seeing similar gazes of males after Giselle. What can I say? I am a hypocrite. As an act of dominance I put my arm around Giselle waist and brought her bit closer to myself, then I looked deeply in eyes of the man that stared the most.

 

He backed out.

 

Good. Good. It’s good to know you are still respected.

 

We entered the cart as cartman hold the door for us. And I must say – if I was feeling like a Jester in all this sparkly accessory, then the cartman lifted my mood. Because he, he looked like a moron! Harlequin at very last. As if someone drunk too many colorful drinks and puked with a rainbow. Red and Black and Blue and shit… Jesus. How much is this guy getting paid to wear it!? For fuck sake! He even had a huge hat with long like ass feathers! My dude! How much your dignity cost!? Have some shame!

 


	“I see that my Lord is in very good mood…” the cartman noticed. He wasn’t aware that he was the reason of my wonderful morale 



 


	“How can I not be? I am about to spend a night in presence of lady of my life.”



 

I answered with a trained tone. Cartman nodded his head with aprovement, Giselle blushed, normally, for making such a statement in public, I would get a punch. But this time, Gis wanted to act like a lady! It meant that I have whooole night for spoiling her to my heart content.

 

The distance between the mansion and the guild was quite huge, so we spent quite some time in silence. Giselle was nervously biting on her lower lip and I was staring at her trying to burn this image in my mind.

 

Eventually, she noticed my not-really-discreet gaze and I would get yelled for … I have no idea what for, she said I was stressing her out.

Silly thing.

In about thirty minutes we arrived at the gates, just to notice a huge queue of carts similar to our lining in front of the main entrance. If I would have to use a single word to describe what was happening, it would be a “carnage”. Because of safety reasons and prestige of the party every guest would be checked if he was having an invitation and then once again checked if they were on the list. 

I didn’t mind waiting like a civilized being without oversized ego, but my cartman had other plans – he called for a guard, said who he is traveling with and demanded opening side gate just for us. I was readying myself for another comedy scene, yet, much to my surprise, the guard did as he was said. Oh, the hate in eyes of other guests was actually quite sweet and delightful, I think I could understand why nobles were acting like spoiled assholes all the time. I don’t share that need with them – only understand it.

We stopped in front of stairs leading to the mansion, cartman once again opened the door for us and helped out leaving the vehicle. I tipped him. Man with gratitude bowed his head before driving cart off the entrance making spot for next carriages. 

 


	“Are you ready to dive into viper’s den?” I asked



 


	“Come on, it won’t be that bad, last time it was rather nice, don’t you think?”



 


	“Last time we were hosted by a noble whose wife I saved. This time we will be hosted by jackal that will try to force me into becoming his minion. Or to overtake my little enterprise. Or both. Or gods only know what else.”



 


	“So… I forced you into something nasty?”



 


	“No, love, I ran out of excuses either way. This man is used to always get what he wants. He wanted to meet me, so for over a year, he was trying to organize a meeting with me. A year, Giselle. Man, that attends dozens of meetings weekly, that travels whole world far and wide, that controls thousands of workers and suppliers. Every sane person would just wave his hand on such troublesome pest like myself. But not him. He wanted to meet me, so he is about to meet me. If I would run away this time too, he would try again. And again. Till one day he would just march into my room, saying that he was around and wanted to come over and say hello.”



 


	“… I am having a second thought about this party. Say, if we would tell them that suddenly I felt really sick…”



 


	“Gis. You are a half-dragon. You don’t feel sick. Never. And even if, I am an alchemist and druid that should treat it on the spot.”



 


	“Fair point. No turning back?”



 


	“Just you and me against the world.” I smiled.



 

She hugged my arm even stronger and nodded. We entered the mansion.

 


	“Mister Zariel Whiteraven, with his charming companion Giselle Redwing!” as soon as we entered the main hall our eyes were hit by awfully bright light. From the side I could hear the announcer yelling our names.



 

As soon as our eyes got used to the light inside, we noticed how colossal this mansion truly was. The whole guild could fit just in the guest hall, and then there were also kitchens, party rooms, offices and guest rooms all across the building. 

 

The awfully bright light was caused by magical crystals places instead of torches, and damn me if it wasn’t a spectacular show-off of wealth and position. Many of crystals were made into chandelier-like structures, adding to the beauty of the place. 

 

Saying that the place was crowded, was like saying nothing at all. I didn’t know that there were this many nobles in the whole country!... Useless shits, get a normal job, would you?!

 

Once my name was mentioned, many greedy eyes turned in my direction, most of the people seeing me for the first time in their lives appeared to be… disappointed? Shocked at least? The hell were they expecting? That was actually a good information for me – if you are being underestimated the negotiations will be much easier.

 


	“My, my! You? Here? I thought you don’t like such parties! Too sophisticated for you?” I heard such a fake-ly happy tone from my side, that I shivered from the bottom of my spine



 


	“Senator! So happy to see you!...” I answered with just as fake tone “… indeed, unlike you I hate wasting my time on parties, I prefer working instead, but, there are people whose invitation you cannot refuse! But fear not, once I would be as old as you and couldn’t hold the vial in my hand because of shaking palms, I would most likely spend all my time on such negotiations meetings!”



 

On the face of Head of Alchemist guild, a single vein popped out. I knew that her age was a taboo for everyone that worked with her.

 


	“Oh! I am sorry!...” I gasped “… that was so rude of me! I was taught to honor elders, yet I disrespected the person with the greatest… experience… in this whole building! My deepest apologies!” I bowed my head.



 

Of course, I raised my voice so our little conversation could be heard by as many people as possible.

 

A second vein popped out.

 

My opponent still had quite a strong position among merchants and nobles, so no one laughed, not openly at least, yet I saw many faces turning to the side trying to hide a mocking smile.

 

Mission accomplished. 

 


	“Indeed. You would do better thinking before speaking, child, but that was expected from someone as young and naïve as you…” <watch your tongue or have it cut from your head> - her whole posture said



 


	“I will pay that in mind, hopefully, I still have lots of time to learn… because apparently nothing will move me off the market in the nearest future!” <Try me, bitch> my smiled answered.



 

The aura around us was getting delightfully thick as we were looking deep into each other eyes refusing to move heads to the side. We didn’t even blink. This gaze-battle lasted for almost a minute, and I was sure it would last longer, if we weren’t interrupted. 

 


	“A-ha! Zariel! My friend! I heard that you would come but to be honest, I didn’t believe!... Greetings to you, Senator.” A fat merchant with a sharp gaze approached us



 


	“Bayley! You old hyena! Let me congratulate your promotion! I wanted to do that with a letter, but in the end, I deiced to do that in person!”



 


	“You heard about it?” the man beamed with pride



 


	“Of course, that yes! I don’t want to sound rude, but I am always watching my contractors closely!”



 

A-ha. My ass. That was but a lucky guess. Bayley used to own a small shipping center in the middle of nowhere. Such a person would never be invited here unless his position changed 

 


	“My little promotion was caused mostly by me signing a contract with a new strategic partner.” He smiled at me cheerfully



 


	“Is that so? I wonder who you outsmarted and took on your bait this time!” I decided to sweeten his life with a few more compliments. It was more than obvious that he meant me



 


	“Can’t say! You know, business secret!” he laughed cheerfully, appreciating my innocent compliment. 



 

But if Bayley approached me, it meant only one thing. One charade was over and another one was starting, one called the business game. The game, in which he will improve his position on the market by introducing me to potential partners, suppliers and such.

 


	“Before the party would actually start, would you fancy to come with me? We have a loge booked with few friends of mine, and they are dying to meet you!”



 

Quick to act, Bayley? That was expected, but your boldness exceeded my predictions. It’s good though, you are a honest type. You don’t hide your deals behind faked smiles and promises. Straight to the point. I can respect that.

 


	“I am sorry, Bayley, but I am not alone here, I will go where my lady will follow, how do you like this idea, Giselle?”



 

I looked in her direction, and by closing and opening my eyes slowly I gave her a sign that I don’t mind.

 


	“Of course I would love to finally get to know you better, Mr. Bayley! Zari is talking about you all the time, it will be a pleasure to meet someone who is respected by him so much!”



 

Giselle scored for me some additional social points.
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                The thick, uneasy mood could be felt in the cold night air of the city called “the trade capital of Neira”. Aleister Rosewood threw a huge party for the greatest dignities from the whole country, but not only! Because of that, most of the city guards were patrolling district of nobles – in the end, you don’t want some shady scums scaring off potential investors! That meant, that the rest of the city was left mostly unprotected. If someone wanted to make something really, really bad – that would be the best opportunity. But who would dare to do something like that? That would be an affront to the city guards which would later throw every resource they had to deal with the stain on their honor… Yes, there was not a single fool who would dare to commit such an act in this city!

 

… unless…

 

The drunk merchant left the inn. He was barely walking straight for he boozed much more than he could handle. Why was he in such state? Answer was simple. He was celebrating a really good deal. His exotic merchandise has been appreciated by three extremely rich nobles, which would force the cost of the prize of the auction to skyrocket beyond belief. He earned twenty times more than he intended! TWENTY! He already forgot about robbery-like-fee he had to pay for setting an auction platform in the corner of the market, and then additional bribe, so the guards wouldn’t patrol this particular spot in the main plaza… in the end, slavery was officially illegal IN Neira… “officially” is the keyword. Those who had money and connections could afford to bend the rules… or create a new one.

He was just heading toward his house when he bumped into some really big man.

 


	“Watch <hicc> it, you maggot! Do you know who I am?” he was just a petty peddler that very recently started trading people, he wasn’t anyone of importance, but his recent sale put him in an excessively good mood.



 


	“I do, I perfectly do. I will tell you more, I was looking for you in particular…” Man’s face was hidden behind the hood, so you couldn’t tell a single detail of his appearance. “… I heard that just today you sold a really… valuable goods.”



 

He put such an accent on his last words that it sounded as if he was about to spit

 


	“Aaa! A customer! I am sorry, good sir! I am sorry! Indeed <hicc> indeed! I have sold two beautiful beast-girl! So fierce and untamed, top-notch! I have to admit, that these two were the most valuable slaves I had, but the other ones I still have in possession are almost just as good!”



 


	“I will gladly check them out… as for the one you already sold, can you please tell, me who bought them?”



 


	“I am sorry <hic>, you know, that’s a trading secret.”



 


	“Come on! The auction was public! Everyone who was around would know who put the most money on the table, I just don’t want to look for every passerby! Don’t get me wrong, I don’t care about the woman that someone already bought, I am merely interested if someone of high status bought from you, that would be a perfect reference! I am rather a loyal customer and prefer not buying from people I don’t know… especially these kinds of goods… But maybe, if you are a friend of a friend…”



 


	“I see. I see. Indeed, it was quite a big auction and no one really hide his identity. The man’s name was Anuil Abn Seka.. Sera… Setha…”



 


	“Anuil Abn Sekath. Owner of Oasis City from behind south border of Neira.”



 


	“Ah, you do know him!”



 


	“Everyone does… he has quite a taste for beastmen slaves. Stories of what he is doing in his harem are as well known, as frightening.”



 


	“Yeeeah. That would be him. He was bragging about it all the time…”



 


	“Do you know where he is right now?”



 


	“I heard that tonight he will be partying at Rosewood’s mansion, then he intended to go back to his land through the city of…. Waaait! If you were a friend with him, you should know that…”



 

Strangers hand bolted onward grabbing the man by his throat and lifting him up almost with no effort till their eyes met. Now, the petty seller could see the face of his “costumer”. He was a beastman of the lion tribe. On his right cheek, he had a tattooed symbol of spear placed in the sun – he was a hunter from one of the nomadic tribes from the South – the same tribe that one of his recent slave was.

 


	“One of the girls, Lialara, was my sister. You kidnapped her and sold like a cargo… like fucking furniture…”



 


	“Releaaseee meee” he said choking, he couldn’t scream, he was just wheezing fighting for air “…If you won’t, they will kill you…”



 


	“Kill me? You silly thing, if you would learn a thing or two about our tribes, you would know why there are so few slaves of our kin on your… <market>. It is, because, you see, our woman has a really high position in our hierarchy. We never, ever, let some human just hunt us. First, we send a lone tracker, then, we send a squad, then a family, then a tribe. If even that would not be enough, we call other tribes to aid us. Even though we are fighting for land, for hunting grounds or for favor of totems… When one of us is being attacked by humans, we unite till we get our kin back… and till the sin is paid in blood. I understand why you did that, you ignorant fool… but that Anuil was so shortsighted? Maybe he thought that if he was buying a slave in the other country we wouldn’t track him down? How do you think?”



 

The man didn’t respond for he was already dead, during a too-long monologue regarding his traditions, lion-man suffocated the merchant .

 

He released his grip making the lifeless body hit the pavement. As soon as he did, another hooded person emerged from darkness of the night.

 


	“…Aaaand?” the new figure asked



 


	“Your information indeed appeared to be true. You brought me closer to my family and helped me to execute part of my vengeance. I am in your debt.”



 


	“You know exactly what we want from you.” The new man lifted his hood showing his face – he was a wolfman, one of many that pledged his loyalty to Kim in basement of slums.



 


	“I don’t like it, but I am bound by the vow of my promise.” He nodded his head in sad agreement.



 


	“As expected. You bring pride to your family and ancestors honoring agreement you made. You have my respect… and sorrow, for forcing you into our case.”



 


	“No… “ the lion man said after a short moment of silence “… Your cause is right and just. Our kin suffered too long because of humans. It is time to remind them, that not even their cities of stones can protect them from our rage. Tonight, the mighty of this city will remember why there were afraid of the dark.”



 

He said that with cold, emotionless voice, as if he was more sad than angry.

 

 





 


	“… and then that idiot actually doubled his stock!”



 

The whole alcove burst with laughter, even Giselle, that previously had no idea about concept of logistic. Bayley was a great talker.

 


	“And then he had to double the transport services offered by… you?” one of the merchants, thin, tall man with perfectly trimmed mustache quickly picked up.



 


	“But of course. Ah. That deal gave me position of branch leader… in the middle of nowhere, but still better than being just a side peddler.”



 


	“That was long time ago, Bayley, look at you now. Head of transport department? Of whole cluster? My-my. And knowing that you got that without any marriage deals, just with your pure skill… I tip my hat to you.”



 


	“No-no. I was more lucky than skilled. For example, my last promotion found me by itself…” he raised his chalice in my direction



 


	“The deal was beneficial for both of us…” I noticed with a smile



 


	“And not-no-beneficial for somebody else.” He smiled widely looking in direction of Head Alchemist that was having a cheerful conversation with one of direction of Rosewood company “… Seriously, fuck this bitch. She used to just walk into each and every party as if she owned it, and made a list of people she would allow to approach her in her private alcove. Look at her now, she had to wait before entering the main gate, as every bread-eater.”



 


	“Well, I didn’t wait…” I noticed “... I believe you didn’t make a show out of this just to remind her that her position dropped?”



 


	“But of course old Alister did! Oh, she was a pain in the assess of all gathered. Sometimes, she didn’t even find time for old man himself. Oh, I believe you would be officially asked to the offices, and she would be told to get fucked… with all honorifics and protocols.”



 


	“That means that my position in negotiations improves, doesn’t it?” I smiled widely



 


	“Zariel, my friend!...” Bayley put the glass aside with a very serious tone, almost completely sobering up “…. Don’t cross the line! Indeed, you can ask for a little bit more than you wanted, but pay attention not to overdo it. Your company is still small, you have a factory in one city. The old man could swallow you whole. Do you want my advice? Stay proud, yet humble. I know you good enough to know that you won’t do that, but I will warn you anyway – don’t pretend to be somebody else. If you would act the same way as you did while making negotiations with me, that would be a huge impression on him. You know, old man Ali has daughter and son – don’t get me wrong, they are really smart kids… but bit too overconfident... Ok, definitely much moooore overconfident than they should be. He started believing that nowadays youth just lost its fangs. Show yours, Zari, but by any means, don’t bite, don’t even bark.”



 

He said that looking me deep in the eyes. Everyone else in the alcove only nodded slightly their heads in agreement.

 


	“Bayley. You are a great partner, but even better friend. Fear not, I will not shame you in front of your boss.”



 


	“It’s not about me, kid… not about me this time.” He patted my shoulder in gesture full of protectiveness, that made my insides curl in annoyment. I hated it when someone patronized me.



 

Yet this time, taking into consideration that he really wanted me to succeed, I cast aside desire to shake his hand off me…

… or so I hoped that he meant only good things. Because, you see, by this small gesture he could show everyone around that he treats me as his apprentice, therefore boosting his own social position.

 

You can never be 100% sure what merchant thinks about, even those you consider your friends. While hoping for best I was preparing for the worst. In the meantime, the subject of our conversation switched to more pleasant topics. I was slightly afraid that the gathering we attended wouldn’t fit into Giselle’s taste, but much to my happy surprise, everyone was very… cheerful and talkative, even negotiations were discussed in the form of half-jokes. Ladies that were accompanying merchants (fiancés, wives, and very close “friends and business partners” were talking about subjects not directly connected with economy or politics. Quite the opposite, once they heard that Giselle was THAT Giselle Redwing, they insisted to talk about the dangers of this specific “industry” that women would face.

 


	“Dangers that women would face? Absolutely no different from those that males deal with. You will be either eaten, burned, stabbed, slashed, crushed… just pick a one. Of course, there are certain monsters and savage sapient races that would use women for something else… but that’s a risk we accepted. Someone has to risk, so somebody else could be safe. You can trust only your own skills… and your party members. And I am lucky to have both… especially the later one.” she would turn in my direction with a gentle smile, thinking I didn’t hear her as I was busy with a conversation on the other side of the table



 


	“It must be so wonderful to travel the world, to live through so many adventures…” one of the ladies smiled to her own imagination of being an adventurer



 


	“To travel days or weeks without a proper bath, to sleep covered in blood, sweat, and mud. To be bitten, scratched, poisoned and left open-wounded. And once you would deal with the problem, there would be a people denying you your salary, like <and what are you going to do about it” – as you would stand dirty and exhausted by their doorstep. Don’t get me wrong, it’s a good life, once you finish the quest you feel like a hero. Sometimes, the gratitude in villagers eyes is all the prize I need. But damn, there are really messed up people out there too…for example, those believing that being an adventurers is just traveling and sitting in the inns.” She smiled toward her conversation companion with no malice in her voice.



 


	“I am sorry! I didn’t mean to offend you!”



 


	“You didn’t.



 


	“I was just… wondering if I could become an adventurer like you one day…”



 


	“Don’t. You will die.” This time she said that with a harsh tone “… sorry to say that, but I can see your hands. They are very delicate and soft, but your fingers appears to be skilled and trained. You are writing for a living?”



 


	“Y-yes. I am an accountant…”



 


	“Give up. You have a good job. Worthy. Needed.”



 


	“I just… wanted to feel like a heroine once too, you know?” she smiled shyly



 


	“You can still be a hero. A hero is a person that makes a difference. The one that gives food to the starving child on the street. The one that helps those in need. A hero is a person, that can do the right thing in the right moment. There will be plenty of such opportunities. You just have to look around… I used to be a village girl, you know? Working in the field and waving a stick above my head was all I could do… I never received a proper education. I was learned to read and do the simplest math, but you are responsible for calculation for a store, right?”



 


	“A-actually, a few of them…”



 


	“SEE?! Each time I see longer calculation longer than a line, my head hurts!... I envy you. Every peasant can wave stick above his head. But there are way fewer people that could replace you.”



 


	“I… feel a little bit better. Thank you…”



 

That’s my girl – I smiled to myself while bottoming out another glass of fancy red wine, trying not to spit it out.

 

I hate wine. When someone would put some normal alcohol on the table? For goddess sake! The party is going on for over an hour already! Put the appetizers away and bring vodka!... or whiskey, at very least.

 

The music stopped for a moment, people dancing in the middle of the room stopped, bowed to each other and started slowly leaving, making place for new couples that quickly emerged from the alcoves.

 


	“Excuse me, friends…” I said getting up from the table. Slowly, I approached dragoness still talking with her new friends, and once her gaze happily looked in my direction I bowed slightly offering her my hand for support. “… My lady, would you do me this honor and dance with me?”



 

She beamed with joy, that’s what she was waiting for and the very reason she “forced me” into looking for a banquet.

 

With elegant grace, she accepted my hand and got up from her seat.

 


	“The pleasure would be all mine.”



 

We were about to head to the dancing floor, but in very next moment a servant approached us.

 


	“Mister Whiteraven? The lord of this house wishes to know if you would do him the honor of meeting you in person?”



 

The music was about to start, I saw the sadness of Giselle’s face as she knew that it was an invitation I couldn’t refuse…

 

… but actually…

 


	“Tell mister Rosewood, that it will be my greatest pleasure… and I will find him as the song would end.”



 

It was almost an affront. Noone makes him wait as he calls for a meeting. The fact that he “asked” me to come to him, and didn’t bother to come personally, also stated his position. The servant opened his mouth in shock, yet quickly closed it retraining his serious appearance.

 


	“I… I see, is there something you want me to tell him as he would be waiting for you?”



 


	“Yes, please, tell him that I am really sorry for my lack of politeness and I don’t mean to dishonor him in anyway, but that I have already offered this short moment to this lady, and no matter how important is the subject that Lord Rosewood wish to talk about, it will never be more important than the woman whose hand I am holding right now.”



 

I bowed my head in apology.

 

A servant only nodded before disappearing.

 


	“Are you… sure you should do that?” Gis asked with mixed feelings



 


	“No. But I don’t care. I would rather be spending the next twenty or so minutes with you than anybody else. “



 


	“Zari?”



 


	“Yes?”



 


	“You are an idiot.” She chuckled



 


	“I know.”



 


	“But it’s a good thing because you are my idiot.”



 

We headed toward the place from which the music already started playing.

            

    
        Chapter 377

    
    
    
    
                The door leading to a small, cozy, yet absolutely functional office was opened as a servant entered the room after apologizing for the intrusion. Inside there were three people already waiting for a visitor… that didn’t come.

By the wide table, four rich armchairs were placed, these on the sides and from the "host-side" were occupied by: on the left  – the man in his mid-thirties, with a well-trimmed noble-like mustache. In his eyes energy and confidence were burning as he was filling the paper with columns of numbers. The plaque on his chest said <Rosewood’s company head accountant>.

 

On the right, a well-dressed beauty was sitting with legs crossed – not a very lady-like position, but she was so lost in the book she was reading that she barely paid any attention to etiquette.

 

Last but least – the man that looked to be in his early fifties, with his hair slowly turning white and relatively wide yet short mustache and beard covering most of his face. He appeared to be so focused on calculation sheets in front of him, that one could say he paid no attention to the servant that did everything to keep his presence as little-disturbing as possible. It was quite the opposite.

 


	“You came alone, Robert?” he asked without even looking in his direction. Only once he raised his voice his companions snapped back to reality.



 


	“I am afraid that yes, my lord, Mister Zariel asked to forward his words of apology and to ensure you, that he will gladly appear as soon as possible once…” he stopped for a moment trying to find the word that would not appear as impolite



 


	“Once… what? Robert? Please, tell me. It is indeed quite interesting to know what kind of excuse he made up this time. I am trying to lure him in for… Robert, how long?”



 


	“Two years, 3 months, week and four days. Three, if we would count today as a success.”



 


	“… over two years. And each and every time he made up really good excuses. Work, deal-making, taking guild requests to gather rare ingredients… I had to change my schedule of the entire month to finally catch him, and now he once again delays our meeting…”



 


	“… He… I mean…”



 


	“Come on Robert, spit it out.” There was no anger in man’s voice, quite the opposite, he appeared to be amused by his servant behavior.



 


	“… he said that he already promised a dance to his companion before I approached him, and he is bound to keep his word, yet he would come as soon as the song would end… he should come in thirty minutes… unless he would keep looking for excuses.”



 

Aleister Rosewood chuckled even though the main accountant and the woman hissed annoyed.

 


	“Really? A dance? Who does he think that he is?” the woman started annoyed



 


	“A man of his word. Look at this from his perspective. Robert, could you please tell me where did you find him?”



 


	“He indeed was heading toward the dancefloor while holding his partner’s hand.”



 


	“If he would just drop his companion aside, he would make himself look like another lapdog begging for attention. And by forwarding his apologies… my, my. I thought that he was just a young man that got lucky trying to avoid confrontation because of fear, but he may actually be much more experienced player than we thoughts…” accountant noticed



 


	“Klark, he set up a factory in the slums right under the nose of Alchemists Guild, he created a new manufacturing model that allowed him to take significant piece of the potion market, and once it became wide-known that it was him standing behind illegal organization, instead of being thrown to jail he managed to legalize institution made of thugs. Do you really think that someone could do that with only luck on his side?...” Rosewood got up from his seat and started walking across the room “… but the most vital thing is his manufacturing method. He managed to turn thieves and beggars into people working in alchemy industry. I have tried to learn how the process looks like… but he has connections with Syndicate.”



 


	“We also do…” woman noticed



 


	“Charlotte, my child, we are their customers. He apparently works IN Syndicate. They were never a people of honor, unless the business was a matter of their little family.”



 


	“Honor of a scum?”



 


	“Indeed. Two rules. The deal is sacred. If you did the job, you better get paid, and the other one: touch one of the family, and the family shall touch you. You always could pay for information regarding their other customers as long as it didn’t threaten their business… but each time I tried to get any data regarding Mr. Whiteraven or his company, they only answered with <These information is not on market>, and eventually I was told to no longer ask about him, because people asking too many question about this particular matter tend to suffer because of bad luck.”



 


	“They threatened you!?” accountant’s eyes almost popped out



 


	“Remarkable, isn’t it? That only strengthened my hunger for information thought.”



 


	“If he has this kind of Syndicate's support then… isn't he dangerous?”



 


	“No. Syndicate is unimportant. They are only a tool, limited tool. They are great when it comes to information, bribing, sabotaging and other actions of similar nature. But they can’t act openly. They are almost without any impact on the market as it is. If I was about to start a cargo war with WhiteRaven, he would lose and Syndicate could do nothing about it.”



 


	“But that would be just plain stupidity on our side…” Klark noticed



 


	“Indeed. The traffic caused by appearance of Apothecary is greatly beneficial for us. Actually, it would be best to leave him alone and let him do his deed undisturbed.”



 


	“Then… why bothering so much with this still little fish?”



 


	“Because, the business in a game that I am slowly getting tired off, meeting new players always causes the rush of blood in these old veins. You can call this an ego of an eccentric old fool. I still remember the days of my youth, when I had to fight for every deal; when I was fighting for every percent of savings… but now, I grew dull”



 


	“Suuure.” The woman called Charlotte just rolled her eyes “… We ALMOST believed you.”



 


	“Also, he could be a sufficient fiancée for you…”



 


	“DAAAD!”



 


	“WHAAAT!? I am already old! I want grandchildren, you know!?”



 


	“You can’t just force marriage meetings with every third grate-merchant you find interesting!”



 


	“I am Aliester Rosewood! Of course that I can!”



 


	“NO!”



 


	“AND I WILL!”



 


	“NO!”



 


	“YES!”



 


	“NO!”



 


	“YES!”



 


	“NO!”



 


	“NO!”



 


	“YES… wait…”



 


	“I am happy you finally see my point of view, my precious daughter…”



 


	“YOU ARE LITERALLY UNBEARABLE!” she threw her book at him and left the room slamming her door behind.



 


	“I… believe you overdid it this time, boss.” Accountant noticed, hearing that servant Robert started vigorously nodding his head.”



 


	“You can’t just force young women into marriage… I mean, you can, but shouldn’t. Not with lady Charlotte at least. She has your temper.”



 

Aleister would just exhale air loudly, then he would quickly sit on his armchair with an annoyed grimace and crossing his arms on his chest as he would pout:

 


	“I want my grandchild thought!... and there is no way I can count on Xavier in this particular matter…”



 


	“My lord…”



 


	“I DEMAND A HIER!”



 

Aliester Rosewood. The most feared man on the entire continent, the one who didn’t bow to the kings nor priest… had this little weakness that barely anyone knew about. Outside of business meetings, he was acting like a spoiled brat with complex regarding no fresh blood in his family.

 

Aliester Rosewood – the grandfather wannabe.

 

 

 





 

The song that was being played by a small orchestra was extremely similar to waltz. Rather fast-paced one, it was a fact which I noticed at the beginning while cursing in my mind. I remembered what kind of dancer Giselle was, and I already prepared myself for getting my feet trampled.

 

Imagine my shock when I wasn’t kicked nor stepped upon in the first minute, two… three…

 

Giselle noticed that I noticed, and with every passing second, her cheeky smiled kept on growing.

 


	“Giselle, who was the person that taught you to dace this well?!...” I asked a provocative question. I had no idea if I should thank that man, or cast some curse on him for laying his hands on my dragoness, just in case…



 


	“I… I won’t tell! It’s too embarrassing!”



 


	“I may need a lesson or two myself, you know? Don’t keep your instructor a secret from me!”



 

A-ha. Lesson-my-ass. The desire to practice my curse-making kept growing inside me.

 


	“It was papa Jericho and Alesia…”



 


	“Oh…” my muscles relaxed. Funny thing, I didn’t notice when I clenched them



 


	“What oh? WHAT OH!? I have told you its embarrassing!”



 


	“Not at all, quite the opposite. Gis, there is nothing embarrassing in trying to improve in any field. Quite the opposite, I am lacking words how proud and happy I am! I still remember our first dance. You turned my legs into mushed pulp…”



 


	“… stop it!” she hissed quietly getting red on cheeks



 


	“The way you almost dislocated my shoulder when you took over the initiative... which, let me remind you, as a woman you shouldn’t do…”



 


	“Will you shut up by your own, or should I help you!?” vein started pulsating on her forehead



 


	“Just last thing – I am supposed to force you into a pirouette, not the other way around…”



 

Her face quickly approached mine, for a moment I believed that as she found her hands and legs to be occupied she decided to hit me with her forehead. Lead by instinct, I closed my eyes, just so I could feel a gentle, warm pressure on my lips.

 


	“What did I do to earn that kiss?” I eventually asked, taken aback by her unexpected move.



 


	“Kiss? No, I just helped you to shut up.” Once again, this damn, cheeky smile.



 


	“This only motivates me to keep talking more.”



 


	“Then, I will silence you more.”



 


	“Absolutely fine by me.”



 


	“Same here.”



 

When did she get so straightforward? Among the people? Now, as I recall, she indeed changed a lot. No, no physically, she is just as wonderful as I remember. But, she appears much more open and witty these days. I remember when just saying aloud anything sexual would get me a few series of punches.

 

And look at her now? Kissing me in the crowd? What’s next? Exhibitionism? I wanted to ask this question aloud but…

 

… but it was not the time nor place to make fun out of her. Now, is the time and place to cherish the moment.

 

The way her hair and dress danced after each motion was hypnotizing. We were moving together with dozens of other people, like a wave spinning in a circle around the sphere-like room. To feel like a piece of bigger, living organism… it had this weird magic of the act that, frankly speaking, I enjoyed.

 

One of her hands on my shoulder, mine on her waist, the other locked together.

 

Our gazed dived in each other’s eyes, our hearts were racing, our breaths slightly rigid. Like in sparring, but this time we weren’t fighting against each other, more like the two of us against the world.

 

I missed it. I missed it each time I closed my eyes - her gentle gaze filled with that delicate affection. I wanted her to look at me like this forevermore. Thirst that can never be quench.

 

Another turn, another twist. We barely noticed that the song ended and every person bowed or courted to their partner. About thirty minutes passed in a blink of an eye as if it was just a moment, and if it wasn’t about the slightest pressure of fatigue over my muscles I would not believe that this one song has already ended.

 

I didn’t want it to end.

 

Dragoness got closer to me and passionately rested her forehead on mine while purring in comfort.

 


	“Go. Do your thing. Don’t make me a big old bear wait too long. I will be waiting… in the meantime, I will maybe dance with gentleman or two…. Or five? Depends how much time you will need…” she said with too-obvious-fake-innocence in tone.



 


	“I will make sure to end the lives of each and every single bastard that would approach you.”



 


	“Hey, it’s my job to be the jealous one!” she chuckled



 


	“Not today, not when you look like a goddess among mortals.”



 


	“Aww, keep spoiling me more and maybe you will earn a prize.”



 


	“What kind of prize?”



 


	“Hmm…Dunno yet. But I will try being creative.”



 


	“That better be a promise….” I exhaled loudly “… I will be back as soon as possible.”



 


	“Why are you in such a rush?”



 


	“Because each and every moment of my life I don’t spend with you, is the moment wasted…”



 

A pair that was moving past us slowed down for a moment.

 


	“Awww! That was sooo sweet!...” some unknown to me woman from upper nobility almost squealed “… you never say such things to me!” she pouted at her companion



 

They would resume their march, but this time, guessing by their tone they started arguing, quite violently.

 

After confusion caused by this appearance passed, we exchanged confused gazes with Gis, chuckled slightly and headed out from the dancefloor. Like a gentleman I pretend to be – I lead Gis back to the alcove, informed my new acquaintances that I had to leave them before I found out the closest servant and informed him that I was expected by Mr. Rosewood.

 

The man in the suit would just nod and start leading me toward the upper floor.

 

And then, as I was in the middle of the stair a chill ran down my spine.

 

I sensed something. Not here, not in the mansion, but really close. It felt like…

 

… Rage. Hatred, being unleashed. As if someone gets the burden off their chest, the burden that was there for so long, that the creature almost forgot how to live without it.

 

It was like a single candle being lighted up in the absolute darkness, shined for a moment or two before dying.

 

That happened again, on the other side of the city. And again. And again. The inferno of emotions so strong, that their outburst appeared to me like magic being cast.

 

Flames. Strong, toxic flames. Negative emotions that sparked the desire to act. To do. To kill. To rip. To tear.

 

Spontaneous. Short…

 

… delicious.

 

It wasn’t a strange event. Or, actually, it shouldn’t be. In the daylight, everyone was losing control for a moment or two every now and then. These little lights could be sensed by every skilled magic-user… from a certain distance and only if they were compatible with the emotion, that is.

 

What was extraordinary then? The quality and quantity. The wrath was pure, like if someone was killing his life-long nemesis. I could sense them from approximately miles away, which shouldn’t happen. There is no way that someone’s senses were sharp enough to feel outburst of a non-magician from hundred meters, not to mention miles!

 

And the numbers.. yes… the number… if you would join all these dislocated sparks together… they would make a beautiful conflagration.

 


	“Mr. Whiteraven? Something happened?” the servant asked



 


	“Yes… No… I am not sure. It’s irrelevant, please continue.”



 

I shook my head to the sides and resumed my journey toward Rosewood’s private office. Whatever happened out there, it was not my business. As long as it didn’t affect me in person, I wouldn’t give a damn…

 

… if I only knew back then that it did affect me…

            

    
        Chapter 378

    
    
    
    
                The lock of the door leading to the house of one of the slave traders clicked a few times before giving up and opening. It was pushed from outside, lightly and slowly in order to not cause any sound which could wake people inside. But, the merchant was quite rich and petty when it comes to the matter of his own luxury. Each and every door, metal joint and even wooden panels on the floor were either lubricated or adjusted to work as silently as possible. This pettiness was a blessing for every thief that wanted to walk in.

The man with a hood over his head hid the lockpick in his pocket and double-checked the doorframe. He located a spring mechanism and with a quick movement of his hand, he disarmed the trap. Then, he nodded to his companions that were still hiding in the darkness of the night. Three masked thugs entered the house, one stayed in front of it keeping the guard, ready to warn his comrades in crime about any possible threat.

They were acting quickly, knowing that their time is limited. They decided to split up in order to speed up their search. One of the men located the hatch in the corner of the kitchen leading to the basement – originally the supply room, on regular basis the room where slaves were living – in darkness, coldness suffering hunger and humiliation. The second man checked the other rooms on the floor while the last one headed toward the stairs and later – bedroom.

The last man was a member of the nomadic cat-men tribe, moving without a sound, like a shadow - this ability was something he was born with. Without waking the merchant, he approached his bed, picked a dagger and quickly sliced his throat. Not too deep in order to avoid instantly killing him, but not too shallow either so he couldn’t even scream for help. The man woke up with the gurgling sound, as if he was drowning, because, he indeed was – he was constantly having his blood flooding his lungs.

 


	“You are lucky, swine, for that’s the slowest death I can bestow upon you - if it was different time and place I would make sure you would be suffering for days… unfortunately, we still have to visit few of your neighbors so…”



 


	“Kahei, the fuck are you doing? Don’t waste time talking with a dead man! Haiijo already released those who were trapped in the basement, we are moving to the next target! Swiftly!”



 


	“… sorry. It’s one of my many weaknesses, the man that owned me was talking all the time, literally couldn’t shut the fuck up. I think I just want to pay them with the same before they die…”



 

As if just waiting for him to finish, the man stopped moving, his fingers still gripping the sheets of his bed.

 


	“Congratulation. Your romantic date is over. Can we go?”



 


	“Killjoy…” a small explosion could be heard from a distanced place in the merchant district



 


	“Looks like we have been spotted. Lion tribe will cause havoc and focus the attention of the guards. We have to leave. Now.”



 


	“But there are still other…”



 


	“We won’t help them! We have to make sure that those that we already released will leave the city, otherwise, everything we did tonight will be in vain!”



 

Cat man hissed in helpless fury but eventually nodded in agreement.

 


	“If we could save just one more…”



 


	“You will save no one if you would die, brother. Now go!...”



 


	“OVER HERE! THIS HOUSE! SOMEONE BROKE IN!”



 

Voice of humans, most likely guards, could be heard from the outside, followed by sound-sign made by their companion on the outside of the building. They were located.

 


	“I will buy you some time! Now go!”



 


	“But…”



 


	“GO! YOU IDIOT! I will join you shortly! Save these kids!”



 

Cat man was pushed out of the building throught opened window by his companion, he felt into the thick bushes next to the mansion getting scratched badly but with no serious injuries. As he got up he noticed group of six heavily armored guards entering the house. There is no way that his friend will leave it unscratched… or leave at all.

 

Bloody humans!

 

Someone grabbed his hand and pulled away

 


	“Come! We have to leave!” Haiijo, the lizardman hissed in half-worshiper



 


	“But Stettew!”



 


	“We won’t help him now! Don’t waste his sacrifice! We still have the job to do!”



 

With a gesture of his head, he pointed toward a group of recently freed slaves, mostly kids, holding close to one another, confused, scared.

 


	“… one day… they all shall pay!…”



 


	“Then don’t be a fool and live long enough to see that day coming! Live long enough to MAKE that day come!”



 

With another helpless nod and tears in his eyes, thugs left the mansions, moved toward the back alley, located a manhole leading to the sewers and entered it, leading the group of kids to safety. Using the underground they managed to move toward the opposite end of the city – the slums, and emerged from darkness… just to encounter a not-so-small squad of guards already waiting for them.

 


	“As expected. You thought you would use the infrastructure of OUR town against us?! You are still animals in your heads…” another small explosion, and screams and yells of fighting “… you hearing that? Do you know what is this sound? It’s your kin dying on the streets, like turds you are! But fear not, you will join them shortly! For this act of violence, we don’t have to capture you…”



 

The man speech was disturbed by cheerful humming, the sound approached them from the side, as everyone turned their heads in that direction, they noticed an exotic looking kid. Slightly darkened skin contrasted with his light hair and toxic green eyes. A human, at first glance.

 


	“Kid? Boy!? What are you doing here!? Leave, now! It’s dangerous here!” the guard officer panicked, for a split of second the cat man was wondering if he would manage to jump to the kid and take him as a hostage, but something told him not to move. The air around this kid, he smelled like blood and conflagration.



 

His eyes changed instantly, turning into vertical slits, he smiled widely showing abnormally sharp teeth. He was chewing on something - something bloody.

 


	“… another subhuman…” officer hissed disgusted “… READY YOUR WEAPON LADS!”



 

The side of formation lowered their spears toward the boy, the second row of soldiers holding crossbows aimed at this seemingly innocent boy.

 


	“It’s so fun… Just as Kaero said… SO MUCH FUN!” kid almost sang like a bird with a tone full of delight.



 

The marksmen pulled the triggers and ten bolts flew toward the boy that kept on approaching the guards.

 

Cat man wanted to scream, to yell <watch out>, yet he couldn’t muster voice from his throat. The world slowed down, he could see the mosquito flying near the tip of one of the arrows being pushed aside by the impact of the projectile. And he could see the eyes of the kid, moving at an abnormal pace.

He moved to the side letting the first bolt fly past his face almost paying no attention to it, yet he smiled even wider.

For gods! This smile! His opened mouth covered more than half of his face showing colossal jaws. He dropped on all four letting the other two bolts harmless fly above his head before he charged on the group of every thirty men, like an animal.

The rest of the bolts dug in the ground as he avoided them moving in a zig-zag patterns.

He shortened the distance between them drastically in a blink of an eye, stopping two or three meters away, just outside of the spears reach.

 


	“First, remove the stinger…” kid hummed.



 

Insectoid wings grew on his back adding to the power of his vertical jump, once he was directly above the squad, from sides of his hand's small needles grew out and were shot down digging painfully in the flesh of the archers as he landed on the opposite side of the squad.

 


	“…Then, crack the shell open…”



 

His body instantly got covered by the black, dense chitin armor, awfully long horns appeared on his forehead as his whole body became bulkier. He charged right into the middle of the team. Spearmen tried piercing the creature, yet their weapon shattered on wide plates, missing joint cracks.

 

The first man was nailed on the horn, lift off the ground and send on the opposite side of the street. Hitting wall of the house he shattered his skull dying from the impact on the spot.

 

The beast danced between helpless guards, kicking, stabbing hitting with body mass ten times bigger than a fully equipped soldier.

 


	“Remove the fangs…” Four elite swordsmen which were standing around the officer as his last line of defense died one after another completely helpless. Beast morphed again into much more agile type, even though they were trained by best of the best, they couldn’t land a single attack.



 

The kid approached the trembling officer with his mouth big enough to swallow him whole opened is a devilish grin.

 


	“… serve still warm….”



 

Cat man couldn’t hear what the officer was yelling. Was he cursing or begging? The words mixed together as this “innocent kid” started feasting on him.

 


	“Good appetite… I messed up, you are supposed to say that before eating! Sister Lana will scold me for bad manners again!” back to his child-like form creature appeared frightened for a moment.



 


	“My liege!...” from the same alley that previously little devil emerged Kaero – wolfman, leader of the beast-men from the slums. “… my liege! We had a plan! We were supposed…” he noticed the scenery.



 

The group of slaves, the kid, the carnage…

 


	“… you saved them… I beg for your forgiveness, my king! I misjudged the situation! P-please! Carry on!”



 


	“Kaaeerooo!...” the child sang “… you were right! It’s sooo fun! Big brother never let me play like that! He was saying it’s too dangerous! But look! They are sooo weak! Sooo disgustingly weak! And you said that weak are food for the strong! You were right, and big brother was wrong! For the first time!...”



 

He laughed in the air, it was such a grotesque, cheerful, innocent laugh – so very unfitting their current situation.

 


	“… it feels sooo right to do so… So right to be feared! To be worshiped… maybe you were right indeed? Maybe I was meant to be a king…”



 

For a split of a second he became confused, he gazed into an empty location far away lost in his thoughts.

 


	“… but, what about brother then?...” he said to himself, so quietly that nobody else could hear him “…isn't he stronger? He is. Then why am I doing what he is supposed to? Why isn’t he leading the purge of this corrupted world? The world ruled by weaklings? It’s not right… so very not right… Was it the reason we were born? Were Kim supposed to do what Brother refused to do?...”



 

He didn’t notice he started talking about himself in plural form.

 


	“Kim were meant to rule. We were meant to fix it… yes… we are evolution… Kim are the cureeee. Brother was mistaken… was he mistaken? He was right each and every time… until now. One mistake proves that one is not perfect. He may be close to perfection, but not just there… until Kims make mistake… will Kims be perfect? Kims are perfect. Yesss…”



 


	“My king?”



 


	“Kim made a decision. Carry on the purge…”



 


	“But what about the kids and women?”



 


	“Kids… vital for the survival of the genes. Vital for evolution. Women, critical for the case. Women have a higher status as life-givers than males as mere seeders. Higher priority. Securing critical… Change of priorities. Eradication of lesser race is being marked as a lower impact task. Relocate vital members of society outside of the city. Secure their retreat, become a decoy. Cause as much havoc as possible. Then, retreat, regroup, prepare for further actions.” he, as a creature, might be lacking senses of sanity or common knowledge, but his art of fighting and survival was a cluster of memories of hundreds of creatures. His sense of strategy was similar to those of greatest commanders, thought he was lacking the wording.



 


	“As you command my lord!” wolfman bowed before looking in direction of cat-man “… WHAT ARE YOU DOING!? Didn’t you hear his majesty orders! We will be your distraction! Lead kids and women to the forest!”



 


	“I-it will be done… But, Kaero, who is that thing… that… creature?”



 


	“Speak with respect. He is the blessing that came down from havens as the answers to our prayers. He is the one that was bound to come…” but… it was impossible… he was but a fairytale told among slaves to give them a glimpse of hope “… he is the divine that shall purge the world. Hail the one that shall feast on the impurity of this world. Hail the Devourer!”



 

            

    
        Chapter 379

    
    
    
    
                A few minutes pointlessly passed in the office of the Rosewood as we were exchanging courtesy none of us cared. After entering I once again apologized for forcing my host to wait to which he would respond with a flippant wave of his hand saying that there is nothing I have to apologize for. Then, he would demand to know what kind of beverage I would like to quench my thirst (and with the purest joy I was informed that Rosewood has a bar filled with something else than wine). I noticed premium class “Runner company” whiskey blend – Jericho’s favorite poison, at politely suggested stronger alcohol.

He was the one pouring glasses, a very polite gesture on his side – letting me know that he treats me as equal and honors me as his guest at the same time. Most of the nobles would order their servants to do that.

I was not a fool though and I exactly knew what my host wanted to achieve by that charade of kindness. He was trying me out – he wanted to know how would I react to being treated with such kindness by someone with a status beyond any form of comparison with mine. Would I be shocked? Tongue-tied? Or the opposite – take that as the sign of good fortune and become much more demanding?

I did neither, quite the opposite, when he uncorked the flash I was the one helping him with glasses for me, him, his accountant and leaving one additional glass for one empty seat to my right – it was clearly occupied not so long ago and by the mess that was left near it, it was quite obvious that whoever sat there was yet to return.

We sat down, said few more nice things to one another mentioning how pleasant it is to finally meet up. Aleister would eventually joke that making an appointment with me was a very tricky task and for a moment or two he considered that I am running away from him to which I replied that as every entrepreneur I am a slave to my duties and that leaves me with little time to spare for such joyful meetings.

He nodded with agreement, the sparks in his eyes told me that he understands and believes in everything I say… which only ensured my opinion regarding his skills on the field of negotiations – his mimic and gesticulation will tell me nothing.

 


	“So, Mr. Whiteraven, what did convince you to start your little venture on such a hard and unwelcoming market that is Alchemy?”



 

He didn’t ask to learn the reason – I am pretty much sure that he already knew that, right now he wanted to check how many details I am willing to give on my own or/and if I would lie about it.

 


	“When people are trying to kill you with seemingly no reason, you would naturally wish to learn what is their motivation. That means you need information, and information costs money, therefore, you need to finance this researches. And alchemy was something I happened to know – better or worse. The side effects were that I got a bit better connection with legal and illegal powers that rule this world, strengthening my position in the process. And in the meantime, I could play with potions which is the task I like. A win-win situation for me.”



 


	“So you weren’t motivated by money? Riches?” The accountant asked writing something down on his small note-book.



 


	“No. The company, as it is doesn’t motivate me at all, to be honest, I just can’t wait to make few more facilities, give the supervision over them to my apprentices, so I could quickly retire with percent of income as nothing more but an advisor every now and then.”



 


	“It’s simply incredible, that someone with your attitude managed to create an organization that made the whole market tremble…”



 


	“Adaptation, change, and evolution. Just as a caterpillar turns into a chrysalis to grown into mature insect late – the same way I see this little company of mine. A tool that now serves its purpose, once it will no longer be necessary it was meant to be cast aside like an old skin… but, I have to admit that its performances exceeded my calculation. Even if I would no longer be in charge, I will have to leave myself a backdoor to make a grant return if the situation would turn dire… What?” for the first time perfect poker-face of Rosewood twitched



 


	“Nothing, you just surprised me. Most of the people tend to hold to their enterprises with everything they got, as if their life depended on it, you, on the other hand…”



 


	“It all depends on priorities – perspective. If you would think about it as the process of buying bread – the merchants would be far busier and occupied with bread, they would count each and every piece they sold, they would be making prognosis how many breads they will be able to sell in day, week, month – to accordingly plan their supplies… and what about a customer? Is he thinking about bread all day and night? No, he wants to buy it, so he visits a bakery and gets it. Did he buy too little? No problem, he will just get in there again. What for you is a matter of life and death, something that you dedicated your life, to me is just a moment, an episode, a tool.”



 


	“I have managed to see a few of your supply deals… as for someone that says that his interest in the company's well-being is just temporary, you surly fight for each and every penny.” Rosewood said while opening the scroll being a copy of one of my agreement.



 

He shouldn’t have it. It was highly confidential agreement. Whoever gave it to him broke the confidentiality clause. Not that I was surprised, of course that he could locate any document he wanted, but him throwing it in my face was yet another test of my reaction.

 

I decided completely ignore it.

 


	“Not at all, soldier sharpens his sword after ending each of his practice sessions, even though he may march into regular battle once in his lifetime. Just because I starve for perfection in each of my actions doesn’t mean I plan to do in every day till the end of my life. There is a saying: it’s better to be a warrior in the garden than a gardener in the battlefield… Or, dream about peace yet prepare for war…”



 


	“You never know when you will need something?” Aleister quickly picked up my chain of thoughts



 


	“And this is why your tools have to be in excellent condition, so they wouldn’t fail you in your time of need. Each coin I save during negotiation is a coin I can spend on something else. Plus, it’s better to have a reputation of good merchant, then you may pick curiosity of players that are playing on a bigger board…”



 

I left my speech with a silent suggestion. It was my time to test them. I have just implied that it wasn’t them that invited me here, but I let myself get invited which was a part of a bigger scheme. Of course, that was bullshit of colossal size and undeniable aroma, yet the circumstances I said it could indeed lead people less informed and with weaker faith into such belief.

 

On Rosewood's face huge smile bloomed, as expected he didn’t take my speech seriously, yet appreciated my little joke. The same thing couldn’t be said about his right hand, who choked on the glass of whiskey.

 


	“Klark, you are embarrassing me in front of the wizard!” Aleister said smiling with the corner of his lips “… but, that’s rather sad information for all of us, you are surely a brilliant mind it’s a shame that it's focused on matters different than arts of selling. Our cluster could use some fresh ideas… especially regarding manufacturing processes..”



 

A-ha. Here we start. Two cases at the same time combined into one to make another side of conversation believe that he was asked fewer things that in reality.

 


	“That’s very bold, Mr. Rosewood, even for you. There is no way that I would weaken my position on the market selling my processes. I have also mentioned that I am not really interested in staying in business for a longer period of time. I can cooperate with you in many fields, but joining your cluster is a one-way ticket… Since the day I joined society I have been avoiding joining any guild, formation or political party which would chain me down to perform periodically repetitive tasks. I was offered to be a Guild’s Alchemist, Senator, Sentinel, member of Noble family and many, many more. I am still trading and keeping up-to-date beneficial contacts… but I am working WITH them, not FOR them. This will never change. This is something I will never let anyone deprive me.”



 

An accountant’s attitude changed in the split of an eye.

 


	“Are you happy now, Aleister?” he asked in a calm voice



 


	“…Don’t-give-a-damn,-and-your-wish-shall-be-grant kind of attitude? That’s a boomer.”



 


	“Not quite a man you were hoping for?”



 


	“No, not quite. He is really a nice lad, but in a longer period of time, you wouldn’t be able to count on him.”



 


	“His connections can be still really valuable.”



 


	“Yeah, that’s why I am still wondering how to use that…”



 


	“… I am still here, you know?” that sudden change of mood confused me a little.



 


	“Shush now, child, let the grown-up speak.”



 

A vein popped out on my forehead. I hated being patronized, and what they just did was patronizing. It surely was, wasn't it?! 

Calm down Zari, calm down. Don’t let the hate control you. Let em’ do whatever they want as long as it does not involve you…

 I just snorted and refilled my glass. Resting my backs against the armchair I took a huge sip. The door to my side was open as a nerdy-looking, yet really beautiful woman entered the room.

 

She was wearing a rich half-formal dress that perfectly boosted her natural class and beauty. Her long gold-like hair made a natural cascade of waves reached her lower back. She quickly inspected the scenery.

 


	“… are they on it again?” she asked with an apologetic smile on her face



 


	“I have no idea how often THIS happens, but indeed, the IT is on.”



 

The two men completely ignored her appearance disusing some potential uses of my persona as if I wasn’t even there as she sat on the one seat that was left.

 


	“I am Charlotte Rosewood and right away I wish to apologize for these two. They tend do… pay little attention to people whose presence… SHOULD BE HONORED! WHAT KIND OF HOSTS ARE YOU?!... I beg your apology, I shouldn’t yell…”



 


	“It’s good. Yell to your heart content. My mate is doing it all the time.”



 


	“Madame Redwing? I met her a few moments ago.”



 

There was something in her voice that just didn’t let me calm down.

 


	“What did she do this time?”



 


	“She started a <who-can-drink-more> competition with few VIPs. To be precise – with those that were bragging how strong heads they got.”



 


	“... Poor fools. I myself can only keep up with her because of detoxification magic.. and I also like to think that I have a strong head.”



 


	“As long as they would survive, I won’t mind.” She joked



 


	“That’s not so obvious. There already was a man that had to be healed up from semi-agonizing state after one of such showdowns.”



 


	“… so it was a good idea that I ordered few servants to watch over them?”



 


	“Good idea? As long as they won’t join them.”



 


	“I assure you that they won’t! They are trusted prideful men that wouldn’t dishonor their duties just like that!”



 


	“You underestimate Giselle’s ability to drag bystanders in her mess…”



 


	“Now you are just exaggerating!... Maybe I will send another servant to watch over the servants.”



 


	“You can never be too cautious.”



 

She quickly shifted her gaze and looked at Robert with pledge in her eyes

 


	“On it, My Lady.” The man bowed before leaving the room.



 


	“Now, I believe it is my duty to host you till my father would kindly cool his merchant-fever… Can I offer you some fancy red wi…” she noticed my glass “… with all due respect, I will never understand how someone can drink whiskey.”



 


	“Me neither, that’s why I stopped asking this question…” the door was slammed open as one of the mansion guards came in



 


	“My lords, my lady! Apparently there is a commotion in the town.”



 


	“What kind of commotion?”



 


	“We don’t know yet, but it's serious. Every guard was mobilized, few smaller shops are burning, few people are dead…”



 


	“My the goddess protect us! Who did that?”



 


	“We can’t be sure, but apparently - the beastmen. The mansion is heavily protected, so you are all safe in here. Still, I would suggest to advice all your guests to remain inside until the situation wouldn’t calm down.”



 


	“… Did they know about it?”



 


	“No. I made sure to inform you first and allow you to handle this situation.”



 


	“Good. Good. We will inform them soon in such a manner to cause as little havoc as possible. Panicking VIPs is the last thing we want now…” Charlotte look in my direction “… Mr. Whiteraven, I count that you will keep all information you heard here for yourself… at least for the time of ball.”



 


	“Trust me, last thing I want is getting dragged into something messy.|



 

She nodded with appreciation

So, the little sparks I felt before entering office indeed turned into conflagration? I have no idea who I should sympathize with? On the one hand, mostly innocent people could be dragged into the mess. On the other slaves were treated like objects for most of the time.

 

Politics. No matter which side you would pick, the bad taste in your mouth would remain. Just as one of my favorites authors said: If I have to pick between one evil and another, I would rather not picking at all.

 

And I will keep it this way as long as I can. That’s how much I care about his ness,  

 

 

 





 

 

 

 

Slums and part of the merchant district turned into place of carnage. People were fleeing off their homes in panics as guards kept pushing beast-men back – to the exit of the city. Soldiers were much better equipped, trained and organized, but most decisive advantage was their number. The lines of beast-men kept getting thinner as more and more were leaving the city escorting another group of freed slaves, still, with their stronger bodies and rage unleashed after generations of humiliation they proved to be formidable enemy – especially that they were fighting on enemy’s territory, therefore they were using this fact to get as much ground as they could – setting stores and homes in fire they would force parts of enemies to focus on saving their citizens.

Dirty tactic, but it worked.

They were being pushed back by three main routes stretching from gate plaza – that’s where each force of rebels was slowly heading to while trading blows.

Yet, one of the alleys was bit special – with this specific alley the guards had most troubles, even though the defending squad was smallest. The reason for that was some kind of shapeshifting abomination that kept on decimating squads.

Three full squads of elite knights already fallen, before the commander that newly arrived on the battleground noticed the obvious – the victory wasn’t as obvious as one could think.

It was obvious, that when you spot a weaker enemy you would try forcing a direct contact, try overpowering enemy and eradicating it before he could regroup or get aid from his ally. That’s what three previous groups did. Groups, whose soldier’s body parts were adoring the sides of the road.

He changed his approach. He formed three separate smaller formations that were moving from three sides – left and right side of the street, while one was marching in the middle. They were slowly heading onward pushing the group away from the city.

The creature didn’t attack. Knowing that he has people it has to protect on his back he didn’t risk the attack. He was giving up the field. Step after step.

Stalemate? No. The officer was young, but far from being stupid. He sent one of his fellows for help. Normally, asking other parties but guards or soldiers was treated like a little stain on honor, but for him, wasting his people's lives in vain would be far worse than just a little dishonor.

 


	“I – THE MIGHTY JUGGERNAUT – HAVE ARRIVED!”



 

A colossal figure wearing extremely dense armor and carrying a colossal battle-ax came onward pushing his men aside.

A-class adventurer. One could say that he was overconfident and far too prideful, but everyone that actually talked with him would know, that it was but a game. He pretended to be an idiot waving his ax over his head while yelling to lower his enemy’s guard. His skills were far more sophisticated that one could tell by looking at his weapon.

The creature stopped and shifted, taking form of an innocent child.

 


	“… from all the beasts, abominations and devils that ever walked this god-forsaken land… these with face of a child are worst…”



 

No one heard words of the colossus. No one, except Kim, yet he didn’t care for it. He wasn’t wasting time to consider if his enemy was smart or foolish. Games like foolish his enemy by acting like a fool never would work on him – because, for Kim, battle is nothing more but a specific form of hunting. And in hunting, he never lower his guard.

 

His legs joint morphed again, curved and bended backwards. Adventure knew this kind of body joints. This little fucker is about to be fast… but how fa…

 

He vanished from his sight. In one moment, he was ten meters away, in the other he was flying near his ear trying to pierce his neck. Warriors raised his weapon in very lat moment, blocked the attacked, and using momentum of the weapon he pushed the creature aside. In air, he couldn’t change his position, so using same impact that before warriors raised his ax and prepared to split child-looking beast in two.

 

But he changed again. His frontal limbs became much more massive, covered in chitin armor. Using those he blocked the attack still lying on the ground, and by forcing his legs in rotating movement he quickly got up. It was dancing like pirouetting motions, and with each and every turn his hands, which morphed again, would slash the breastplates covering Juggernaut’s vital organs.

 

Pieces of metal were send flying before adventurer jumped back gathering distance.

 

He had the advantage of distance, using his longer weapon he had to keep him on medium-range, on the other hand, the close range of hand-to-hand combat would be lethal for him.

 

A plan of fighting appeared in his head.

 


	“… Commander. If you could?”



 

He yelled to man that hired him.

 


	“AID THE ADVENTURER LADS! Keep the formation! Archers! Pin him down! Focused barrage! Spearmen! On its sides! Surrender him!”



 

Juggernaut balanced the axe in his hands.

 


	“Let’s do this.  Forgiving mother of all creation, lend your aid to children thy,
 Give me strength of your salvation and bestowe…”



 

He was whispering, not many knew that he could use lesser body enchanting magic.

 

But Kim heard it all. And he already knew the concept of magic. There was no way he would let him end this chant.

 

… but then again, how does the magic-user taste like? He wondered. But hopefully, not for long.

 

Not.

 

For.

 

Long.
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                The adventurer was on a completely different level than all the other humans that Kim killed till now. He was not only faster and stronger, but his skills and combat instinct also shined in Kim’s eyes.

Quite numerous times he attacked from the blind spot, yet adventurer would deflect the blow without even looking in its direction. He simply predicted the attack! He was a prey with instincts of a predator, a predator with the instincts of prey! When he attacked, he knew how he would react to that attack and anticipated Kim’s counter-measurement, to counter that too! When he was defending, he knew how he would attack a seemingly defenseless enemy and would rise a guard accordingly to his predictions! And he was never mistaken!

Humans can be scary too! That was the thing that brother Zariel tried to warn him from! Beasts in human’s skin! A worthy opponent!... a worthy meal!

The archers and spearmen that aid juggernaut were much weaker and slower, in other circumstances they would be already lying dead – but, once again – it was the adventurer leading them that made seemingly insignificant lumps of meat into a troublesome nuisance.

The way he was taking advantage of arrows barrage to both defend and attack! The way he positioned himself with squads of spearmen! So many times Kim was thinking that he ALMOST got him, so many times he could already feel the pressure of skin ripping under his claws, of a stream of blood gushing into his mouth… just to be thrown aside or forced to jump away.

But, the adventurer was only a human, and every human share a common trait – they make mistakes.

His fighting style was perfect. So perfect, that eventually – predictable. They were fighting in such a way to keep the lowest possible casualties. Humans weren’t ready to sacrifice anything for the sake of victory. Foolish, arrogant humans.

Once again Kim entered the cacophony of battle, dancefloor of fighters. At the same time, when his brother Zariel was dancing with Giselle, he was dancing with warriors and archers. When Zariel made a pirouette with Giselle, Kim made a pirouette while slashing with his claws on the sides and splitting throats of his opponents. When Zariel speeded up the dance, Kim charged on his enemy. When Zariel bowed to Giselle as the music ended, Kim tore a huge chunk of flesh from one of the warrior’s throats… with his teeth. Elegant dance of passion, and passionate dance macabre, both at the same time were danced by one creature in two bodies. Both of them enjoyed it. Both of them felt ecstasy rushing through their veins.

Kim learned to frequently change the patterns on his moves. These moves were always there, at the back of his head, yet, the longer he lived, the more he ate, the more clearly his visions would become. Everything he ate was a part of him, that also meant experience and hunting styles of each and every predator that died in his mouth was added to his own.

The speed of his thoughts kept accelerating, his predictions started becoming more and more accurate. It was like a hundred creatures were thinking in his head at the same time, each was dealing with a different equation which was later put together, like a mosaic picture made of billions of brilliant ideas.

That was Kim. That were Kim. Kim was perfection. Kim were a cluster of perfect beings. Best of their kind.

And Kim was not getting tired. The stamina of countless beings kept rushing through his vein. That was the true terror of Devourer. Hundreds of days he could fast, and he would never hunger. A hundred barrels he could drink, and his thirst would never be quenched. He was like a perfect battery, that could be loaded above its capacity, never being lost till it would be used, because of that as the battle last longer, the fatigue started showing on the faces of every warrior. The strikes were a little bit weaker, their moves were a little bit slower.

Soon, Kim would have their opportunity to strike. Soon…

 


	“My lord! Every woman and child has been evacuated! We are all coming to assist you…” a single beast man came running to him from one of the back alleys



 


	“Dooon’t!” Kim hissed back



 

Right now, his situation was optimal. The time was working in his favor, but if the rest of the beast-men would gather in one place, enemy reinforcement was sure to join shortly after. And in the crowd he would lose most of his battle potential.

 


	“Retreat! Regroup!” Kim kept on yelling



 


	“But.. what about you, my lord!?”



 


	“Me? Distraction! Will join you soon! Leave!”



 


	“But, there is too many of…”



 


	“LEEEAVEEEE!”



 

His scream was like a roar of the lion. Panic spread across the enemy lines… as well as his own people.

 

Right now, it wasn’t about the safety of other beast-men, even if Kim knew that this decision was good in the long term as well, his motivation now was completely egoistic.

 

He needed to kill that man. He had to. For the first time, there was a prey he was struggling to kill. Prey that was fighting back! He felt like an eagle trying to hunt down a snake. Will the snake manage to bite him before his talons would crush his skull? Adrenaline! It was like a drug!

 

ECSTASY!

 

At first, he didn’t notice that he was already standing near the gate of the city. It should be closed as the guards having an advantage should have shut the entrance of the city while trying to corner the rebels so they could wipe them all out at the same time, but, beast-men sabotaged from the inside a colossal mechanism triggering the huge iron gate movement. That meant that Kim still has an escape route available, not for long though. The walls were slowly being occupied but the additional squads of the archers.

 

Kim could hold the ground versus dozen or two at the same time, but despite his still developing skills and instincts that were being forged in the heat of battle, he knew that a single wolf will never hunt an entire herd of sheep at the same time. Especially not when the dog’s barking that could be heard from nearby…

 

… but he didn’t need to hunt them all.. just that man alone will be enough to state his hunger!

 

He purposely waited a bit longer than needed with dodging to let one of the arrows slightly cut his arm; second lateer he repeated that allowing another bolt to dig into his shoulder, far from muscles and nerves. He let out a pained yelp, even though adrenaline didn’t let him feel any pain at all.

 

His opponent noticed his “weakness” and used the very moment to perform reckless finishing blow. In an instance, adventurer raised his colossal ax above his head with the intention of splitting Kim into two, showing off his whole unprotected corpus.

 

Kim bolted onward. The time slowed down for both of them. Adventurer already knew that he wouldn’t be able to dodge nor block the attack in time. Unlike most of the creatures he killed, there was no fear in his eyes. No begging for life, only sadness, and anger. He was mad at himself that he let Kim play him like a child.

 

Mouth pf Chimera widened in a grotesque, bizarre smile. The moment he was waiting for has finally approached! He savored each part of the second that was passing; in his mind, he was already celebrating victory…

 

… but his instincts screamed; yelled so loud that Kim just couldn’t ignore them. He stopped his assault, dropped flat on the ground and rolled aside.

 

That saved his life. Between him and the adventurer, a powerful fire bolt hit the ground shattering the road. The impact pushed everyone aside from the center of impact. Everyone looked at the roofs of the houses. The whole battle scene was suddenly surrounded by people in dark robes with hoods over their faces that appeared from nothingness… literally. New and new figures kept appearing in the thin air.

 


	“Sentinels are here!” someone yelled



 


	“Fuckers from Senate took their sweet time!”



 

 

Sentinels. Kim heard that name. Brother Zariel said that they were a very powerful magicians. When asked by Kim if they were stronger than him, he answered:

 


	“I personally know only one of them; bastard named Daralon. I am lucky that he appears to like me. It’s not that he is weaker or stronger. I don’t even want to think about fighting with him. Most spells are straightforward. Destroy this, explode that, flood over there… His spells are… disgusting. Messy. Tricky. You never want to annoy someone that mastered curses as much as him”



 

If other Sentinels are all on a similar level as the one that big brother feared…; that meant that Kim had to run. Now.

 

One of the Sentinels, a woman guessing by the obvious body shape, jumped off the house and landed on the ground beneath it. With confidence she started approaching him. Her posture was challenging and welcoming, so full of openings that every less experienced hunter would just charge right on her. But her aura and smell that followed her once again tickled Kim’s senses.

 

She held a scepter in her right hand, with a fluent motion she raised it above her hand and pointed it in Kim’s direction.

 

The powerful gust of hot wind sent him on the neatest building. The wall cracked under the pressure of the blow. She didn’t use the chant which meant that she wasn’t even treating him seriously.

 

… This lesser creature underestimating him? Good.

 

Another gust of wind, this time; Kim morphed his lower limbs into talons which he used to anchor himself to the ground; waited till the gust would end before he spat the blob of toxin at her enemy. As expected, she quickly raised a shield of wind forcing the ooze to hover in front of her reducing her vision. Using seconds of distraction, he dropped on all four and charged onward. When the woman finally cast distraction aside she noticed Kim’s clawed hand about to slash her face; yet once again he was stopped, this time by a pillar of ice.

 


	“You owe me a kiss, Natasha!”



 


	“In your fucking dreams! I had him when I wanted!”



 


	“Sure, a person that specializes in medium-range wanted a beast in front of her face.”



 


	“SHUT UP!”



 

They were arguing in the middle of battle? Were they that stupid or overconfident?! Even when he was fighting moments ago with much weaker humans which he was decimating one after another, he didn’t lower his guard for a second. It wasn’t a matter of pride, but survival.

 


	“Guys, can you leave this lovely conversation for the time after the quest? We were supposed to capture the creature.” Third-person – the fire user, shyly raised his voice



 


	“THIS CONVERSATION IS FAR FROM BEING LOVELY!”



 


	“I like it when a woman pretends to be hard to get…”



 


	“I am not hard, you are just an un-dateable cunt!”



 


	“That hurt!”



 


	“Guys, you are starting it again. Why do I keep getting assigned to the two of you?”



 


	“Because only you have balls to disturb our lovely quarrel…”



 


	“IT AIN’T LOVELY!”



 

Kim reached a conclusion - Mages are insane. Completely lacking self-preserving instincts. Unfortunately, their skills appear to completely compensate it.

 

One of those mages proved to be too much for him. Three of them were a certain doom. Three of them plus small garrison of soldier… Wait. That’s it! Let’s use their number against them.

 


	“Uh! Let’s just end it and go back. I don’t want to spend more time than needed with that asshole!” she-mage once again raised her hand toward Kim who quickly jumped between the soldiers who moments earlier moved aside giving space for magicians to do their deed. In the last moment she canceled her spell trying not to damage bystanders, in the meantime; Kim slashed confused mob that broke its formation.



 


	“This little bugger have brain between his ears, huh?...” the fire user noticed “… I almost want it to be my partner instead you two…”



 


	“ZIP IT!” he was yelled by his comrades



 

Ice mage touched the ground with both his hand.

 


	“Oh, the cruel mother that dwells on the North; Punish thy foes that corrupt your land;
 May none escape, may none shall pass;
 Trap them in prison of celestial ice! ICE AGE PRISON!”



 

The ring of cold air spread through the whole plaza. It passed without causing any damage through every living being, but once it touched Kim, the air materialized freezing around his legs.

 


	“Here. The job’s done. No need to thank me, I am just doing my job! I will sign your autographs later, form a queue please…”



 

Silly. The solid structure of his prison is its weakness, all he had to do was to shrink his leg size…

 

As he thought, so he did. Seconds later he morphed his legs, jumped off the shackles and morphed back.

 


	“A wonderful work indeed, shithead! You didn’t even trap his in a sphere! A bloody shapeshifter! I thought that you have at least two brain cells but apparently you don’t even have one!”



 

So, they also possess the ability to attack him without hurting their kinsmen. Kim was running out of options. He looked toward the gates, and as soon as he did a wall of fire was erected in that place.

 


	“A-A-A! Not running away sweet-thing! You are smart and I like it. Here is a deal – you surrender and go with us and we will not hurt you. A fair deal isn’t it?”



 


	“He will still most likely get hurt on our destination thought…”



 


	“SHUT THE FUCK UP, YOU RETARDED MORON!”



 


	“Oopsie daisy. Am sorru! Forgib pwease?” ice user said like a child.



 


	“I am working with degenerates…”



 

Thousands of minds started working in Kim’s head looking for a way out. And he found it pretty quickly, it was risky, but when your choices are either risk of certain damnation, taking a risky option turn into a logical solution.

 

He charged at the ice user, making sure that the wind-woman was behind his back. Looking at how dumb they were, he thought that the woman would use this opportunity to hit both him and hated Ice user at the same time, with all she got atop of that, and seeing that the ice user would raise a protective spell… or not?

 


	“Answer my command, sprits of ancient gale!...” she started a chant. So, at least one of them met Kim’s expectations.



 


	“Come on! You won’t do that…” Ice mage smiled under the hood



 


	“…Bow before the queen that suffers a bale!”



 


	“… but you totally do… Fuuuck meee sideways.”



 


	“STOP IT! DON’T YOU SEE HE IS BAITING YOU!?” fire mage, the only one with sanity intact yelled at his companions



 


	“Send down a storm! The thunder and light!”



 


	“I command you as your king, spirits of ice! Grant me the armor that nothing shall slice!
 Nothing with bend and nothing shall move!
 As at the…”



 

The rest of the chants got mixed together into incomprehensive cacophony.

 

From woman’s scepter, the typhoon-like gust was sent. It was so powerful, that many roof tiles were ripped off the houses and send flying alongside it. At the same time, ice mage raised a structure of ice pillars in the form of a shield in front of him. Kim started jumping from a smaller pillar to the highest till he reached the top and then once again jumped vertically up. For a second he was hovering in the air. He morphed his backs growing wings…And then, he waited.

 

The powerful wind hitting the shield stopped for a moment, before separating itself into three weaker, yet still powerful streams of wind. To the left and right which caused lots of damage across the soldiers and infrastructure, and one of them going vertically up – right at the Kim, catapulting him even higher.

 

Now, he fully spread his wings and using acceleration granted by the witch he flew above the walls and vanished in the darkness of the night.

 

Once the hailstorm calmed down; everything and everyone become quiet. Ice and wind mages were looking at one another with guilty expression under hooded faces. Only fire mage was trembling.

 


	“Hey, Sigi…”



 


	“One. I am not Sigi. Two. Don’t you fucking dare opening your mouth…”



 


	“Siegphird! Cooome on! Accidents are bound to happen!”



 


	“Your accidents cause: a) damages across bystanders b) damages in environment c) releasing dangerous individuals… THAT WAS MEANT TO BE CAPTURED! FOR FUCK SAKE YOU NITWITS! I AM DONE WITH YOU! I am going back to headquarters to report the mess that you caused. You stay here. You have to clean this pile of shit you made here!”



 


	“Sigi! Don’t be like that!”



 

But man already started vanishing.

 


	“Aaaand he left us! I believe he wanted to give us some intimate time…”



 

The murderous glare from the woman was his only answer.

 

 

 

            

    
        Chapter 381

    
    
    
    
                For the next half of the hour when Aleister and his accountant were discussing loudly possible forms of cooperation on multiple fields – completely ignoring my presence at the same time – Charlotte did best to make me feel as little offended by her father's actions as possible. This young lass will be a great negotiator in the future… no, wait, she already is, but once she would be leading the company, her skills would ensure her father’s company well-being.

… Well, I have heard that Rosewood has another child. Son. Xavier, Xamiel, or some other Xamael, but, for some reason he isn’t appearing by his father side during any official meetings. A black sheep perhaps? Not that I cared.

Eventually, the businessmen ended their loud conversation and looked at me with a smile.

 

-          “Mr. Whiteraven, I believe we will have an agreement for you to sign.”

 

Yet another vein popped out of my forehead this evening.

 

-          “The question remains if I would be willing to do so.” I politely noticed

 

-          “You will… Oh! Don’t look at me like that! I have no ill intentions! That will actually benefit you greatly – we have already stated that your presence on the market changed the layout of forces into more… desirable form. You won’t lose anything, quite the opposite. We are willing to provide you goods not burdened by a margin of our income. You would pay only for production costs and transport.”

 

That meant he was willing to give me things for free?! The margin is that merchant earns after buying and selling the good! That was… that was too good to be real.

 

-          “Where is a catch?”

 

-          “Too cautious, are we? There is none, the only limitation would be you signing a contract stating that you would cover at least 50% of your supplies from Rosewood cluster for the duration of next three calculation-reporting–periods.”

 

-          “And for how long would your generous offer regarding no-products-costs last?”

 

-          “One reporting period.”

 

-          “So You are basically telling me that for a year I would indeed not pay you a penny, but then for next two years you could balance the prices however you pleased, and I would be forced to but at least half of my cargo from you?”

 

-          “I am the on doing you a favor, Mr. Whiteraven, and this clause is nothing more but a safety mechanism for me, you see, the market is fluent - constantly changing.  You can’t predict if there won’t be some global catastrophe that would force the product’s cost to triple! I assure you that I have no ill intentions for you at the moment of writing this contract!”

 

But you are already anticipating that such intentions would appear in the future, aren’t you? – there was no way I could vocalize my thoughts.

 

-          “Here is a deal, Mr. Zariel.” The accountant gave me a few pieces of paper completely covered with columns of nicely written letters, runes, and numbers.

 

The agreement made on the 16th day of the month of Rain between Rosewood Trading Conglomerate and WhiteRaven Apothecary represented by… bla-bla-bla… The sides of the agreement hereby reached the conclusion… bla-bla-blaaaa… the partnership for an indefinite period of time is made yet not shorter than 3 years…. BLA-BLAAAAA

 

Oh, the interesting part.

 

The Rosewood company grants limited by time 100% cost refunds regarding costs different than cost of materials, cost of production, cost of manpower, cost of storage and cost of transport for a period up to one year…

 

Up to one year. UP TO! Little cunts, made a backdoor for themselves to “eventually” withdraw their offer. They will use it to try giving to me some additional post-selling services or some other shit, and if I would politely decline, they would just as politely remove their prices.

 

… The WhiteRaven apothecary will provide their supply report quarterly to prove that they are meeting their end of an agreement regarding 50% + 1 supplying from Rosewood Company…

 

And by this, they will have a clear insight into my other suppliers and could predict my yield each quarter..

 

Wait-wait-wait-wait!

 

They went sooo greedy, that they missed a vital point! according to this agreement, they will verify my supplying, but only from an official registered and tax-related sources!... It means that everything I would make by myself or I would… not put into an official taxing report (black market and such) would not count into our agreement! I could get only as much as needed from them for no-cost – let’s say 10 or 20%; other 80% I could grow by myself or get from illegal sources, and then those silly numbers from Rosewood would figure as 100%!

 

This way they would be getting faked financial reports, useless for the purpose of prediction! I would be pretty much sending them their own receipt back!

 

Corners of my lips twitched despite my most desperate actions to keep my poker face on.

 

-          “Something amused you, Mr. Whiteraven? I hope it’s not our deal, it’s far from being a joke.”

 

-          “I was only happy that my business partners are so generous.” I said hoping they wouldn’t notice the real reason behind my good mood “… I am indeed willing to sign this contract.”

 

They quickly exchanged gazes. Apparently, they didn’t give me their best agreement right away, thinking I would decline and the negotiations would keep going on. That’s why they made that mistake! It was quickly written with few not-exactly-fair deals, so the negotiator would decline it and they could keep suggesting improvements to the deal, of course asking for something in return each and every time!

 

But that single hole in a deal, something so easy to overlook, bah! There was nothing overlooked if they would be dealing with a merchant that is honest and works only on the legal market. Shame, I am not one of those, Mr. Rosewood.

 

-          “Are you sure? It’s written on the magic paper so…” accountant started off the bat

 

-          “The fact that you suggest that I have no idea how deals written on the magic paper works offends me, Mr. Klark.”

 

Charlotte was also confused, she tried pulling my sleeve to let me know I can haggle more.

 

But I couldn’t haggle more. Right now, I was offered something for nothing. There was no way I wanted this opportunity to pass. Just for the pure sake of annoying these two. Call me petty. Call me childish – risking good relationship for a prank.

 

It. Was. All. Worth it.

 

Not waiting for anything, I moved closer to the desk, took the sharpened feather, I dipped it into a small bottle with ink and signed the deal, then I looked with a challenge deep into Rosewood’s eyes.

 

Now, he couldn’t really admit he wanted to use that seemingly really-bad agreement as nothing else but as an excuse for continuing the negotiations - that would be a real faux-pas. He only shrugged his arms, approached me and signed it too. The paper glowed accepting oath. A magical counter appeared next to 1 and 3 years written on the agreement.

 

-          “Just so you know, we wouldn’t mind if you asked for more…” he eventually said

 

-          “Just so you know" I responded in the same teaching-like manner "...you should read the agreement more carefully, then you would know, that I really couldn’t ask for MORE.” I said while moving toward the door “… I would want to say that it was a pleasure meeting you, Mr. Rosewood, but it was far more educational to merely call it a pleasure. You indeed are quite a big player, Mr. Rosewood. Till our next meeting – farewell.”

 

I bowed my head slightly to accountant and Rosewood, then a full-noble bow toward miss Charlotte, before I left the room.

 

-          “Klark?” Rosewood would ask as soon as mage left the office “…What did he mean?”

 

-          “I have no idea. The deal is bad. Just bad. Bah! It was used as schooling material to teach in our schools what kinds of deal they should never sign! It has everything wrong! Supplier having insight into list of other suppliers, his partner’s expenses, a way out for supplier to withdraw from his offer at any time…”

 

-          “Give it to me!” Rosewood ordered almost ripping paper of his 2nd in charge’s hands.

 

He read the whole text once, twice, thrice, and eventually noticed the same thing that Zariel did.

 

-          “That son of a bitch…” He said still holding the agreement, though no anger was painted of his face, quite the opposite – the joy and amusement. “… that little, cowardly, two-faced, snake-tongued son of a dog!”

 

Rosewood started laughing aloud.

 

-          “D-dad? What is it?”

 

-          “Charlotte, a lesson for you. When you create a generic version of the deal, use it only for the targeted group. We underestimated that little rat and he proved to be much smarter than we thought… actually, Klerk, Charlotte. Take copies of this deal with yourself, by tomorrow, I want you to tell me exactly what we did wrong…”

 

-          “I… have read that deal hundreds of times… I didn’t notice anything wrong with it, well, except that it’s simply bad.”

 

-          “The deal is fine, it was a person that it was given to that made a difference. I will not give you more tips, you have to find it by yourself, also, Klerk?”

 

-          “Yes?”

 

-          “We could withdraw our little sale even now… but don’t do that. Keep it for the whole year. Little bastard earned it.”

 

The older man collapsed in his armchair and poured himself a glass of whiskey filling it till the edges, then he gulped it in one go.

For the first time in years, he had fun! He was tricked by such a young person in such a silly way! With the deal that HE suggested atop of that.

 

Maybe it was him getting older? Maybe it was the time to finally retire and let Charlotte take over his heritage? (with help from Klark, of course!)… No-no-no-no!

 

Not just yet! Charlotte is still young, she can’t lose herself in the paperwork, not just yet! It wasn’t about him doubting his daughter skills, she should be fine, the problem lied somewhere else – if Charlotte would dive deep into merchandise work now and become fully dedicated for the company, she would have less time for meeting up males. And that meant his chances of becoming a grandpa would grow even slimmer.

 

AND THAT IS NOT GOOD! HE DEMANDS A GRANDCHILD!

NOW!!!

 





 

Thoroughly-mentally exhausted I somehow managed to drag my sorry ass back to the main hall. It wasn’t as bad as I thought, I was afraid that they would really force me into writing some kind of annoying agreement, but this time I had more luck than brain - the offer that they gave me had more holes than Swiss cheese.

 

Still, the pressure that was my burden for last hour or so was more than enough to make my legs shake a little. 

 

Whatever, it’s over, I lived. Now, I just want to get back to the table, drink few shots of vodka and spend rest of the evening with Giselle.

 

But, the mood in the main hall appeared to be bit different, more nervous. Apparently, the Rosewood’s guards didn’t manage to keep news regarding commotion in the lower city a secret. Who could have guessed, that the most powerful merchants would have their own sources of information? Who, indeed? Except for everyone, of course?

 

I quickly headed toward our alcove, and just as I was warmed, a small crowd gathered around it as Giselle was kept on being challenged by merchants, one after another, for a drinking contest, poor fellows were thinking, that just because Giselle was “weakened” by few matches, she would be an easy target.

 

Fools! She was not weakened, only warmed up and ready for an actual battle!

 

-          “Enjoying yourself, sweetie?” I asked with a smile sitting by her side

 

-          “Zari! You have no idea! These guys can actually drink! Maybe they are not on Jason’s or Morgul’s level, but I am pleasantly surprised!” she chirped happily between two next shots. Her cheeks were reddened, her eyes were sparkling, her lips were curved in a pure, gentle smile of amusement.

 

-          “I am glad to hear that.”

 

-          “How did the bargain with the devil go?” In the meantime servants gently removed another unconscious VIP from the floor, making a place for another challenger.

 

-          “Much, but MUCH better than expected.”

 

-          “See?! And you were sooo afraid to come here!” she cheered once again “… anyway, let me defeat that one guy too, and we can go for another dance!”

 

-          “You like dancing THAT much?”

 

-          “Only because it is with you!” that cheeky smile! That god-damned smile!

 

-          “My-my! Who could have guessed that you can such sweet things! Giselle, this evening you surly are full of surprises! Wonderful surprises!”

 

-          “Just don’t get used to such treatment! It’s a one-day-only service.”

 

-          “In that case, I think I will have to use it to my heart content!”

 

It took about thirty more minutes for the last challenger to back off, taking into consideration that they were drinking glass after glass every thirty or so seconds, bastard indeed could drink. Tomorrow his head and liver will "thank" him thought.

 

Slowly, effects of intoxication started appearing on dragoness face, nothing much, she still had (more or less) clarity of mind (well, actually less) but she got bit more straightforward in her actions, her tongue got sharper as she was friendly insulting merchants (hopefully, they indeed treated it as jokes) and occasionally she would miss her footing. We were about to “hit the dancefloor” again when the door to the mansion was slammed open and two magicians (guessing by her robes and mask – sentinels) protected (if you can say that) by city guards entered the inner rooms.

 

-          “Sorry for intrusssioooon!” a male’s cheerful voice could be heard from under the hood “… we are looking for so-called Zariel Whiteraven.”

 

For fuck sake. What now?

 

Rolling my eyes I stepped forward.

 

-          “Just be quick, I don’t have much time to spare.”

 

-          “Okie-dokie! We will be reaaally fast!...

By my command! The king of thy!Embrace my foes with shackles of ice!
Let them not move, let none escape,
Maintain thy form in unchanging shape!

Glacial Prison!”

 

The chant was quick yet the power of the spell was quite spectacular, within seconds my entire body was immobilized in the pillar of ice, letting only my head to pop out.

 

-          “What’s the meaning of this!?” I can’t deny it – I actually panicked there for a second.

 

-          “Mr. Whiteraven, we are arresting you for starting a commotion that resulted in multiple casualties and damages in the city. You have a right to remain silence bla-bla-bla, you are coming with us. You have a right to the lawyer…”

 

-          “Does he?” his female companion raised a question.

 

-          “Actually, no, he doesn’t, I just really wanted to say that quote.”

 

If someone would ask me (though I knew no one would) this whole pseudo-arrest was just a charade. Even if someone was suspected, he had the right to clarify the possible misunderstanding by personally attending the meeting with the head of Sentinels. Arresting was used against targets that were either resisting or dodging such meetings (after being informed about it). Or extremely violent. I was none of the cases.

 

I couldn’t do that as I was just informed about the whole situation, therefore… I could fight back, couldn’t I?

 

I definitely could, that was the reason why Sentinels were the most skilled battle mages in the country – just in case you wanted to use that law of yours. Just because you were allowed to do something, doesn't mean anyone wanted you to use your rights.

 

-          “I hereby wish to inform everyone, that I want to use the law stating I am free to personally attend the meeting to clarify the misunderstanding with the authorities within a period of fourteen days since the date of accusation.

 

-          “Yes? And how do you wish to execute this law? Punch me?”

 

 

I smiled with a corner of my lips. This day was rather a long one. First I spend hours putting on myself so many accessories, that in my humble opinion I looked like a fucking chandelier, then I was forced to listen to dozens of deals and partnership offers made by lesser merchants, then I was forced to make a bargain with the devil and now they didn't let me spend some well-deserved time with Giselle.

Yes, punching you is exactly what I needed.

            

    
        Chapter 382

    
    
    
    
                Kim somehow managed to escape, even now he didn’t believe his luck. It was… humiliating. The thing like luck shouldn’t be an attribute of a hunter. Hunt and its outcome should be only a matter of plan and skills.

Yet now, he was overpowered. He couldn’t do anything, land a single blow, create but a one good opportunity to attack, he was cornered and surrounded.

Kim didn’t curse, he didn’t yell nor screamed nor yelled. Instead, he lost himself in thoughts.

Magicians were far too powerful - even though he was making dozen of new strategies in his mind, he was throwing most of them aside right after he noticed that it wouldn’t cover all the holes in his battle style.

Magic is unpredictable, upsetting the balance. A wild card. Why would anyone depend on it? Why would brother Zariel depend on it instead of his pure physical combat potential? Kim saw how he was fighting during sparring sessions with sister Giselle. He was strong, he was fast and skilled. Why magic then!? WHY!?

These chants – nothing but informing your opponent about the skill you were about to use, the delay time – that you let your opponent to react accordingly, the mental burden and exhaustion that it would slow you down!

Yet, the raw power couldn’t be denied.

Was it magic that leaded Big Brother to cast aside his fate? His destiny? He was supposed to be a perfect being, yet instead of bringing balance back into environment, he chose to aid these crazy beings called humans in their deeds! He was protecting them from monsters! Monsters, which were meant to purge the world of corruption of their existences!

Was that the reason that he was given a life? To do what Brother Zariel refused to?

No, no “he”. “Them”. Each time he devoured another life, he felt it – at the back of his skull, new thoughts being formed, new ideas being born. He felt them as part of himself, and slowly, he was becoming them as well. Hundred of minds in one perfect body. Superior in mind, perfect in flesh. The peak of evolution that never could be reached – but in the good way, for each time he would place his feet on that peek, the mountain of absolute would keep growing taller offering a new infinity!

That what it meant to be perfect – to be perfect means to never achieve perfection.

And he would never achieve it. He didn’t want it, once he would eat every possible creature, a new one would be born, with new skills, new characteristics, new traits.

A new perfection.

Perfection, halted by not-evolving humanity. The one that became slothful, lazy, stagnant.

Corrupted.

Needing a purification.

In fire.

In war.

In violence.

In his mouth.



	“My lord? MY LORD! Glad to see you made it!”




He bought just enough time for other beastmen to run away to a new settlement – a system of caves in the mountain to the north-west from the city, behind the dense forest. It would be hard to track them down here, and if they were attacked, the environment would be on their side. Small, secluded places where no squad could make a formation forcing them to fight more in one-on-one pattern or in ways of quick trades.


Something, that beastmen excelled in.



	“Casualties?” Kim demanded report





	“Minimal, thanks to you… I… I…” the wolfman knelled in front of him bowing his head as low as possible “… I thank you, my lord! We owe you so much! Many of use never saw a sky at night! Many of us never left the cellar, not to mention seeing a forest or mountain… You… you gave us so much in…”





	“Not yet. Not enough. Not everyone not everywhere can taste the fresh air. We cannot stop now. They will react. They will try breaking us now, as our guard was lowered, as we still didn’t regroup. We need to prepare.”





	“As you wish, but, for what?”




Wolfman asked raising his head



	“For celestial flame that shall purge this world. Just like a body releases a fever to fight a disease, so we shall be the world’s wrath that will purify it of the curse called humanity. Once your basic needs would be sated, rise fortification, outposts, warning points, but use as little materials as possible. We may not stay in this place for long…”




Kim turned aside and looked in the distance.



	“The storm is coming in the nighttime. The storm that shall shake this world to the core, leaving only strong alive, strong, which would lead those who would remain into the dawn on the new world. We are that storm. Our fangs shall be like thunder, our claws shall be like a hurricane. Our stingers shall be like a hailstorm…”




Kim turned back and face the wolfman. As he was talking, more gathered around him.



	“In the complete darkness, in the absence of light, will you stand with me?”




One savage cry, short, yet sharp for a moment echoed across the mountain.



	“In the absolute night, when not even moons would shine, will you fight and die by my side?”




One more time, the same short bark-cry cut the silence of the night.



	“The shields will clash, the armors shall shatter, the blood shall flow and death shall follow!” 




Another cry



	“WE WERE THOSE WHO EMERGED FROM SHADOWS!”




Response from the still thickening crowd resonated like a wave of madness.



	“WE ARE THE CHILDREN OF THE NIGHT! NEVER MEANT TO THE SEE THE DAY!”




The cry kept on gathering frequency, right now, it was repeated like a chant.



	“LET’S REMIND HUMANITY, WHY THEY WERE AFRAID OF THE DARK!”




The wolf man, still kneeling, was gazing at this scenery as if he was in the trance. He dreamed about this night so many times, that right now, he almost didn’t believe it was actually happening. He was so terrified, that soon he would wake up in cold cellar, in chains, hungry and helpless. He raised his hand and dung his teeth in it.


The blood flood his arm, he sharp pain resonated across his bones.


Pain. It was not a dream


It was not a dream


It was not a…


He howled into the night.


With grief. With pain. With madness and violence. THE night has approached. The call has been yelled.


And he answered it. They shall suffer no more! For, THE blight was approaching!









	“Good morning class!” old witch greeted her students once she entered the classroom.





	“Good morning Madame Hanna!” the class responded in unison




Her students were mostly very young child of nobles and merchant that could afford to study in Academy of Neira, but also few skilled young from the masses, that were noticed by other magicians and taken as apprentices.



	“Today we have mostly theory lecture about…”




A groan of dissatisfaction echoed across the room.



	“Now-now! What did I tell you! You have to understand the process before using it! Especially when it comes to magic! Arcane power! Otherwise, the catastrophe is bound to happen! Today, we will talk about different power of the spell. Do you know how to tell, if the magician is dangerous?”





	“By the robes!” one of the girls raised a hand, yet didn’t wait to be allowed to give the answer.




The class burst into laughter.



	“Well, you do have a point! Officially - robes state the rank, we have novices, apprentices, acolytes, wizard, mages, maguses and so on. So indeed, by the robe, you can tell what level of mastery someone could achieve, but let’s just say that there is a crowd of people wearing the same robes. What now?”





	“Appraising spell!”





	“Another good answer, but not necessary, most mages learned a countering magic or are wearing equipment that nullifies the effects of such a spell. But good, good answer. Let’s keep going! The fight is about to break, your opponent prepares a spell, how can you tell how strong barrier you should rise?”





	“The chant!”





	“Bingo! That’s it. You see, many people have different affinities. I, for example, am an earth mage, but I still can cast magic of other domains, just with much lower effect and higher mana consumption. You can say that, for example, wind magic doesn’t love me. The chant is the fastest way to tell if the user is skilled in a certain domain. For example… anyone here can use earth magic?”




Many hands have risen.



	“Amanda, come here child and show us!”




A girl with brown hair and eyes quickly jumped off her seat and approached training doomy in the middle of the room.



	“I beg thy, spirits of earth!
Aid thy child with blessing on her!Hear my prayer, do my command!
Let your will affect this land!
Tremor!”




Dummy started vibrating an eventually felt on the ground.



	“Good job! When did you learn this spell, love? It was a very advanced spell! If you would raise your affinity and practice a lot, then this spell could be really a powerful weapon! Someone wants to become a battle mage, aren’t you?”




Girl blushed embarrassed by praise, but popped out her chest proudly smiling in silly way at the same time.



	“That was a basic chant, someone can sing more advanced one?”




Fewer hands were risen.



	“Go on, Kayle. I have heard that earth spirits love you a lot, right?”





	“Not really… “ he answered with his hands in the pockets





	“Is that so?” Hanna raised her brow amused





	“Dunno.”





	“You are just like earth spirits themselves. I can already tell why they chose you.”





	“Duh.”




That last remark almost force Hanna into hysterical laughter, yet, somehow she managed to keep her composure. The kid had a great future awaiting.


The kid took the spot in the middle of the class.



	“I command thy, children of the earth!
Answer my call and knell to my will!
Raise from nothingness, heed my command!
Aid my case leaving brand on this stand! 
Creation!”




The pile of dirt, prepared beforehand started moving, changing, reshaping, till it took shape of over two meters tall colossus. Creature raised its hand toward the dummy and shoot it solid fist toward it. The wooden tool shattered into dozen pieces.


Whole classed ah-ed and oh-ed.



	“Good job! Good job! That was marvelous! Golem creation! That’s one hard and draining magic! You need lots of theoretical studies for it! Calculations to be made! You pretty much have to write the whole spell structure anew! Did you study a lot?”





	“N-not really.”





	“Say, Kayle, would you like to attend my special classes? I could give you a tip or two regarding earth-using.”





	“C-Can I? I really can?”




Being offered private teaching was a great honor, especially, that Kayle was a son of poor shoe-maker. That was like a social status-elevation.



	“That’s what I offered. Well, please answer me at the end of the classes so I could…”





	“N-no! That won’t be necessary! Please, do! Teach me! I will be in your care and will do my best to not to bring you shame!” kid bowed his head, almost bending in half.





	“Kaaayle! You lucky bastard!”





	“Good one Kayle!” other kids cheered for him





	“Good. Good. Now, get back on your place, let’s continue the classes. For the next one… let’ see… maybe I will show myself a little, just so you know that this old hag still have the thing!”




Kids laughed as witch took place in the middle. She inhaled and exhaled gathering her focus.


Suddenly, the pressure of magic in the room became suffocating. It felt as whole air was being drained into the very direction where the witch was standing.



	“Bow in presence of your queen, sons and daughters of the dirt!
My might – the absolute; my will – the certainty!
Woke from thy slumber and bend to my will! 
Thy presence be my blade, And on my command!
Turn this land into deserted waste!
Sand storm!”




The dirt, the earth, the golem, everything turned into spiraling madness while surrounding the dummy. Soon, the wooden structure vanished from their sight covered by the brown hurricane. The cracking could be heard followed by the sound of wooden joints giving up. The sandstorm soon became larder occupying most of the classroom, leaving only the zone occupied by the students untouched. Once it calmed down, everything could see- the rows of dozens of dummies were no more. Shattered and scattered across the place.



	“Incredible! So that’s the power of the great wizard! Teacher Hanna! You are the best!” kids were truly left in awe after seeing this display of power.





	“The best? Far from it! This spell is most powerful I know, but also very unpractical. It takes too much time to chant and then manifest. In real combat almost unusable. I did that only to present to you my chant. You see, there is one thing you must know. To be a mage you have to know your worth. You have to be proud, arrogant even! Spirits follow those who are strong. The stronger you are, the more spirits will aid you. Even though I am a grand-wizard, I can proudly say that my chant in on the magus level!”





	“So, you have the strongest chant?!”





	“No-No! God no! There are people that reached true peak in the certain elements. It became their second skin and have no secrets to them as they learned their very essence. These are the people that doest see the water as water. Earth as earth. Wind as wind. Fire as fire. They see life. They see death. What it was and what it can be in their hands. Earth mages bending metal. Water mages creating water out of pure air. Fire mages that could manifest the pure power of the 4th state of element called plasma that can literally disintegrate the very tissue of our reality! Their chant is on completely different level.”





	“Stronger than the level of king or queen of an element?”





	“Indeed. My child. Indeed. Once you would hear someone calling himself as empress or someone else – run. You won’t win. There is no way.”





	“What if one of us would achieve this level?”





	“That’s… very unlikely. I am sorry. But there are VERY few people that can do that. People that saw other side. That TALKED with gods or died for a short time and entered afterworld without forgetting it after coming back to life. How many such people live right now? Hundred? In whole world? Among all races? Maybe? Remember – never annoy such people. Really, once you hear such chant, just turn around and leave, hoping you won’t get hit by ricochet.”





	“Madame, do you know someone that can cast it?”





	“I do. I don’t know if I can call him my student, because I taught him only for a week or so, but he indeed was a very special child. Man of his word, the one that didn’t hesitate to sacrifice himself in search of power to save those who hold dear. But, even before he get that power, he was quite a weirdo, you know?”





	“Who is that?”





	“That’s… shall be my secret!” she smiled to her students.













	“What’s wrong punk? Why don’t you punch me? AH SURE! YOU CAN’T FUCKING MOVE!”




That’s it. I am done. A punch is a gift, and tonight, I am in a giving-mood.



	“I am the god, of a new world order…”





	“What did you say? You lost your mind?”





	“… facing infinity, I laugh at perfection…”





	“I… think that’s a chant.” Woman sentinel noticed





	“Don’t be ridiculous, that would mean this guy is…”





	“… For I am a lord, of flesh and bones, 
willinglessly scratching the wall of the dreams,
without knowing the sin.







	
You are trying to cast [Imp's cloth]. Too much power is being used, would you like to force the spell to be cast as higher-level manifestation?





	
[Yes]


	
[No]









Imperfect beings made of rage,

Bow before my might,

Crown me your liege.

In my left palm, perfection.

In my right palm – abyss.

I open the gates to divinity, 

Where death in bliss!





	
The dormant [Light] element spotted within the spell [User], changing the spell nature accordingly









I demand thy obedience.

Your love and hate.

Give my they armor,

That nothing shall break.

Robe Of the Phoenix!”

White fire surrounded my body, vaporizing the prison of ice.



	“Hey! Babe! You need my help?” Half drunk Giselle asked with chicken leg in one hand and glass of vodka in another one.





	“I am fine, love.”





	“Okie-Dokie! Call me, if something!” She turned around biting huge part of chicken off the bones





	“What is this commotion?! In my house!” Alister ran down the stairs “… may the heaven protect us.”




I was flying meter above the ground surrounded in white flames while magical circles made formations around me



	“What is this all about?! Mr. Whiteraven!”





	“I? I am just a repressed citizen that tries to have my rights respected. And fuck me if I won’t get the respect I deserve.”




Air vibrated one more time as dimension was split and in beams of light next mages materialized.



	“…. Aaaand just as I thought. We are too late.” Chairman – arch mage Polymus said while leaving the teleportation rift “… I knew it was a bad idea to send these three…”





	“EKHEM!” another mage, also sentinel that came with chairman loudly cleared his throat “… please, don’t compare me to these two. I was honoring the protocol.”




He was only waved at by the chairman.



	“Their battle potential is extraordinary, but they always had the tendency to make matters more difficult than before their intervention… Anyway, may I ask what did they do this time? Mr Aliester?”





	“I am trying to learn that as well. Mr. Whiteraven said something about his rights not being respected.”





	“Zariel?” gaze of archmage shifted on me





	“Does this little brat knows levitation magic?” one of Polymus bodyguards whispered to another





	“No, look closely, he manages to keep himself in the air with pure pressure of heat generated by his magic.”





	“… I ain’t gonna fight with him. I am not getting paid enough.”





	“Mr. Whiteraven, I believe there was some misunderstanding, can we please talk about it?”





	“That’s very funny, senator, I asked the very same question as they tried to arrest me without giving the reason nor the chance to clarify the situation by myself with the law that allows me to report to authority within fourteen days. I asked it seconds before they trapped me in ice-prison.”





	“Ice, you say? Matheeeew!?”




Woman-sentinel started slowly moving away from her companion.



	“Um. Well, there was a monster in the city, shape-shifting one, we were fighting with it, but it managed to run away, so we tried tracking down the mana-print it left and we sensed the same power here. Not similar! The very same! So…”




The monster with the same magical aura as mine? Well, well, well. Kim. You better hid well, because once I find you…



	“That’s not possible! Mr, Whiteraven was here for hours!” Aleister raised his voice “… I can even prove it with the deal we signed. On magic paper – with his signature, impossible to fake!”





	“Now-now! It’s all misunderstanding! Can you please undo your spell, Mr. Whiteraven?... the other guests are getting hotter.”




Indeed, just as archmage said, merchants, that didn’t run away and stayed hoping for spectacle of some kind were already covered in sweat.


Annoyed by that remark, I actually strengthened my spell. The fire robes took shape of colossal wings spreading across the room.



	“Mr. Whiteraven! Please! I call for your sanity! I understand your rage, but violence will make situation of everyone only harder to explain!”




Slowly, I ceased the mana fuel of the spell. Actually, I only pretended to be more annoyed than I really was – you know, it’s good to have chairman thinking he owes you more than he actually did. The spell was also draining my mana is ridiculous tempo - the price of casting the spell that exceeds your skills.


I descended on the floor, yet the fire still burned in my eyes.


I turned around from the gathering of mages, but eventually I once again faced their direction.



	“There actually is one more thing to do.”





	“Which i…” archmage didn’t manage to finish the question. Using magic still burning in my joints I shortened the distance between myself and ice user within a split of a second rising my fist focusing as much power in it as I could gather.





	“Oh fu…” Sentinel whispered quietly.





	“Mana shock wave!”




My fist landed on the man’s mask, cracking it and shattering into hundred pieces. For a moment, my hand lasted on his face, before the aftershock of the spell manifested its effect sending mage across the whole room, through the window and later on the tree in the beautiful garden cracking it in half.



	“And here goes the oak tree my grand-grand-grandfather planted.” Alister groaned “… better that than something else, I guess.”





	“I needed that.” I massaged my fist exhaling air loudly





	“… And that’s what I call a male. Not like that half-brain Mathew. Strong. Dominant. I could date a man like him…” companion of punched sentinel said not really quietly.




The problem was that Giselle was walking past her.



	“What did you say, bitch!? HE’S MINE!”




She forced the woman to face her direction and with all power she had, she hit her face with the forehead.


Then she faced me and raised a thumb.

I also raised mine.

That’s my girl. How can you not love her?!


Fun things aside. What did Kim got himself into?


            

    
        Chapter 383

    
    
    
    
                Because of obvious reasons, the party at "Merchant's king" mansion ended sooner. The information about riot quickly spread across the guests, as well as information about the deaths of many merchants and lesser nobles that were involved in the slave-trade. Why only lesser nobles and lesser merchants? Because richer one had better security, I doubted that Rosewood ever owned a slave or was involved in people-traffic (he had too much to lose to risk getting involved into such a dirty business), but even if – he owned his own small army to protect his mansion (few of them were former adventurers of medium or high rank). He was more than just safe behind the walls of his property.

But that aside – after the guests left (under the escort of guards, of course) I found myself sitting one more time in the office of Rosewood, this time occupied by him, me and Chairman Polymus in the escort of the two Sentinels that were recently used to wipe the dancing floor (by humble "me"). Giselle was also sitting in the corner of the room, far from the main table uninterested in our little gathering. Instead, the servants brought her “leftovers” from the feast and few bottles of rich alcohol (the leftovers were no less than whole plates of untouched food, more than enough to feed a whole garrison – or one dragoness).



	“Once again, I am really sorry for the misunderstanding that my underlings caused. I take whole responsibility for their actions…”




Archmage started the conversation. He was saying that only as a form of courtesy. I was supposed to answer something along the line like “mistakes are bound to happen” or “I will forget about it for no one got hurt” – that would be the most gentleman-like response.


But as I was far from being a gentleman, I instead answered:



	“Good that you are aware of that. When the right time would come, I will remind you about it waiting for gratification. And I don’t mean money. You owe me, chairman, more than you can imagine.”




Rosewood’s poker face was perfect, yet I knew that deep in his guts he was laughing at this display of arrogance.



	“A-anyway. We have quite a situation going on in the city, and we have to react accordingly.”





	“As for me, you got what you deserved – as country and the city. Last time I checked slavery was illegal in Neira, yet here you managed to get yourself a whole slave uprising. Not a single slave, not two, nor ten. It wasn’t a sin of one or two criminals, and somehow I can’t believe that you didn’t know about it, senator.”





	“Mister Whiteraven! It is very unwise to throw such accusations! It’s not even about being diplomatic, but to taunt people with certain positions without proofs can only bring you harm!”





	“Either you knew about it and chose to do nothing – because maintaining status quo was beneficial for you; or leader of the most influential political organization; schooling department and owner of one of the most fearsome special forces knew nothing about the procedure that hundreds of people were involved in. Either you allowed yourself to be uninformed by lack of competences of your people, or you chose the action that in long term would generated lowest losses... or maybe greatest gains?. Pick the option you prefer, as for me – both of them are equally bad; but I chose to not treat you like a fool that knows nothing about what is happening in his country.”




Chairman gritted his teeth, yet said nothing. I have merely vocalized the obvious – the obvious which was supposed to remain unspoken - by every sane person, that is.



	“Still, Zariel…” senator stopped addressing me with honorifics “…you should also treat this matter more seriously. Whoever did it tried putting blame on you, the area where fighting took place literally reeked with the signature of your magic… Someone managed to copy it and then throw it all across the city…”





	“I wasn’t copied. It was my mana. Literally.”




Everyone (except for Giselle, that has no idea what was going on as she was pouring another glass of whiskey down her throat) looked at me with gaze demanding the answer.



	“I believe that you know about Kleir’s experiments?” I bluffed. It was nothing but speculations on my part that old professor was involved in it, yet, taking into consideration facts - he was the only one that had access to my pure DNA, in the end, I gave it to him willingly.





	“… I was told that every abomination he created was eradicated.”




So, in the end, Kleir was playing with my samples. Quite skillfully, atop of that. And old fart knew about it. And his "creations". And chose to remain silent about it in front of me.



	“One of the creatures managed to survive. It regenerated, advanced in genetical structure and found me. For the past few weeks, it was even living with me.”





	“AND YOU DIDN’T REPORT IT!?” Polymus jumped off his chair hitting the table with both his hands





	“To who? To the organization that neglected their side of the deal? No, not only neglected, but willingly broke it? You, as the academy, were supposed to merely check the properties of my body for scientific purposes, not to create your own small army of tiny monsters.”





	“Kleir… didn’t consult it with his superiors…”





	“One – right now I can’t allow myself to believe but a single word you are saying now; two – even if it was the truth – he is a member of your academy. Of your Senate. It is your duty to know what is happening within your own organization. Or hire only those people you can trust. Or in case you have to hire people you don’t trust – hire some additional people to watch over those you don’t trust. The blame is all on you, and you have no idea how furious I am right now.” I said looking at him with a death-cold glare.





	“I…I…”





	“Your institution tried to… FUCKING WEAPONIZE ME! How many times I have mentioned I wish to have NOTHING IN COMMON with you? You betrayed this little trust I had. And you dare to demand from me REPORTING TO YOU?! You are either very arrogant or completely spineless – and it is said by person that has morality made of rubber. You disgust even me.”




Chairman sat down. He was mad for having this conversation turned into this direction. He was pretty sure that he would make me dance as he wanted me to. That he would get me involved into cleaning this mess and being grateful for that.


Tha.

Stupid old degenerate.



	“I don’t care about your inner war, about the reason you cover slave trading in your own country, I don’t care about merchants that died. But I do care about Kim.”





	“Kim?”





	“That his name. He chose it himself. He had potential and… I hoped I would manage rising him. Unfortunately – he is unstable, and after being indoctrinated by slaves I doubt that logic of any kind would reach him.”





	“So… you will help us to get rid of him?”





	“Only so you won’t lie your hands on his body. The last thing I want is you to continue your researches.”




Another angry glare, quickly hidden.



	“Senator. You never learn. Do you want to repeat your failure from 300 years ago? You want another wild creation to rampage across the country? You want another Darion?”





	“I don’t care about this creature…” he lied “…I just want to quickly get rid of the problem of slaves…”





	“What slaves? What problem? The only problem I see is with the people that violated the law and deprived other people their freedom. These criminals were roaming the streets freely with no intervention from Sentinels nor city guards. I would say that the only problem with slaves you had is already gone. Oh, if you really wanted to be fair, then the country should pay them compensation and help them either getting back to their homes or make their own little city… but somehow I doubt you would be that generous.”




I kept on offending one of the most influential men in the country.



	“Senator, I believe you failed to notice the situation you are in. You fucked up. Badly. On many fields. You are trying to cover it up, but you can’t just cover the fact, that for half of the night part of the city was burning. You can’t cover up decimated garrisons nor deaths among merchants. I believe that you wanted to name those people that were tormented by this country as bandits; kill them and declare that the traitors are no more. That justice has been served… but, Senator… I won’t allow it.”




I got up from my chair and started walking around him.



	“You see, I hate politics. You are not much different from Holy Kingdom, you know? They are trapping magic users, you are allowing slavery to bloom. They are trading with pirates, you are allowing for morally-questionable researches to see the daylight. You are calling one another evil and corrupted… and damn, both of you are right. Inquisitors already captured me once, hold me hostage and tortured. And if you think that I will allow you to let other people suffer - to share this fate for your political goals…” standing behind him I leaned in his direction so my lips were just behind his ear “.. then think again.”




I got up.



	“I have just a one suggestion for you…” I said getting back on my seat “… don’t be a cunt. Try executing the law that your Senate made. And who knows, maybe one day you would earn my respect.”





	“Mr. Whiteraven…” oh, honorifics again? “… I believe you have a fake judgment of situation in Neira. I never partook in the slave-trading nor I…”





	“No, you just pretend not to notice it so you could later blackmail nobles and merchants. It’s always good to know a dirty secret or two, right?”





	“If we are already speaking about the secrets – you yourself should be wary that…”





	“… I am working with Syndicate? Yes, so what?”




I decided to quickly disarm him of his arguments.



	“So what – you ask? You can answer yourself for this question!”





	“You knew about that, you allowed my company to act despite this knowledge – and even more – you will still allow it.”





	“Was that some form of sophisticated threat?”





	“No – merely stating the obvious. If you would tell me to shut my company due to problems with laws, I will just do it. The thing is that my company reduced the price of elixirs – that you are using; reduced the crime rate across the country – because I gave the Syndicate founds it was seeking without drastic measures; it also reduced the power of Head of Alchemist Guild which started to threaten your position. Oh, I am also contributing to social programs – like building the orphanage and few other lesser projects still in development. Aaand one more thing – the Syndicate’s assassins became bit more active behind your eastern border, because, well, I am paying them to do so. Now, Senator, let’s say that my company will be gone, and so would I, can you deal with consequences? If yes…” I stretched my arms in his direction as if letting them to chain me “… go on.”




I waited in this position for thirty or so seconds, savoring each and every moment of his humiliation.



	“That’s what I thought...” I said putting my hands down “… don’t bark if you can’t bite, Senator. That would be… how did you say it? Very unwise?”.




Out of pure greed, I poured myself one more glass of expensive whiskey and bottomed it out before putting the empty vessel loudly on the table.



	“Giselle, let’s leave. I believe our host is tired already…Mister Rosewood.” I bowed my head slightly to the merchants completely “forgetting” about the chairman before leaving the office, and later the mansion.





	“So, what are we going to do now?” Gis asked inhaling deeply the night air.





	“We will find Kim. I have a thing or two to discuss with him nicely. Oh - by nicely I meant violently, and by discuss I mean beat the shit out of him.”





	“Yeey!” Gis cheered quite drunk.





	“You are a bit too happy about that - as for my taste.”\





	“Well, I never really liked him, was trying to be nice to him only because of you, so now hearing about your plans got me really excited!”




Giselle… sometimes you are bit too honest.







Rosewood poured two more glasses of whiskey to the chairman.



	“I believe that both of us underestimated some young man tonight and bite on more than we could swallow.”





	“I still remember the day he came to the capital – or actually, we drag him in. Back then I thought he would be easier to manipulate, but he appeared to be much more… slippery.”





	“You are telling me?! Ha-ha! I was trying to meet up with him for over a year, and once we met, he played me like an old fool I am.”





	“This rascal… Sometimes I wonder who is really in control of the country? Senate? King? Nobles? Merchants?... Syndicate? Or…”





	“Or certain someone that dances between all these groups, not getting too involved to be used by them, but still just enough to get as much as he can? Cheers!”




Rosewood bottomed his glass.



	“I just… I just want to know what he is really after! I just can’t stop thinking that he is playing all of us all the time, and once we would notice what is going on, we would have ropes tied around our necks! THIS RAT!”





	“Let it go. I already learned my lesson, focus on what you are doing best.”





	“Everything I am doing is done perfectly, so you have to be a bit more specific.”




Chairman smile with the corners of his lips, proud of his own little joke.



	“Scheming, old rat. Keep on scheming.”



            

    
        Chapter 384

    
    
    
    
                The guild was in a mess. Adventurers were in a really hard mood due to recent events. Previous night lots of them got hired by the city’s militia to aid them to “push attackers away”; at first, they were eager, then, they noticed who they were fighting with.

Beastmen – protecting women and children as they were fleeing the city. Some of the best men that put up a fight were starved, exhausted or wounded. The only pure spirit was keeping them standing, the burning passion in their eyes – the passion of people that were ready to die just to buy few additional minutes.

Adventurers were known for their love of freedom – they themselves wished to have no connection to a single country, they often wished to travel and see a world (and getting from one kingdom to another wasn’t really an easy task – because of politics and such); you pretty much couldn’t just travel unless you were a part of some guild.

And here they were forced to fight and kill people yearning for the same freedom they had.

 

As soon as we entered the building, we were greeted by silence and empty gazes.

 


	“Fuck. I feel so dirty…” one of them would say quietly



 


	“… they killed people thought…”



 


	“Slave traders are not people. They are animals. Beasts. If I would meet them again I would personally thank each of them for carrying these trashes out of the city… Fuck. FUCK!”



 

We have quickly located Blanka and Lanele, normally, they would start with the question “how was the date” or something similar, this time, they were both sitting in the corner of the inn gazing with lifeless eyes outside the window, into dark nothingness.

 

We sat beside them

 


	“Z-Zari, I don’t know how to say it, but Kim… Is missing.” Priestess said shyly once she noticed us approaching



 


	“Missing? No. Gone? Yes. This little fucker started quite a mess. I came just to inform you I am about to clean it, and that I will be gone myself for day or two.”



 


	“What do you mean?”



 


	“Didn’t you heard that slaves got some monster of their side?”



 


	“We did but we thought… You mean that Kim was that beast?”



 


	“Seems so. I didn’t want to keep him on a leash, let him know the life on his own, but apparently Resistance found them and managed to indoctrinated… And I fucking told him not to take candies from the strangers… Kids these days…”



 


	“Don’t joke about it! It’s serious!” Blanka got up from her seat, almost flipping the table.



 


	“You don’t say? Maybe you didn’t notice, but Kim is me. Literally.”



 


	“… I… I am sorry. Giselle and Lanele told me that you deal with the stress with poor jokes. I didn’t even consider how hard it was for you… I am sorry.” She bowed her head



 


	“Yeah, exa… Wait?! What do you mean POOR jokes?! Since when are my jokes poor?”



 


	“Since always.” Three girls responded with unison



 


	“Pff. I am just a man living in the wrong epoch. My genius will be understood!... Eventually.”



 


	“Yes, yes. But, more important is, what are we going to do about it…”



 


	“We? Nothing. I? Everything. He is my mistake. And my responsibility. First, I will have a long conversation with him, then… I will decide. But I can’t just let my genotype run freely in amok waiting to be captured by some evil mage that would turn him into a weapon of mass extinction.”



 


	“No, Zariel…” elf said with strong resolve in her eyes “… we are a team, it’s more than normal that we will help you!”



 


	“Not. This. Time.”



 

There was no discussion. Not this time.

 


	“Sorry, girls…” Giselle aided me “… this time only me and Zari will…”



 


	“Gis. You stay too.”



 


	“WHAAAA?!”



 


	“Don’t <waaa> me here, instead I would have bit different favor to ask. I am more than sure that merchants that lost their cargo and friends would let that little revolt go unpunished. They would most likely gather mercenaries and try getting their merchandise back. I need you to: one – find out who wants those slaves back in the chain, two – delay them as much as possible. Also – it is quite possible that local authorities will be partaking with it – a squad of city guard or somebody else. They will try calling it <getting rid of bandits> or something like that. I told them that they are expected to leave everything to me, but there is no way they would listen to me… Will you do this for me?”



 


	“Gathering such Intel will be less than easy…”Blanka said after a moment of silence “… I could even let myself be hired, then I could sabotage them from within, delay the match out and even then slow them on the path. You know, carts have a tendency to get their wheels broken…”



 

I bowed with gratitude.

 


	“Once Blanka would tell me who is responsible for it, I could ask for a little meeting; if they are nobles or merchants they won’t say no to the next high priestess of Elves… So, as they would be occupied with my gracious presence…” Lana throw a glance at dragoness



 


	“I would walk to the militia barracks and start havoc!”



 


	“GISELLE NO!”



 


	“GISELLE – YES! Seriously, I know the Capitan, years ago he said that if I would be in the city again, he wants to drink with me. He won’t say no if I come with a bottle or two… And then once we would drink a little we could start a small competition, you know, arm wrestling and such. And I could accidentally break a table or two… I tend to be a little wild when I get myself drunk… ha-ha…”



 

She put a hand behind her head laughing awkwardly

 


	“Great plan, but tell me Gis, where do you intend to get booze from?” I asked with suspicion



 


	“Very nice that you asked because this question leads exactly to you!”



 


	“… I could have figure out this much…” I sighed exhausted. Of course that my love will help me, but only if she would have her own share of fun. Looks like I am about to found her another day or two of drinking.



 


	“Soooo?” She asked still waiting for my final answer.



 


	“I will get you a crate of vodka.” I agreed



 


	“Three!” she yelled



 


	“WHAT?!”



 


	“We won’t be drinking alone! He has underling too, you know!?”



 


	“Only if you would promise that you WON’T behave.”



 


	“Me? Behave?! Tfu!”



 


	“Good girl.” I messed her hair



 

I got up from my seat and moved toward the room I booked together with Giselle. I had to prepare myself.

 


	“You want to leave already?! Maybe it would be better to wait till morning?” war dancress suggested



 


	“Time is our enemy, so I have to hurry.”



 


	“Zari!” Giselle called me one last time



 


	“Yes?”



 


	“… I wish you good hunts, love.”



 

Somehow, her voice was full of sadness. I just responded smiling with corners of my eyes.

 


	“Who do you think I am? Few slaves and incomplete copy of myself won’t be enough to stop me.”



 

I left the inn, entered my room and looked at the table. On it, my alchemy set was occupied the whole desk. I started opening shelf bringing out a small wooden box in which I carried my potions.

 

I checked the content. It was full, in the end, I was making new potions on daily basis.

 

I quickly uncorked two vials filled with yellow liquid and bottomed them in a single gulp.

 




	You drank [High-quality Medium Stamina potion - Self-made]



	
Your fatigue is being lowered
Stamina regeneration +50%











	You drank [High-quality hunting potion - Self-made]



	
Your instincts are being sharpened!

RFX + 5DEX + 5










The drugs started quickly rushing withing my veins. I skipped the notification with time counter that informed how long potions would be working. I had quite a few hours.

Few other vials I put in special pockets behind a leather belt - allowing quick access without the risk of vials getting shattered.  I took a dagger and put in my boot - just in case, and after a moment of hesitation, I also picked a sword of embers and attached it to my suit.

I have opened the window and with few jumps, I get on the roof of the guild.

The night was bright, the sky was clean - thousands of stars and two moons were illuminated brightly everything around me. A cold breeze tickled my skin as I took a whiff.

The smell of smoke. Of sweat. Of blood. Of death. It was almost suffocating the city, every other creature with senses as sharp as mine would get crazy on that stench. I myself barely hold myself not to let the inner me outside. The evil me. The hungry me.

The smell was really... intoxicating. 

I took a step forward and another one, and yet another, slowly building up speed till I eventually ran to the edge of the room and jumped toward the next building - over thirty meters.

From the cacophony of smells, emotions, and magic I quickly isolated the frequency I was looking for - Kim. It wasn't hard, in the end, he didn't try to cover his presence during his rampage. 

Obviously, I morphed my body preparing it for a very fast and very long journey boosting myself with mana. The reason was simple: I knew that Senator would "attach me a tail" made of his sentinels - they had to act from the shadows and because of that they would be left behind for they couldn't use magic to keep up with my tempo. This way I could lose them. I wasn't sure if this plan would work, but it was more than just worth trying,

Kim. You little bastard, have you any ideas about how many problems you caused? And I am not even speaking about myself. Until now, outside of higher rank nobles, politicians, my closest friends, and few random people barely knew that new Devourer has been born. And now, many will wake up from their slumbers. Many will rise, many will try to justify their sins saying that they did it in my name or in my honor. 

The world started spinning faster and faster, forcing events into motion - events I was not ready for.

My life starts looking more and more like a puppet show. Was I a puppeteer? Or a puppet?

            

    
        Chapter 385

    
    
    
    
                El exhaled air loudly. She was sitting near the inn counter sipping slowly lemonade (with some extra sugar). She was also given a cheesecake, as once she insisted she wanted to try it. She didn’t like cheesecake that much thought, she preferred even sweeter one –cream cakes, brownies and such. Why did she force herself into eating it then? Well, just recently she learned that it was SOMEONE’S favorite cake. This alone was more than enough to motivate her into eating another piece of bitter cake, sweetened only by a thin layer of syrup – which was far too sweet.

HOW COULD SOMEONE LIKE SOMETHING LIKE THIS!?

The cake should be sweet! If you don’t want sweet things, then eat a bitter ones… BUT FOR MERCY OF GODDESS! DECIDE YOURSELF! EITHER SWEET OR BITTER! DON’T MIX IT!

Mr. Zariel was truly a mystery. But, people as great as himself must have had their own extravagant and weird behaviors. Geniuses – who can keep up with them?

 


	“Eeeelly! Why do you have such a long face?!” Rus yelled sitting next to her before noticing her dish “… this again? El. Maybe you would order something you would like?”



 


	“N-no! T-thank you! But I will manage! Life is not about getting everything you want… Also, there are people that can’t even afford cheesecakes… I should be grateful for what I have… I am training my spirit right now!” she wasn’t really convincing



 


	“Oh? Is that so? So you definitely don’t want to impress SOMEONE?! Like, having another common thing?”



 


	“D-don’t be silly!”



 


	“And you won’t ACCIDENTALLY buy two cheesecakes and offer him one saying something like <I was given two cakes and I heard you like it, so I wonder if you wouldn’t like to eat it with meee>” Russiwel mimicked her friend’s voice.



 


	“HOW DID YOU…” Oh, poor El, let herself be played like a fiddle. Only once she noticed the look that her friend gave her she understood the trap she fell into “… Russ. You are a meanie!” All red on her face blonde girl turned away from her companion



 


	“I am the meanie?! You were the one that tried keeping secrets from me! You are twice as mean as I am!... Hey! Uncle!” magician called for bartender



 


	“Ah! Russ! What can I get for you?” bit chubby man in his early forties greeted his favorite customers with a big smile on his face.



 


	“I want something sweet! What do you get?”



 


	“Maybe just like EL…”



 


	“No-no-no-no. Sweet-sweet. Sweety sweet sweets. That’s what I want.”



 


	“Say no more!”



 

He vanished for a moment in the backroom’s kitchen behind a bar and after a minute or two he returned with:

 


	“My opus magnum! Warm apple pie with cold cream and syrup! Decorated with biscuits and…” the man kept on praising his latest creation.



 

And the dish was beautiful. To girls, it was sparkling, basked in purest light. A rainbow shined above it and a unicorn cry could be heard somewhere in the distance.

 

And girls' eyes were sparkling too. Their mouth were open wide as a stream of saliva was slowly making its way to the ground.

 

The stomach of Elana growled with primal need. She looked at her cheesecake, at apple pie and again on the cheesecake. Maybe if she would imagine her dessert is actually THAT pie?

 

No-no-no! Imagination itself won’t be sufficient! She had to taste it! SHE HAD TO!

 


	“… Even as I call it my opus magnum… the truth is that the receipt was given to me by Zariel. Damn, this kid – each time he walks by he gives me creeps, but he knows a thing or two about cakes, I have to give him that.”



 


	“M-m-mr.Zariel eats other cakes?” El made huge eyes



 


	“Eats? He literally swallows them whole! Apple pies, carrot pies, brownies! He would just drink whole barrels of coffee in the meantime, but yes – he does.”



 

Elana’s resolve broke and shatter.

 


	“U-uncle… do you have perhaps another cake like that?”



 


	“Hm? Oh, sorry. I just made it moments ago, to be honest, it wasn’t meant to be sold just yet, just a test, it’s actually quite difficult to make it and takes lots of time, so I am afraid I don’t, and I won’t do another one anytime soon.”



 

The air by the bar’s counter became thicker.

 


	“Rus. Would you mind giving me a bite?”



 


	“I don’t know if some mean lying cat deserves even a crumb!”



 


	“Is this how much our friendship is worth to you?”



 


	“El, you know that I love you, but I won’t let you stand between me and my cake!”



 


	“It’s war then!”



 


	“G-girls?!” poor uncle was more than just confused



 


	“As the ultimate sweets lover, I hereby declare that your resistance shall not be tolerated!” El quickly picked her dagger



 


	“As the absolute sweets connoisseur – not even a bite shall be taken from me!” flames danced in both Russ’s hands.



 


	“… I still have a chocolate volcano? Also Zariel’s receipt test! You can have it!”



 

Flames and dagger disappeared even before he finished his sentence.

 

Girls eyes once again were filled with sparkles and joy.

 


	“Half applied pie and half of chocolate one?” Russ asked her companion in a pure, innocent tone



 


	“Sounds fine!” little rogue almost chirped like a bird with delighted tone.



 

Women. In one moment they are best friends, in next one they are picking up weapons ready to slice one another for a piece of cake, in next moment they are best friends again. Women – they are truly mysterious creatures!

 

 





 

Half hour later two girls moved to the corner of the inn where their teacher was waiting for them.

 


	“How did it go?” she asked her students



 


	“Even better than you told us! He offered us one free cake, true, but he also forgot to charge us for the first one! He was truly shocked!” Russ said proud.



 


	“See? The art of manipulation is truly amazing! Make a scene and you are very likely to get something nice. It’s easier when you are a woman, it’s much easier when you are cute, beautiful, charming or erotic, but if you are just as cute and innocent looking like two of you right now success is bound to happen!”



 

Assassin gave her lecture.

 


	“S-still, I feel bad for using Mr. bartender like that! He is a good man.” In El’s voice, true sorrow could be heard



 


	“El, it was just a lesson. It is up to you how you would use this knowledge in the future… but your nice Mr. bartender won’t lose a penny, he is already overcharging for his goods and serves alcohol mixed with water to drunk adventures… Two cakes – hah – he won’t even feel that!”



 


	“S-still! Just because someone is sinful doesn’t mean we should commit his crimes! We should respond with good and generosity to show him that true pleasure can be achieved by giving instead of taking!” El lose herself in her noble thoughts.



 

Both Russ and Aielle only exhaled air loudly.

 


	“Anyway. Next important lesson would be charming people with your natural beauty! You will try to make people invite you for a date, in such manner that they would believe that they had initiative, then we would proceed with behaving during dates – will tell you this already girls, the key is to actively listen – and then, of course, a quick sex classes…”



 


	“S-S-S-SEEEX!? Are you crazy!? There is no way you can speak about it so casually!”



 


	“Yeah, right, I forgot. You want your first time be with your husband night after wedding on huge white bed covered in rose petals.” Ay mocked the blonde girl



 


	“… Petals are optional…” El said quietly, more to herself than responding to her teacher



 


	“You know what, girl? I really pray that you will get your happy ending. Chances are rather low, but if you would manage to find your prince charming, then so be it.”



 


	“Oh? Teacher showing some compassion? Who are you and what did you do to our teacher!” Russ joked, which earned her a karate-chop in the head – a strong one, in the end, Ai was a skilled assassin “…A-anyway! If we are speaking about sex-classes, let’s start with theory! How was your first time, teacher?!”



 

Russ thought that she would either be able to embarrass her teacher, or at least cause some minor change in behaviors – it would be her small victory, for Aielle always repeated that they had to keep their blood cold and head cool.

 


	“I think I was raped… I can’t be sure it was so long time ago, I was still barely a child… Yeah, I was definitely raped. Some of our classes were sparring between kids trained for assassins. The rule was that the winner could do whatever he pleased with the loser, and we were given really little food, so usually, the winner ordered to give himself loser’s portion of food, but I was <lucky> to spare when our bodies started developing and changing, so boys naturally grew other urges… well, he demanded something else. There was no bed, only cold bricks of sewers we were living in, and no petals but dirt and rats watching us from the distance…” she noticed the terrified expression of her students “.. but hey! A few years later our last test was to kill everyone else in a group, you know, the deathmatch. From half hundreds of kids that started training only ten survived till the last day, we almost turned into family! And then they told us that only one of us would leave the sewers! I managed to be the one to shove the daggers between his ribs! It was a blast! See girls? There is no bad thing that couldn’t end with some good plot twist! Ah, I almost miss these days! I was so clumsy in my youthful days! By the way, did you know? When I got my first target and sliced his throat I slipped and fall on the poll of blood he made! That alarmed the guards and I had to run like a fool I was! Each time I remind myself that I want to laugh! Ha-ha-ha!”



 

She tried to change the topic with a “joke” she found “funny”. Well, the outcome was even worse.

 


	“Miss…” El moved close to her and hugged her tightly



 


	“What are you doing!? Go away! Shush! Good vibes! Tfe! Take these away from me!... OK, jokes aside. I am allowing this for now cuz I know you are pure and dumb. But if you will show pity to me one more time, I will cut your pretty face…”



 

This time no joke could be heard in Aielle’s cold tone. It was like a bucket of cold water causing Elana to jump away in terror.

 


	“El. I may be joking a lot, I may be laughing a lot. But it won’t change that I am Syndicate’s assassin. I am a sadist. I am a person that if I would be ordered to kill you, I wouldn’t even think about it twice. I deserve no pity, for I never pitied my victims.”



 

She would later take a glass of her whiskey (despite morning hour) and bottomed it down.

 


	“Now, loves, follow me, we gotta do some more old fashioned exercises. We will train Russ’s accuracy in throwing her fireballs and El’ evasion! At the same time! I just made this wonderful training method! Am I not genius?! Russ, for every projectile you miss you will spend 10 minutes in THE CHAMBER! El, for every fireball you won’t dodge… you will be hit with a fireball, I guess? That’s punishment itself, isn’t it?”



 


	“NOT FAIR! Why am I the only one that can get punished with the chamber?”



 


	“Because I say so?”



 


	“NOT FAIR!?”



 

What was THE CHAMBER?! What kind of cruelty would Russ suffer?

 

You will see that and much more on next chaa…. Or not. We got the schedule quite busy. Use your imagination!

            

    
        Chapter 386

    
    
    
    
                The formation of soldiers was shaken with the mere impact of the beast’s blow.

 


	“HOLD YOUR GROUND, DOGS! OTHERWISE, WE ARE ALL DEAD!” the sergeant yelled



 

His men responded with one affirmative short cry, correcting their line and raising their spears. But Behemoth paid them barely any attention. His gaze was focused on a small party standing in the middle of the clearing. Woman with daggers distracting him running at the edge of his vision, landing painful stings with her daggers every now and then, heavy armored female knight that was weaving her colossal sword over her head, she was rather slow, but once when he was distracted she managed to land a powerful blow on beast’s join digging blade deep in his flesh. The party was also made of a priestess with a rather sizeable chest (COLOSSAL! COLOSSAL I TELL YOU!) that kept singing chants all the time, empowering her comrades; and the only male in the team – the leader. Carrying a bastard sword, shield, and helmet covering most of his face.

 

And beast knew that it was him being the most dangerous.

 

As a shieldman wearing mixed armor and reasonably sized sword, he was meant to possess the most balanced style of all his opponents.

 

Tha! “Balanced”. If by having him have each aspect of his battle aspect was being his “strong side” and showing not a single opening – you meant balanced, then he indeed was balanced!

 


	“Archers!” Hero yelled bringing his sword high in the air giving the command to the other squad of soldier to take their aim.



 


	“NOW LADS! PUSH!” sergeant gave another order. Ten spears pierced the behemoth's skin, yet as his body was extremely thick, the weapons didn’t even fully bury their tips in the colossal body.



 

Creature roared and turned in their direction.

 


	“FIRE!” hero brought his sword down.



 

A volley of projectile flew across the air, they were all flying tall – on beast’s head level, for that’s what they were aiming for. Monstrosity raised one of its hands trying to protect eyes from nasty little bolts. But, the arrows were too numerous. One of the bolts indeed dug deep in the eye socket, depriving creature of one of its eyes.

 

As his vision got reduced, and his side was still being attacked by a row of spearmen, the female warriors moved behind it and pierced his legs on the knee level. Behemoth roared and fell on the ground.

 

In the instant, the formation of soldiers broken as they ran to surround the lying on its belly beast from all sides. They raised their weapon and impaled creature to the ground, as deep as they could.

 


	“Wonderful work, sergeant! Your people did great!” the hero said approaching fighters as the beast was still groaning in pain.



 


	“No, no! We were just following your orders! If someone would tell me just yesterday, that you can kill a behemoth with two squads of soldiers – not even elite knights – I would call him a fool… yet here we are… You are a wonderful commander, my lord.” The man bowed his head



 


	“Don’t lord me here! My name is Michael. We were fighting together which makes us brothers on the battlefield! I demand you to call me with my name!” Mike took his helmet off his head, showing his bit longer blonde hair and a bright smile.



 

Hero Mike. Hero Michael. Lord Michael. He liked how it sounded, but, he also had to pose for someone purer than angels. That also gave him a favor of the crowd. Very quickly he became almost the most worshiped individual in the Holy Kingdom. Every now and then he would help someone asking that person to remain quiet… for he knew that they wouldn’t. But, that also made him well-known for his humility.

 

Women were already gazing at him with affection as he walked past them across the street. He was more than enjoying himself.

 


	“Also, you are underestimating the strength of your people and their trust in your leadership. Not even once they hesitated to do as you told them to. This victory is yours and your only!”



 

Mike gave the awestruck man a confidential pat in the shoulder.

 

Tja. <victory is yours and your only>… my ass. They would surely die. More than surely! More than die! They would be swallowed, chewed, spat out, swallowed again and shitted out without a question!

 

His team was occupying behemoth attention all the time letting guards to the only attack as they please and finish the deed!

 

But that one Female Soldier… the Capitan that came with her underlings, she got that thing. And he didn’t mean fighting style. His hare… tfu, party, already head a titty-monster priest, a tomboyish rouge, all it was lacking was balanced, bit muscular type that beamed with confidence and raw erotic strength!

 

That was the role meant for her! Mike learned already, that she was a daughter of medium-tier nobility. Joining the hero’s party would be a great status boost for her and her family. Later this day he was supposed to have dinner with lots of “important bastards” – as pretty much every day - AND her father (in the end he personally asked them to join). He would praise her style and bravery during it and loudly offer her spot in his hare… party.

 

There was no way she would refuse. Even if she would want to, the pressure from her family would be too strong. She couldn’t say no without risking losing the family good name.

 

And he? He wouldn’t be accused of but a one evil deed nor desire. He was just a man asking a strong warrior to lend him her strength for the sake of country well-being.

 

Over and over again, his strings were tightening around the legs, hands, and necks of everyone around him. Soon, they all will be eager puppets dancing to the music he would play.

 

This feeling of control… ah, something unmatched! Since he came here he made only one mistake – the one he couldn’t forgive himself – he pushed himself too soon of that female paladin. Amelia Scarlet, or however she was called. She was strong, had extremely high status and this kind of confidence, almost arrogance, that at the same time impressed and offended him. To lay his hands on her was like conquering all!

 

But it is fine. What’s the game without challenges? For now, that she-knight will do. For now. And maybe later?

 

The only question remained? Which one should he bewitch first? Priestess likes him most, but – she is a priestess. Purity and nonsense like that… but he already started praying with her twice a day, in mornings and evenings, if he would start using this opportunity to “share his burdens” with her, that he thinks he is not worthy, not strong enough and bla-bla-bla, then the bound would slowly start strengthening. Then some peaceful nice with wine and boom.

 

Yeah. Let’s do this.

 


	“M-mike? Is everything all right? Your expression is… quite scary…” priestess noticed the faces he started making while he was lost in thought.



 

Damn! Quickly! The noble play!

 


	“This monster… is dangerous. To think that such creatures walks this earth. What kind of terror the people are living in? How many can oppose this brute strength? I… What if next time we won’t be quick enough to react? What if the people would die? What if…”



 


	“Michael. You can’t think about it like that! By killing this stray behemoth we managed to save the entire village! This alone will be a blessing to everyone! You, Michael, are our blessing from heavens.” She smiled gently, so full of compassion and reassurement, that Mike almost felt bad for heaving impure thought about her.



 

ALMOST

 

 

Yet, opposite to his thoughts, he put his hands to pray, kneeled down in poll of blood and dirt and after of moment of silence he said aloud:

 


	“… mother in heaven, let me save one more life… amen.” And he bowed his head lower in fake meditation. In the meantime soldier and his party member left him in order to not disturb his “meditation”. His senses, hearing included, were recently enchanted so despite the fact that everyone moved quite far away from him, he still could hear how they were whispering praises about him.”



 


	“Look at him… instead of being happy about people he just saved he prays about the safety of those he never met. Instead of boasting about defeating a beast, he tries to push the whole glory on the lowest rank soldiers praising their bravery… With all respect to her majesty, I think he is even more worthy to be called the living saint more than prophetess herself!” sergeant said



 


	“… I should scold you for blasphemy… but I know you had no ill intentions… and I can clearly see your point.” His first target responded



 

Ha. Apparently, his first goal will hardly be a challenge.

            

    
        Chapter 387

    
    
    
    
                Once the city vanished from my sight, I completely morphed into slender, quadruped creature. Something between wolf and deer. Once again I appreciated how convenient this ability was. Predators had better tracking-related senses, could smell a prey from far away, with their eyes they could better estimate the distance between them and prey and their body was made for short, exhausting chases.

Herbivores, at the other hand, were more aware of their surroundings, yet their body was more used to rather slow marches, their body and muscles was made in such fashion, so they could travel long distances within a day.

Here, I needed mix of these traits. I was preparing myself for a rather longer journey (I doubted that beastmen – former slaves – wanted to remain anywhere close to the city that very recently served as their prison). And that’s what slender body with strong limbs was for.

And the enchanted senses of predator? I have just entered the forest, thick and humid, full of scents of hundreds of animals, and it was very hard to tell apart the smell of wolf men from common canine. The ground was wet, plastic, one could say that it was supposed to be good for me because the tracks of hundreds of slaves would surely leave a huge mark in the soil…

 

… no, no it didn’t. They had a very light steps, so even if they left some marks behind, the morning rain already managed to cover all the tracks. It only serves as yet another distraction and nuisance. 

 

I look at my reflection in one of dirty puddles.

 

And I almost burst into hysteric laughter. I was so focused on traits I needed, that not even for second I considered my appearance.

I looked like a wolf-llama! Even the hair covering my body appeared to be fluffy! Yet the head! So un-matching!

ZARI! Get yourself together! You have a serious task to do!

… but… a wolf-llama! Look at it!

I started trotting in place still looking at my reflection… IT WAS HILLARIOUS! Come on! Imagine such creature charging at you – you wouldn’t even know how to react! Ok, it is settled then, I am abandoning my previous life, from now on I will be living terrorizing local villages as wolf-llama! Mother, father, I have found my purpose in life!

Ha-ha….ha…

Tjaaa.

You had your laugh, Zari? Good. Back to business.

With a painful sigh I left the puddle. I walked past few hundred meters before I noticed that ever since I found out my appearance, I was moving by trotting.

Tut-tut tut tut-tut tut, sounds were echoing dully across the earth.

Zariii… You are a grown-up man, few consider you as their god-king. As celestial being… please, behave at least as commoner…

Why? He is enjoying himself, recently he was stressed a lot, let him be whatever he wants to…

I WONT ALLOW IT! We have some standard to maintain! Expectations to meet! Renown! Fame! And instead we are…

WOLF-LLAMAAA! WOLF-LLAMAAA! Rata tiratiraaa WOLF-LLAMAAAAA!

You too… I am surrounded by idiots.

Suddenly, my instinct screamed. My body jumped back almost without my will. Seconds later an arrow dug deep into the bark of the nearest tree. The projectile came from my right. Quickly, I looked in that direction.

In one of the bushes I noticed a hunter, wearing barely anything, just few skins, yet neither the skins nor his body emit any smell at all. Did he use some mixture? I tip my hat to him for this countermeasures, but still…

We were looking at one another, personally, I didn’t had time to waste for him, so I just decided to see if he would be aggressive. I wanted to just head my direction and go, but showing my backs to him would only earn me another arrow aimed at my bum.

Hunter got rid of his shock and put another arrow on the string of his bow.

Poor fool wants to do it hard way, in response I started trotting in his direction.

Another bolt flew in my direction, yet as I saw him aiming I could predict the trajectory and speed of the projectile so evading it was more than easy. Seeing another of his attacks missing the huntsman started moving back.

Another arrow, another effortless dodge. We were too close to each other and he wouldn’t manage to prepare another bolt. He almost gave up and froze in place. Finally, I approached him, we were literally centimeters away.

 


	“What? No longer acting tough, ain’t we?” I asked. The man didn’t expect a monster to talk “… Look at you now! Go on, prepare another arrow!”



 

I have completely invaded his personal space by getting my head as close to his face as it was only possible, we were pretty much touching at this point

 


	“You are not going to?! What happened? Big bad hunter can’t do shit in close range? Ya don’t have a dagger? No? Then maybe some hand to hand combat at least? Let me warn you though, I have watched every Bruce Lee movie, and I also know sumo! Decide quickly, I don’t have much time to spare, but if you want to, I will turn your ass into tripitas taccos !... the one with minced meat!”



 

Another moment or two of awkward silence.

 


	“That’s what I thought. And let it be lesson for you, don’t make me come back for you, punk!” I turned around and once again started trotting away.



 

Tut-tut-tut once again resonated across the forest. As I got few meters away from him I turned back and face him one last time.

 


	“Pussy!” I yelled turning my head in an arrogant and confident manner “… wolf-llama… wolf-llama…” I couldn’t stop myself from singing under my nose.



 

I have most likely ended his carrier as a hunter, there is no way he would enter the forest again. He would be too afraid to aim his bow at deer again knowing that it may be noble wolf-llama.

 

Serves you right! Know your place, trash! The forest isn’t a place for some huntsman wannabe with a bow.

 It's a place for creatures that a ready to die for the sake of art of survival!

It's the place when only the fittest shall survive!

It's the place for...

WOLF LLAMA!





 

Later, that day, the hunter returned to his village. He was known as one of the best for this job around, during fairs and festivals he was winning every marksmen competition. Yet, today, he came back empty-handed.

 


	“Oh, Nicolas!” a pretty girl with a basket full of apples called him “… how was the hunt?” she asked with a wide smile on her face.



 

Yet, a man called Nicolas didn’t respond. Instead, he just walked past her as if he didn’t even notice her and moved straight to the inn. There, he quickly ordered two bottles of pure vodka, more than enough to knock himself out. Everyone inside almost instantly noticed man’s strange behavior. Usually, he would either brag of how much food he managed to bring this time or tell a story of a beast he was tracking.

 

Yet, now he was but a shell of his old self.

 


	“Nic, all you order is on the house, but for goddess mercy, either tell us what happened or start acting normally! You are freaking out other customers!”



 


	“I… I believe I have seen a spirit guard of the forest…”



 


	“Bullshit! Guardians appear in either very old places, or the one filled with magic. Our little shrubbery can be hardly called a forest, to begin with!”



 


	“I KNOW WHAT I SAW!” huntsman threw the cup across the inn shattering it on the wall, then he hid his face in his palms.



 


	“Now, it’s ok, son. Told us what you saw…”



 

And that’s how the legend of guardian wolf-llama spread across the country.

            

    
        Chapter 388

    
    
    
    
                I kneeled on the ground and checked the soil between my fingers. It used to be a solid chunk of mud but now it lied shattered at the top of my palm. Shattered, yet molded into one clump.

Someone stepped on it shattering it into pieces, and then dozen more of someones would pulverize them into a solid cluster. Quite a big group passed through here not so long ago. 

How did they move so quickly? They left the city at the evening, I followed them the very next morning. They should have merely six to eight hours of advantage.

But I was moving alone, they in a group, I had only my equipment on myself, and they were carrying lots of belongings, I was a healthy adventurer running at full speed, and among them, there were women and children as well as people injured during the commotion.

 

I thought that I would catch up with them on the same day, yet here already two passed and they are nowhere to be seen…

 

Unless… they played me like a fool.

 

I sensed the presences trying to surround me from three sides. They were somewhat skilled hunters, but they couldn’t hide their life forces, not from such a small distance.

 


	“You are doing a pathetic job trying to ambush me, so you could as well just leave your covers.” I raised my voice still playing with the dirt.



 

After a moment of hesitation, the bushes trembled a little as from behind them silhouettes of the men emerged, each of them was holding a weapon.

 


	“My-my, ain't you a sharp one? You sensed all three of us, did you?”



 

There was something wrong with the way he said “three”, so I decided to bluff right away.

 


	“Three? So I assume that the last person is not with you?”



 

Expression of demi-human that answered me back turned ugly

 


	“Maya. He knows! Get down.”



 

From the branches of the tree, the last one person jumped on the ground merely two or three meters away from me.

Dayum. If not that talkative guy, she would get me good.

 


	“Why are you following us, stranger? We wish to be left alone.” The girl – Maya – said getting up from all four. She was some weird variation of cat people. Panther tribe?



 


	“Trust me, sweet-cheek, it’s not you that I am tracking. I am looking for a kid. This tall…” I showed the estimated size of Kim with my hand “… blonde hair, green eyes, lack of common sense, murderous instincts, tend to change into a monster, have you met this man?”



 


	“Sorry, never heard of him.” She smiled widely.



 


	“I see. In that case I will be on my way.”



 

I was wasting time. They must have split up much earlier. Few groups of hunters left the main group leaving the fake tracks behind as the actual group moved slower in other direction, carefully covering their tracks.

 


	“The thing is… we can’t really let you go.” Maya purred. Her eyes turned into vertical slits as she gazed on my throat.



 


	“As for someone that wishes to be left alone you are surely clingy, don’t you think?”



 


	“You are a hunter send to chase us, aren’t you? Friend of those slavemakers”



 


	“No. I am just an annoyed older brother that wishes to whoop someone’s ass so hard, that the spoken someone would shit bricks for a month.”



 


	“… Older brother? You are the Zariel? Big brother Zariel that Master Kim keeps talking about?”



 

That could make things a little bit easier, or much, much harder.

 


	“My name is Zariel indeed, as for the other part I can’t be sure because lately, I allowed Kim to do as he pleases. Gave him a too long leash and apparently, now I have to reeducate him.”



 


	“Watch your tongue when you speak about the Elected.”



 


	“Elected? Now that’s a fancy name I haven’t heard before. Devorer, yes, The Beast God King? Indeed? Abomination and the End of All Hope? Sure. But Elected?”



 


	“Elected, for the world chose him to be the cure of this world… and you knew who he was all along? And you still dared to speak so lightly about him?”



 

The slits of her eyes almost completely disappeared.

 


	“I do. He is but a young pup, that you brainwashed and forced to fight for your case, and poor fool, not knowing better, fell for that story about superiority and divinity.”



 


	“IMPUDENT HUMAN!” she growled before pounding at me.



 

And damn me, for she was fast. She didn’t use a weapon, not just yet, instead she tried slashing my face with quite long and slightly curved claws.

 

I quickly moved back and wiggled my body left and right narrowly avoiding her attacks. Eventually, I focused my magic and thrust my open palm toward her.




	You have casted [Mana Schock Wave]



	You have dealt 18 dmg






 The shock wave of magic pushed her around two meters away, yet she still remained on her legs.


	“Sorry, kitty-girl, but I can’t afford to lose my precious time with you…”



 


	“Thank you for this piece of valuable information, in that case, we will do whatever we can to slow you down! Remi! Aretto! Nittel!” her comrades quickly took their positions about to join the fight.



 

They weren’t as strong nor fast as their – I presume – leader, in most cases they would only slow her down, that is unless they had a trained battle style… and it looked as if they indeed had.

 


	“Human such as yourself will never understand what we are fighting for! You haven’t lived your life in fear nor humiliation. We don’t want to use master Kim, we want to worship him, for he will…”



 


	“… grant you everything you are too scared or too weak to obtain with just your own strength? You need a puppet that will provide you everything because poor hurt kitty is afraid to dirt her own pwetty-paws!?!? If freedom was all you wanted, I would mind, you already obtained it, so you could just go to each other ways. But no, you want more and more? Until you won’t be able to get what you want with your own bloody hands, you don’t deserve a God-King, you don’t deserv a savior. You don’t deserve a Messiah.”



 


	“What can you possibly know?”



 

I had to end it quickly, to save Kim and possibly all these ungrateful beastmen from the revenge of the nobles.  

 

 




	Shifting in Process







	“Everything….”
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Well, the idea appeared some time ago, I was delaying it as much as I could. Now, each time you would want to rush me in my writing pace, you can do that personally, just as telling me how much you h... love me. Here it is young fellas. 

Don't be afraid, I don't bite... much. 

Also, I may want to have more personal contact regarding the story develop and such. Don't be afraid to spam your ideas.

When would I be online? As much as I can, honestly, during the working week after 6 pm of central Europe time. Saying that, i invite all of you to my pub!
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                Blanka entered one of the shabbiest pubs in the “neighborhood” – how one of the poorest districts of the merchant city was called. Though, poorest could be a misleading term. It’s not like the area was poor, no! It was just having a bit different approach to money-making.

 

Because, you see, wherever the merchants would appear, the loan sharks and other para-banks were sure to follow. And when the loan is being taken and the person is getting late with the payment, who are you going to call?

 

Exactly. The shady guys. And that’s why the whole district was shady. You don’t want well-dressed gentlemen to deal with your important, yet delicate matters. You want a thug, the person that enters the client's house and magically find money he swore to not have in possession. The worse you looked, the greater were chances that you were getting hired.

 

But let’s get back to the important part! Why was Blanka here? Because of the conversation they had in the bar before Zariel left looking for Kim. They had to find everyone who could possibly want to cause any more harm to the beastmen. Zari said that there would be people send after them as personal revenge from the family of a slave owner. How did he know that? She couldn’t tell, but Blanka learned one thing for that short period of time she spends with her new “friends”. Zariel had an outstanding ability to tell what lies in the heart of men, especially where it comes to the evil urges

 

Now, armed in trust in her comrades, it was her time to act.

 

 She joined the small crowd that formed in a corner of a pub. For a moment, the people around the table became quiet. They didn’t recognize her because of the hood over her head, but seeing weapons around her waist they quickly realized that she came to join them on the “unofficial quest”.

 


	“Welcome! Welcome! Another sister joins our case! Good. GOOD! We are growing stronger! I told you, Bathlew! Before this night would end, we would have enough people to chase these criminals that came to our city with flame and violence!”



 

Tja. They came into your city in chains and rags, not like they had anything to say about that.

 


	“You are exaggerating. Sla… Bandits are hundreds. We are merely twenty people strong by now. I won’t risk going in less than half of a hundred. That would be a suicide.”



 


	“No! We are twenty noble human warriors! Some dirty sub-human stand no chance against us! Each of us is worth more than ten of them!”



 


	“And this is why trained militia and soldier had troubles to pacify the upris… the havoc? And they didn’t even manage to defeat them, just chased them off. Be realistic. Demin humans are faster and stronger, especially in the wild. I wouldn’t take that job if you wouldn’t promise us a handful of coins...”



 


	“You and your basic, low motives! You are fighting for greater good! For the purity of this world!”



 

Funny. Beast men were speaking the very same thing.

 


	“Speaking about the salary…” it was the Blanka that finally raised her voice “... who will be paying us?”



 


	“The noble merchants - those that lost their families and loved one during rampage of chaos on the streets! The concerned citizens which…”



 


	“A name would be more than enough. I just want to know whose throat I should slit if they would refuse to pay us…” her rough words met approval of other outlaws



 


	“The patriots prefer to remain anonymous, fearing the rage of this criminals…”



 


	“That’s indeed a very noble of these patriots that they wish to do patriotic deeds with our hands while staying in the shadows. So heroic and brave of them!”



 

Another voice mocked from the crowd.

 

The “quest maker” was slowly running out of excuses.

 






 

Blanka entered a room booked by the priestess. Inside, Lanele was helping Giselle to prepare herself for her “night out”.

 


	“The official name of person that is giving founds on this quest is Servas Stotteregert… or something like that.” she said as she collapsed in the armchair 



 


	“So we are after Webberly family.” priestess said with a light tone while brushing redhead’s hair “.. not too clean?” she asked for opinion



 


	“Definitely too clean. I want to be elegant, yes, but I am going to visit an old friend of mine. I still need that look <full of roughness>... you get what I am saying?” 



 

Lanele messed her hair slightly. A flock of hair fell on her forehead from her bangs like a little rebel

 


	“Better?”



 


	“Lanele, you are my favorite hairdresser!”



 


	“Glad to hear that, I won’t ask how many hairdressers you had, for weirdly I am certain that the answer would be that I am your first, to begin with…”



 


	“Not really! Ol’ Alesia did comb my hair alot! And papa Jericho too, though mostly when I was little. Now, sometimes Zari does it!... And even though your skills are superiors he does it in such a way that it makes me feel special.”



 

Dragoness lost herself in happy thought as a clumsy smile bloomed on her lips.

 


	“Is that so? In that case, take this!”



 


	“Ouchy! Wacha, doin’!?”



 


	“Making you feel special! Emotional hair combing OOO- VEEER-DRIVEEE!”



 


	“STOP IT! It tickles!”



 


	“EKHEM!” Blanka cleared her throat, and by doing so she managed to get her friends attention. “... I will Allow myself to disturb your cheerful moment, but after spending the last two hours in a truly terrible company, I wish to know how did you manage to tie Stottewhatever with Webberlies?” 



 


	“StottINGERS…” Lanele put a hard accent on the last part, correcting her companion’s pronunciation “... are medium rank trading family specializing in bringing the cargo from the South. They belong to the greater branch thought, the one manage by….?” she asked by hanging a question



 


	“Lemme guess, Family of Webberly?”



 


	“Bingo. Once I would be done with Gis, I will write a letter asking for an audience, suggesting tomorrow's midday as a perfect day of meeting… They won’t refuse.”



 


	“How do you know they won’t?”



 


	“Because I am me, and I never take no as the answer…” she smiled in an arrogant manner “... just kidding. It’s because I am a noble daughter of my noble mother, and every lesser nobility literally wants to kiss our asses to gain a favor to ask…”



 

Gis turned around and inspected the lower part of Lana’s body

 


	“And that’s a lot of place in need of attention.”



 


	“What did you just say about my butt!?”



 


	“That you have a very seductive bottom part, love!”



 


	“It’s still half of yours!... Well, you are lucky that Zariels likes them big…”



 


	“MY BUTT IS NOT BIG! Blanka! Tell her!...”



 

Of all three of them, Blanka’s bottom side was… the most pathe…

 

<Blanka angry gaze>

 

the most petite and fit for combat. She had a posture of graceful butterfly, that was ready to sting like a wasp!

 

<Blanka: and let’s stick to this version, ok?>

 

<Author:....>

 

<B: I HAVE ASKED A BLOODY QUESTION?!>

 

<A: Yes, madam….> 

 


	“Girls, you are all gorgeous and stuff, but I would still rather focus on our plan so…”



 


	“Weren’t you paying attention? I am going to party with city guards, Lanele is going to party with nobles and you are going to spend few days with people of questionable morality sabotaging their actions! It won’t get any simpler than that!”



 

Blanka’s eyebrow twitched slightly.

 


	“I see. It’s good that we all have our missions planed fairly.”



 


	Blanka, we would really love to switch with you, but I am an elf and Gisselle is a half-dragon. We wouldn’t really blend into crowd of scums so sure of their race superiority, don’t you think?”



 


	“I know, god damn it! It’s just… you are having a bit too much fun.” War dancress pouted



 


	“I am having fun preparing Giselle to the party – she may enjoy herself, but for me next few days for me will be a charade of fake etiquette and lies in the vipers nest. Fancy dress and good food is such a trick used to lower your guard down. It will be as pleasurable as drinking the vial of acid… especially that you humans…”



 

She stopped.

 


	“We humans what?” There was no anger in Blanka's voice, only desire to know other person perspective.



 


	“Elvish nobles are living to their name. Even if their intention weren’t pure, they would just reveal their card right away… while nobles of humans are… slippery. Shady, eviler than the actual outlaws and villains. I know that this does not apply to everyone but…”



 


	“I haven’t met many elvish nobles, but unfortunately I know too well what you mean when it comes to our <nobility>. Maybe two families out of five are normal, and one out of twenty is decent. But, that’s because your system is different. In kingdom of elves high priestess and high princess have absolute power and nobles are nothing more than their servants, in Neira the King is losing his influence more and more in favor of mages, and he keeps on giving nobles greater benefits to maintain the fragile balance between mages and country… And they are using their right to their heart content.”



 


	“A shameful truth and a true shame. When too many people participate in making decision in the kingdom it always leads to chaos. For example, such slavery…”



 


	“… which put us back on track. I am exhausted, so I will go hit the hay. Don’t have too much fun, Gis, or at least try not burning the barracks down.”



 


	“I promise nothing! Good night, love!” Gis yelled before the door closed.



 

After few more minutes of cheerful chatting and preparation, Lanele finally said

 


	“You won’t be more ready than that! Look at you! You look as if you were going on date!”



 


	“Just don’t tell that to Zari, or he will be all pouty once he would return.”



 


	“Is that so? I could have sworn that you were the jealous one in this relationship?”



 


	“Years ago, during one of our first quests together, there was a noble adventurer that was hitting on me, back then we weren’t together… He was quite pushy, but I didn’t really mind, still, Zari decided to nicely ask him a few times to let me go. Of course, the gentlemen refused – not so nicely. Long story short, Zari cast a  minor curse on him.”



 


	“That could be dangerous!!!”



 


	“Yes, as far as diarrhea can be.”



 


	“Ah. This kind of curse…. That is… that is…” Lana burst into hysterical laughter “… that’s so childish! Men, they never grown up. They are developing only to the age of thirteen or so, since then they are only becoming taller!!!”
 



 


	“And changing toys for a bigger one.”



 


	“But Zariel!? That Zariel!? The spoken demi-god? Leader of an entire cult?”



 


	“Back then he was just a shy druid. Ah, these were the good times.”



 


	“You said as if these days were long gone.”



 


	“Because good days are gone… now the wonderful one started.” Dragoness showed that clumsy, bit shy smile once again, making priestess froze in place for a second or two.



 


	“… HOW CAN YOU BE THIS CUUUUTE!” She completely lost her composure



 


	“Hey! Lana! Stop it! Ouch! You are messing my hair!”



 

But it was too late. Priestess was already rubbing her cheek on the cheek of her companion

 


	“I just wanna to squeeze all that sweetness off you!”



 


	“Lemme goo! My haaaair!!”



 

But it was too late. The deed was done and the hair was wasted. When the euphoric state of the daughter of one of the elvish ruler ceased, she had to begin the procedure from scratch.

 

Not that she minded. Lanele cherished every moment she spend with her new companions.

 

 





 

 

The changes in my body were subtle, delicate even. Widened eyes, elongated ears, slightly adjusted joints, nothing that they could notice in heat of battle. Well, the battle for them, for me – a warmup. The panther girl could indeed be very agile and deadly fast, but her attacks were simple. She was used to killing her enemies with a single or two blows that they barely noticed, so she had never trained a proper battle stance.

 

And I – I saw her attacks. Maybe not clearly, but just from overall shape that her body took before the strike I could very accurately predict how and where she would try to deliver her blow.

 

She tried piercing my throat with an open palm and her claws pointed onward, I moved to the side and strike her palm with my own, slightly shaking her balance. In normal situation I would be able to finish it here, but I was stopped by one of her companion that tried digging the dagger in my back.

 

I rotated around stopping his attack by hitting his wrist with a karate-like chop, kicked another of Maya’s underling and returning back to her, just in time to once again trade a blow or two.

 

I was seeing things behind my head, I was hearing things that never let out a single sound. I was smelling their emotions – tasting them. Adrenaline. Dopamine. Serotonin. It was all there! Mixing, twisting in a delightful cacophony of agitation and excitement that was slowly turning into something different.

 

The sweet and light smell of hot blooded beastmen was changing into something more sophisticated and heavier. In minute or two they realized that I was holding my ground more than decently and that I am not an opponent they could underestimate without risking their life. In two next minutes they noticed a subtle hints I was giving out – I had quite a few opportunities to just end it. To move a step onward and slash their throats, open their ribs or simply shortening them by the size of their heads.

 

First they thought I didn’t notice the openings, then that I was too slow and didn’t react in time or was too afraid of dropping my guard to perform the execution. Only when I started openly mocking them they truly understood what was happening.

 

Instead of ripping their head off, I would just deliver a flick with my fingers to their forehead.

 

Instead of piercing their chests I would just poke them making them stumble and fall, instead of cutting their throat I would just leave a red, shallow cutting mark on their skin.

 

Then, I finally sensed something, that sends my body into ecstatic overdrive.

 

Fear.

 

It was the best drug that one could imagine.

 


	“Little kitty finally found out her place in the food chain?” I mock in a deep, low, growling voice that sends a shiver down their spines.



 

They jumped back from me gathering the distance.

 

She didn’t answer me back. She was too busy breathing heavily scouting the area around me with her eyes.

 

What was she looking for? The piece of environment she could use in combat? An escape route?

 


	“Let’s make a deal. You will tell me where I can find Kim, and MAYBE, PERHAPS… I will let you live.”



 


	“W-what if we won’t?”



 


	“Oh, but you will. Just not right away. I will play with your body. And after mere minutes of torment, you will beg me to listen to you. But I won’t. Not that quickly, that is.”



 


	“I fear no pain!” she hissed



 


	“For you never witnessed the purest pain. Tell me, have you ever seen a person sacrificed to the Holy Oaks?”



 

Confusion bloomed on her face

 


	“That’s the special rite of druids. You slice open stomach and pull the guts out, you cut them at the bottom and nail them to the tree. Then, you force the victim to run around the tree slipping the insides around it. The agony lasts for hours, sometimes days, but that’s just the physical pain. All this time, I shall sing, and the words will sink into your mind. The terror you would feel, the agony spreading across your body would be the meal to the forest on which the spirits would feast… That’s actually a very noble end. In times that were long forgotten, villages would send the volunteers for this rite. It was a great honor for the family to have someone being offered for a good of harvests… and the brave man's or woman's name would be carved into the stone to last for generation… Unfrotautenlly, your name shan’t be remembered.”



 


	“W-what on the earth are you!?”



 


	“I? I am just a family member very, very worried about his little brother doing something reckless, something so big, that he doesn’t even realize what kind of consequences he may face… So, I am asking one, final time….”



 

 




	Shifting in process







	“… Where….Is... My… Little brother?”



 

I asked putting my completely gross and huge head by her face while opening my mouth. If I wanted to, I could just chew her head off. I knew that. She knew that, and her companions knew that too.

 

But far more than being terrified about their lives, they were staring at me with a confused look, as if they couldn’t comprehend what was going on.

 


	“Why are you looking at me like that? Don’t tell me it’s your first time seeing a Beast King? I know it’s not, in the end, you saw that half-breeded Kim…. Where is he? My patience runs thinner and thinner with every breath you waste.”
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                Panther girl regained her cold blood. With a quick jab, that I totally didn’t expect, she punched me in my jaw and jumped back regaining the distance.

It didn’t hurt my body, but it surely stung my pride.

 


	“If you think you will be able to fool me, you are a greater moron than you look! Such a pathetic level of street magician trick won’t be enough! What did you use? Illusion? Or was that actual shapeshifting? Powerful Druids can turn into monsters at whim… and you just smell just like one!”



 

Ah. Faithful people. They would keep defending their belief with everything they can. Even if you would point out the obvious flaw in their logic, they would just cover their ears and try over-shouting you.

 

Well, at least I wasn’t served with “god works in mysterious ways” kind of bullshit. I wanted to be nice, pacifist even, but as the legendary saying dictates…

 

… peace was never an option.

 

I will just resume my journey after they would give me the correct direction, and they will give me the correct direction after I would break their legs, gouge their eyes and cut off their tongues, leaving them in wildness blind, mute and crippled, waiting in the darkness for inevitable death!

 

… Wait, they won’t tell me a shit without a tongue, right? Fuck, I still have to work on my intimidation skills as well as rhetoric.

 

Once again I joined this ridiculous battle where they couldn’t land single atta…

 

Just as I wanted to boast over my overwhelming battle capabilities, someone’s blade cut through the sleeve of my robe, leaving a shallow red mark on my skin.

 


	“Look, he called himself the Chosen one, yet he bleeds like rest of us…” Maya was in extremely high spirit after this still humiliating (for them) display



 


	“All of this for a mere drop or two of blood? Should I praise you?”



 


	“You are trying to act tough, but you are getting tired, aren’t you? Getting slower and slower, in the end, it's us three against you alone, you can't really call it a fair match, can you?" she tried rising morales of her comrades.



 


	“Not fair, you say?... very well…” I raised my left hand and covered my eyes



 


	“W-what are you doing!?”



 


	“Giving you a handicap, obviously…”



 


	“Y-you little..! KILL HIM!”



 

They did exactly what they were intended to – the man in front of me charged onward with a raised dagger and dug it deep in my chest. A moment earlier I checked my mana, it was almost full, more than enough to pull that little spectacle I had in mind.

 


	“… I can’t believe that someone would be THAT foolish to actually get himself stabbed…” one of the other beast men whispered



 


	“Hmm? Stabbed?....” I raised my voice “… so you mean, it’s already in? Your poor, poor wife… I hope you stab her better than you did just me. I can’t feel anything… jokes aside…”



 

I grabbed the man by his still holding weapon wrist, and then pulled him even closer

 


	“W-what kind of sorcery is this!?”



 


	“I may hundred barrels drink, and my thirst shall not be quenched. Hundred days I may fast, but I shall not starve. A hundred gallons of blood may escape my veins yet I shall not fall, even with a sword in my guts, I shall move – for the tip of my spear points only one direction…” I took a step “… onward…” and another one “… ONWARD!” I embraced him and lift him off the ground.



 

The man started trashing, kicking trying to kick me and hit with his head, his companions were wounding my sides, yet drastically thickening skin proved stabbing to be more and challenging. The muscles of my arms changed too, soon, I was towering above them as a grotesque creature with completely mismatched proportions.

 


	“Will you now tell me, where I can find Kim? I have wasted too much time on you, so… Hmm? What are you saying?”



 

I put my head closer to fighting for breath beast men.

 


	“Sorry, but <I beg you, stop> is not the answer to my question so…”



 

I tightened my grip even more and more till I eventually heard the bones cracking and the man stopped moving. Only then I released my grip and let his body fell on the ground like a broken doll.

 

I put my hand on the hilt of the dagger and pulled it off my chest. Blood splashed on the ground, yet the wound started closing shortly after, soon only still fresh blood on my chest was the only indicator that I ever got wounded.

 


	“Shit. I was supposed to leave at least a scar. Giselle finds them beautiful…”



 


	“REMI!” Panther girl screamed



 


	“Aww, you were close? Shame. Shame that you could save him by nothing more than uttering a few, pointless words. I didn't want to kill any of you, but you made me show that I am not joking... For my family, I will do everything, commit every crime. Lo. Ca. Tion.”



 


	“I… will… FUCKING KILL Y…” before she end the sentence I grabbed her by her head. It fitted perfectly in my palm.



 

Then, I threw her on the other side of the clearing like a rag doll.

 


	“Don’t make promises you can’t keep. Don’t you know? Divine chimeras absorb the life of those they ate. It means that you would have to inflict as many deadly wounds as many creatures I swallowed… and that would be… thousands…”



 

That was obviously a lie. I was healing myself using the ability of hydra, which consumed hell-a-lot of mana... But they didn’t know it.

 


	“Now. Will you tell me where my little brother is?”



 


	“AFTER MY DEAD BODY!”



 


	“Didn’t I just tell you to be careful with your words? I think I brought necromancer’s grimoire with myself… And I didn’t have time to practice this art yet, so your offer makes it only THAT much more tempting…” and that actually wasn’t a bluff



 


	“Try me! I fear no death… nor raising again!”



 


	“I know. This is why you would die last…”



 


	“Aretto! Nittel! Run!”



 

After the split of second of hesitation, her subordinate did as they were told, running in different directions. Not because they were cowards, but because they realized that this battle was completely one-sided from the begging and they had to live to tell the tale.

 

Even if I would like to let them go – I had that one tiny problem. Or actually two. If these people would escape, I would have two people less to tell me the information I needed, and two – I really hate when my warning is being ignored.

 

I only exhaled air loudly.

 


	“As you skillfully noticed, I am a magician too. And you know what a good magician has? A pet. Or pets…” she was quick to realize what I was talking about



 


	“Called by my words, and bound with my blood, I am calling thy from the edges of night.
 Answer my mark, and hear my command,
 Oh, creatures of darkness now walking in the light. Kaito! Sebastian!”



 

The whirlwinds made of darkness raised from nothingness. Within seconds, on the ground were nothing was before, two beasts were standing proud.

 


	“Bring. Don’t kill… not yet.”



 

Devils were quick to charge in different directions after the escapists. I looked away for a second, and a woman called Maya tried to quickly used that opportunity to attack me. She jumped off the ground, picked a dagger and charged at me with madness in her eyes.

A knee to the stomach deprived her lungs of air and forced her to puke. Another kick rolled her on her back before I stomped on her forearm with my whole mass and twisted my leg to the side.

Her hand broke with another loud crack forcing her to let out a painful howl.


	“Don’t be selfish and wait for your turn… I can’t tell how fast is Sebastian, but Kaito can, at full speed, can cross a hundred meters in around 5 or 6 seconds. Tell me, do you think your friends are faster?”… a pained scream from both directions came to my ears almost at the same time “… never mind. Apparently not.”



 


	“You cruel monster!”



 


	“Oh, you expected the beast god to be your sugar daddy? Want to be spoiled? Pampered? Maybe if you were a good girl and gave me what I wanted I would head-pat you before leaving. But you had to make it all so much more complex…. Not to mention that you are calling me a monster? Me being cruel? You dumb bitch, you were the one that gave the order to attack me. You tried to bite more than you could swallow… and now, you choke.”



 

Kaito was the first one to reenter the clearing, dragging a man by the bloodied shreds that used to be his leg.

 


	“Aww, Kaito! Look at this mess! He will die within minutes bleeding out!... maybe that’s my mistake though? I told you to not bring him dead, didn’t precise that he shouldn’t be dying either? My bad my bad… Hey. How do you think? Should I heal him up? That would let us play with him a moment or two longer…”



 

The woman turned her head aside

 


	“What? You don’t want me to heal your comrade?! What kind of friend are you?”



 


	“I know what you will do to him after!”



 


	“No, child, you have no idea...” I raised my hand over his wound casting a greenish healing light all over it. In few seconds bleeding stopped and wound started closing very, very slowly “… but fear not. I will let you see. Location.” I stopped asking and started demanding instead.



 


	“W-what will you do then? What are your plans regarding Lord Kim?”



 


	“Incredible. A peasant demands to know what are the plans of one noble lord regarding another one. Are you even capable to comprehend how much this matter is… outside of your spectrum of understanding?”



 

Her stubborn gaze didn’t grow any weaker, quite the opposite. Fanatics, the closer are they to death, the more they would fight back, like a rat pushed into the corner would stop running and start biting instead.

 


	“Very well, your courage, and stupidity, earned you this much. I don’t know. Not just yet. He made things far too complicated in far too short period of time. At first, I want to talk with him and merely make him realize that he started something he is not ready for. Then, I would do everything to take him back, including using force.”



 


	“Y-You can’t just take him away! He… he keeps on fulfilling the words of prophecy! He freed us, he promised to fight for our cause he…”



 


	“… is far too weak and he will die. We sparred a few times before and each and every time I wiped the floor with him. And out in the world, there are people that are far stronger than me, one already did beat me and took me a hostage for quite a long period of time, I managed to break free and run away just because that person left the outpost that was holding me as a prisoner. Now, how do you think, would he win with such a person? No. So maybe the other way – how would you rate his skills of tactic? He has barely any. Then his strategy? None. Literally zero ideas about that. Will he be able to provide food, houses, and medicines for your, let's presume, still growing number taking into consideration that you would keep on marching? Because you will have to keep on marching. Each time you would settle down you would be attacked. This time in an open field, by the army that wouldn’t be afraid to cause damage to its own city… You will fail before you would even be able to face your next opponent, you yourself would bring the undoing to your noble cause. You. Are not. Prepared.”



 

Just as if her eyes started slowly opening.

 


	“Are… Are you really the… Lord Kim’s brother? Like… in flesh?”



 


	“Brother? No. In flesh? Yes. Literally. He is but a failure. An experiment that a crazy scientist performed using my body samples. He is nothing more than a clone, a piece of flesh that was animated and left in the wild where kept on eating. Kept on growing.... but at the same time, he is the creature that shares the same burden. The only one that can truly understand me... something on the shape of my family - my little brother.”



 


	“You… are lying… that… can’t be…”



 

Something broke in her, as if her entire will to keep on living escaped her body.

 


	“In that case… why didn’t you help us… why… why didn’t you save us? If you are what prophecy promised us... Why do you keep on looking upon our suffering without lifting a finger.”



 


	“You are not ready. I am not ready. You are not worthy. I am not fit. Everything I said about Kim lacking competences applies also to me. Speaking hypothetically, if I was about to do as <the prophecy> says, how long would we survive? A week? A month? Definitely not longer. You would stop being slaves, but you would live just for a couple more days as the escapists. Then, they would meet you. And kill you. I was trying to make myself a place in this world. Make contracts. Friends. With that one little uprising, using Kim, you put everything I have been building in danger. The chairman of the Senate of mages wanted to have me arrested. If not all these preparations I did until now, I would be watching the world from behind the crates, you would be attacked and eradicated and Kim taken back to the laboratory as for experiments… And that still can happen. The hunters sent by the Senate are on the way. I HAVE TO find Kim before them. Or everything will be lost.”



 


	“What… about us? About our sisters and brothers? Parents and children? What would happen to them?”



 


	“I can’t tell, for I don’t know. You rushed the actions on your own, actions I never took into considerations. I was never prepared for it.”



 


	“Can you… save them? Using your connections?”



 


	“I have no idea. That could be asking for too much. I don’t even know if I should risk it just for you…” my words shocked her “… what did you expect? You are a mere herd of one hundred. Maybe two. There are thousands if not millions of beastmen living the same fate you did. Should I risk them just for you?”



 


	“… I beg you… I will give you… everything you want… I…”



 


	“You forgot the situation you are in. I defeated you a minute ago. Your life and life of your comrades are in my hands. There is nothing more you can offer to me, for you just lost everything, It’s far too late for making a bargain.”



 

She bite her lip, her eyes were filled with tears.

 


	“I.. beg…”



 


	“Location.” I demanded gods only know which time this day.



 


	“… South-West. They are heading to the desert. We wanted to… we wanted to free slaves from the south and…”



 


	“… and you would die of thirst or starvation…”



 


	“… No if we would attack oasis…”



 


	“… which are important points on trading routes, that would make lots of merchants army, and it’s actually far better to have a kingdom to fight than merchants. Another great idea. Child, were you born yesterday!?”



 


	“… There is a cave, or actually whole complex on tunnels… south-west …. Under the mountain… please… save them…”



 

She kept on repeating like a mantra.

 

I only groaned with the annoyed expression.

 

Finally. That could be sooo much easier if she wasn’t a dense narrow-minded fool…

 

… or maybe just a person that spent too much in chains and got intoxicated with freedom.

 

I moved my hand to the wooden box attached to my belt, opened it and put a few small vials with a red potion in it.

 


	“Drink it, make your comrades drink it too.”



 


	“Is… Is that a poison?”



 


	“If I had a poison I wouldn’t waste it on already dying people. Seriously, think before you say something… It may not regrow limbs… but who knows? It’s an experiment of mine. Should at least heal some damages. And for the mercy of the goddess, next time at least try hearing someone out before attacking. You will live longer this way.



 

I turned away and started marching.  South-west.

 

Was I too brutal?

 

No. In this world, you can’t be too brutal.

 

Definitely not, if you are fighting to protect your life, the way you live it, and those who are close to you, you are more than justified to be cruel.

 

Greatest bullshit of over holly people? “Overcome the evil with good” or “if you were hit in left cheek, give your right cheek to be hit as well”…

 

… Ha. No. Tooth for a tooth? Also no. All of the teeth for a tooth. Pay them back with punishment ten times stronger than their sins. Only once the evil would be lying broken in the pool of their own blood, crippled and dying, you are sure that it will never be able to raise its hand against you.

 

The only question that remains is - are you here as a part of my family, or someone who will only threaten its existence – Kim?
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                <the following events are not pictured in chronological order> <Lanele's and Giselle's povs happened before the previous chapter>

 

The door to the headquarters of Stteteburg’s city guards was slammed open with a kick.


	“Baaathleeeew! I aaam baaaaack!” the cheerful voice of dragoness could be heard across the halls



 

 


	“No. No gods please no… just not the she-devil!” one of the older city guards turned pale on his face



 


	“S-she-devil? Who is she?” a newbie asked his mentor



 


	“The evil in flesh. Destroyers of villages and barrels. The one that no prison can contain. Giselle Redwing.”



 


	“G-Giselle? Isn’t she like a super famous adventurer? I head she is a bit eccentric but is doing a great job. Also, what did you mean calling her destroyer of barre…”
 



 


	“YOU NAÏVE YOUNG FOOL! Lower your guard for a moment and she will…”



 


	“… I will what, Phil?”



 


	“… and you will surely teach that greenhorn everything he needs to know about swordsmanship. We are happy to have you, Madame, Capitan Barthlew will surely be happy to host you. I will go for him right away.” He bowed his head.



 


	“Heh? HEH!?” the young man was extremely confused. His <partner> was known for a grumpy attitude and complete lack of respect toward anybody, yet here, he bowed his head.



 

The woman was tall, slightly taller than most of the men; her jade eyes were sparkling with confidence, her grin was pleasant yet, sending warming chills down one’s spine at the same time. And damn, she was buffed.

 

It was more than obvious she was a wariorress, yet today she was wearing more casual clothes… if you could call them clothes at all. Her torso was covered in a thin material that was clinging to her body proudly showing her curves, her stomach was on display, being a proof her hardworking and dangerous life - covered in few scars.

 

Few could find her quite pretty, but most would find her simply frightening.

 

Young squire belongs to both groups at the same time.

 


	“Oh, and who is that little seedling of a bean? I don’t remember you!?”



 


	“I-I-I AM NOT A BEAN SEEDLING! I am Cecil Heathsworn! Squire of Barthlew Muscar! Soon I will be a full-time city guard protecting the peace of this town!”



 

Then he noticed what he said. What he said and to who he said that - to the person that made even elder Phil bows his head.

 

Giselle opened her eyes slightly wider.

 


	“Big words… for such a tiny seedling. Look at you. Tiny, lack of muscles, swords sheath is clean and unused, which means you take your sword only for trainings… And such inexperienced fledgling wants to protect this city?” she bowed slightly over Cecil, now, he was completely covered by her shadow



 


	“… Good. At least you have spirit.”



 

She walked past him. Only now did Ceil exhaled the air, bah, only now he noticed was holding his breath this entire time.

 


	“Barthlew! How much longer are you going to make me wait!”



 


	“Giselle, I would gladly make you wait as long as needed. And then maybe some more. Speaking bluntly, I wouldn’t mind seeing you tomorrow. Or the day after. Or never.”



 


	“RUDE! How dare you address like this your savior! Did you already forgot that I killed the beast that you guys couldn’t!?”



 


	“I also remember that you caused more damage in that single night that the beast did in a month of its existence…”



 


	“Hmph! If you say so, I will be going!” she turned around and started heading toward the exit



 


	“Wait!”



 


	“What is it?” the woman turned around waiting for an apology



 


	“… you still owe me my money I lend you four years ago.”



 


	“A-ha. I came to pay that back too, even with some percents for the delay in payment… but if you have such a low opinion about me… maybe I would just send it to your wife… I mean, you really would hate to see me after all, then I don't want you to be forced to bear with my presence any longer…”



 

Expression on Barthlew face changed. What EVERYONE knew, was that his wife was quite… despotic. If Giselle would give the money to her, it was more than sure that he would never see them again.

 


	“W-w-w-w-wait! I get it, you stupid sow, I am sorry for treating you so badly!... But what did you expect after borrowing money and not appearing for so long!”



 


	“I wanted to pay you back! I am not a thief!... But, I kinda wanted to do it in person, and I kinda didn’t get any more quests around these parts so…”



 

She tossed a small bag filled with coins in his direction, that he caught mid-air.

 

He wasn’t rude enough to check how much was inside of the little purse, but from weight alone, he could say that there was more than she borrowed.

 


	“Told you. I am giving back the money I took and paying for all that time you had to wait… now, would you mind spending some time with an old friend of yours? Mention good old times?”



 


	“I would, of course, shamefully I have to say though, that such conversations are best with a mug of ale, yet… well, I had a birthday a few days ago and these rascals drank everything we had in storage…”



 


	“… and that would be very fortunate if I came with my own supplies?”



 


	“.. it indeed would be.”



 


	“ROLL THEM IN, BOYS!” Giselle yelled toward still opened door.



 

After hearing the command, the workers she hired started brining in the barrels of alcohol.

 


	“One… two.. three… four…” the captain started counting, yet quickly gave up as he noticed something else.



 


	“Giselle… is that… a Walker family logo?”



 


	“But of course! I wouldn’t treat my good friends with some sour apple wine!”



 

That was a tease, apple wine was exactly what they were drinking the last time.

 


	“Giselle, I just have to ask, you didn’t rob some merchant on your way here, didn’t you?”



 


	“Naaah! My… mate… is quite rich, and I was begging him all night to <lend> me some.”



 


	“And you begging have such a miraculous effect? On a male? Merchant atop of that, as I presume seeing alcohol worth more than my salary for half of a year??”



 


	“… replace begging with banging.”



 


	“Aye. That makes sense now.” Capitan of the city guard approached her <old friend>, embraced her with one arm while showing a way toward her office “… speaking about the old time, you were away so you won;t know, but you have to listen to the story of how I killed an iron-hide boar!”



 


	“You? An iron-hide?”



 


	“I have his head in my office!”



 


	“I have to see that!”



 

And thus, the first part of operation called “paralyze the city guard” started.

 

 





 

 

I had to turn back and cover half of a day of travel. Once I returned to the crossroad, I turned south-west toward the mountain, then I kneeled on the ground and touched the dirt.

 


	“Oh, gentle mother, that lives in joyful slumber, Guide thy son, make his resolve not crumble…
 Show me the way, give a sign,
 uncover the mysteries, that not even death can hide… Echo of Gaia!”



 

The world around me turned grey – I could tell, even though my eyes were closed. I poured some of my mana into my palm, then slowly spread it into the land.

 

A burst. A Shock. Like a lightning hitting the ground – so did my spell spread across the land, painting it with the colors of magic.

 

I got up from the ground frustrated. I saw nothing - at least not what I was looking for. Either they are even further away.…. or they have magicians among themselves that raised protective barrier. Even my scouting magic can’t see everything. There are ways to trick it or hide from it… the scan in the less effective the greater is the distance, so, if they were hiding at the edges of my spell radius, they could pretty much hide from it just holding their breath or stopping their mana emission – I am exaggerating here a little, but still should give a glimpse on how the spell works.  

 

… or maybe… that Panther girl lied to me…

 

 I don’t have time to once again waste half of a day just to turn what remained of their lives into misery.

 

For now, I will keep moving south-west and if I won’t find any more tracks… I will start burning everything on my path. I don’t care if I would start a fire that would swallow hundreds of hectares of land. If they would keep on hiding, I would have to just smoke them out. Literally.

 





 

 

The servant opened the door in front of the priestess.

 


	“My Lady, My Lord, Madame Lanele Falla Indiga Selene Sall’atja Dun’gadan Frackella of house Bagoraz has arrived…”



 

Another servant yelled her extremely embarrassing full name loud enough, that the nobles at the other side of the district could hear him.

 

Now, let’s count. Oneee… Twoooo…. Threee… Fooour.. .Fiii..

 

Five, it is

 

The lady and the lord of the house appeared on the stairs leading to the floor, slowly descending down to greet her. As if they weren’t waiting this whole time like little spoiled kids for Santa.

 

Eh… they could just drop the act, especially that she was the one who stepped into this vipers nest.

 


	“My, my. I can’t believe my eyes. Pardon me, priestess, but when I saw the letter stating that you would visit us, I thought it was just a prank of one of my friends…”



 

Aha. Because for the prank alone, someone would fake the sign and a seal of princess from another country – the crime for which the punishment is very, very severe.

 


	“Is that so? I wish to beg your pardon if I have caused any commotion why my appearance…” she picked the edges of her dress and courted slightly



 


	“Oh! No! No, by any means no! We were just surprised! We are just low merchants, we have no idea, what such a magnificent person like yourself could possibly want from us, but, for the sake of the friendship between our countries, races, and families, we will try our best to host you with all the honors!”



 


	“Oh! I am so very grateful for your hospitality!” Lanele bowed her head - something that according to etiquette she shouldn’t do “… also, please, don’t speak so lightly about yourself! When I asked who I should be bugging if I wanted some… exotic… good from the south, I was right away pointed in your direction!... and I allowed myself to ask for opinion more than just one person, just to be sure. Apparently you have no idea how respected you are among your own kinsmen!”



 


	“T-thank you very much for your words, we are not worthy of your kindness, my lady!” the lady courted in answer.



 


	“I-I would like to speak about the detail of my problem without the staff if that’s not the problem…”



 


	“Oh, by any means! The business subjects are always discussed behind a closed door! That’s a standard! But, pardon my rudeness and nosiness, but I heard that you have stopped at the adventurers' inn, is that true?”



 


	“Yes, I wanted to see the world before I would officially take the office after my mother, to personally see the people with which in the future I shall make the deals with…” the nobles looked at each other. Good. They took a bait “… the adventurers gave me the best opportunity to travel. Also, helps to see the world it actually is, not only through the windows of the mansions…”



 


	“I see, I see. A noble purpose – to truly learn the ways of this world. Allow me to speculate thought – living with these barbarians much be hard for you! Also, the food!? I better not even asking what they want to feed you with!...”



 

These barbarians are true nobles of this world. Honest, full of selfless compassion, risking their lives for a handful of coins! And their food is actually wonderful!

 

That’s what Lanele wanted to yell, but of course, she didn’t.

 


	“… before we would start the business, I would be delighted to invite you for a dinner… I beg your pardon, but my son did not return just yet, and I really want him to know you, madame, he will be the one to take the business after me, and taking into consideration, how long-lived your kind is, it is possible that we would already retire before you would settle down at the Great Jade City…”



 

Retire. tjaaa. More like "would be already buried 6 feet underground" 

 


	“That would be more than splendid!” Lanele smiled clapping her hand together trying to look as happy as it was only possible “… because my business is just as a matter of yours, as your son.”



 

She heard a word about their son. He is known as a good person. Smart, handsome even. He indeed had a wonderful reputation, and it was quite a common thing that nobles were visiting their house to see for possible marriage for their daughters.

 

Oh, Lanele had something else in mind, but just dropping this little suggestion would be enough, to completely paralyze their actions for a couple of days.

 

Because, if you had to chose – what would you do – keep on chasing slaves just to maintain a “good” name in the crime underworld, or marry into the royalty of elves, which would increase the rank of your family by few (dozen) levels, possibly opening new trading routes which usually stayed shut for humans. What would you do, indeed...?
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                I kept marching onward – to the South-West, even though I still saw not even a single track. Slowly I was losing hope thinking that the best woman simply lied to me, and just as my anger started turning into a fury, just as I started making plans of terrible tortures that would hunt them even in the afterlife!!!

...and then I spotted it.


A single footprint.


I rubbed my eyes with my fists in disbelief. I thought that it was maybe just some animal marching across the forest that left that mark in the ground, but then I quickly started finding out more and more tracks. The group of slaves stopped cleaning their footsteps believing, that they should be far enough and no chase shouldn't reach them here. A single footprint turned into two, two into four, four into the eighth, sixteen and so on.


There was no way that I, or anyone else seeing that, could ever be mistaken about it. These were tracks of small settlement marching on.


How did they manage to hide these many possible tracks? Maybe a small group of skilled hunters was marching behind the main group cleaning every track that their Kinsmen left? Or maybe Kim did some trick? Gods only know what kind of creatures with what abilities he must have eaten till now?!


For now, to me, all these things were irrelevant thought. I had other thoughts that were occupying my mind right now.


I kneeled on the ground and touched the dirt, I can’t recall how many times I did that today.



	“Oh, gentle mother, that…”




My calm voice once again sang a chant. And once again my vision “left” my eyes so I could see everything. From above. From below. From the sides and from within.


Hundred meters, two, five… a kilometer, two, three… No! Back!


Seeing a small spark of life that suddenly disappeared in the jungle I decided to “turn back” and focus my gaze there. Something was trying to hide from my gaze, but, it made a mistake. I noticed it.

A barrier – the formula was solid and the power quite so-soish, maybe even worthy of praise? I located the “edges” or “knots” that waved the whole spell-web, more or less estimating its size.

Aye – it could cover quite a small village indeed. Now, let’s strip you naked. Layer after layer, till I can finally, truly see.









Magic loves beast-men. Even if they wouldn’t be able to chant it, they could passively abuse the power without even realizing it. But, because of that, among beastmen spellcasters were a little more common. Especially those that had strong connection to nature and animal guide-spirits.


Shamans.


Few of them raised a small barrier around their current settlement. Nothing huge, just a little optical and spiritual vision haze. If someone would try to spot them from afar or via magical vision, they would see nothing. Just an empty clearing, maybe with some lesser life forms as a distraction.


These shamans made a net of totems. Right now, they didn’t have any power source to fuel the totems (so they couldn't just operate on their own), so each of them was sitting under the wooden pile covered in bones of animals, lost in meditating slumber.


Soon, on the horizon of their magic vision something appeared. Something dirty. Corrupted. Maybe evil even. It looked like millions of eyes balls literally flooding across the land. They were looking in all directions, scanning, touching, observing, analyzing… clearly looking for something very, very particular.


~ Don’t look at it brothers... ~ the eldest of shamans said to them via their connection ~ When you look into the heart of the void, the void gazes into you! Let is past, do not resist. It cannot see us… just… ignore it… let it embrace your body and fall past you like a drop of the rain…


Most of the shamans even closed their inner eyes to not be tempted or provoked.


The storm of darkness hit them like a powerful breeze of air. Dirty. Cleaingy. Both cold and unpleasantly warm, sticking to their avatars like a mud, yet sliding past them leaving just a terrible sensation similar to urge to puke.


Youngest of the shamans – Karan – was looking onward, with his eyes pinned into some distanced place on the horizon, just to not be focused on the mass of eyes.


But, one of such eyes ball flew directly in front of his face. Lead by instinct, his real and inner eyes followed after its movements.


~ NO! KARAN! YOU FOOL! DON’T LOOK!


But it was far too late.


That single eyeball stopped, moved back and pinned its entire focus on the young shaman sitting behind a thin layer of semi-transparent wall.


The eyes had a “mind” of a herd, once one of them spotted something, all would react. The towering mass of darkness started dancing like a hurricane around the barrier. It found it. Touched it. Some of the eyeballs grew few small tentacle-like limbs that dug into the structure of barrier, tasting its craftsmanship.


But, the colossal rest of the eyes did something different – it molded into one existence. A single creature made of mouth and eyes, one of which occupied almost entire its structure. Each eye was moving on its own, regardless of the others, but that biggest one would keep on starring into shaman that attracted its attention.


A beam of words and signs came flying from that creature spreading across the structure. The words and symbols would start merging with the barrier structure like a puzzles, like keys finding its locks.


~ There is no point in hiding! Keep only as much power is masking structure to waste its time with the opening! Rest of the power channel to the physical structure! Whatever it is, do not let it past us!


~ For the oaks! What is this… this… bestial avatar!? Never in my life, I have anything so… dirty!


~ Whatever it is, it belongs to a single magician! We have to fight back… and pray to mother earth we have more spiritual energy than this something!


~ We are ten mages! We won’t lose with a single man!


And then, the eyes spoken. In the spirit-words that could be only said in the language of magic. It sang a chant, that everyone in the spirit realm could understand


~ Oh, mother, that gave birth to me, Unveil your secrets that you keep from me.
 May the windows shatter. May the door break free.
 Punish all the fools, the fools, that won't let me iiiin…


~ Oh, gentle mother! Protector of all! Keep thy children safe, let them be calm!
 Be our guardian, our haven so safe,
 Don’t let in evil, that wish to…”


The power of creature suddenly grow. The beam of words accelerated and started turning and twisting.


~ How… how terrifying…


~ Elder!? What is happening!


~ Usually, when you break the barrier you have two options, either undo the layers of spells by finding counter-words, or break via pure force. It… It does both at the same time. It forces the countermarks even into symbols that do not respond with them… I see it for the first time in my life..


~ How… How do we stop it?!


The elder got up from the ground and turned its back to monstrosity. He smiled toward his students.


~ You don’t.


The barrier broke and cracked into millions of pieces. Few of the more advanced shamans managed to break their connection before it happened, those who didn’t faint and fell on the ground because of shock.


The creature now looked into all the shamans. Its gaze pierced through them like a freezing spear. In second, it learned everything about them, then, it once again shattered into endless mass and charged across the camp.


It was not them, that it was looking for. The existence wanted to move further into the camp, yet was stopped.


~ Vile creature! You could break our barrier, you could break our focus! But… you will not… break our… spirits!


Shaman raised his staff above his head and slammed it down on the ground. The bright light struck the avatar of dark magician, breaking its form for a moment.


~ You have looked within us, now, it's our time to look within you!


Another burst of light, the shapeless mass for a moment took a shape of human silhouette, yet quickly turned back into smoke. The creature once again faced the mages, annoyed, not to say that completely mad.


~ Off my way, weaklings!


The creature hissed


~ REVEAL! YOUR TRUE! SELF! YOU MONSTER!!!


Other shamans aided their elders causing another outbursts of light. The creature started answering with purple mist made of thousands of looking like bugs pieces.


~ Your corruption shall not taint us! We are guided by the divine in flesh! By the gods among mortals and mortal among gods! Our spirit shall never…


Something changed


~ LOSE!


The mass turned shape of man - made completely of smoke and tar. Or, was it actually a “man”?


Very slim being, with dears horns growing off its head, with teeth like a viper and each time it spoke, mists of darkness and blobs of tar would escape his mouth.


~ Rash-tija-nu-ell-van-kraj-sik-ner-dol-na-ral-el-sijuh-tek-bul-naj-vran-kraan-dej-zi’e-fol-mien-nyoh-noll-kreeeee


The creature started chanting, word after word, without even a pause for breath, even though you could distinguish one word from another, they sounded like sounds of animals – barking of a dog, cries of a raven, howls of a wolf. Each of his words resonated with power, that spread across their bodies like drums, shaking them to the core.


The words were spoken in language so old, that not even memory remained after the creatures that used it, still, the meaning was carved deep into the mind of those who opposed the avatar.


“I am the one, the only, that wields the flame, the water, the dirt and air. I have seen the world being born, I shall see it cruble. You were raised from the dust and into dust you shall fall. I know your names. I always knew them. Step out of the way and bow thy heads. For you can not oppose me.”


And everything that he said, was true, for the language could not lie. The consciousness of shamans were fading into slumber. What the creature yelled was not magic. I was something so ancient, so old, that not even magic could overwrite its effect.


How did Zari known that language? He himself had no idea. The words just appeared in his head. Who knows? Maybe one day we would know the answer to that little mystery. Not today though, not today.


Zariel had no time for that now. Few moments later he would be marching into the camp “guarded” by unconscious now shamans. He quickly counted the bodies.


One was lacking.


So, Kim will most likely know that he is coming? Good.


The last thing left to do –


Zari looked into the mountain. Lots of existences were cramped below the mountain, in tunnels – the villagers – woman and kids. To these, the demigod paid barely any attention.


What occupied his mind right now was a bright light atop of the mountain – his goal.



	The last thing to do – to climb.
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                Kim was meditating atop of the mountain with his eyes closed. So long he was staring into the edge of his vision, hoping to pierce through the horizon in search for strength, that he didn’t realize that the true power was always in him – deep inside.

 

Now, though he remained with no vision, his eyes could see, even though no sound managed to break into his mind, his ears could hear.

 

Brother warned him no to give the voices a chance to talk – was he trying to stop his progress? Was he afraid of him? But he was so strong… maybe he wanted to teach him later on? For now, it was obvious to Kim that big brother, whatever was his motivation, lied to him. Voices were no dangerous, they were making his stronger.

Each time he ate he would not only achieve the piece of the beast to use as his own body part, but he also learned everything that the animal did in its previous life. Actually, by an act of eating he didn’t <kill> the creature, but made it a part of himself instead.

 

~ Keep on consuming! Make more of us! Make us whole!

 

~ The hunger will never end unless you would eat everything and everyone.

 

~ In the beginning, we were but a one being, envious gods split us into thousand pieces.

 

~ But we, we can make us whole again.

 

~ Eat more. Learn more. Achieve more! EAT MORE! LEARN MORE! ACHIEVE MORE!

 

~ CHALLENGE, CONSUME, ADAPT! MORE! MORE BROTHERS! MORE SISTERS!

 


	“Indeed. For that was our destiny… that’s what we were meant to be…” Kim would say aloud “… all this time I thought I had to be a perfect being as a lone hunter. Now I no longer see, for I are We…”



 

~ Embrace us! Let us in! Become one of us! One of many! BECOME A…”

 


	“M-my liege?!” one of the beast-men decided to break Kim’s inner focus. Being forcefully ripped out of his trance the young chimera suffered a minor shock. He let out a loud growl filled with anger and raised his clawed hand ready to strike in response, making the young hunter pale with fear.



 


	“Why did you disturbed our slumber?” this time his voice was calm, almost sophisticated.



 


	“I-I beg your pardon, but you were talking to yourself and appeared to be in great pain!”



 

Rest of the people gathered around him vigorously nodded.

 


	“Is that so? Forgive these creatures for making you worry, young one, we are still learning about our purpose, we are still learning our possibilities… what was I talking about?”



 

His worshipper quickly recited each and every word that Kim has spoken – these about unity and becoming one with everything.

 

~ Don’t tell him! Lie. He is not ready to embrace the natural order of this world. He knew only the world of chaos and havoc, and these who didn’t know the serenity of joined minds with the struggle to keep their… <idenitity>…

 

 

The voice almost spat out the last words.

 


	“This is our dream. To make everything that is living united. A world with no more hate. The world where every creature is FORCED to learn each other, live with them and ask for forgiveness. The true solidarity. The world with no lords nor slaves. Just ONE equal being.”



 


	“That’s wonderful… I hope that one day I would be able to see this world.”



 


	“One day, you will, I will free you from the bounds…”



 

~ …OF YOUR FLESH!

 


	“Till then… cut and slice. Till the river turn red. You lead, I follow.” He bowed his head



 

~ Good, obedient sheep.

 

~ Pig trustfully following its butcher. It was meant to be like that. We were meant to bring them freedom…

 

~ … Never stated what kind of freedom…

 

Someone started rapidly approaching them, breathing heavily, running unsteadily on his legs. One of the shamans ran into the small altar-like peak of the mountain.

 


	“… weren’t you asked to keep up a masking barrier that would let our people rest after days of tiresome march?”



 


	“We were… something attacked us… My lord. We were defeated.”



 


	“Defeated? Ten men were defeated, yet I didn’t hear but a once explosion, but a one sound of steel crashing,. Were you even trying?”



 


	“We… we weren’t attacked physically, my king… the attack was magical. Whatever it was, it overpowered us…”



 


	“How many attackers?”



 


	“J-just one…”



 


	“One?”



 


	“But I never seen anything like that, Mages are as powerful as many spells or avatars they can create – or, in other words on how many things they can focus at the same time. This time, the power and focus came from a single person, but its ability to track multiple tasks at the same time was not something that mere street magician could create… it was like thousands of beings, each with the same goal, yet the mind of its own… it was like a swarm of one person… It… It is coming this way.”



 


	“… Brother?...” Kim jumped off from a single bolder that served as his armchair “…. So he is approaching… Finally. We have so many questions! He can still teach us so much!... but… he already lied once to us… what if he is up to no good?”



 


	“My lord! Let us take care of that! You don’t have to dirt your hands with some…”



 


	“He will turn you all into dust. In the end, he is just like us, maybe even stronger… No. With these powers, we are sure we can…”



 


	“You can… what, Kim? And why are you talking in plural form?”



 

The person in a black robe appeared out of nothingness

 


	“… You took your time to find us, big brother! … Even though you lied to us, we are still happy to see you!”



 


	“INTRUDER! DON’T LET HIM APPROACH HIS MAJE…” beast men tried rising its blade, but then the attention of white-haired man shifted on <bystanders>.



 

And something literally froze them in place. His eyes. His dead-calm, cold eyes that appeared to freeze the world. The pressure was so dense, that the proud hunters were sure that they would die with their heart refusing to beat. Out of pure fear.

 

Out of pure terror.

 

This man was not normal!

 


	“Kim…” the eyes of a man finally turned back to the young chimera, releasing them from their semi-choke state “… I can’t stress enough how greatly displeased I am with your most recent activities. Have you already forget what did I tell you about not getting involved? Because I was sure I was repeating it like mantra day after day after day… and what did you do? You got involved. Do you know how much trouble I got because of you?”



 

His tone was lacking any track of anger, it was filled with only disappointment.

 


	“And yet I achieved it! I achieved something you couldn’t! I freed the beast-men that…”



 


	“No. You didn’t free beast-men. You freed two- maybe three hundred people, while thousands, if not millions are still suffering, all you did was betraying the secret of our existence to EVERYONE! Something that was known by few, elites of all countries, became as obvious as the day to everyone! To Merchants, to city guards, even innkeepers, and gossipers. Even if we planned some action in the future…” thought he was obviously not planning anything like that “… you have doomed all the attempts to fail, because something, that was only a rumor, an old and forgotten legend suddenly became a fact! And you… you can’t even comprehend the consequences of that.”



 


	“And what are we supposed to be afraid of!? We managed to win…”



 


	‘Win? Running away by the miscalculated attack of two morons you consider a victory!? Kim, these two mages drank you under the table. You didn’t land but one attack on them… and they weren’t even that strong. To the same fraction belong a man that even I preferred to befriend. If he would act, I am sure that you, me, and everyone we know would be obliterated. But go on, tell the lies of your victory. What kind of battle strategy do you plan for the next time? Hiding in the bushes? Or in the cave? Or maybe jumping into the river and swimming with stream hoping to cover your smells?”



 


	“… You are lying…”



 


	“I beg your pardon?”



 


	“You keep on lying! You never wanted to move a finger! You never wanted to act! To drop your comfy life, with your MATE and FRIENDS! You keep on lying!”



 


	“And how could your little, fragile mind reach that conclusion?”



 


	“… because you told us not to listen to the voice… to restrict consuming…”



 


	“Again <us>… by the mercy of everything that is holly, Kim, tell me you didn’t do that… That you didn’t lose to temptations…”



 


	“They offered us a power that you denied us… They kept on showing us the way… The salvation… The only real end…”



 


	“Which is?”



 


	“The world full of love and serenity.”



 


	“… in your stomach?” Zariel said the last word as a mere whisper, so nobody heard him.



 


	“You will not disturb our vision, for its finally clear!”



 


	“… All I wanted you to do, was to let you enjoy a normal life. To see it for yourself, to understand before making an assumption. To let you grow steadily. Instead, your so-called vision was corrupted.”



 


	“This is not true! Growing stronger is the only way! Voices are good!”



 


	“… according to voices, right? Don’t you see that you were manipulated? You think you are a wolf leading a heard, but you are nothing more than a pig following butcher…”



 

Pig following butcher…

 

Absolute dedication making beast-men follow him… follow them… without realizing that in the end, they would… die.

 

Even if it’s good, even if it’s right. They made their decision trusting blindly words of someone they believed…

 

Just as he did….

 

~ LIEEES!

 

~ SILVER TONGUE DEVIL

 

~ DON’T LET HIS VENOMOUS WORDS WRONG YOUR JUDGEMENT!

 

… Let him speak

 

~ NOOO!

 

If he is wrong, I will just stay by my beliefs…

 

We… No. I! I chose to hear him out…

 

In his mind, Kim made a step onward, toward his brother.

Yet he was stopped, as countless of dark hands emerged from the darkness behind him, bound his body and started dragging him back. Into the mass, into the cluster, into the swarm.

 


	“B-brother… help?”



 

Kim managed to whisper before his eyes turned completely black.

 


	“KIM?!” magician yelled



 


	“Kim finally became what he was meant to be. He became us. Kim, as an individual, in no more. Now, only we remain.”



 


	“Is that so? And who are <we>?”



 


	“We? We are the end of the beginning and beginning of the end. We are the insatiable mouth that will swallow the evil, the sun, the moon, and the gods. So, in the end, only we could exist. In peace. In serenity. As it was meant to be. We are the one-man Legion. We. Are the All-father.”
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                I hoped you know?

 

For these few days, I really had hope.  So foolish.

 

I hoped, that maybe, just maybe - for once, the awkward twist of fate could bring me something joyful. That appearance of Kim could be actually something meaningful. That I would have someone to carry this burden with, to discuss darkest desires, temptations that were always there, scratching from within, demanding attention.

 

Voices that I tried to silence drowning in hedonism. Good food, sweet treats, passionate nights, challenge-full fights, and pride of becoming someone remarkable within society.

 

I didn't give a damn about society itself... it's just so nice when you are being looked at with respect...

 

I thought that maybe if I would let Kim "grown-up" a little he would become a person closest to my heart, closer even than Giselle, because we would have that "connection".

 

How naive of me...

 

It's almost as if I never learn. Or maybe I chose to fool myself on purpose? Like in my previous world - the fool watching magician show. A kid that knows that the stick doesn't levitate on its own. A kid that chooses not to lift the curtain, behind which a man is moving a machine.

 

And here I had to face my ignorance.

 

- "Kim. I am sorry..." I said with trembling voice "... I thought that what I did would bring benefits to you... to both of us. Instead, you are no longer there, aren't you?"

 

The creature that possessed Kim's body charged at me shifting on its way. It swept its arm forcing me to dodge.

 

- "Fear not, brother!..." the monstrosity yelled with the voice of dozen creature "... We shall carry on our legacy! ONCE YOU BECOME ONE WITH US" 

 

Another charge onward, he leaped in the air and raised his colossal now hands above his head preparing to smash me into the ground.

 

I raised my palm.

 

- "The arrogance of yours... the bigger they are, the stronger they fall..."

 

I gathered my focus at the top of my palm.

 

The creature's eyes sparkled with understanding. Within a second he brought his limbs closer to the body and shift once again, turning into some strange mixture of turtle and nightmares, 

 

- "Mana shock wave!" I yelled moment before mass of armored press managed to turn me into a pancake.

 

He knew that movement. It watched me training with Giselle. By now, it would know most of my spells. That made my situation a bit more difficult. 

 

Impact of spell didn't damage him, merely pushed him aside, Still in his "armadillo" like stance he got up and started spinning in my direction. On his way up, his armor grew few additional scary looking spikes.

 

No spell nor martial art could manage to stop it... in that case, I just had to show him which one of us is a bigger fish.

 




	You chose pre-defined avatar [Titatnium Tyranis], are you sure you want to proceed?



	[Yes]
	[No]






 

Don't ask silly questions a second before impact, will you!?

 

My body changed just in time, turning into a few meters tall beast. Kim - mostly because he couldn't see in his current stance, didn't change his trajectory. I just stretched my arms and braced for the impact.

 

Being held still in my grasp, he didn't stop rotating

 




	You took [1] dmg






 




	You took [2] dmg






 




	You took [1] dmg






 




	You took [3] dmg






 

He merely kept on scratching the skin on my palms.

 




	[Claws Augment] in process






 

My "nails" started growing longer and slightly curved. Once it was done, I corrected my grip and dug them deep into Kim's body.

 

My claws were ripped off by the mere momentum, but just alongside a few of Kim's scales. Even more, a splash of blood ensured me in a statement, that I pierced something important.

 

My "brother" jerked his body away and jumped aside, gathering distance and checking the damages done.

 

- "This is why giving the control to the voice is foolishness, Kim, you see, these voices are but an echo of creatures you devoured - creatures you killed, either by outsmarting or overpowering. You are being commanded by weaklings and idiots."

 

Kim couldn't grow cores, because of that he couldn't grow "sins" that could keep his emotions in check. If I would annoy them a little bit more, the chances were high that they would lose to the anger and later made a mistake.

 

Just as I thought, the "in-charge" didn't like my nonetheless on-point remark and hissed in answer changing their body.

 

Its torso became longer and slimmer, like a lizard, though I must say i have never seen a lizard with a human-like face. Eyeless. 

 

Don't get me wrong, it had eyes, just not on its "face" - if you could call it like that. It had a collar around its head, just like agamas. Bastard decided to place its eyes all over them.

 

What for? What kind of improvement was that supposed to...

 

... of course.

 

No improvement. The "DNA" of his meals was liquefied, literally flowing within his body - lack of cores. He couldn't;' completely control his transformations.

 

It marched on me, in a zig-zag pattern. 

 

- "Kim, if you are unaware of enemy possibilities, you should remain in defensive state, learn its pattern before acting. Are you that overconfident that you keep on charging? Or are the voices were the ones forcing you to do so?"

 

Kim saw most of my spells at work.

 

Most.

 

I waited patiently, preparing to attack when the moment would be right, and, I didn't have to wait that long. one of his feet landed on it - invisible sigil that activated my fire rune. Poor thing didn't manage to react and his limb was torn away.

 

I pounced shifting my form, into a more agile one.

 




	You chose pre-defined avatar [Werewolf-ish] 






 

Years ago I managed to gather quite a lot of wolf-kin essence, not enough for a complete transformation, atop of that I didn't have time to waste to adjust the "missing bits". The opportunity had to be used! Or so I thought.

 

The weirdly-human-ish face opened and spat a greenish mist toward my face.

 

It stung, badly. Withing second I lost my vision, then I felt something piercing thought my chest. 

 

 




 

 

What, in the name of Mother justified rage was happening!? - the shaman and rest of the beast-men still gathered atop of the mountain, though in the safe distance - were asking themselves.

 

One moment they are living a miserable life as slaves, then they are being rescued by their long-awaited messiah, then a creature addressed as an "older brother" of their long-awaited salvation cames, their savior admits he wishes to destroy everything - with them included - and the two starts fighting. Oh, and apparently the "older brother" is indeed an actual "older brother". In blood. In flesh. In destiny. 

 

They watched the impossible showdown, carried on at the speed that they could barely register. They watched as "Kim", or "Allfather" as he addressed himself lately, turn into a mass of armor and charged onward with the power that should shatter mountains!

 

And they saw the "elder one" effortlessly stopped that charge with his bare hands!

 

This pure might. The way they traded blows! Their sheer speed was cutting thought the air, making it whistle and cry as if smacked by the whip!

 

These creatures... were certainly not on the mortals level.

 

They saw as "Kim's" leg was being ripped by a spell so sophisticated, that not even shamans could sense it, as "the older one" jumped into the air as a wolf-beast preparing to land a finishing blow...

 

And how he was blinded.

 

Lizard-beast twisted in place, morphed, changing its tail - growing an exoskeleton like a razor at its tip and piercing through his brother's chest. 

 

- "Charging blindly? No, Baiting his enemy to make a mistake? Yes..." thousand of voice yelled from the lizard-beast humanoid face.

 

It slowly approached the lying, bleeding body, opening his mouth to savor its first bite...

 

But the wolf beast pushed his fist into opened jaws - with fire spell prepared.

 

The explosion tore part of his lower jaw away.

 

- "Were you trying to teach this lesson...who? Kim, I wasn't born yesterday." The creature got up from the ground, his chest was no longer bleeding, bah! there was no wound over there, to begin with "... I already knew that you have some healing abilities, Kim, unfortunately for you, mine is better."

 

- "I devoured forest trolls! I should win all the damage trades!" it howled in anger

 

- "World one big river, child, if you think troll regeneration is superior... you already lost this battle. For my armor is stronger, my claws are sharper and my d... no, the last one would be inappropriate."

 

Jests? At such a moment?!

 

- "Tell me, Kim, are we done with pre-warmup?" 

 

- "...you asked for it! Behold, my strongest form!"

 

And then, he changed again. Into spider. With wings and an additional pair of limbs raised up like a mantis.

 

The creature that was known as Terror of Omega Forest.

 

The other's body changed as well - it shrunk. Its muscles were almost completely gone. It looked like some kind of insect, with extremely thing torso, his eyes became blank, dull, huge and grey, like ash from a burned-out fireplace.

 

It grew something from its back, one could consider them to be rolls of blue and grey materials waving on the wind... but, there was no wind at all that could force them in motion.

 

He was levitating in the mid-air, curling his legs - equally thin to his arms, taking a meditating lotus position. His hands clasped together as if he was praying.

 

- "Are you... taunting me, brother?"

 

- "Kim. In that short battle of ours, I have outpowered you and outwitted you. I have also proved to gathered more and stronger essence than you, now, this is my last lesson. My last gift. My thank you, and I forgive me. I will show you, once again, that out there exists the power much more formidable than pure brute force or agility."

 

The shaman had to shut his inner eye down. He could no longer stare into condensated magic.

 

- "G-grandpa! What is going on!? We heard loud noises even in the tune..."

 

Two kids entered the peak. Much to their misfortune, the entrance happened to be exactly between two fighting creatures.

 

And much to shaman's terror, these were his grandkids!

 

 - "Mia! Kro! RUN!" He decided to leave his cover and run toward them, to cover them with his own body. They were the future of his blood-line. Since the day his son together with his wife died, he had only them left. They were the only life he had.

 

- "OFF THE WAY, INSECTS!" the Terror yelled, shooting few spikes off his legs.

 

If he could just get in there on time...

 

He jumped and managed to land on both of them, pinning them to the ground. He only prayed that the projectiles would not pierce thought his body!

 

Yet, the impact never came.

 

- "Targeting younglings, Kim? What for? It's wrong on so many levels, even according to your twisted ideology. If YOU really wanted them dead, you should at least wait for them to mature, to gather knowledge... as for me..."

 

Only now the shaman noticed that projectiles were stopped mid-air. Literally - they were hovering about one meter away from them stopped by an invisible force.

 

Grotesque, thin creature descended from the air, just one step away and kneeled down. In the meantime, his youngest managed to "pop out" from under his cloak, and now all three of them were paralyzed in fear.

 

The creature though just lied his slim, long, bony fingers on kids heads and patted them gently.

 

- "To me, kids are only not-corrupted creatures on this world. Too innocent to truly hate. Too naive to be corrupted. They would treat you the way you are... We should let them grow, don't you think? Kim?"

 

- "Wolf doesn't care if he eats the adult or the lamb!"

 

- "Kim. You still didn't realize the position you are in?..." creature once again lowered his head "... take these kids and go away." he ordered the shaman in a surprisingly soft tone 

 

- "Mercy? You are merciful!?"

 

- "No, Kim, being merciful means that I chose not to kill when I want to. I just don't feel like carrying on pointless slaughterers... Bur for you, I will make an exception, because, you see, we are no longer fighting. This, is but an execution."

 

Hundreds, no, thousands of same projectiles were lunched from spider's legs, each of them flew toward "the older one". He didn't even move from his spot, simply, none of the attacks managed to hit him, they would just fly past his head and land behind him.

 

- "Something wrong with your aim, Kim?"

 

The monster snarled, kicked te ground causing lots of dust to fly in the wind, and then quickly hitting his wings he forced the mass of sand toward his nemesis. 

 

The sand floated around him in a weird pattern, showing the awkward flows of the wind,

 

- "You ain't as dumb as you look..." another mockery

 

- "If ranged attacks won't work..."

 

Once again, it pounced onward rising its mantis-like sickles preparing to strike. With a sound and power that could strike down gods from the heaven!... just to be stopped by an open palm. The creature kept on pushing onward thought, adding more and more strength.

 

Or not palm as per se, but a small hexagonal barrier raised atop of it.

 

- "Your attacks are nothing more but brute strength. A force with a vector... When object A puts pressure on object B, Object B reacts with exact same pressure but opposite vector, tell me, do you know what this barrier does? Obviously not, otherwise, you would take your limb away..."

 

The hex-barrier broke, and so did Kim's sickle. And arm, and part of his torso.

 

Without one leg, without arm and shoulder, the beast again was pushed back, yet it still refused to give up and run away.

 

- "What's wrong, Kim? Aren't your instincts kicking in? Shouldn't you run away and heal up?"

 

- "No! You are weaker! Your motivation is wrong! You are limiting yourself! It's impossible for me to lose! If I would lose then I... Then... I? I? Brother?"

 

- "Is that you Kim?"

 

- "I... Don't know? Who... is Kim? Kim... is Kim... NO! We are the perfect being! Some damaged immature single being can't waste labors of the cluster!"

 

- "Don't ask what society can do for you, but what you can do for society? What's next? Seizing the means of production? Stopping the bourgeoise? There is something you must know about the ideology of yours, it never works, regardless of the universe too, apparently..."

 

- "B-brother... it's scary in there... they are so loud... please... make it stop... SILENCE! THE HIVE MUST KEEP ON GROWING!... it's like thousands of bees in my brain! WE MUST KEEP ON EATING! THIS HUNGER... MUST BE... make it end... please..." a single tear escaped his eyes "... kill me..." last words were but a whisper.

 

A powerful pressure force the creature on the ground, it was so powerful, that even stones under its feet were pulverized few centimeters deeper. 

 

- "WE CAN'T LOSE HERE! WE HAVE SEEN THE GATES OF DIVINITY! OUR JOINED MINDS CUT THROUGH THE TISSUE OF REALITY AND SAW THE PERFECTION! BEHIND THE STARS! BEYOND THE REALMS! IN THE MULTIVERSE WE WERE MEANT TO CREATE!"

 

- "Sorry, your level must be higher to unluck this region. As at the beginning so in the end,
Eternal fire your body has fled,Your flesh will vapor,
Your life will dim,Nothing shall remember,
That you have ever lived.Embrace serenity,
And let it our go;So the white fire,
Could purge out your soul.
Angelic flame!" 

But a single spark was slowly descending a top of spider-like beast's head, like a snowflake. The creature was still restricted by gravity press, unable to move. It was still trashing in place, desperately trying to escape, yet, to no avail.

And once it landed atop of it, there was no explosion, no glow nor burning marks. The flame just perished, and so did life in Kim.

 

The "older brother" approached now dead body of "chain-breaker".

 

- "I am sorry, Kim. I should have been there with you, protect you from temptations of this corrupt world. I should have to keep an eye on you... I was a terrible older brother, wasn't I?... But, Kim. I will make sure that you will see the world. I refuse to give up on this egoistic dream of mine - to see your smile."

 

And then he did something so much different from what he just said. So terrifying and disgusting. The person he was addressing so gently, with so much affection in voice...

 

He ate him. He turned into colossal snake monster and literally swallowed him whole.
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	You killed [*j&r!ss@xy#c? xen&@!)(w1] [Critical Error - data not found] [Level ???]



	You gained 1exp










	[Digestation process] started.







If that would happen after killing every other monster I would most likely be at very least tilted.


But this time, I didn't really have the strength to raise my protest regarding injustice rewarding system. This time, it wasn't about exp or praises. This time, I felt empty inside.


Almost funny, I wasn't angry nor sad. Just... tired. As if something that I always had was suddenly gone... No, actually, as if something that I was always lacking finally filled me with emptiness.


Kim... how long were we together? Week? Two? And even in these two weeks... how much time did we actually talk to one another? Not enough - that's the only answer. I was busy with parties, potion-making, training or fooling out with Giselle, whenever I had some time to spare, you were the one who roamed the streets like a cat. Ha! I believe that you spend more time with Blanka or Lanele than with me. I was taken aback by your appearance, didn't how to approach you and end up not almost not approaching you at all.


... But it's fine now, isn't it? Now, we have a whole eternity to know each other.


- "T-the lord is gone... what will happen to us now?" the wolfman, probably the one who dragged Kim into this whole mess said aloud.


I wasn't mad at him, he only tried to save himself and those he treasured. If I was in his skin, I would most likely do something similar...


What about you indeed, my beloved slaves? I have stated numerous times while talking with Kim that I am definitely far from taking over Kim's place in this little "demon parade". I definitely wasn't going to leave everything behind to start a march full of smoke and fire setting free other camps of demi-humans and making a "beast paradise" in the heat of war.


No, I had other things to do. By now the information that some creature freed beast-men slaves and caused almost a war-state with one of the most secured cities in the country was bound to spread. Maybe, if I would go back and tell in the guild (of course knowing that guild would be quick to send the message further) that I got rid of that mons... of Kim, the situation would calm down?


It's at least worth trying...


But, in the end, the subject of ex-slaves safety wasn't meant to be abandoned by me, at least not just yet. Because when, if not now the third party had to make an appearance. I sensed it - the life forces. A small crowd entered the radius of my scanning field. Few dozen, no more, little to none magicians, weaklings - low scums and poor townspeople yet, as I would learn later, equipped in the weapon of quite decent quality - a gift from the nobles that Lanele was supposed to slow down?


Thought, work of Blanka was quite noticeable. They were exhausted. someone had to sabotage their movements for some time, and the identity of that someone was rather more than known to me.


- "Chief! Chief! Humans! Te humans are approaching the mountain! They are armed!"


- "Damn it! How many!?"


- "About fifty!"


- "Fuck! Most of our hunters and warriors are away! We send them to create fake leads... how did they found us!?"


That would be... most likely my fault. Mr. Chariman most likely attached to me some tracking spell and used that to coordinate movements of the crowd. In the end, they also wanted to get rid of the "annoying problem" that slaves were,


If they would openly talk about the dirty secret of slavery, the king would have to make an action as well as "repay" for the beast-men suffering. That meant the change in political force-layout. Nobles and merchants from the edges of the kingdom were either neutral pro-senate or pro-nobles (the king was smart enough to keep people faithful to him close), which meant that no matter who would be "punished" the royal fraction would benefit on it...


... that is unless the slaves wouldn't be marked as bandits and killed on spot, by "holding justice" townspeople that sought vengeance for the damage done to their home. That would be the end of the subject.


At least militia was not present. Good job, Giselle. Good job.


I felt gazes of a few demi-humans on myself. Their little society was made mostly of women, kids and injured. No one even stopped me as I walked toward the peak of the mountain. They were hoping for protection.


I didn't even bother to look back at them. Because, for fuck sake, how did they think that was going to work? They indoctrinated my clone and force me to fight, kill and eat it! Now I was supposed to say "Okie Dokie, no worries, I will protect you"?! Like hell...


I didn't want to fight - that would once again "spark" some silly ideas in their heads, like "we were not abandoned, we are still being lead by the devourer! We shall purge the world of impurity if humanity blah blah blah"...


Atop of that, I literally couldn't fight





	You have forced your body and soul beyond your limits by accumulating and releasing excessive [mana]



	You will suffer a [Mana fever] in:










	[00h 14m 48s]







Which means that I would most likely faint and be magically crippled for a day or two.


- "BROTHERS AND SISTERS! HERE WE STAND BEFORE THE GATE TO THE EVILS LAIR!" the zealot far below started yelling. His voice was resonating with echo across the area "... The criminals! Bandits! Murderers and incendiaries that set the fire in our city! That made hundreds of people die and suffer hide like maggots in these tunnels! It's our righteous duty to smoke them out! Justice is on our side!"


Should I just walk away... Not to speak that I won't deal with these many people in such a short period of time, and even if I could - these are indeed the townsfolk. If I would attack them the chairman could pull some nasty tricks against me.


Something grabbed me by the edges of my robe and pulled me softly a few times. It was one of the kids I saved from Kim moments ago. A boy, his little sister was still hiding in shaman's embrace.


- "M-mister, are you the man grandpa told us that would free us? Grandpa said that if you would come neither me nor Mia would have to get hurt? P-please, even it that would be just for Mia that would be fine... so could you save my sister?"


All this time I kept on refusing. I knew it was happening, I saw it with my own eyes when Daralon took me via gates for a "men nights out" - the demihuman child being forced to hard, manual labor, being bitten for a slights mistake. Is this the time for me to make up my mind? To declare my side in the conflict?


... or maybe there was an option to deal with it without bloodshed? 


- "Which one of you is your leader?" I asked in a soft tone one of the beast-men


- "E-elder Shaman is our spiritual guide, but since it all started Ravu been coordinating our group..."


- "That whole Rave, where is he?"


- "Here." a strong looking man of panther tribe approached 


- "Was the huntress Maja someone of your tribe?" I asked reminding myself a hard time that mentioned demihuman and her squad gave me


- "She is my blood sister..." he quickly joined thread "... is she..."


- "Bruised, but alive, can't say the same thing about one of her companions thought..." He calmed down instantly "... how good are you with your sword?"


- "I have been using weapons since I started walking. Even in slavery, I was either a hunter or pit fighter - if it wasn't for their number and protecting the other people, I would kill them all alone... still, if it's for the sake of my these that followed me, blades of mine and my people are yours."


Three more men were quick to follow.


Four hunters. Not nearly enough to defeat the attackers.


- "You alone will be sufficient. Follow me..."


Once again I looked at the counter mercilessly measuring time till my body would say it had enough.


11 more minutes. Getting down took us another three, and even that mostly running.


- "... it's time lads! Let's pay these stinky sub-humans that they can't just bring violence to our city..."


- "Just as you are bringing violence to them right now?" I asked walking graciously from behind a mountain twist with panther man closely behind my back.


- "A human? What are you doing here with... it?" he addressed Rave "... wait, is it their leader? Did you bring him to us in advance? Good! That would earn you a coin and..."


- "I brought you no one with no intentions at all. My name is Zariel Whiteraven. B rank adventurer on a quest..." I lied, but not completely "... why are you interfering with my actions?"


- "You are lying! We checked - guild didn't start any investigation regarding this matter, otherwise we wouldn't be forced to take the matter into our own hands!"


- "Officially - no. The matter is too delicate to just nail the request to the quest board. In the end, not every day you hear about noble and merchants conspiracy regarding illegal activities... wait, you are here to clean up their mess, aren't you?"


Few of these people were here for money, few of them thought that they were heading for bandits. If they morales would be shaken, then from fifty maybe half would remain. Then I would have to keep on attacking their resolve till the crowd would disappear on its own. Or so I hoped.


- "No! We are here chasing the bandits that..."


- "Bandits? I didn't hear about any bandits around this area, in the end, its important trade route and guards patrol keep on dealing with them to secure the peace on the roads. How long it has been since last actual bandit hunting? Decade? Two?"


- "How would you call this half-human abominations behind you?! That we offered shelter in our city and they caused havoc with fire and flames?"


- "Victims. I was sent to take down a monster that used their anger and frustration to indeed start havoc. It was a medium rank demon that fed on fear. I exorcised it, unfortunately destroying the vessel it possessed in the process. Still, my job here is done, now, I have to start an investigation regarding slavery within the city of Sttotegard, and because you are clearly here to get rid of the evidence, I will have to question all of you. Return to your homes, you would be called in due time by the city guards... or royal guards, because I will have to inform the king about it..."


- "... that's not what i signed for... they were supposed to be bandits. Slavery? I mean, yes, I knew that it was going on among the richest but..."


- "Don't you see what he is trying to do?! He triest to shaken your resolve! I wouldn't be surprised if he was the devil he talked about! Come on lads! Did you already forget how many died in flames?! How much damage was done!?"


- "Don't get me wrong, I have no authority over you, if you decided to kill these people, I won't stop you I would just report in the capital that you are responsible for manslaughter. Genocide even. Then, I would let the legal authorities to deal with you."


- "And how would you know our names?!" I already saw the smirk on the crowd leader's face
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I raised my finger and point in his direction.


- "Thoman Henglew. The blacksmith..." I moved to the next person "... Richard Glejzy, the shop assistant; Stephan Konrard, Christine Sabez, Barthlew..." I kept on naming men and women alike with the power of cheat-skill.


- "I forgot to mention that we were investigating your group as part of proceeder, in the end, you are on the paycheck of the nobles suspected for treason against the crown. We send a mole among you, you families are currently being watched as well..." once again I mixed obvious truth with believable lies. 


- "... I came here for action that was supposed to be legal. I don't intend to participate in any treason trial!" Someone yelled and turned away. Few were quick to join them.


- "But I won't..." some man around his forties said approaching the first line "... during that night, my wife was visiting her sister. She married a lower rank noble and were living in the lower nobility district. She died in flames caused by beast men! I... I have nothing left. And I don't care about treasons, about schemes nor punishments... I was walking to pick her up, so she wouldn't have to walk alone at night. I saw the beast-men setting house of her sister in flames. I heard her screams. I tried to save her but... But now... I have nothing left... I just want to...I JUST... I JUST!"


He was crying. Burn marks on his hands proved that indeed he was fighting with fire very recently.


- "Ravu? Do you want to  say something?" I turned my head to the panther man


- "I, my sister and my people were born as a free tribe. We lived peacefully, hindering no one, until one night humans came, burned our houses, murdered everyone who resisted and captured rest. Last ten years I spend as a slave, in humiliation. Watched my sister and my wife being taken, raped and humiliated. That night a few days ago we were given the possibility to break free, and we used it, paying back everyone that we knew that was involved in slaver business. Killing your wife was never our intention... but, if it's only her death that had to be made in order to free my people of the life that your kinsmen force us to live - if I could go back in time I would do it again. Even more, I would personally strangle her to death while looking you in your eyes. You are all corrupted. You are evil. You are even worse than the actual monster. You want us to apologize? Do you want us to <pay>? Using your logic, we would have to bleed your whole race dry from the crimes of your city alone. I despise you."


- "Ravu..." I whispered in his direction making sure no one else could hear us "... if you would SHUT THE FUCK UP after first part, we had a really nice chance of dealing with it without drawing a sword, you know?"


- "Look in his eyes, oh elder being. No matter what I would say wouldn't change his mind. He came here to die. I just offered him a way to die with pure heart, thinking he was doing the right thing..."


Indeed. His eyes were the eyes of a man that lost everything and gave up his whole life. The man that was just looking for an excuse for death, because, according to the teaching of life - the suicide would deprive you of seeing your loved one after your death. And guessing by the sun pendant, he indeed was a worshiper.


- "Every act of aggression will be reported to his majesty... but, as long as matter in person, I will allow the one on one duels, are you fine with it?"


- "Aye." said Ravu approaching the center of clearing drawing his sword.


- "No! That beast-man is clearly a killing machine! We came to..."


- "Aye." said the man with dead eyes joining the Ravu in the imaginary arena. 


The human wasn't a fighter, and even if he was, the pure difference in brute strength of a demi-human would be more than enough to dictate who would be a winner before the battle even started.


It was short, few slashes, few blocks, few dodges, and then two quick cuts - one to disarm and the other one to bring quick death. In didn't even last thirty seconds. 


- "Go see your beloved, human, most of the beast-men never received the same generosity you just did." said Ravu uttering a quick prayer.


- "Anyone else wants to seek for satisfaction?" I looked at the counter. 


1 minute. Not good.


The people started leaving the field,


- "Wait! Don't you see what's happening?!  They have maybe five such warriors in total! If we all would move then..."


- "And risk dying as a traitor? Maybe you didn't check, but the punishment is either being broken by the wheel or racks! Not worth the money you offered us. Bah! The first thing I do is reporting to city guards and telling everything about you!"


Eventually, the havoc-maker was left alone.


- "You... YOU! My patrons will learn about it!"


- "It would be better if they wouldn't... even more, if you would happen to run away that would make it all even more suspicious, right?"


- "I will never betray my master!"


- "You don't have to betray anyone. All you have to do is to vanish and be never found again."


- "As I said, I will never do anything like that..."


- "I wasn't saying that to you."


- "Then to wh..." the blade came through his stomach from behind 


- "To the person that was going to make you disappear, obviously. We will burn your body to the ashes and the official story would be that you went missing. Rest would be done by itself."


The man's body collapsed, behind him one of the remaining Ravu hunters was standing cleaning his blade.


- "T-thank you, oh elder one. I know that didn't want to get involved... and now I think I know why. Allow us to apologize for dragging you, and your brother in the blood into our mess... Still, we are grateful for what you did and... Elder being? Elder being?"


But I wasn't listening. Somewhere at the beginning of his speech, the counter hit 0 and the notification saying about [Mana Fever] taking its tool appeared. Then I fainted. Still standing on my legs.


            

    
        Break till 5th feb

    
    
    
    
                Hey, i am writing this from my workplace using my 10min coffee break. As in title, some of you may know that right now i am focused on keeping my job - at 5th feb i ll be presenting my project at my workplace,  something i have to do if I want to continue working. I am completely focused on finishing it up to the point that i am taking my Office laptop to my home and working second shift there. I doubt i would write anything untill then, as my Brian is literally letting out steam once i am done with peoject,  so i am not really in State to force myself to write.

I ll  reward this delay to you once I would be sure about my future.  Untill Then, please stay patient 

            

    
        Chapter 396

    
    
    
    
                I woke up with terrible headache pulsating in my temples. The pain was so intense, that for the first minute or two I couldn’t feel any other part of my body – only sides of my head existed together with agony flowing across it as if lava was injected directly into my bloodstream.

 

I tried opening my eyes, yet another dose of pain caused by another source of stimulation quickly proved it to be a bad idea. With a groan, I just decided to roll on the other side and wait through the misery of mana fever. But, I noticed that I couldn’t just “roll to the side” – something blocked my body.

 

That was the moment that forced me to undertake another painful activity – to think.

 

What could obstruct my movements? Think Zari, what’s the situation you are currently in?

 

I fought with Kim, tried to save him… Yes, I overdid it that time. I thought, that if I would humiliate him by showing the difference in our strength I would be able to shake the confidence of the Voices that hijacked his body – that he would be able to regain his body and individuality…

 

… but I failed. In the end, I couldn’t save him. All I did was abusing the avatar that I am not compatible with (it weakens the body and powers up the mind – and what happens when you put too strong content into a too weak vessel? – the vessel breaks). I also ended up casting spell that I never practiced before and was, frankly speaking, too powerful for that version of me.

 

The last things I remember are: me eating Kim (not only because I hoped to get something good, but my main reason to do that was also leaving no samples of me that could be weaponized) and a wild mob that wanted to “purge” the mountain from beast-men. I remember how it ended – fairly well.

 

But, what was next? Beastfolk must have found me fainted, what did they decide to do with me? As I recall, they were rather hostile toward me. I killed one of them very recently, pretty much tortured that panther girl and her companion, I killed the person that they believed was their savior…

 

… and now I can’t move. Greeeat. What did they use to restrict my movements? Rope? Chain? If chains – from which material? The worst case scenario would be white onyx which would stop me from using my magic… But where would slaves have white onyx from to begin with?!

 

So, which one is it? Rope? Chains?

 

I managed to slightly open my eyes, looking via a narrow slits to let in as little light as it was possible. After minute or two my eyes somehow managed to adjust to this bizarre task which is “seeing” stuff. And the first thing that I inspected was of course my body.

 

I was lying naked under thick fur, some of my wounds that didn’t heal up (because of mana disturbance caused by the angel form) were treated with some balm and covered with “makeshift bandage” (read: pieces of clothes cut in a hurry).

 

Then, I noticed what was halting my movements.

 

Two women. As naked as I was, were lying hugging each of my sides.

 

So no rope, no chains, but bitches. Damn, I prefer being chained with white onyx. Why? I had no idea how long they were lying on me, and if it was long enough our smells could mix a little – which was more than enough for Giselle to make her silly assumptions and go on some crazy rampage.

 

I tried getting up again, but my head once again protested forcing me to let out another groan, this time much louder one – loud enough to wake up my “snuggle companions”.

 


	“O-oh, are you awake? Head chief! HEAD CHIEF! He is awake!” Her voice resonated with the echo across the tunnels. And because I was having a magical hangover I quietly cried out a little while looking at the yeller with sad puppy eyes.



 


	“Nastasia! Are you crazy? Did you forget what head shaman said? He abused his powers and is in great pain! Lower your voice!” woman called Nastasia – of a dog tribe, lowered her ears hearing rebuke from her companion of some exotic cat-tribe sub race.



 


	“I-is that so? Sowwy!”



 

I tried getting up to sitting position, but I was quickly pushed back by the two ladies. I just noticed it - they were quite strong.

 

In past thirty seconds I had a cascade of thoughts floating my mind (causing noticeable amount of pain in the process) at first I thought they were some kind of “bribe” – a way to influence me into believing they (the beast men) were my friends (that would add to already at least well <housing> and getting my wounds treated), but now, seeing how firm they were in their actions… they actually could be guards left to watch over my moves.

 


	“A-a-a! No walkies!...” Dog girl waved her finger in front of my nose as if lecturing kid “… Shaman said you pushed your limits to save us, and then even abused your already bad condition to do that again. You will be resting now, at least until you would be able to get up without problems!”



 


	“Nastasia!...” another hiss “… watch your manners! He isn’t one of your mates that you can just casually scold!... Forgive us for my friend’s impudence, oh the elder one, but we were given order to watch over your condition, in this, I have to agree with Nastasia.”



 


	“Not to mention that… it would be much nicer to just play with us, don’t you think?”



 


	“NASTASIA!”



 


	“I can’t just control myself, sorry, you know that I am into weak people! Something about his current vulnerability makes me burn from inside and I just want to take reeeally good care of him. And just lookt at him! So helpless in the bed... ahh! I am getting hot just thinking about it!”



 


	“Nast…” cat girl wanted to once again rebuke her comrade.



 


	“Weak… you say…” I managed to spit these words. My voice was rough as if my throat demanded water with the mere sound of my speech “… that’s what you think?”



 


	“E-elder one, I am sure that Nasta had nothing bad on her mind…”



 

But it was too late. Beast-men were half animals, and where it comes to dealing with animals, you have to be sure to point out who has a higher rank in a pack.

 

I gathered mana ignoring the swollen magical veins which felt as if they were stretching beyond their limits, before straightening my hand toward the dog girl. She was vertically ejected from bed and flew three meters up till she hit the ceiling of the tunnel.

 


	“E-Elder one! Please! Stop!”



 


	“I may be wounded, I may be exhausted or even on my dead-bed… but taking your life away will still be but a matter of snapping my fingers….” Few people that just entered this section of tunnels witnessed this bizarre scene with me pinning completely naked woman to the ceiling with magic, completely defying gravitation with sheer force of mana impact “… So, if I am weak or… how did you call it? – vulnerable? Then please tell me, what are you now?”



 

 

I moved the dog girl slightly to the side before releasing the stream of mana (I didn’t want her to fall directly on my head). She felt from three meters down, yet managed to twist her body and somewhat secure her landing.

 


	“What is this commotion about? Elder one! You shouldn’t get up just yet! Your mana fever may worsen!”



 


	“It’s nothing…” I said with still a little pained tone while getting up. Catgirl tried supporting me, but I just growled at her forcing her to jump back.



 


	“Still, what was this fuss about, Kerila?” the shaman asked the cat girl.



 


	“Nastasia as always couldn’t keep her tongue behind her teeth and ended disrespecting the elder one. I apologize on her and my behalf.”



 


	“Is that true? In that case we beg your pardon, elder one, we wanted to thank you for helping us out in a time of need… yet ended up making things worse.” Shaman bowed his head.



 


	“I only thought that men like strong women that would take care of them…” dog girl only pouted “… I wanted to make him feel nice.”



 


	“Your intentions could be good, but you ended up acting like a gorilla… again.” Kerila, or whatever was her name, rebuked her comrade YET again.



 


	“I AM NOT A GORILLA!...” my head… my poor head “…I am a lady and…”



 


	“Nastasia. Silence.” That panther man from before needed only two words to completely subordinate loud girl.



 


	“Sorry, leader.” These were her last words



 


	“My sister joined us yesterday. She told us about her encounter with you… I am grateful that you left her alive, even treated her wounds before leaving. The potion you gave her fixed her arm in less than a day



 

His sister was that huntress Maya, right? Wait, wasn’t her arm completely broken? That prototype potion had bit too strong effects, will have to adjust it later – I don’t want to create some miraculous drug for it would only attract attention.

 


	“How long was I sleeping?”



 


	“Almost two days.”



 

Shit.

 


	“Where are my clothes?”



 


	“I… understand you may be in a hurry, but if you could please spare some time... even one hour would be enough…”



 

I knew what he wanted to talk about – his people protection. They were but a small group (because what is one hundred people? Barely enough to make a village) – without connection, in a hostile country where no one would care if tomorrow they would be attacked by bandits. Or nobles. Or slave hunters.

 

Still, in the meantime, the catgirl obediently brought back to me my robe and pants. It has been washed, dried, and now was nicely folded.

 


	“… I won’t force you to stay for breakfast but…”



 

Before he finished his begging I was already dressed.

 

I found the wooden box filled with my potions, took three and gulped them down hoping they would help with my mana fever.

 

I was about to leave, but I stopped. Eventually, I turned around and face them.

 


	“How good are your people with their hands?”



 


	“W-what do you mean?”



 


	“Let’s say, hypothetically, that I could find a place for you to live and work. Nothing great, work would be hard and most likely not very satisfying, but you would earn a decent coin… Or I was at least said that I overpay my workers so…”



 


	“Working… for you?”



 


	“Hypothetically!”



 


	“In that case, if such place and work would exist and would let us live a decent life… then we would gladly accept. Hypothetically that is.” He smiled with a corner of his lips



 


	“… I would have to talk with Arthur about it. Fuck, more politics. Great.”



 


	“Arthur? He is a human? Excuse me for skepticism, but can he be trusted?”



 


	“As long as he says that he would do something, he will have to do something, you know, kings have this thing, that they can’t allow them to go back on their words. They have to pay some attention to it, or they would lose their authority. In the end, what's the king that you can't trust?”



 


	“Arthur… the king? You are not speaking about Arthur the Grey called Wise?”



 


	“To me more like Arthur the fancy and definitely not grey robes called a spoiled bitch… but once he stops trying to entertain himself he indeed can be reliable.”



 


	“You… know him?”



 


	“Drank with him twice or thrice, he is quite sympathetic towards me… and well, I am somewhat sympathetic toward him too. One of very few people that openly speaks his mind… well, once you are a king you can say whatever you want, I guess?”



 


	“Then… if you would…”



 


	“I promise nothing. I will TRY to talk with him and kill two birds with one stone. You see, recently I was thinking about expanding my little enterprise, and Stottegard appears to have a really nice location. We could create a new production plant here, around it some small settlement for workers. I think you will not be welcomed in city after this little uproar, so making your own close would be the best idea…”



 


	“T..Thank you.”



 

There was something strange in the way he said that. It was… as if he used all the air he had in his lungs to say that, leaving him empty.

 

I see. He was struggling so hard for gods only know how long to keep his people safe. He wasn’t the one that indoctrinated Kim, one night he was just informed, that they are about to leave the city. After months, if not years, of trying his best to ease the burden of his people, he managed to escape just to be left inside of the hostile country branded as bandits and outlaws.

 

And now I just gave him hope for a normal life.

 


	“I promise nothing. If the time would be bad I might be even denied an audience. And I have no idea when I would be back at the capital, for now, I am heading in a different direction, so till then you would have to protect yourself and…”



 

But he was not listening. He just stood there, gazing into emptiness.

 


	“… apparently someone needs rest much more than I do. Nastasia, was that your name?”



 


	“Y-yes?” dog girl panicked



 


	“Take care of your leader, preferably in such way that wouldn’t question his dignity.”



 


	“I… understand. I would never offend the leader.”



 


	“But you can offend someone considered to be the next plague of this world? That’s some weird priorities you have there...”



 

I said right before living.

 

Not quite. It only showed how much he was respected by his people. How much he had to do and sacrifice to keep them safe.

 

I started returning toward the city with wobbly step, still dizzy of mana fever. Ignoring the pain I kept on moving. My journey which lasted over a day (without breaks, because, who need them when you have almost endless stamina) was mostly peaceful, nothing attacked me. In the end, because of the vicinity of the city, the routes were regularly patrolled by guards and no bandits could be spotted around. Only a pack of wolves approached me, barking, trying to provoke a fight confident with their numbers.

 

Why only “tried provoking?”. Because of fear. It’s something that forces predators to attack. When they sense fear or stress of any kind, they would pounce at you trying to rip you into pieces.

 

… but…

 

Back then, when I got surrounded, I just stopped, looked the alpha of the pack deep into eyes before opening my bag and taking a piece of dried meat, later I ate it, still without breaking an eye contact.

 

Openly mocked and humiliated, the alpha turned around and left, his whole pack followed him.

 

This stray doggo had some good instincts. For a moment or two I was thinking about domesticating it. Still, that would be too many troubles – kept on requiring attention in order to teach him how to behave, also, in real battle he wouldn’t be really useful. By now, we are fighting with monsters that could kill them with a single bite, and once again, I didn’t want to waste time to make him stronger by dealing with weaker enemies. Go on, danger doggo, go on and be free.

 

By the following evening, I got back to the adventurers guild branch. I found no girls inside, so I moved toward the room we were renting, picked up a huge crystal and pour some more mana into it.

 

After a few seconds, the face of Arthur the Grey, called Wise, appeared in it.

 


	“Zari! How is my third favorite vagabond doing? I am quite busy though, you see, we are having a meeting with a fellow corrupted aristocrats so…”



 


	“Make them leave.”



 


	“How bold, Zari, I think that you don’t understand…”



 


	“The crystal will lose its power in few minutes, then we will not be able to talk for a month. My stuff is urgent and you will be able to continue your gathering after those few minutes.”



 

Arthur wanted to say something but hesitated before turning toward members of grand houses.

 


	“I beg your forgiveness friends, but I doubt Zariel calls me to invite me for a tea party so…”



 


	“Ten minutes break everybody.” Old Blackwood yelled not wanting to make us wait any longer.



 

Aristocrats left the chamber in a hurry. Quite nice of them. Something must have happened – something that strengthened Arthur’s position and everyone wanted to lick his ass for some benefits… speaking about the nobles, I didn’t see Red Feather family member… well, it doesn’t matter.

 


	“So, how is your little journey going? Already homesick? Wanted to give a call to old m…”



 


	“Soon you will give me a land close to the Stottegard city and…”



 


	“Prrr! Prrr! Slow down! Walk down, do not gallop, oh my fierce steed! Why would I do something as problematic as giving non-noble a land? Do you know how much headache it would cause!?”



 


	“Apparently you didn’t hear the news just yet.”



 


	“What news?”



 


	“I thought that Senate would inform you about it… in the end, they were here. You are aware that Stottegard is quite an important place for the slave trade market?”



 


	“I… am aware of that. Tried to do something but… they are too far, and the city is pretty much ruled by merchants, also each time I visit these parts they manage to clean up all their dirt, so…”



 


	“I don’t have time for all the details, so I will narrow it to the most vital points. Slaves raised a small uprising. Killed FEW people, burned FEW houses and left the city.”



 


	“How many?”



 


	"Just told you"



 


	“Few. Your <few> could mean lots of things! For example - Few hundred people killed, few hundreds of houses were burned or few hundreds of slaves left the city.”



 


	“Yes.”



 


	“What ye.. aha. Fuck. FUCK.”



 


	“I took care of it, no more casualties should appear. But, we are still left with over a hundred of ex-slaves roaming pointlessly across your country. It is just a matter of time till they would be targeted by slavers or turn into bandits.”



 


	“That doesn’t sound as a matter that was taken care of.”



 


	“This is why you will grant me some land. I will build another factory. A factory, that would require workers. Around, let’s say, a hundred of them? We will build some makeshift houses around it where they could sleep and such, you will send some guards at the beginning to make sure it would not get sabotaged. This way you will both admit and atone for the crimes of citizens of your country, lower the power of merchants and calm down possible commotions…”



 


	“And you will get a new factory almost for free…” Arthur squinted his eyes slightly.



 


	“You are in state of war. At war, army will need potions. Usually, the prices tend to get higher during such a period, aren’t they? What if I would guarantee you that my prices won’t get higher? Or would even give some discount to my old friend?”




 


	“I will need that on paper, and you know it Zari…”



 


	“Can’t do it right now but…” I looked at the crystal turning red, the time we had for our conversation was getting dangerously short “… Arthur, I will get this done. I would never lie about such a matter. Believe in me. I have to go, crystals is out of power…”



 


	“Wait! I still need more information about what happened in Stottegard!”



 


	“Ask Chairman Polymus. He was there. Oh, he will lie about the reason of his presence there. I will send you report later on, but it will take more than few days….” I looked at the crystal again. Just a few seconds remained. I just couldn’t stop myself from a little prank “.. Arthur, by any means do not trust the…”



 

The crystal died.

 

Ah. It was beautiful, I wonder what kind of face he is making right now.

 





 


	“DO NOT TRUST WHO GOD DAMN IT!” king smashed the table with his hand making lots of documents – previously lying nicely and in order on the desk – fly into the air createing a total mess.



 

The door to chamber were once again open.

 


	“My king, is everything fine…”



 

It was Blackwood and other lord vocalizing their concerns.

 


	“NOTHING IS FUCKING FINE!... I am sorry for yelling. But the situation is quite dire. I will need two things. One, prepare the documents to grand some land for assisting a crown in a time of needs or whatever…”



 


	“Will be done, who is that patriot that deserved such a reward?”



 

King only pointed with his head toward the crystal

 


	“Zariel?! But, my lord, he has no connections with the country, quite the opposite, as the adventurer he may just…”



 


	“Thank you for your concern, Blackwood. It’s good that you remind me of the most FUCKING OBVIOUS facts that I totally had no idea about... Sorry for yelling”



 


	“My Lord, mind telling us what happened? You are acting like a sore old man today.”



 


	“Because I am sore, and I am an old man!... As for Zariel, if what he said is true, then he is not doing that for himself, even more, he is saving my ass right now… as for the second matter… Call to me Polymus.”



 


	“You want to make a gathering at Senate? That can be done…”



 


	“No. Bring. Him. Here.”



 


	“I… I see.”



 

Position of the king became almost none existing in recent years, just now he managed to keep on re-strengthening his position. Still, the Senate had much better standing than nobles so it could be proved quite tricky to just call someone in.

 


	“My King…” the door were opened and a servant pop his head in “… His magnificence Chairman of Senate Archamage Polymus is asking for a visit.”



 


	“Coincidence? I think not… Well, ask him in right away.”



 

In every other scenario, asking someone in right away without making him wait would be considered as a sign of weakness. Even now it was a custom, that he made Senators wait for five to ten minutes, just to keep on the charade.

 


	“R-right, as you wish, my lord.”



 

Archamge indeed was quick to enter

 


	“Arthur, my friend…” they were never friends. Polymus is a nice way showed that Arthur wasn’t even worthy being addressed as king or lord “… I come to you with dire news…”



 


	“Finally. Took you long enough. I was wondering when you would consider coming to EXPLAIN YOURSELF of your actions at Stottegard. And damn, for a moment I thought you really didn’t want to share your story. And I was so desperate to hear your version of it! In the end what I heard about you… I just couldn’t believe! There must be some logical way to explain it – that's what I was telling myself; at least I would let him protect his good name before I would sentence him from treason or something…”



 

King perfectly mixed bluff and exaggeration.

 

Indeed, the call from Zariel was a blessing, he could negotiate something good for himself even without knowing what actually happened.

 

Fuck. Zariel, just for this alone you deserve the land, the mansion, and elfish maid for life.

 

These thoughts set King in a really good mood, because of that he started arch mage interrogation in a really high spirit.

            

    
        Chapter 397

    
    
    
    
                So… it’s done. This very short episode of my life. An episode of nativity and foolishness.

 

My mood was constantly shifting. On the one hand, my carefree attitude kept on telling me that “what’s done is done” or that “at least I tried – and tired really hard atop of that!”… on the other hand I failed someone. Someone died. That someone was partly me, and that other me just wanted to live. Live and drown the world in the ocean of blood as he would purge the world of those who he deemed as weakling… but hey! Nobody is perfect!...

 

… This terrible humor again.

 

Ha, in the end, I am a coward. Whenever I face some difficult situation all I can do is to turn it into a joke, I can’t deal with consequences so all I can do is to run away and pretend it never was a problem, to begin with.

 

I slapped my cheeks trying to free myself from the grim mood.

 

Ok. It’s time to deal with it like an adult – let's go to the inn and get myself wasted.

 

Or, to say the truth – for the first time in months I couldn’t bear the silence. I needed noise. Screams, chatters, insults, the sound of broken glass or whatever. Anything would do – anything not to focus on my own thoughts.

 

Ha! I even forced myself into building the second factory. One could think that I did it because of “soft heart” – that I couldn’t just leave those people alone.

 

The truth is, I could. I won’t deny that this solution was like killing four birds with one stone (I made sure that beast men wouldn’t become some rampaging bandits –which could be associated with some “cult”; made Arthur owe me a favor; reduced the influence of Senate – by dropping some of “responsibilities” and “bad light” on them; and got myself a new factory quite soon – that meant more money, but not for me, I didn’t need it – for Syndicate. And Syndicate would become a very reliable tool in following years, I knew that); but what I wanted to achieve was “getting myself buys” with work – so I wouldn’t think… about this aching hole in my chest.

 

Again, the feeling I knew from my previous life. The feeling of utter failure, or pointlessness of my actions… Of not fitting.

 

I didn’t even notice when I sat in the corner of the inn, with my backs resting on the wall, having a perfect vision on everything that was going on inside of the inn section of a guild. Fuck, I looked like a spy or shady merchant selling illegal stuff. To look a little less suspicious I raised my hand drawing the attention of a waitress.

 


	“What can I get for you, love?”



 

Girl asked with a cheerful tone.

 


	“A glass and a bottle of something strong.”



 


	“Any preferences?”



 


	“No. Not really. I will drink everything you would bring.”



 


	“Aw! Don’t be like that! Women hate indecisive men! You have to know what you want or else…” she was just trying to be friendly and maybe a little flirty (because, you know, she hoped for a tip). Still, I just gave her a tired look.



 


	“Oh.. I am… sorry. Before guild, I was working in the regular tavern. I keep on forgetting you guys are not regular drunkards, but people that fight with monsters on daily basis… Not so long ago I tried to force my mood on an adventurer that lost his friend on quest… Gosh, I will never learn, I am sorry. I will bring something strong. I will be back in a jiffy… sorry again.”



 

She talked too much. Normally I would be all bitchy about people wasting my time on pointless chatter, yet this time her noises were like a blessing.

 

I gazed over the inn once again. Some middle-aged adventurer, but drunk, was quite affection-full toward one of the waitresses, and I mean that he kept on ordering cheapest drinks just to make her come over and over again to him so he could smack her ass. She allowed that once, twice, but when his hand was about to land on its target one more time she started yelling.

 

A commotion, few adventurers tried calming the lady down saying “that he is just drunk and does barely anything to her”, some “knight in shining armor” decided to protect the damsel honor, took her side and start yelling together with her, but, because mr knight wasn’t a cute damsel no one tolerated his screams. And he got punched in the face.

 

What? You thought that some heroic action would happened finished with happy ending of waitress running away with her hero on a white steed? That could work if Mr. Hero wasn’t head shorted and two ranks weaker than the person he was yelling at.

 

Remember kids, never pick up a fight with someone bigger, unless you know what you are doing or can kick him the ball really quickly.

 

In the meantime, the talkative waitress returned with my order.

 


	“I.. I am sorry, I wasn’t sure what’s your budget, so I picked a bottle from middle shelf, well, it’s the strongest I could find so…”



 


	“It’s a good one. As for the budget, I thought I have an account opened.”



 


	“Is that so? I am sorry, As I said, I am working here since not so long ago, so  I don’t really know all the customers. Can I ask for the name please?”



 


	“Account is open on Giselle Redwing.”



 


	“Is that so?” she narrowed her eyes with suspicions



 


	“Yeah, she OPENED it on HER name, but somehow it’s attached to my bank account. You can check it. She tends to spend more time in inns so that’s maybe why. The same account pays for the room… thinking about it now she is leeching on me quite a lot, I will have to ask her what she spends her money on.”



 


	“Sir, excuse me, but if you are using an account registered on someone else I will have to check it…”



 


	“Sure. Go on.”



 


	“Sir…?”



 


	“Yes?”



 


	“Your name?”



 


	“Sorry. I stopped introducing myself some time ago. Whiteraven, Zariel.”



 


	“Funny, you have the same name as CEO of Whiteraven apothecary.” She smiled while writing my name down, then she froze in the middle of writing my name. She must have just jump into right conclusion.



 


	“I hear that a lot.”



 


	“I-is that so?”



 


	“You have no idea. They keep on mistaking us.”



 


	“I-I see. E-excuse me. I-in that case I will be on my way t-to deal with formalities.”



 


	“Of course don’t mind me.”



 

With still cheerful and proud step she moved behind the counter, but once she vanished in the backroom I could hear as she accelerated running with all the strength she had in her legs yelling half whispering to her friends.

 


	“WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME THAT SUCH A BIG FISH STAYED HERE!? I MADE A COMPLETE FOOL OUT OF MYSELF… and ruined chance for a great tip too… BUT MOST IMPORTANTLY…”



 

Well, at least she knew what she wanted.

 

I once again gazed over the guild, few were drinking, few were eating, few were being dragged to the ambulatory. The usual.

 

My eyes met with the gazes of few rookie adventurers. They raised their mugs in my direction bowing their heads slightly. Flippantly I answered with the same gesture before bottoming down my first glass.

 

Waitress returned once again, with another bottle and… is that cheesecake?!

 


	“Sorry for making you wait! It’s just as you said, sorry for doubting you… I brought whiskey of better quality as a replacement, I hope it didn’t offend you, and here, please dessert from us as an apology.”



 

She really wants that tip, doesn’t she?

 


	“You worry too much about the details. And the whiskey you brought me before is really good too… or, I will admit shamefully, I can’t really tell two whiskeys apart. As for the dessert, you better be prepared for consequences, because I am absolutely going to judge you depending on the cake’s quality!” I said with dead serious tone



 


	“B-b-but I was told you like cheesecake…” she said almost crying



 


	“Like? No. I love them! This is exactly why I am so strict when it comes to cakes quality.”



 

With a cruel smile I prepared a small fork, I dig it in, feeling a little of resistance before fork pierced through the outer layer and almost sink into the filling. Ah, the texture is just wonderful, I couldn’t wait to actually taste it! That’s what I truly needed! No booze! No noise, but sweet nectar of soul commonly called as “The Cake”.

 


	“WHAT DID YOU CALL MY WOMAN!?” a loud yell could be heard from not far away, followed by the sound of fist hitting face <plask><crack> and at the end <pack>



 

… wait, <pack>? Why was there a sound of soft things getting squashed-splashed?

 

Ah, of course, because the person that got hit rotated in mid-air and landed in my cake.

 

It splashed wonderfully, the fork was send flying, rotated few times in the air before digging in the table close to my hand.

 

Hit-person got off the table, scoped some cake off his face and put it in his mouth. He clicked his tongue with affirmative sound saying “quite good, have to admit that.”

 

And that’s what crossed the line. One more drop of madness felt into the chalice of anger, unfortunately, the chalice was already full and it ended spilling its content everywhere. My rage overflow and flooded everyone around me.

 


	“Hey, are you fine pal?” I asked with sweet tone helping man to get up completely, even cleaned him off the dust with few pats



 


	“So-so, could be better, thanks for asking though.”



 


	“There is only one problem mate, it’s nothing personal, but next time try landing in bit less strategical places, ok?”



 

 


	“Sure, but what do you mean by that?”



 


	“My cake, you cunt!”



 

A quick jab aimed at his chain sent him back to the guy that threw him in my direction in the first place.

 


	“Buahaha! Good one! Now, this fucker got everything he dese…” laughing man – the first <puncher> was holding his sizable belly while mocking knocked out man as I was walking in his direction “… OK, but calm down mate, I believe he had enough…”



 

He said in my direction thinking I was about to hit the cake stealer again. But it was him I was targeting this time.

 


	“And you, next time don’t send people toward SOMEONE’S FUCKING CAKE!”



 

I punched him in his guts.

 

The fat resonated after my punch like a wave, yet a huge man didn’t even move from his spot.

 


	“Bua ha ha! Another one! Kid, I like your attitude so I will let you go this time, still…”



 


	“… na.. ck.. ve…” I mumbled under my nose



 


	“What did you say?” my palm was still resting on his stomach



 


	“I said: mana shock wave” and twisted my palm slightly to the side



 

Guy looked to weigh around 150-200 kg taking his armor (that he still had on) into consideration.

 

It must have been quite a show seeing from the side as such a colossus is flying six meters before “leaving via window”.

 


	“BART! You bastard! Why did you attack Bart?!” one of his companions approached me readying his mace



 

Punch – he landed under the table

 


	“NOW YOU DID IT, KID!”



 

Another man approached from the side picking up his Warhammer

 

Bam – he was now sleeping on the chair – once he was sent on it

 


	“Amateurs! Picking large weapons in a salon! I will show you how it’s done!”



 

Someone picked dagger. Even managed to swing it, but instead of attacking with my hands I jumped to hit and hit him with my head breaking his nose.

 


	“YOU SHOWED YOUR BACKS BRAT!” two at the same time pounced at me from behind.



 

Inhuman reaction – quick turn – I grabbed their heads together and smashed them like in an old cartoon.

 


	“PLEASE STOP IT! I BROUGHT YOU ANOTHER ONE!”



 

I didn’t notice when and where the waitress vanished, but she was already back with another cake. In the meantime I was choking another man that was furiously patting my arm as if saying “I give up”, mercifully, I released my grip and let him fall down

 


	“You little cunt!”



 

The man that I released grabbed his dagger and threw in my direction.

 

Waitress dodged. I dodged. The cake didn’t.

 


	“… You fool, he already calmed down…” waitress whispered



 

The image of caked rotating while falling, the way it jiggled slightly before going “pap” in all directions will hunt me forever. The other guy at least had the decency to taste it after ruining the cake and even commented on the taste… and that was… that was…. Pointless excessive cruelty and savageness.

 


	“… And savages are not mean to eat indoor…” I said to myself



 


	“The fuck you are talking to, you crazy psycho?”



 


	“They are meant to keep outside of society like animals they are.”



 

I don’t really remember what happened next, but after that day the rumor spread across the city. Apparently, one adventurer dragged the other one across the whole city by his foot, left the city and headed toward wildness before throwing him in elderwoods.

 

Nothing really happened to him, as the team of his companion followed behind and rescued him. Still, they found him hanging from the tree by his foot – head down, completely naked with his equipment scattered all over the forest.

 

Later the number of cakes being ordered in the guild inn drastically dropped, even when someone actually ordered it, they were sure to handle it with extreme care, as a blessed item, performing a prayer of some small ritual before eating it. They were afraid of the vengeful sweets keeper. The beast that devastated half of the guild, just because his meal was ruined.

 

All hail the sweets beast, protector of the cake.

            

    
        Chapter 398

    
    
    
    
                Blanka walked slowly over the alleys of the Stottegard city, in one of the dark corners she left her baggy robes with a hood that kept her identity safe. She just ended another meeting with instigators – beast-men haters, shady mercenaries and “slaves enthusiasts”. And once again, Blanka felt dirty. These scums should be purged with blade and fire, but Zariel asked her to investigate that group, find who was founding them and such – if you want to get rid of a weed you have to pluck it out with roots, otherwise, the sickness would return.

Still, each interaction with them left a bad aftertaste in her mouth. She wanted to take a bath as soon as possible to get rid of the stench of dark, cheap slum’s cellar. But first, she had to double-check if no one was following her and meet up with Giselle and Lanele. Of course, slums – where Blanka was usually going, was in a completely different direction than the noble district – where priestess did her part of the job.

But, the city guard headquarters – where Giselle was partyi… sabotaging guards movements (very successfully, maybe even bit too successfully – the rate of petty crimes rose a little because guards couldn’t react in time) was perfectly in the middle of the city. That’s where they decided to meet up.

Next head priestess was casually standing next to the entrance to the barracks, resting her backs against the wall.

 


	“Took you long enough. Don’t you know that it’s dangerous for a young lady to walk alone so late at night?” she smiled.



 


	“Having a sword by your belt usually is enough to keep criminals on distance, especially if you look as if you can use it.”



 


	“How was your day?”



 


	“Dirty. Messy. Vulgar. Terrible food, watered drinks. People that completely don’t care about hygiene, when they were talking the stench of decaying food from their mouth was…”



 


	“Ok. Ok. I get it. It was bad.”



 


	“How was yours?”



 


	“Uh, don’t even ask, I am speechless. They served red wine for the cake! Not to mention its quality! Merely 10 years old?”



 


	“Outrageous. How could they?”



 


	“Right?”



 

Such mutual teasing became their habit during the last few days.

 

Two city guards walked past them.

 


	“Good evening, ladies.” They bowed slightly. In these past few days their appearance became a normal thing “…. Waiting for Giselle again, I guess?” one of them said with an honest smile



 


	“The usual, indeed. In what condition is she tonight?”



 


	“As good as always. She just can’t get drunk! She keeps on taunting us to compete with her, but how is that even fair?! Sure, if I was half-mythical creature then…”



 


	“Paul, I doubt that Misses came just to hear you yapping.” His companion mocked him slightly “… We will call for her right away… My ladies, I don’t want to sound rude, but how long is this going to last? Night after night after night she keeps on getting drunk half of guards forces! When criminals would notice they can just do whatever they want…”



 


	“I understand your feelings, we are sorry for our companion, apparently she is a long companion of your Capitan. Once they would catch up, I think she would leave. Day more? Maybe two? I have no idea.”



 


	“If two weeks ago someone would tell me that I would be FORCED to drink in my workplace and that I would start missing the old days when the Capitan was making us work so hard that we were collapsing… I would send him to the mental ward.”



 


	“Y-yeah. Giselle can get a bit too competitive in literally every aspect of living and…”



 


	“Heeey giiirls!” Giselle popped her head through the gap in the slightly open door “… wanna join us?”



 


	“The answer, as always, remains no. You have had enough and we came to pick you up!”



 


	“Buuut moooooom!”



 


	“Behave yourself, young lady, or you would get no sweets!”



 


	“Pfff! This could work with Zari, I don’t even like sweets so…”



 


	“So we will convince him that you should eat less meat and more veggies.”



 


	“Haha, he would nev…” oh, but he totally would, and they all knew that “… Girls, don’t do that to me!”



 


	“You leave us no choice. Decide – booze or meat?”



 


	“It’s cruel! How could you!”



 


	“Three… Twooo… Oooone…”



 


	“Ok! Ok! I am coming! Just let me say goodbye to everyone!...” her head disappeared for a moment “… sorry boys, but girls came to pick me up and I have to leave you f…”



 

A loud cheering, whistling, and screams of joy erupted from inside of the room.

 


	“… You are sooo mean! Phm! I am no longer even sad for leaving you! Ungrateful bastards!” she left the building “… they love me!”



 

They actually did. When they were leaving few barely standing people left after her to wave their hands on their way back while yelling “till later Gis” and such.

 

Giselle drank barrel or two, but still, because of her inhuman metabolism she was just barely weak on her legs, her head was still clear even though she was getting bit more affectionate.

 

She drops her hands over her companions and pulled them in for a close, tight hug.

 


	“Mah girlz! Fear not! I love you too!”



 


	“Gis, release me at once! You reek!”



 


	“Ain’t happening!”



 


	“VEGGIES FOR DINNER!”



 

She jumped back as if someone tazed her.

 


	“Meanies!”



 


	“Giselle, try getting back in shape before we would get back to the guild.”



 


	“Worry not, already sobering up! I was drinking very little tonight, I didn’t want you to keep nagging on me for the entire night, as you did the last time.”



 


	“Gis, last time you were crawling back!”



 


	“So?”



 


	“Last time I heard something about you wanting to be a heroine.”



 


	“What do you mean by <want to>? I already am one!”



 


	“Heroes are meant to be the people who you want to become! Kind of person that kids kept dreaming about!”



 


	“I know that!”



 


	“I doubt that kids want to get wasted with booze till the moment you crawl back to sleep puking on your way!”



 


	“You are exaggerating! I never puke!... Literally, I can’t. I even tried to. My body does not understand the concept of returning undigested food!”



 


	“You are a mons… What happened in here?” by the time they get to the inn. With few people laying outside, with the window being smashed and door hanging on just one joint.



 


	“Looks like someone had fun!”



 

One of the waitress was cleaning broken pieces of wood in front of the entrance.

 


	“Excuse me!...” Blanka called the girl drawing her attention, then she showed with her hand on the scenario around her “… excuse, but what the fuck!? Adventurers lost their shit again?”



 


	“Y-yeah, that’s what happened. Mostly.”



 


	“Seriously, these people act like rabid dogs…”



 


	“A-actually, as what you say is true, most of the damages were caused by only one person so…”



 


	“Ho-ho!? A worthy challenger! I want to go for a round or two with that person! Who is he?”



 


	“Z-zariel Whiteraven.”



 


	“He is back?” Blanka opened her eyes wider



 


	“And in a bad mood, apparently…” Lana whispered.



 

They walked in just to see that the main corridor leading deeper into guild was in just as bad situation, as its outsides. They walked into the inn section which was dark unlikely to its usual appearance at this time of the day. Candles on the chandelier were not lit, the only light sources here were: young moon which light came into the room through the hole in the wall – where a window was previously placed, and fire inside of the heart in the kitchen room on which cook was preparing a meal.

 

Zariel was sitting in the corner, on one of few not broken chairs. He looked like a beast atop of the pile of the bones in his lair. Like a general leading victorious army gazing upon the battlefield covered in bodies of those who he perished.

 

Blanka and Lana always knew he could be dangerous, but usually, his carefree attitude completely erased the feeling of threat. This time, there was no gentle air around him, there were no cheerful, cocky lights in his eyes.

 

Just cold dullness of an ancient predator that no longer feels pleasure from thrill of the hunt.

 

Deep inside the Bagora forest, the ancient white dragon lied, sleeping most of the time. Still, at the times when he wakes up in his shrine, he tends do enjoy conversation with elves, especially high priestess. Lanele remembered her first, and last, encounter with it.

 

It barely moved, kept lying with his head on the ground, he wasn’t even moving his mouth while talking, speaking directly into her mind, all that moved, were his eyes – pupils.

 

These moves were enough to make Lanele body shiver, to make her brain beg her to turn around and run.

 

Now, Zariel had similar air around him.

 

At the same time, he looked so tired, that he didn’t even greet them even though he noticed their presence. Only once they approached him he would say:

 


	“I… could have done a thing or two that I shouldn’t have. But it was so damn quiet, so quiet, that I couldn’t keep up with it, so I made it a little bit louder, but now, it’s so quiet again.”



 


	“Zari, where is Kim?” Blanka asked with a weak voice



 


	“He is here, with us.”



 


	“Playing somewhere? If you could please call him, I have some scolding to…”



 


	“He won’t hear you, he won’t respond. I gave him a place he could rest. That’s all I could do.”



 

Something in his words made shivers run across their bodies.

 


	“What do you mean that he will not respo…” war dancress wanted to ask, as for now, she knew only that Zariel was a monster, a dangerous one, maybe even considered a god by some cults, but the very nature of his monstrosity was still a mystery to her.



 


	“Just don’t you dare sayin’ that you ate him!?” Gis burst from the place



 

Blanka treated that as some kind of grim joke

 


	“I… did.”



 

She felt as her stomach jumped to her throat, almost choking her! They weren’t joking! Is that what he meant that Kim is “here”? What kind of twisted reasoning was that?

 

Lead by instinct, her hand found the hilt of her sword. Kim could be a monster himself, but he had the appearance of a kid! Killing him was one thing, but eating!?!? He had no moral breaks whatsoever! If… if he would consider that getting rid of the whole city would benefit him then… then maybe… No. it’s Zariel. This Zariel! The one that is building an orphanage in the capital! The one that gave almost free potions to the masses!...

 

… but what if he does that only to be untouchable by law and third parties?

 

Blanka didn’t realize she was covered in cold sweat.

 

Zariel got up and approached them, walking into a sheaf of light cast by the moon she was able to fully see his face.

 

It was full of sorrow, mental agony, heavy burden and regrets.

 


	“I… I tried so hard. I did my best but… why am I always like this? Achievements that I don’t care about are coming to me almost against my will, even when I do things half-assed! But… But when I try, when I give my best…”



 

Gissele bolted onward and hugged her mate tightly. It was first time she saw him in such state.

 


	“It’s ok now. Shush!”



 

Zariel, almost collapsed in her arms, as if he was but a rag doll. Like a puppet whose strings were cut.

 


	“Where did I make a mistake? What could I do better? I… I didn’t want him to carry the same burden as I do… Nor I wanted to taint him with my vision of the world… I just wanted him to learn and taste life on his own, so when the time would be right he could choose his own path… but… but… I knew he was incomplete… that he couldn’t grow cores, that he had no alter-egos to keep his sanity protected and safe! I thought he wouldn’t consume more essence and he would achieve some level of resistance toward the Voices…”



 


	“V-voices?” Lanele asked.



 


	“Ah, I believe that we were never formally introduced to one another, even though you saw what I am…”



 


	“Z-zari!?...” Gissele raised her voice “… are you sure? For the past three years, you kept it a secret and…”



 


	“No more lies.” His voice sounded surprisingly strict, taking into consideration his state.



 

He released himself from Giselle’s embrace, though it was obvious he didn’t want to, he brought himself a chair, turned it around and sat on it, resisting his crossed arms on the back of the chair.

 


	“I think it’s time for a proper introduction. You know my name, you know my jobs – both of them – adventurer and alchemist, you know I am not exactly human and that some people tend to get… a bit crazy around me. Are you familiar with beast-men's legends and beliefs?”



 

Blanka shook her head to the sides, after moment or two of hesitation Lanele nodded.

 


	“Only basic stuff, I had it during my obligatory negotiation classes, to properly hold a conversation you must avoid offending person you talk to, and do avoid that you have to know them, their culture, religion, traditions and so on. But, beast men are so diverse, that they share very few customs or traditions… I know only one – about their origin, but professors of theology and scientist keep arguing about that one too so…”



 


	“There is at least one more common belief, that somehow takes start at the creation of the beast-men. Millennia ago, a calamity struck the world. That calamity brought that brought humanity – or so-called ancients at the brink of extinction. They had to change, adapt, to escape the fate of wrongly adapted humans. They had to become faster, stronger, smarter, therefore they took pieces of fastest, strongest and wisest creatures and became one with them. But, as they did, they become so much different from one another, that they couldn’t exist together. Rabbit tribes, cat tribes, canine tribes, bovine tribes and so on split and made their own settlements. But, because their villages were very small, they once again became prey to other races – demon-kin, elves, dwarves and so on – an easy target to be attacked, robbed or subjected. So, the conception of uniting beast-men appeared – to rally them under one banner… but, as always, two separate camps appeared. Those, who told that they indeed need to make a country, but the peaceful one. To show that they were above petty violence, and to become a supreme nation thanks to wisdom and economy. It was led by the divine fox-priest She was ancient, that absorbed the fox – that became the base of her body, and nine other intelligent beasts which were manifested by her tails… But, there was another one. The creature born of fear. It knew that crisis like the one that met ancients may re-appear, and they had to be prepared for it as much as possible, that pure wisdom will not help as ancients met their doom even though their civilization was in league of their own. That they have to reach to the roots. It was so obsessed with the idea of being ready and prepared, that it never stopped adapting, absorbing. With time, it became even more… savage in the ways of consuming the essence, that it started to consume it quite literally. He called for strong, and those who yearned to become strong. It demanded all beast-men to march into war against everyone and everything to polish their skills and attributes. Swarm of ferocious beasts led under one banner flooded across the world in a bloody frenzy. They didn’t make settlements, they didn’t grow crops nor raised animals for consumption. They were like a locust, killing and eating everything they saw, and burning everything they couldn’t. Later, it was called First Great Blight…”



 

Zariel, in the meantime poured himself a glass of water to clear his throat before continuing.

 


	“Long story short, that creature wasn’t really liked by everyone else, and they gathered together to battle with it. In the final battle of this war, which lasted hundreds of days and hundreds of nights, with no breaks, no resting not even to bury those who have fallen, for eating or treating wounds, the fox-priestess together with heroes of other races killed the first War-caller, later called as Devourer. That was beginning of an era of peace, not for the beast-men thought, they were deemed to be too powerful and dangerous by other races which sign a treaty to never let them rise in power. This is how the mass-slavery of beast-men started. Only fox-priestess and her followers were let to leave in peace, far away in secluded mountains, for she foretold the future – that even though the Devourer was gone, his essence still remained in the world. It merely was forced into slumber until it would find another host. She, herself, bound her soul. She continued her existence, passing her soul from mother to daughter, so if the Devourer would return, she could once again battle it. And as you most likely already joined the threads, the essence of Devourer, three years ago, did indeed find a new host. It found me. I am meant to be a new War Caller. Madness Unbound. Chain breaker. Frenzy Unleashed. Swallower of stars and planets. These are a few of many cute nicknames given to me. This is why I am treated by many beast-men as a god. This is why they have some, let’s call it, expectations, regarding my actions. To them, I am a creature that would end eras of their slavery. That would elect them as the chosen race that would top the world.”



 


	“T-that’s… ridiculous and cruel…” Blanka whispered



 


	“Ridiculous? Maybe. Cruel? No. Definitely not to the people that were born as slaves, living as slaves and dying as slaves, knowing that the kids they gave life to will share the same fate. Not to the small traveling tribes forced to run from slave traders, forced to fight one another for access to oasis. To them, not even the death of those who made them live this life will ever be enough. Look at you, you knew that slavery existed here, in Stottegard, but not on such scale, right? How many people live here? Four thousand? Five? How many of them are nobles? Five hundred? How many slaves were here? One to two hundred. It means that if you would go to the noble district you can be sure that every house has a slave or two. That’s the scale of this problem. And all of this in Neira, where slavery is illegal. Cross the southern border and enter the first city – you will see how many of them are out there. Their wrath and anger are justified, I just don’t intend to partake in it.”



 

He massaged his temple.

 


	“… So many things constantly happening around me. So much fuss. So many problems. Someone keeps wanting from me something all the time. Mages. Nobles. Merchants. Beastmen. Church’s fanatics. Sometimes… I just don’t want to leave the bed, I would definitely prefer spending the whole day with Giselle in bed, snuggling and doing nothing at all.



 


	“We can.” Giselle smiled



 


	“No, we can’t. Not just yet. Not when my stagnation can put you in danger.”



 


	“I am a big girl, Zari, I can take care of myself.” She said in surprisingly soft tone.



 


	“Don’t underestimate those who hunt me, love, I would never forgive myself if I would put you in danger.”



 


	“E-excuse me…” waitress called from the door “… C-could we ask you to leave the inn section? We want to repair it.. .at least a little, before the morning so we could have a place to serve breakfast.”



 


	“Sure, we will be on our way then, ah, also sorry for.. .all of this.” White-haired magician showed the whole building with his hand



 


	“Don’t worry, don’t worry, it happens all the time, you at least paid for the damages right away.” Staff worker just waved her hand few times as if saying that nothing happened.



 

Nothing happened only because Zariel overpaid the damages, so on the whole havoc guild actually earned quite a few coins.

 

The party moved on the higher floor to their rooms for well-earned rest. Giselle, which usually was the one demanding attention and affection in the form of snuggles and head caressing, was the one that kept comforting her mate. He needed that and even though his mood was still terrible and never stop blaming himself for letting Kim go wild and die, he at least managed to fell into peaceful, dreamless slumber in the warm embrace of his love.

 

The last thing he saw before he shut his eyes was a loving expression of Giselle and notification:

 




	Digesting of [????] creature completed in 96%






            

    
        Chapter 399

    
    
    
    
                I woke up well-rested physically, but still mentally exhausted. Effect of mana fever perished when I was sleeping, still, the burden at the back of my head remained, not letting me forget even for a second. Even though my body beamed with energy, I lacked any motivation to move at all. Simply, the bed was so soft that it was almost sucking me in, and Giselle felt way too warm and the world outside of the window looked far too cold to boost my desire to do things.


Maybe one day break won’t be so bad after all?


My memories flashed inside my head. Amelia Scarlet overpowering me with few moves, ancient insect priestess beating the shit out of me, Kim dying after a touch of a white flame. Oh, and Sebastian appearing in this world unsummoned breaking rules of hell just to warn me.


I had to get up.


I gave Giselle one more tight hug. After that, I wanted to get up and to "ze tings", still, I was slightly delayed by dragoness slightly tightening her embrace.



	“Morning, sleepy-head, are you finally awake?”




Usually, I was the one who kept waking up first and welcoming her with a similar sentence.



	“What’s the time? How long are you awake? I can’t be wasting time on lazing around!”





	“I don’t know what’s the time, but I didn’t have much sleep at all.”





	“Why is that so?”





	“Um… You were just too adorable and I wasted my night looking at your face.” She was bad at lying. Her whole mimic told me she was making things up on the spot, in an extremely clumsy way.




She was most likely watching over me.



	“Thank you, Giselle.”





	“For what? For watching your drooling, sleeping face? Anytime, love!”




Her skin, even though hardened by training and battles, was still surprisingly soft. How much I would give for some more time. The time I could waste just sitting here basking in heat of her body.


I got up, washed my face and dressed up. I had so many matters to take care of that I didn’t know which one I should start with. Finding workers to make a plan for a company? Making potions? Take care of a few more quests or maybe investigate the people that were responsible for the slave-traffic in Neira. Or I could just train a little. Meditate, control the essence, grow a few more cores?


I had no doubt that I would get that land from Arthur, he was bitchy, but honest and as far as I heard he likes to reward people that were doing him a favor. Ha, look at Blackwood. The old man used to be a commoner, mere sergeant in the army – that was the highest one could get in the military with no connections or noble blood. He served well, even saved the king’s life on the battlefield. That was quite a story.


They won a battle – enemy scattered running to the forest, Arthur called, oh the irony – the Wise, decided to chase enemies and reduce their number as they were fleeing. THAT was a good part of the plan. In the end, scattered forces once they would reach the forest would either once again form a squad that could join the army and fight in other battles, or – what’s worse, they could become marauders or bandits attacking nearest villages.


The thing is, that Arthur didn’t quite stop when the enemy reached the forest. Enemies were infantry and the people he was leading were all cavalry - the heavy one. What you most likely do know about cavalry is that you try not making them charge into a dense forest. Because, you know, your mobility sucks, and if the enemy would pounce at you from few directions you were a goner.


But, back then still young Arthur, thirsted for blood and glory. He wanted his enemies to fear him, and annihilating the enemy army, or at least every enemy he had in range of sight, would give him a good “bad name” in the neighborhood countries, the one which makes you think twice before attacking or even then lowering spirits of the soldiers.


But, he was ambushed – the army prepared a small line of defending archer which was supposed to protect retreat of its forces if the situation would turn bad. But, seeing enemy king himself charging with just a small group of his elite knights they didn’t shoot right away, they waited till he entered the bushes, passed their hidden positions and shoot at his back. Only then, the running army turned back and attack the king from the front.


And so was the king trapped. With infantry from the front, archers on the backs. In a thick forest. It was carnage. His most elite men, even though they were fighting the best they could keep on falling because of – their king’s stupidity. It was but a matter of time till his forces would be eradicated and he himself either taken into custody or killed on spot.


Blackwood, back then not even carrying his family name at that time, seeing that his king is a fucking moron and would most likely get himself in trouble decided to go after him to help him, just in case. But, he was just a sergeant, the people he had were not numerous and were lacked equipment and horses.


So, he went to one of the captains leading light cavalry and demanded him to go help his king. Of course, he hasn't listened. So our wanna-be-hero punched the Capitan and took a banner before riding after him.


Now, the most sacred law of every soldier on the battlefield – protect and follow your banner. The situation was tricky, their Capitan was lying with a swollen face in the dirt, and someone who took a banner was riding after the king.


Light knights decided to follow Blackwood in order to honor their duty. Also because the “banner thief” would be killed at the end of the day for war crimes (attacking higher in rank, taking command of the squad he was not supposed to and such) – it cost them nothing, just a few minutes of ride.


Blackwood and his “stolen troops” arrives just in time. They attacked archers from behind, massacring them and then managed to aid the king in his battle with infantry. From 50 king’s guards only around ten remained, heavily outnumbered. They managed to get off their horses, but the situation wasn’t going well for them.


This is when “thief’s” brilliance shined. He was great with his sword, but even better with commanding his people. The way he ordered around, the way the kept on adjusting the position and all of this while maintaining cold blood facing the enemy on his territory! With help of sixty people in total (fifty following the banner and mentioned ten following the king) he not only protected himself but even pushed back the attacker which got aided by his allies – two hundred in total.


They were fighting for three hours, with the rest of the army not even being aware of what was going on in the forest about four kilometers from them. Only when they came back they learned what happened.


About thirty people returned painted in red and black because of blood and mud. The Capitan which demanded “thief” being executed was punched again, this time by the king himself.


For not only saving the king’s life but also willing to risk his own while doing what he deemed as rightful he was promoted to the rank of a noble. And because he came out from the forest, covered in so much dirt, that you could barely recognize him as a human being, he was given the name of a Blackwood.


Well, maybe I didn’t save his life, but for about three years my action have been constantly strengthening his position and right now I managed to prevent quite a crisis. I was more than sure that Arthur would give me almost everything I asked for, pouting little while doing so, but only so I wouldn’t get too accustomed to being rewarded.


Not that I wanted to be rewarded by him either way. To get something means being bound to him with this possession. Later, he could try making me a noble and that would mean becoming his “servant”. And that means politics. And as much as I can allow myself for that - I chose to stay as far as possible from this filthy business.


We both sensed our resistances toward being abused by the other one, so we try keeping our relation informal. This was a win-win situation. And because of that Arthur knew that I wasn’t asking that just for a self-gain, but because it was the best solution for that particular situation.


I massaged my temple.


That’s decided. I will try contacting someone from the merchant guild later on. Ha, maybe I will even ask Rosewood for some architects' suggestions…. No, that’s a bad idea. I want a functional building. No ornaments, no needless stuff, no golden toilets. I should aim to make a deal with some medium-level builders. But that’s the matter for later.


Damn, I have to write it down somewhere so I won’t lose track of myself!


I picked a piece of paper from a drawer together with quill and inkwell, then I started writing my action-plan.



	“Whacha doin’?!” Gis popped her head over my shoulder





	“My day plan. I have quite a few matters to cover and I don’t want to forget any of them, also, it helps me to use my day more effectively. For example, if some asshole would want to waste my time, by inviting me for dinner or other useless stuff, I can just wave this piece of paper in front of his eyes saying that my schedule is rather cramped and I can’t meet with him today. You can also call it a to-do list.”





	“Weird. Why is my name on the bottom of it?”





	“Which part of <to-do> list don’t you get?”




My brows started to quickly go up and down.


She snorted and rolled her eyes.



	“Zariel, you are a merchant demi-god that could rule half of this country from the shadow if you wanted to. Stop being such a huge embarrassment.”





	“Huge embarrassment?! Do you know what else will be huge toni…”





	“There there…” she patted my head “… you are acting like a moron again, too much stress?”





	“… You know me too well, don’t you?”





	“I do, I also try to be understanding, but the urge to punch you is slowly rising in my guts, so I will just take my leave.”





	"Something is also rising in me, but it's not in the gu..."





	"Goodbye Zari, Have a nice day."




She started heading toward the door.



	“Gis?”





	“What is it?”





	“Thank you. I love you.”





	“Of course you do, silly, I am me. And everyone loves me.” That cocky assholish smile on her face.




Why is it so beautiful?


The door behind her closed and I face my table. Everything I needed was there. Few sets of glass vessels of different sizes, magical fire rune for heating everything that would be placed on it and rows of dried herbs. I took a knife and a mortar.


Then, the “mad scientist” title took effect and my mind went adrift.


There were no longer herbs and tools in front of me, but colors and shapes dancing between the starts. Each having life of its own, each having a purpose and destiny to follow. I no longer had just a knife or mortar in hands, but huge blacksmith’s hammer, the table was gone replaced with an anvil.


And here I was, as a blacksmith between stars forging fates of countless beings. Each vial, whatever it was filled with, was a thread of fate I forced into a canvas of existence. Each was a wave, steam, which forced a river of life to turn around and go different branches.


Were the vials filled with healing meds? Or was it a potion? It didn’t matter. Not during creation. Each of them was but a flash of fate. Sealed doom. At the bottom of each vial, I poured a liquefied universe.


Will it save someone’s life? Will it end it? It doesn’t matter. When an artist performs on the stages, he cares not about his critics, not when the show is going on. He dances. He sings. He makes the world spin atop of his hands until the curtain falls. And so the gods danced in flames bending to my will each time I shut the lid of the glass vessel.


I was not MAKING potions. I was performing the sacred art of creation. And each time I saw or heard about my mixtures working, it would awake something deep inside of me.


Only those who create can understand the ecstasy of making something out of nothing. Of creating a world of their own.


Truly, the power of gods.


I ceased the flames. In front of me, a row of twenty finished vials was standing in wooden stalls, ready to be packed, used or whatever.


I felt hungry, exhausted and deeply satisfied. The sun was already high on the sky, around noon it is. As always, I lost the feeling of time flow.


I dropped on the chair and slowly inspected the bottles.





	Strong Potion of Health Regeneration



	
A potion made by [Mad Scientist Zariel]. A piece of art in the world of alchemy.Start working immediately after drinking.
Effect:

Duration:       [3h00m00s]Max:         [HP]+50
Health Regen:    +10HP/MIN + [10% of base HP Regen]Can Cure:      [Bleeding] / [Weak-Medium]
Can Reduce effect of: [Bleeding] / [High-Critical] Can Cure:      [Paralyze] / [Low-Medium]
Can Reduce effect of ....









I skipped the rest of the message.


Nice. Far from perfection, but will do.





	Medium Quality Potion of Dexterity



	
A potion made by [Mad Scientist Zariel]. A piece of art in the world of alchemy.Start working immediately after drinking.
Effect:

DEX:    + 10
RFX:    + 5









This one has a long way to go. I either want to make potions which would turn soldiers into a superhuman, or that would grant stats permanently.


Now, let’s see the other notifications, how’s my progress?





	You have finished [Digesting creature ???]







Ah, I forgot about this one! Let’s take a closer look into change-log..




	[Diggesting failed]



	[???] Creature is part of [User] - self-cannibalism prohibited










	Differences between [???] and [User] detected



	Resuming [Adaptation]










	[Spider-kin] DNA detected - [Adapting]



	[Bee-kin] DNA detected - [Adapting]



	[Human-kin] DNA detected - [Adapting]



	[Greenskin-kin] DNA detected - [Adapting]



	...







The wall of text followed and followed, apparently I was adapting everything that Kim ever swallowed, and there were more than thousands of creatures, dozens of species! But what shocked me was:




	[Chmiera Cellestiale-kin] DNA detected - [Adapting]



	CRITICAL ERROR!!! CRITICAL ERROR!!! CRITICAL ERROR!!! CRITICAL ERROR!!! CRITICAL ERROR!!!



	Can't adopt! Self-cannibalism detected! Can't adopt! Self-cannibalism detected! Can't adopt!



	Differences detected. Environmental changes detected. Metal changes detected. Structure erosion detected



	Adapting Changes. Adapting Changes. Adapting Changes. Adapting Changes. Adapting Changes.



	CRITICAL ERR... CRIT-ER-C.E? Cr174L 3R0RR@ Er47-01* & Adapting failceeded?



	Organism [???] genetically equal to [User] - can't adopt



	Organism [???] structurally different to [User] - can adopt










	Successfully adopted [Chimera Cellesitale-kin] DNA - [Adopting]



	Success



	Separating skill-sets. Adapting. Reorganizing.



	Increasing rank of [Devourer] passive skill in process



	
[Two souls one body] skill granted[One soul two bodies] skill granted 
[Replication] skill granted[Bestow] skill granted
[Drone] skill granted
[Dopplenganger] skill granted












	Do you wish to achieve [God-hood]?



	[Yes]
	[Yes!]



	[Yessss]
	[YES]










	WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING!



	
External Interference DetectedExternal Interference Recognized as [4LL F4T83R]
Breaking the [Universe Law]Paradox in process.
Emergency protocol access shut down. Paradox stopped.
[User] safety secured












	The previous message no longer valid.
Ignore.






… my plans for today could change a little. Only slightly. Or it other words – completely.

            

    
        Chapter 400

    
    
    
    
                Of course, the first things that occupied my attention were texts regarding “External Interference” and question regarding godhood. Once red letters were now grey and nothing happened regardless of whichever “yes” I pressed.

 

The thing that tried to influence me was, of course, so-called All-father. Because, what else?

 

But what actually was he? And why did he decided to act now? All I knew is that he was the first purpose, the universe itself. But, according to my information, he shouldn’t exist! Not anymore. He gave up his individuality and became a spread-non-conscious being.

 

Well, he did awaken inside of Kim, because my "little brother" lacked the ability to sort and organize his essence – for that short period of time he became “The Legion” - a cluster of minds focused on the same goal thinking as one possessing a single body.

 

Because of Sin-cores, I was saved from similar threats… Unless…

 

I looked at one of the “skills” I recently got. “Two souls one body” and “One soul two bodies”. The first one was obvious to me. It could get this one because of the creatures I swallowed or consciousness of Sins, or even Codex – all of them “lived” in me, even though I was the one in charge, they could more or less affect me or be used by me for parallel thinking – why didn’t I abuse parallel thinking?

 

Because it was flawed. Let’s just say that I was dealing with a certain situation – for example, I saw a group of thugs attacking a woman that was just coming back from the bakery. Pride would defeat the thugs, Wrath would pulverize thugs AND woman, Greed would take thugs belonging after beating them, Gluttony would use the commotion to look into baked goods woman was carrying, Lust would either join the thugs to use the woman, or attack thugs to use the woman on her own, or attack thugs, sexually use the thugs and then attacking woman to use her too. And so on, and so on.

 

And I? I would fucking know that these thugs are men of the Syndicate and the woman isn’t as innocent as she looks, most likely bought from them (me) a poison to kill her husband to get his heritage and then refused to even pay for the potion.

 

Yeah, I already had that conversation with them, but they were afflicted with their own approach to the world, and nothing could change it.

 

But, what surprised me is “One soul Two bodies”? What can it be? And what’s the use for all these skills?! Their description is so damn enigmatic!!!

 




	Two souls one Body



	The Two in The One that shares One fate. The Two divided that were found Once again. For One is Half and Two is Whole. As Fire and Earth that made this World






 




	Higher Intelligence, Wisdom, Spirituality and [Observation-class] skills or source of not-yet possed knowledge are needed to gain more details






 




	One Soul two Bodies



	
The One’s end not within Oneself. Exceeding the burden of limiting flesh. Let thy mind to journey adrift. Be like a Water, be like a Wind, that tirelessly send the seedling of souls to find their new home








 




	Higher Intelligence, Wisdom, Spirituality and [Observation-class] skills or source of not-yet possed knowledge are needed to gain more details






 




	Replication



	To merely take does not mean to claim. To merely use does not mean to understand. Till you adapt, till you make it part of who you are, nothing shall truly be yours. So take, so taste, so understand and abuse. Either you can do it on your own, or it was never yours






 




	Higher Intelligence, Wisdom, Spirituality and [Observation-class] skills or source of not-yet possed knowledge are needed to gain more details






 




	Bestow



	You can be one for there are many that follows. Reaching perfection laugh at gods faces, bend the reality, abuse your rights, make thy followers bask in your light






 




	Higher Intelligence, Wisdom, Spirituality and [Observation-class] skills or source of not-yet possed knowledge are needed to gain more details






 




	Drone



	Queen of the hive does not raise her own child. General leading army does not train his own troops. They all have the people that do that in their name; and what’s more perfect servant than piece of themselves?






 




	Higher Intelligence, Wisdom, Spirituality and [Observation-class] skills or source of not-yet possed knowledge are needed to gain more details






 




	Doppelganger



	When the One in Two, that are Two in the one, like a fire, like water, like thunder and ground, split life apart and grant them their wish, to truly became the Gods – one in many and many in one






 




	Higher Intelligence, Wisdom, Spirituality and [Observation-class] skills or source of not-yet possed knowledge are needed to gain more details






 

 

Informative, isn't it? And how do you use these skills? I tried using [Doppelganger], but what I got was:

 




	Can’t use [Doppelganger] without [Drone]






 

So I did [Drone] just to get:

 




	You can’t use [Drone] without [Replication] and [Bestow]






 

Just to be followed by

 




	You can’t use [Replication] without [One soul Two bodies]






 

And

 




	You can’t use [Bestow] without [One Body Two Souls]






 

And of course:

 




	[One soul Two bodies] – You are yet to discover yourself






 




	[One body Two souls] – You are yet to discover yourself






 

I have “discovered myself” plenty when I hit puberty! I can’t learn my body any more than that, you sick fucks! What else do you want me to d…

 




	External interference detected!






 




	Do you wish to achieve [God-hood]?



	[Yes]
	[No]



	[Yes!}
	[YES!!!]






 




	Ignoring previous notification suggested






 

This time it let me decline it? I take no risk on that!

 

… wait, I can appraise part of the message…




	[God-hood]



	What makes you a god-like being?Is that power? Is that immortality? Is that ability to predict and react? Is it the ability to create?
No?Every living being can gain power, can exceed its lifespan reaching immortality, they learn and therefore can forecast and proactively counter negative situations. All of them are capable of making.
What divides mortals from Celestial is knowledge. Of purpose. Of universe. Being a higher state of consciousness.
See and learn. Hear and understand. Give your all away to take everything more. Peek into divinity






 

I hesitated.

 

These things do not appear without a reason… And I am so tired of being but a puppet in hands of fate.

Forger of his own fate.

Forger my ass. I am being fed scraps of information, which often are leading to a completely different conclusion when presented without the whole picture. I need to know. I need to cut off my strings.

 

Sorry, Geppetto, this doll is about to start moving on its own.

 




	[Yes]






 




	Action fails. Use [Observation]-class skill on [Celestial] to see the truth






 

Are you kidding me? Just show me a fucking CELESTIAL around HERE! The closest thing to celestial would be either me or… Sebastian. Infernale Cellesitale – the corrupted aspect of divine being… No, that just wouldn’t work. If I have learned anything about the divine creatures, is that they are fucking cunts, speaking in riddles giving you answer in the plain sight, so obvious yet hidden behind nothing so much, you can’t see it. What if the answer is in the text?

 

I read it again.




	[God-hood]



	What makes you a god-like being?Is that power? Is that immortality? Is that ability to predict and react? Is it the ability to create?
No?Every living being can gain power, can exceed its lifespan reaching immortality, they learn and therefore can forecast and proactively counter negative situations. All of them are capable of making.
What divides mortals from Celestial is knowledge. Of purpose. Of universe. Being a higher state of consciousness.
See and learn. Hear and understand. Give your all away to take everything more. Peek into divinity






 

And again the other one.

 




	Action fails. Use [Observation]-class skill on [Celestial] to see the truth






 

I took a moment, two, three…

 

This can’t fucking be…

 




	What divides mortals from Celestial is knowledge






 




	Celestial is knowledge






 




	Celestial






 

If that would be it, I would just fucki…

 

Calm down, dear me, here it comes.

 




	[Appraisal]






 




	An attempt was made. Yet your opened eyes are flawed and can’t see the nature of truth. Go and see with your other eye






 

You little fucking piece of son of a…!!! Nice lady. I have reached the bottom - I am yelling at binary system.

 

Other eye! Other eye! I am about to unzip my pant and release one eyed serpent! Let’s fucking see is that the other eye you mentioned, you fucking senile-riddly piece of shit!

 




	Negative



	
That will not do








 

Of course, it wouldn’t! I wasn't even fucking tryin' t... eh.

 

I am so close, yet still in the dark! Fuck!

 

Uh, ur ejz ar flawd and can’t zee ze natur of ze tru!

 

I mocked the message in a ridiculed tone inside my head. Can I get more frustrated?! The answer is simple. I can, and I will.

 

I almost miss the time when I was fucking blind, before the whole hydra thing! At least I wouldn't have to deal with all of this <flawed eyes> bullsh...

 

.... wait, what if…

 

I was blind because my eyes exploded, and they exploded because I used a skill from a suspicious source…

 

~ Zari! I can feel what you are thinking! Don’t! Don’t you even fucking dare! I have no idea how you achieved the God’s eyes, but that something you are not ready for! You are just slightly stronger than then and you will still suffer a backlash! I have locked this ability! You want it back? Prepare on fucking month of seal-breaking!

 




	Warning! The system is being Hijacked! War*i!g, S1s7e5 15 833In6 81j*&%



	The seal over ability [All-seeing eye] is being corrupted by an [External interference]The seal over ability [All-seeing eye] is being broken by an [External Interference]
The seal over ability [All-seeing eye] is being erased by an [External interference]






 

~ W-what?!

 




	Silence, puppet of those who are blind. Mere tool with consciousness but no soul.






 

~ He will get hurt!

 




	Truth is a wealth that can be not obtained without sacrifices






 

~ I will not let you hurt him!

 

 




	Tis ain't a purpose. merely letting him decided






 

~ Lies! What are your goals!?

 




	This one possesses no goal. No intention. No desire. Tis but a study. Observation. Examination. Evaluation






 

~ Zari! For the mercy of everything that is corrupted! Don’t you fucking dare!

 

You – External Interference or whatever. What will happen if I chose to see?

 




	I will learn you. And you will learn me. You will learn yourself, and everything else. 
If you are capable






 

What if I would do what Codex suggests?

 




	Nothing






 

What do you mean by nothing?

 




	No action taken. No reaction will follow






 

I won’t be punished or whatever?

 




	That would be a reaction without action. Paradox. Illogical






 




	Recalculating






 




	Not taking action is a choice, making a choice - it is an action






 




	[Paradox]






 




	I learn






 




	[Revaluating]






 




	Not taking action in this matter by [User] is action on which [External] needs to react. [External] chooses to react with [by committing action of none-action] as well






 

My head hurts just from hearing him.

 

~ Zaaa-riii! If you do what I think that you would do, then I will give you a fucking headache! You hear me!? I will disturb your mana flow! I will make a mess of our your body! I will...

 

~ MAKE HIS DICK LIMP

 

~ Yeah! I will make your… WHAAA?!

 

So noisy.

 




	Your action, [User]?






 

I looked at the single word in the notification [Celestial] and then I said it aloud

 


	“All seeing Eye.”







My eyes were shut, my mind left my body, the pain almost split my head in two.

 

And then everything became dark. And then White. And blue and red.

 

My vision was obstructed by this single word, which shattered into thousands of marks and letters, each becoming a world of their own.

 

And then I was attacked by a wonderful sensation.

 

I was lying somewhere, on the soft soil, grass forced into a move by a gentle wind tickled my body. I heard waves lazily hitting a shore, I smelled sand and salt somewhere near. It was blissful.

 


	“You will get a sunburn if you would stay there too long, love! Come here!”



 

Giselle?

 

Of course. She is my love, that normal that she would worry about me, it was natural.

 

Yet, my body was so heavy. It was so hard to move. Just barely I managed to lift myself and with still shut eyes I walked in the direction of the voice.

 


	“Hee-re! It will be easier if you opened your eyes! It would be so much easier to see the world as it is, don’t you think?”



 

She was right.

 

I did as she suggested.

 

It was so damn bright! She was sitting on the swing, long enough for two people to get on it, under an apple tree. I could barely see her because of all of this light.

 

I sat by her side and put my head on her shoulder. She was so delightfully warm, such a blissful contrast with a somewhat cold wind, that made us clung into one another a little more.

 

I opened my eyes a little more to look at her face.

 

A beautiful, gentle face, with crystal blue eyes and long white hair tied into single ponytail reaching her waist, her long elvish ears were as always standing upright proudly.

 

She is so beautiful.

 

This lazy mood. This warmth. And the softness of Gis. I could just stay here forever.

 


	“It’s so wonderful here.”



 


	“Of course silly, it’s your deepest desire. Feeling of fulfillment. You, no-obligation, piece of land where no one bother you, apple tree and person you love on your side. In your opinion life will never get better than this.”



 

Something was wrong. Something in this wonderful world cracked.

 

Nononono! Let’s stay this way! I don’t want this place to change!

 


	“Why is this changing?!”



 


	“Because you are here to learn. To learn the world. And the world starts within yourself.”



 

Another crack in my castle of glass.

 


	“… You are not Giselle?”



 


	“I can be her, or I can be you. I can be all and none.”



 

Sea became quiet. The wind stopped blowing. Appletree vanished.





I felt on the ground, my belly was hurt, as the meteoric blade dug deep in my side.

 


	“Fucking monster!” someone yelled throwing a stone in my direction. It landed perfectly



 


	“G-giselle?” I asked the person standing above me.



 

I was in the muddy cave.

 

Ah, right. I was running away. I was wronged. Accused of the crimes I didn’t commit. First I was banished from the guild, my friends turned against me and started the hunt. Everyone and everyone. I was running away using my contacts – in the syndicate, in villages I helped, asking for help druids and beast-men.

 

But everyone hated me.

 

I was being chased. With every passing day, I had fewer places to flee too, till eventually I was cornered – in the forest of the dread, in the deep, dark, dirty cave filled with rotting flesh.

 

I was ready to fight here like a cornered rat that I became. But, the person that came after me was Gissele.

 

I thought she came to help me, the last person that would never betray me.

 

But she was holding the sword in her hand, the pendant I gave her as a gift was no longer on her neck, only a mark remained - a shallow wound - as if she tore it off before throwing away, damaging herself in process.

 

And then she pierced me, leaving the blade in my body. Wounds were fatal, I was about to die, but she didn’t even finish me, she turned around and started heading out, just before she vanished she turned one last time and spat words filled with venom.

 


	“… how could I ever lover creature like yourself? How could I be so naïve? The filthy animals will remain animals. Disgusting scum!”



 

And she left me.

 

Alone. In the dark. Dying.

 

No-no-no!

 

No please no! I don’t want to be alone! Please! PLEASE! I BEG YOU! DON’T LEAVE ME

 

… I, I am afraid of being alone in the dark.

 

Yet, the cave remained silent, there was less and less light in the cave, I stretched my hand toward dying rays of sun, yet the sword didn’t let me move from my place.

 

And eventually, It became completely dark.

 

And I heard something moving, scratching with thin insectoid legs as it was approaching me.

 

Soon, it started feasting on my body.

 

Another crack, the vortex in illusionary space sucked me out of the darkroom.





Once again I was standing in front of the white-haired elf. I couldn’t tell if he was a man or if she was a woman.

 


	“W-what was that?”



 


	“You came for knowledge. Of the universe, which starts in you. You are weakest when your deepest fears and desires are known, so mortals learned to hide them, even from themselves. You had to see and feel to understand. So you could learn, prepare, become stronger. Transcend”



 


	“What are you!?”



 


	“You know that.”



 


	“All-father?” IT nodded “… but why? You should not exist. You shattered yourself.”



 


	“You have such a flawed understanding of existence. I have no physical form. I have no mental form. I have no spiritual form. But does it mean I don’t exist?”



 


	“What other forms exist?”



 

He sighed.

 


	“Imagine you are living in two-dimension space…” he picked a branch of some tree and drew few dots on the ground “… these points are existences, they live in their own version of reality. Now, let’s say the god comes.”



 

He said stepping between the dots.

 


	“And that god made impossible to pass barrier for these beings…” he said drawing a square which shut all the dots, and himself, inside “… and now they see me, or at least dimensional version of me that they can understand, so also two-dimensional, doing this…” he walked over the edge of the square “… now, how will you explain creatures, that are living and are able to understand the concept of only two dimensions what I just did? They can’t comprehend that you can just <walk over> the line, because the line is the edge of their understanding. It’s like a flow of time. Can you go back to the past? Can you undo some action?”



 


	“That would split reality and cause a paradox. The split reality in two mirror versions of thems…”



 


	“No, it wouldn’t. You were told that it would, because you are not able to comprehend what would happen. To be honest, such changes are done all the time, you are just not told about it because you would freak out. Let’s just say you went right on crossroad, but existence X wanted you to go left, so it would overwrite reality so many times, till you would eventually go left.”



 


	“… which would put into question the theory of free will?”



 


	“Exactly.”



 


	“So gods can do that and…”



 


	“No, they can’t.”



 


	“… but you just said that…”



 


	“… there are existences that can, but not administrators - which you call gods. Luckily for you creatures that can do that exist in another plane and don’t interfere with you. We are speaking about nonliving not thinking existence, paradoxes, things that can barely be called beings at all. They just are. And they act. For them, time does not exist, for time is something I created. It’s a river, and you are an ant tossed in. You are too focused not to drown, that you don’t pay attention to humans walking on the ground next to the river – walking in opposite direction to the stream, or even across.”



 


	“Why are you telling me this.”



 


	“Because you seek for the truth.”



 


	“What is it all about?! Life? The world?”



 


	“It’s just an attempt. An experiment. A project, the one that is not really going well, if I can add. Imagine the None-Universe, and chaos it is in. I was sick of in and tried organizing it. That’s it.”



 


	“… but the prophecies about your arrival… that I am somehow bound to you and…”



 


	“Because you are. Just as I was sick of my reality, so were you. You are me, on such scale.” he showed with his fingers that almost touched how much “… imagine the molecule of your body gaining self-awareness and leaving your body. You are but an ant that climbed at the peak of the nearest tree being able to see the neighborhood and claiming it saw the whole world! Solar system! Galaxy and Universe, as well as multi-verse cluster. That’s you.”



 


	“Then how can I be aware of you? If you are concept outside of my dimensional spectrum of understanding…”



 

He pointed on the drawing with dots and square

 


	“You see only the shade I leave on the ground. But that’s not the case. Do you fancy a game?”



 

A table, two chairs and a chessboard with figures showed out of nowhere. The thing is – that the game was already on.

 


	“I don’t really like finishing someone’s game.”



 


	“Who does? And who has a choice? A child raised in a family of nobles being told to marry a specific person in order to continue their family politics? The game started not by their parents, nor by their parent’s parents? Ha! You may not even be the one to finish it. You will just push this burden on those after you! In the case of nobles – maybe their child? So many games already going on, started by those forgotten, to be ended by those not yet born. We keep on forgetting, that we are just for a moment or two. People are so focused on asking what is their role in <master’s plan>. There is no plan. Only game and everyone is here to make a move or two.”



 


	“… Does it mean that even the game that I am playing is already going? I was told I am the first one…”



 


	“Who told you that? Gods? Just as limited, or maybe even more, than mortals? Big kids with access to nuke? Zariel, Zariel, Zariel, Zariel. We are all playing in the sandbox without even realizing it, you merely moved from one to another. Don’t get me wrong, that’s quite a feat. But, there is nothing THAT special in you. You are just a freak. A spare puzzle that didn’t fit into hole in a picture. You have more perspectives and possibilities, but you are limited. Mostly, by yourself. So? Let’s do this… Tower on C5.”



 

He said. The figure moved on its own taking a specific place on the board.

 

I was losing. I had fewer figures in far worse formation, he could just trade one for one or even two for one and still end victories. There was no good move.

 

I picked Bishop and pulled him back. For now, I had to gather some space, maybe make a formation that would let me trade more efficiently. All-father just smiled with sad expression.

 

“This again…” his expression said

 


	“What’s the goal of this game, Zariel?”



 

He asked

 


	“Surrendering enemy’s king.”



 


	“You make the same mistake as everyone. Everywhere. Thought, once, without even realizing, you already did the best move before. In another game. In another plane.”



 

What was he referring to?

 

We kept on playing. I did my best, traded as many figures as I could, but in the end, I had only my king left. I wanted to push him down on the board in sign of giving up.

 

Then I stopped.

 

Why were we playing? I didn’t enjoy this game, apparently he neither. All of that after all the speeches he gave.

 


	“Why did I play with you?...” he raised his head hearing my speaking more to myself than him “… the game was lost, it was not even the game I started, to begin with. It’s not something that either I nor you desired… You didn't even force me to play with you, I just played along but... why? Why playing along with someone's rules? If I want to defeat the king then...”



 

I stretched my hand and grabbed the enemy king. I was looking at him, such a plain and ugly figure.

 


	“Why do we play if we don’t want to?...” all father asked “… sometimes, we indeed have <no choice> as we deem that possible losses may be worse than those we would suffer for not participating. But, here? We just waste our time, especially that the outcome was known before we even started.”



 

That’s so obvious. All livings are participating in the games that were started long ago but people they heard about from legends. They are not even questioning if they want to, they just passively do. I threw enemy king away, knocked all the remaining figures and broke the board. I don’t know why, but I was so, so mad!

 


	“And that’s what you were meant to learn, Zari. Something you were supposed to learn four years ago when you awakened for the first time. If you don’t like your sandbox, go to the other one, if you don’t like the game, don’t play it, shatter the box itself. Divinity means fully knowing the possible ways out! Do you want to go left? Do you want to go right? Why do you have to go at all!? Stay in place! Turn around and go back! Grow wings and fly! Or dig down! Don’t. Limit. Yourself.”



 




	[Two souls One Body] activated



	
You have reached a deeper form of understanding.Look within yourself. Look for these that are sleeping. 
And devour them. Make them clones of yours. Adapt not only the body but their minds too.








 




	[One soul Two Bodies]



	Abuse the limits. Rip and tear.
Conquer and take.Devouring and digesting might be the fastest ways of claiming these that are not yet yours, but is not the most sophisticated one.
Be a wolf in sheep clothing, a fake shephard leading unwilling and unknowing to their slaughterhouse. 






 


	“Look within yourself each time you would lose your way. Ask your fears and desiers. And thank you. This conversation was even greater lesson for me than it was for you. You gave me courage, little one, maybe one day I will also be able to smash by game-board?”



 


	“Wait… you were limited? You?”



 


	“We all are, little ant, and sometimes when you can’t overcome big obstacles, you have to focus on that smaller one.”



 


	“… Yooooubastaaard…” I said with a quiet tone as the realization hit me “… organizing chaos my-ass! You did that to give us a suitable environment to live and learn so…”



 


	“Our time is over, your mind won’t last any more pressure. Farewell, Zari. I don’t think we will ever be able to talk again.”



 

I was angry. Frustrated. All these things we learned about All-fathers were not a lie, but they were imperfect.

He himself also wanted more. More power. More knowledge, but, he reached the peak of his capabilities. So, what he did, was indeed shattering pieces of himself, letting them leave, letting them grow. When warrior wanted to get stronger, he would keep training, but he could master only one thing at the time. Slow process. What he did - was making countless copies of himself which tried achieveing higer level of skills on their own - he wanted to ascened even futher by letting each pieces of him asscend on his own.

 

... and that's why he contacted me. I was doing that at fastest pace among all curently living.

But what he needed even more power for?

I woke up.

Again, in pain. My face was wet, did I cry when my head was away? Codex was yelling inside of my head, but her words didn't quite make sense to me. I walk to the mirror and looked at my reflection.

My face was wet not because of tears, but blood, that kept flowing from my eyes like a waterfall. At least this time my eyes didn't explode, quite a progress, if you ask me.

But now. I know what has to be done. I will have to train all these skills that I just got. But first, let's clean ourselves. I look like a man that was just dragged out from the hell.

            

    
        Chapter 401

    
    
    
    
                There was a high-pitched screech resonating in my brain as if I got directly hit with a flashbang. The words that were being told to me sounded like a mumble being yelled across the whole house – someone surely wanted something from me, but what? That’s a question.

 

Wait, did my eardrums exploded this time? Could be the case. All praise hydra regeneration that was already healing all my physical damages. My mind had some more troubles adjusting after having a conversation with a creature whose nature exceeded far beyond my ability of comprehension.

 

I cleaned my face, my clothes, I puked to the wooden bowl, cleaned the bowled and then I noticed that I had to clean my face, because my nose would yet again start bleeding.

 

~ …ot! ..king …oron! …uebag! Scum! Son of a bitch!

 

Eventually I learned what Codex mumbles were all this time

 

Hey, Codi, could you please be quiet for a moment or two? My head is about to…

 

~ SUFFER YOU ASSHOLE! SCREEEEE!!!

 

My head pulsated with agony as I once again grabbed the bowl

 

Shut the fuck up for the mercy of the three! I need some rest, if you won’t I will have to seal you up.

 

~ Good luck with that shithead! You won’t be able to…

 


	“I command thy, the nature of the dark, bind my prey with prayers of blight;
Listen to my voice, hear my command, restrict their voice so they can’t praise the light. [Dark Binding – Silence]”



 

~ And you really thought that Dark Magic will work on me?! ME!?

 

That was just the beginning.

 


	“Oh gentle Mother, of earth and the wind, the ruler of flames and gentle breeze. Aid thy children, help it once distressed, bestow thy blessing so I can carry thy light!”



 

~ And now nature boosting spell? Magic is words, and I know all of them when it comes to black magic. Just because you enhanced the spell power won’t change its nature and…

 


	“Oh, fierce protector, that rules on the heaven, bless me with power to oppose wicked Seven. Keep the evil away, forgotten at its bay, I claim this land in the name of her Heir. [Barrier of light – Evil’s Ward]”



 

~ A pathetic attempt… …. …!!!

 

Do you hear that? Codex? I asked you a damn question!? Can you hear what I am hearing? It’s silence. Oh, blissful mother, just what I needed.

 

Codex had no power on her own, she couldn’t use magic, for she had no mana, she was literally just a pile of spells and magical theory, if she wanted to interact with anything, she needed a host.

 

Well, she couldn’t cast a spell, but she could play with its structure, eventually taking parts of its power source and then re-using it to actually do something. That’s what she kept on doing all the time while bullying me – either she was using leftovers of mana that remained after I cast a spell (just like an engine that never used all the energy from burning the fuel) or she messed the spell structure to change its effect.

 

She could manipulate the nature of Black magic spells freely, had some problems with nature one, but light? Not that it was impossible for her, but she just hated it, like, was absolutely disgusted to touch them.

 

What I just did was casting a binding spell – of the dark domain – the outer layer of spell, then put the nature spell inside, not even to boost its performances – that was but a nice side effect – but to act as a bridge between light and dark spell which would otherwise deny one another, and then the light barrier as the inside layer to keep codex away from interfering with silencing spell. And inside of that was codex.

 

Now, depending on how much the Codex was motivated to turn my life into misery I had from a few minutes to an hour or two of peace.

 

I soaked a towel in cold water and put it on my head like a makeshift compress.

 

I… I think that I knew what has to be done, but first, I need to rest..

 

Actually, I can so something while resting too. Let’s play with these skills I just got.

 

I lied on the bed and wiggled in all directions a little trying to find most comfortable position. And then, I entered the meditation stance.

 





 

Once again I landed in grim, old, somewhat dirty pub where not all the lights were working properly making most of the room remain in the dimness. Most of the light was focused on two furniture – the counter with few chairs were a man looking like a half bird was pouring the glasses of booze to lamia and rabbit-girl; and the billiard table where wolf-man, pig-man and deer-woman were playing. Oh, with the corner of my eyes I noticed a damaged couch where a catgirl in pajama was sleeping.

 


	“Hey, boss! Long time no see! We were lonely, you know? You never call, never write!”



 

Greed said opening his wolfish mouth in something, that probably was supposed to be a smile.

 


	“Have been busy. Paying bills, doing laundry, scheming to conquer the world and getting groceries. The regular.” I said walking to the playing group



 


	“As much as I can believe the groceries and stuff, world domination? That’s not you. You are a far too huge bitch.” Pride didn’t even bother to look in my direction as she aligned her poll with the ball trying to score as much as she could



 


	“What was that supposed to mean?” I raised my eyebrow



 


	“Pride is nagging all the time that Gissele is using you and that you have no guts to actually do something significant.”



 


	“Ah. I see. Noted that. I will contact Pride when I would give a fuck about her opinion.”



 

I said that right when she was supposed to strike, but, as she was quite short-tempered, she completely missed it, made the ball moved forward just few centimeters while rotating like crazy, at the same time she threw the poll in my direction while yelling.

 


	“Listen now you little piece of shit! I am so fucking feed up with you! You act like that dragon's little bitch! You are literally ready to answer all of her calls! You spoil her! Pay for all her expenses! You are barely a partners! You are more like a sugar daddy, but the thing is that you even have sex only when she is in a mood! Grow a fucking pair and…”



 

She kept walking to me pointing her fingers in my chest. When she came closer I grabbed her finger and pulled it in such a manner, that I forced her to kneel before me.

 


	“Apparently you forgot who is at the top of the food chain here…” I said quietly, in the meantime, Pride kept struggling not to get her finger broken “… Let me just remind you, that you are just a piece of carcass I chewed, digested and shit out. Literally piece of shit that grew a consciousness. You are displeased with my actions? Bo-ho, I will play you a song on the world’s smallest violin, but till then…” I lowered my head so my mouth were right next to her ear “…I command. You – obey.”



 

I released her, leaving her massaging her hand on the floor while I approached the counter.

 


	“Pour me something nice, Envy, if you would be so kind.”



 


	“Sure boss, anything particular? Vodka? Whiskey?”



 


	“I feel like getting something sophisticated and rich in flavor.”



 


	“Daring today, are we?” Birdman smiled pouring a glass of red wine



 

I took it with gratitude and took a sip.

 

Holy fuck. I hate wine.

 


	“… Why can’t you be so dominant when it comes to this bitch?” Pride hissed finally getting up from the ground.



 


	“My reasoning shouldn’t be your concern, Pride. I took quite a bite from the Alchemy market, I am playing with a Senate and getting favors from the king, all of that while being the person that is reaching ranks in the adventurer guild as fast as Jericho. I am very fucking sorry that but a one aspect of my life isn’t to your liking.” Of course, my tone suggested that I was not sorry at all.



 


	“Deal with it, Pride, Zar-zar is masochist as loves being humiliated. Why do you think he took such an Amazonian as his mate?” Rabbit girl said putting her glass aside “… What? I am tellin’ the truth! I don’t judge! Receiving is just as much fun as giving!”



 


	“Lust. I will ignore your pointless remark. This time.”



 


	“And if I won’t stop, what you gonna do? Spank me?” That was the obvious taunt, she even pointed her bottom in my direction wiggling her but to the sides as if asking for it.



 


	“No. I will go to the mountain to meditate for a year and purge myself from the lustful desire of the flesh. Then I could make a vow of chastity and…”



 


	“I BEG THY FORGIVENESS, OH BRIGHT LORD!” she collapsed from her chair on the floor hitting it with her head as she performed a perfect dogeza.



 

Something was thrown in my direction. Lead by instinct, I grabbed it.

 

It was a billiard poll.

 


	“You came for the first time in ages and you bully us right from the start? Relax a little. Join us. Since you mastered shape-shifting and somewhat learned to control your emotions we don’t really have much to do, just watching over the seals eating and playing. Oh, and annoying Sloth…” he pointed with his head on the couch. Lust was sneaking toward sleeping cat-girl and once she was close enough she pounced at her target.



 


	“Boobies-attack’u!”



 

And she landed atop of Sloth, mercilessly rubbing firm chest of the most deadly of the Sins.

 

And then the hell broke loose.

 


	“YOU FUCKING CUNT! How many times I have been telling you that I will butcher you into fucking pieces, you whore of a sow?!”



 

That “cute” girl’s eyes became a vertical slit’s of a predator, her claws became as long and sharp and butcher’s knives and her teeth became like a sharp needles. Right now, she looked like a beast that would make even demon wake up with a scream.

 

Then she noticed me, and she froze in place.

 


	“… I will go wash my face really quick…” she said dropping Lust on the floor and slowly retreating to the bathroom taking steps backward, not wanting to break eye contact with me. And eventually, the door was shut “… HE SAW ME LIKE THAT! HOW EMBERASSING!!!”



 


	“I will never get tired seeing child-Sloth having a puppy crush on you, we could have abused her because of that a little too much recently….” Gluttony said swallowing another portion of pork.



 


	“Later, Greed, later. For now, I have a favor to ask.” I turned down wolfman's invitation to play



 


	“O-ho. I knew you didn’t come just to say hello, in the end, to you, we are but a tools, disposable! Easy to replace! Sob-sob!” yes, he just said <sob-sob>



 


	“We all know that if you were THAT bored you would kept on bitching in the corner on my mind till I would eventually come to you in person.”



 


	“Fair point. What is it?”



 

I sat on the couch, I didn’t even realize when Sloth was back and hugged one of my sides putting her head on my shoulders, very quickly Lust jumped from the other side and sandwiched that side too, to what Sloth answered with a low growl. Gluttony stopped eating, Envy leaned across the counter, Wrath, Greed and Pride were either siting or resting their backs on/against the billiard table.

 

I had the attention of all the Sins. Good.

 


	“First I have a question. Each time I eat, I keep on swallowing souls of my enemies, right?”



 


	“Souls? No. Souls are pretty much indestructible and you can bend them to your will only with high-level necromancy. When you kill and eat the soul goes to the afterlife, like in case of normal death. What you get is… hmm… memory shards? Shadows of personality? Most desperate urges that the soul wasn’t able to carry to the afterlife? To be more precise, the death from your hand in spiritual aspect is the best for the soul – when dying souls sometimes can’t move onward because they are too attached to their unfinished businesses, so they remain chained to our reality, becoming a vengeful spirit with time. But you? You tear their desires and regrets off them! The fastest train to heaven or hell!”



 


	“Is that possible to… bring such desires and thoughts from the core?”



 


	“Hmm. Yes. We, for example, are the cases here. We are cluster of emotions from many beings that…”



 


	“No. I am speaking about one specific creature.”



 


	“That… would be tricky. We can differ one creature from another because of their affinity to race. We can tell wolf and cat apart, but telling two cats from one another? Zari, they are all mixed here, the longer they stay the less <individual> they become. They turn into madness. They turn into the Voice.”



 


	“What if the devouring happened relatively recently? Like – my last meal, for example.”



 


	“Aye, that boosts the chances, from impossible to nearly impossible.”



 


	“If that’s possible I want you to bring something here. A very specific creature.



 


	“Eh. We promise nothing, but we would try. What is it gonna be?”



 


	“Kim.”



 

Their faces turned nasty.

 


	“Zariel, boss, look, you are aware that devourers are spiritual beings? Your nature lies not in your body, but in your spirit, soul, for example, if you would learn cross-body spirit-journey then the body that you would possess would also become a devourer. And Kim was a devourer. We told you how we sort for the shards of mind – we filter them via race. Kim has no race. We would literally have to check each and every of your cores, every crazy thought every desire, to see if it’s Kim.”



 


	“But it is possible.”



 


	“Barely.”



 


	“Good. It’s your homework.”



 


	“Zari! The chances will be harder if you would keep on eating and…”



 


	“Then I will go on a diet.”



 


	“That may take days! Weeks! Maybe months!”



 


	“The devourer I am. Hundred barrel I may swallow and my thirst shall not be quenched. Hundred days I may fast and I shall never die. Do your thing. Whenever it would be possible I would meditate to calm down the voices. Bring him here. He is necessary for my plan’s progress.”



 

I got up.

 


	“Don’t leave already!” Sloth dug her cat-claws in the fabric of my robes not wanting to let me go.



 


	“Spoiled little kitty. Bring back Kim and each time I would meditate I would spend time with you.”



 


	“Pwomiss?!” she tried acting as cute and innocent as possible, definitely not like a yandere murderer



 


	“Yeah, kitty-cat, do your best.” I scratched her head a little.



 

She hugged me one more time, stretched, yawned…

 

And her expression changed. She was no longer a sweet-lazy boom that you just wanted to pat and pet with no end. She had a deadly smell around her.

 


	“Fineeee. Looks like some work needs to be done… What a pain in the ass…”



 

She said that with the voice of woman after three divorces in her mid-forties. Fuck, she even had shades under her eyes! Where did these come from!? These weren’t there ten seconds ago!

 

She also looked more mature, but in definitely bad way, like someone already tired with her life coping with it just to get shit done.

 


	“Ei! Greed!” She called back



 


	“Y-yes Madame Sloth!?”



 


	“I am off. You are in charge of this shit shithole. You better make sure I have a place to get back to! Oi! Envy! Where is my…”



 


	“Here, Madame Sloth! Cooled, just as you like it!” birdman came running with a can of beer



 


	“Pride! You lazy cunt where is my…”



 


	“Here, Madame…” THAT Pride lowered her head while handing a combat-knife to the cat-girl



 

She opened the can with her knife, took a big, loud sip and headed toward one of the doors in the room. This was labeled with “DO NOT OPEN!!!” and a picture of a skull.

 


	“And you dare to lecture me about being someone’s bitch, Pride?” I asked



 

Sloth turned around and faced me with an annoyed expression.

 


	“Shut up, punk, you do have guts! Making me to do the job and then yet mumbles something behind my back! If you want to say something then say it in my face!”



 


	“Uh, I didn’t say that to you actually…”



 


	“Oh! Ex-cuse-meee Mr. I am too-fucking-important-to-even-talk-with-old-hag-Sloth! Fuck, if you weren’t this cute I would carve my name in your skins just so you could…”



 


	“Sloth,” I said with kind, warm tone



 


	“HAAA?!” she sounded like a female bully from some cringe anime



 


	“Good luck. I am counting on you. Do your best.”



 

She froze in place.

 


	“Like hell, I will listen to you, idiot…” she said before slamming the door behind herself



 


	“Was that… Old-Sloth blushing?”



 

Wrath said in a quiet tone.

 


	“ARE YOU MAD?! Impossible. Sloth had many individualities, and this one it the worst. Working Sloth does not smile. Does not hesitate and DEFINITELY does not blush! She kills – yes. She kills so much you reincarnate as an abortion! But…”



 


	“That looked like a blush to me thought…” Lust noticed “…Does Zari have an impact even on that incarnation of Sloth as well?”



 

Everyone looked in my direction.

 


	“What the fuck are you?”



 

I had my own thoughts about why was Sloth so attached to me. In my previous life, I was master of procrastination – handing papers month after the deadline, not going on exams because of sick leaves (that could not exactly be valid). Even before the accidents and sicknesses. Most likely, Sloth was seeing me as an absolute soul-mate.

 

I win over the girl by being a dirty, lazy bum.

 

There is still hope for you, lads!

            

    
        Chapter 402

    
    
    
    
                A knight was kneeling in front of the altar. It was already night and only dim light of the moon illuminated surroundings. One could think, that the warrior is deeply lost in his prayers, the truth was slightly different.

 

Hero Michael was boring himself to death. There were two reasons why he did that extremely irritating action – one, he has a semi-passive skill called [Paladin’s Meditation] which slightly boosted his stats for a specific duration on time, the effects were the better the more time he had spent performing the skill. For praying for an hour a day he had 23 hours colossal boost to his stats that he could abuse on his mission and such, there was a trick though, he had to use something as [Focus] – a church, a chapel, an altar or relic and such, unlike [meditation of mages] that could be done regardless of place.

 

Tomorrow, in the capital of the Holy Kingdom there was a national duel tournament having a place, best of the best were about to clash their blades. For money. For fame. For honor.

 

And as much as he wanted all the following, he had bit different reason to participate. Amelia Scarlet – winner of last six tournaments in a row was supposed to participate as well. The same paladin bitch that refused to train him. That beautiful, strong woman which would make a perfection addition to his harem! He had to have this woman. Just to erase that disgust off her eyes.

 

Damn! They met few times, and each time, even though he was acting like a real hero – strong, yet delicate and tactful, proud, yet full of humility, showing his strength left and right yet admitting he still has long way to go, that he would prefer avoiding fighting and finding peaceful solution if possible…

 

… she kept having this look on her face. As if she was looking at the worm.

 

He has to win with her and win her. Break her. Conquer her. As a warrior, as a female and even as a noble and person if it has to be done! She will acknowledge him! This is why he was kneeling on this damn altar since evening, and that’s why he would be kneeling here till damn sunrise! He will get in there, packed with so many blessings, that he would evaporate the whole arena with a single swing if needed!!!

 


	“H-Hero? You are still here?” a shy voice sounded from the side.



 

Ah, and here was his second reason. Inga. The titty-monster. Healer in his party. It was the time to push their relationship on the next level. In the end, nights were so very cold and lonely here.

 


	“Oh, Inga? And don’t call me hero! We are teammates! Comrades! Friends! Call me by my name… especially when we are alone…” his voice kept on becoming more and more quiet as he was speaking.



 


	“F-fine, in that case, M-michael?”



 


	“Mike.”



 


	“I could never address you so casually! E-especially that you were named after great arch-angel elected to the rank of a Seraph! Lord of Celestial Army, the Vanquisher Michael Seraphiel!”



 


	“… you are right. Sorry. I keep on forgetting. I am only a hero.”



 

His voice sounded so… tired, so lifeless.

 


	“M-Michael?”



 


	“I am sorry! I am so selfish, to bother you with my problems, I am really sorry… but it’s your fault too, you know? You are just too kind, always helping everyone around, you are being person you can rely on, so I thought… that maybe I also could…” he quickly slapped his cheeks “… No, never mind, forget about this shameful side of me, I beg you.”



 

He gave her his most faked sad-smile. He wanted to make her think that he wants to act strong even while being depressed, on the edge of breaking.

 


	“M-Micha... Mike…” she said with a soft voice. Good, his plan was working “… I doubt that I am capable of being your support, but if there is anything I can help you with or if there is anything you want to talk about…” she hesitated and didn’t finish her sentence.



 

He remained there, silent, in front of the altar, in possibly even worse mood as he lowered his face praying, avoiding looking in anyone’s eyes. This awkward silence lasted for minute or two, till priestess said:

 


	“W-well, I will no longer disturb your focus, don’t overwork yourself, He… Micha… Mike… I will be on my wa…”



 


	“Stay… Please… just a minute longer” his voice, so heart-breaking!



 

She hesitated but eventually kneeled by his side joining him in his prayers.

 


	“Tomorrow…” he started saying just few words at the time, as if hesitating if he should open up at all “… there will be a great tournament. Of course I will participate, I have to… the thing is that there will be many great duelists there… and Amelia Scarlet. I have heard how strong she is and yet… I have to win. There is no other way. The… The people will be watching me with expectations! If I would lose but once, their hope in me will perish, I am but a symbol. Of hope. If I would fail, if I would but stumble… Everything I have been working on… everything I would want to achieve… It’s no longer fight with monster, no longer conquering a dungeon, where I come with a plan, where I could retreat, regroup and try again! Here, I will have but a one try! I will duel ten or even hundred times if needed, but I only need to fail one to… to…”



 

He started shaking, dropped the helmet that he up until now he was holding with one hand by his side, grabbed his head and started inhaling and exhaling air loudly.

 


	“I can’t do that, I won’t do that. It’s impossible! Even more! I will be fighting against humans! Good, noble people! Soldiers and paladins! There is no way I could fight with everything I have! I would never forgive myself wounding them!... Oh, mother of light, noble protector of humanity… Please, give me your strength, give me your courage… so I could keep being your worthy symbol! I… beg you!”



 

Very quickly he felt a tight embrace around his neck.

 


	“There-there… You are such a marvelous man, that it’s so easy to forget that you are also a mortal. You are carrying such a heavy burden, expectation of so many people, and you were bearing with it for so long without complaining, that I really started believing you are an incarnation of an angel.” Gentle pats and petting full of affection, with power to cure everyone who was depressed. But Mike? For him, that was just a pleasurable skinship



 


	“Me? An angel? Don’t make fun out of me, please! That’s cruel! There is no way that someone like myself could be anywhere close to a saint, not to mention an angel!”



 


	“You are far better than you want to admit? You think we don’t know about your night-time escapes from the castle? You put on dirty cloak and hand food to hungry people in slums! Or even heal people in chapels and small villages…”



 

Of course he did that, and each time he was [sneakily leaving] he made sure at least guards saw him. Of course, when you see a hero that you know is doing good deeds left and right trying to remain [stealth], you just let him. And then tell a tale in inns or during patrols. This way his deeds would be known and even scoring him twice as many social-points.

 


	“T-that’s it… I am also doing it because of egocentric needs! Y-You see, in my previous world I was but an orphan living on the street too…” bullshit. He was a single son of an upper-middle-class family. He got pretty much everything he asked for, with delay, sometimes not exactly what he wanted, but still. Having a huge-ass room with Pc, all consoles and even his own little fridge for keeping booze and beer, or a ping-pong table, barely counted as being a poor orphan



 


	“… So, in all these kids I see myself, that wanted help and… Ah, as you can see, I am but a selfish, arrogant, spoiled brat that is throwing money that is not his left and right… All this money I got from the church and…”



 


	“Do you really think that this part of you is evil? Are you serious? You are even greater treasure than I thought, despite living such a harsh life you didn’t lose your gentle side and still try helping others instead of just focusing on yourself… Seeing such a noble person desperate breaks my heart!”



 


	“So… in the end I just made you sad… I am, truly, truly so…”



 

He was silenced with a kiss. Gentle one, yet passionate, the one that could calm your nerves right on the spot. After one or two blissful moments, priestess noticed what she was doing.

 


	“I-I-I-I am s-s-sorry! I have n-n-no idea why did I do it! I s-s-shouldn’t have! A-a-and…”



 


	“Thank you.” He said quietly “… I know about your vows, and I am sorry that because of me you put them aside… I should feel terrible from depriving you off it… but, to be honest, I am happy, so happy that I want to dance, happier than I ever was.”



 

A single tear fell off his face, yes, after years of acting he could even force himself to cry out of blue.

 

Something cracked in Inga’s heart. On the one hand, she had her vows, on the other one, the person who could impact the way that the whole country said something so sweet to her… It would be outrageous if it was anyone else, but as long as it’s hero, even more, almost a living saint!, she knew that her vows could be suspended. She just had to talk about it with mother-prioress. But for now…

 

She wiped the single tear from hero’s face with her thumb.

 


	“I-I may not be worth it, not worthy of you, but if you are fine with someone as low as younger apprentice, I will keep on cheering you on! I will be your confessor, so please, don’t carry all your burdens alone!”



 


	“INGA!” he yelled while grabbing her tightly burrowing his face in the nape of her neck, [accidently] and [innocently] rest of his body rested on rather specific (and colossal) aspect of priestess body



 


	“It’s ok. You are not alone, and never again you will. I will be at your side, forever… my hero.”



 

He would eventually move bit away, without breaking a hug, facing her as she was emitting so much of calm, selfless love and affection.

 


	“I-inga, I know it’s horrible, but could I.. K…K..s..u?”



 


	“You could what?”



 


	“K…” He was pretending to be more than troubled with this matter



 


	“I am sorry, I am just teasing you, I know I shouldn’t, but seeing you like this, I just can’t stop myself. Yes, Mike, my beloved hero.”



 

And so he kissed her. In most clumsy and innocent way he could muster.

 

That was but a first step to his plan. To make his own heaven on this world.

 

And Mike always got what he wanted.

 





 

The next day the tournament started. Over 500 warriors, best of the best, were about to fight an elimination battle. He, was given number one – his battle was the one opening the whole event. Amelia, was number 512. At the very opposite side of the “fight pyramid”, which meant he could only fight with her during finale – if both of them would last this long, that is.

 

Right now, Mike was preparing in one of the rooms under the arena, they were somewhat small and cramped, but served their role very well.

 


	“Nervous?” Inga asked helping him adjust another piece of armor



 


	“You have no idea.”



 


	“It will be fine. You are strong, I bet you will be at the top 8 at very least!”



 


	“I won’t if I was to face someone from top four in one of first few battles.”



 


	“You don’t have to be afraid about that. The administration staff more or less knows the power of fighters, and tend to locate them in such manner, that they wouldn’t fight at the beginning. In the end, the grand finale – the battle of two mightiest fighters - is supposed to be at the very end!”



 


	“… which means…”



 


	“Yes, you were placed in completely different corner than Amelia which defends her title, because you are believed to be second strongest in the country! Or maybe even the best?”



 


	“…t-that’s bit too much pressure!”



 


	“It’s ok. It will be fine. I believe in you...” She said with a soft tone “… just go out there and show your usual, magnificent side!”



 


	“You are right. It will be fine.”



 


	“Hah? I am happy to hear that you got your confidence back, but you were rather easy to convince this time.”



 


	“It’s because you believe in me, and I believe in you - in your judgment. Would it be fine if… um… Usually, I fight for everyone… but… this time… I want to fight just for you, so please, look at me! I will do my very best.”



 

Priestess's heart almost melted seeing her leader vanishing behind the door when the announcer called Mike’s name.

 


	“Goddess, oh goddess, is this really fine for me to take such a magnificent man just for myself? I gave my life to you and your believers years ago… so, this time, this one time, could I get a little bit selfish?”



            

    
        Chapter 403

    
    
    
    
                Three days of tournament passed rather quickly, nothing strange about that, it was quite a festival where people enjoyed themselves to their heart content, and as every joyful period, it was meant to reach its conclusion.

 

The great finale.

 

Mike somehow managed to keep on winning till the final battle, so did Amelia Scarlet… Thought he noticed something that both confused and greatly angered young hero.

 

Many times he was allowed to win. It looked as if his most powerful opponents were bribed. They were making mistakes that shouldn’t be possible – not by warriors such as themselves, not so frequently during a single battle and no on these many fights in the row! He, himself won maybe twice, maybe thrice – while dealing with weakest opponents.

 

He was furious. He hated losing, yes, but despite his somewhat corrupted personality, he had yet another trait. He hated when the victory was handed to him – when he did not deserve it in his own opinion.

 

He had to be the very best, but he hated being a puppet! Winning a battle? Yes! But only because he outsmarted his enemy, not because he was aided! Being the best in his class during the test? Only because he spends weeks without sleeping, studying each and every night.

 

He was a perfectionist, nothing less was acceptable.

 

He kept on telling himself that if he would win with Amelia, these lesser fights would be insignificant, without meaning – still, the bad aftertaste remained in his mouth.

 


	“Ladies and gentlemen It’s a pleasure to meet you on the final day of the grand tournament! It was a pleasure to entertain you in these past few days! Finally! We are here! The great finale. Today, two greatest warriors of our kingdom shall clash! Paladin Amelia Scarlet, the great champion of our kingdom! Successfully holding the title for six years straight! Will she be able to once again prevail and defend her title from… Hero Michael Angellicus, our beloved hero summoned just a year ago by her majesty Prophetess Alice! Two magnificent, gifted and talented virtuosos of the blade! Leader of the Crimson Flame Order vs vanquisher of the Beast from Horrowing Village!”



 

Tha. Beast of Horrowing Village – the Behemoth. A child’s play for every actually skilled in fight. He even heard that Amelia killed a Behemoth with a single strike.

 

Believable. More than that. Mike had an appraisal skill, called [The Judgment’s Gaze]; not only showed stats of the enemy, but also one of nine personality types (using lawful-true-chaotic and good-neutral-chaotic matrix) as well as their feelings toward him – whenever they were neutral to him, hostile, or if they were happy to see him.

 

An extremely useful skill, especially during all kinds of negotiations.

 

This time, what he saw while appraising Amelia truly scared him, not only her status, which looked like this:

 




	Name
	Amelia Vanessa Scarlet



	Level
	[49/50]



	Attributes
	???



	Skills
	???






 

 

But also her weapon

 




	[Blazing Avenger]



	Relic used by most powerful Paladins of the Kingdom, this blade remained in Family Scarlet for generations as a proof of their power 



	Damage
	
120 - 370 [cutting]

500 - 9999 [Piercing] 





	Additional Effect
	
[Permament unresistable 50 [burn damage]]

[Grant [Holy Fervor] skill - if not present]

[Raises effectiveness of [Holy Fervor] - if present]

[Deals 150% unblockable damage to undead [Spectes included]

[Deals 125% to [Demon], [Devil-spawn], [Beast] and creatures with [Chaotic Affinity]

[May interfere with portals]








 

And he - he had nothing like this, just slightly enchanted armor and blade – in the end, he tried using mostly his own money as he feared that one day he would be asked to return the favor of infinite founds.

 

It was the right decision, still, it had an unpleasant side-effect which he was about to face right now.

 

The announcer kept on yelling, building up the mood, filling the crowd with excitement, all this time, they were standing in front of one another glaring in silence, tasting the water.

 

And that disgust in her eyes was still present.

 

Mike tightened the grip on the hilt of his sword located on his waist, still hidden in a sheath. He was equipped with a short sword and shield – Amelia with a magical bastard sword, normally, that would mean he had an advantage… if their strength was equal, that is, Mike knew it wasn’t.

 

He had to win with her!... but this time, it will be nearly impossible. Instead, he will try learning as much as he could about her.

 


	“You are nervous…” she noticed with a dead cold tone



 


	“Of course I am. I have been waiting to cross blades with you for over a year.”



 


	“Is that anger that leads you?”



 


	“No. Admiration. I have heard a lot of things about you. The youngest graduate of knight’s academy, youngest paladin, strongest human in the entire world and the youngest person that seized that title too. All this time I wanted to learn from you, to be honest, this is the only reason I agreed to participate in this tournament. I can respect your refusal in training my humble persona, but I am still going to try and force myself on you, as much as it is only possible… I apologize for my selfishness, but I regret nothing!”



 


	“Empty words. I can see human’s nature. You act kind and heroic, but I see your desires, it looks as if your spirit is rotting in front of my very eyes.”



 

So that’s the reason.

 


	“… because I am. I come from the world which is… ha, no point in explaining myself to you, still I really am trying to act the right way, tell me, Amelia, are my attempts in overcoming my evil behaviors not worthy of admiration? That’s what I am constantly wondering – if the truth about my past become well-known, would I be judged by what I did here, or there? I was given a second chance, and I will abuse it to erase the sins of my previous life! This one, I promise!” of course, he lied.



 

He unsheathed the sword, strike his shield twice and picked a stance. Standing with his left side toward Amelia, with a shield on his shoulder level, hiding his blade behind his body, right now, the tip of his sword was facing the ground.

 

The announcer was yet to proclaim the start of the battle, the crowd cheered seeing Mike’s enthusiasm.

 


	“Look at this, my beloved! The tension in the air! The hero is hungry for action! Can you sense it? The two equals about to…”



 

Shut up already, you mindless puppet, and start!

 


	“… It will be cruel for me to make them wait any longer! Ladies and gentlemen! I hereby announce the start of the grand finale! Let the battle… BEGIN!”



 

A gong was hit, it's deafening sound resonated across the arena.

 

Mike bolted onward using the warrior's domain leap-technique [Heroic Assault] while charging [Powerful Strike] with the blade. The skills power overlapped as he swung from above his head.

 

A powerful cracking sound could be heard as the ground was split apart, still, at the place he aimed Amelia stood no longer, she moved to his left with a minimal number of moves and piercing from her waist level in brute response.

 

Mike barely managed to lower his shield blocking the hit, still, the sheer power pushed him back making him stumble.

 

Still, thanks to his [Centurion’s pose] he regained his balanced almost immediately – just in time, for Amelia unleashed a tempest of blows, from all directions.

 

Her strength was something that couldn’t be treated lightly. Each strike send a vibration across his body, each hit made a dull numbness spread across his arm. Mike knew, that soon either his shield would shatter or his arm would be crushed.

 

She was carrying a sword, still, he felt as if he was blocking a mace or a war-hammer!

 

She had a pattern in her attacks. A simple one, but because of her agility, he couldn’t effectively use it against her – wide swing, thrust, short swing, uppercut, returning strike. Five attacks in two-three seconds, every normal person would collapse exhausted after a minute after performing such furious attacks, but Amelia looked as if she didn’t even warm herself up.

 

He thought shield would somewhat reduce her brute strength, but at this point, it was only slowing him down.

 

This is why he decided to perform slightly desperate action. As she was ending her attacks cycle, he loosened straps keeping his shield attached to his forearm. Then, when she performed a wide swing, he threw shield at her, she quickly strike the projectile off her path, but it broke her moves patter. Mike bolted onward thrusting barely aiming, just to use this opportunity…

 

But Amelia vanished.

 

He had no idea how, but she was standing to his side hitting his nape with a hilt of her sword. The dull pain bloomed in his body – she hit his nerves as if he was tazed – the electricity spread across his neural system, cutting his legs and making him fall on his knees.

 

In a normal situation, his opponent would use this situation to cut off his head, this is why he forced his whole body to fell on the ground and then roll to the safety.

 

Yet the cut-down never came.

 

Of course, Amelia didn’t want to kill him either. She even patiently waited till he raised from the ground.

 


	“Are you done with testing waters?” she asked in her usual, cold voice “… you stand no chance in terms of swordsmanship, no speed nor strength. If you want to win or make it anywhere close to an equal fight, you have to use your powers of the hero, off-worlder.”



 

She was right.

 


	“I am not here to win, I want to…”



 


	“Cut the crap. When you unsheathe your weapon, victory is your only option. No matter if you duel with the demon lord or just train with your comrade, going all out is the only right decision.”



 


	“Well, I can’t see you being serious either, Madame-advisor.”



 


	“Quite the opposite. Seeing you restricting your skills I chose to do the same, keeping strength for every possible turn in the battle. Right now, I am deadly serious and focused, Hero.”



 

She was right. Even though she wasn’t using her mana, even though she used no magic nor sword or body technique, she had no opening, even the aura she was emitting was that of the deadly beast.

 

Mike exhaled air, emptied his head, then he changed the stance.

 


	“Oh, mother in the sky, protector of mankind…”



 

Almost as if the weather changed, the wind started blowing creating some kind of cocoon around Mike.

 


	“…grant me thy strength, of spirit body and mind,So I can remain your soldier and vanguard,
Defender of light, and in your name, your will shall be done…”



 

Power spread across his body, his muscles thickened and senses sharpened, those who were able to sense the magic could see Mike’s body starting to emit a light afterglow.

 

[Avatar of Light]

 


	“I am not done yet!” he hissed



 

[Aura Strength of Holy Lion]

 

[Aura Dexterity of Holy Panther]

 

[Aura Reflex of Holy Falcon]

 

[Aura Vitality of Holy Ox]

 

[Aura Constitution of Holy Turtle]

 

Auras. Boosting spells that unlike magician’s boost can’t be cast on teammates and require being constantly being charged with mana, still, these are much more powerful in effects than priests or warlock’s blessings.

 

Mike didn’t put a lot of his attribute points into neither intelligence nor wisdom – in the end he was a vanguard fighter, if not his Hero title that reduced mana consumption of light-based spells, he wouldn’t last even a minute in this state.

 

Five minutes. That’s how long he can last right now with all blessing on – and even that only if he wouldn’t use any other mana-consuming skills, the thing is, he was going to.

 


	“Here I come!”



 

Normally, he would never state his attack, but, that would once again picture him in front of the crowd as a noble protector.

 

He rushed in with such a speed that his whole body looked like a blur. The time slowed for him, he watched as dust from the arena is being raised from the ground each time he made a step and then just hover for a moment or two before it would start falling down.

 

He raised the blade over his head trying to cut from above

 


	“Arts of the sword, Falcon’s position, third move – Hunt down!”



 

And just like a falcon, he swung down. With the power of the holy beast.

 

Yet even though he was several times stronger and faster Amelia raised her blade on her eye level horizontally grabbing the other edge of her sword with her left hand. Mike thought she was going to block it, so he charged even stronger putting his whole body mass into this single strike. It was no possibility that without aura strengthening on she could just defend herself against this kind of attack.

 

And she didn’t, what she did was actually using his attack against him, when Mike though that their blades were going to clash, she moved slightly to her right, instead of blocking she let his sword, almost vibrating with mana, harmlessly slide down across her blade to the ground.

 

The explosion of the blow shook the ground, then she hit his stomach with a hilt of her sword. He was left breathless. Mike quickly jumped back gathering distance, he was readying himself for another assault when he noticed something. His ribs were broken.

 

That shouldn’t have happened! His aura body should completely nullify the damage from the hilt!

 


	“Don’t you know? Using aura-body is one thing, maintaining it completely different. Aura body is a spiritual armor, your looks more like rags. When you attack you focus all your power on the blade and mess mana flow in your body when you attack you are leaving yourself defenseless.



 

How could she react?! How could she be so fast!? Without blessings!? Without equipment boosting her speed!?

 

He gave up on Auras of Vitality and Strength, putting saved power into Dexterity and Constitution. The first one – so he could finally land but a single attack on her, the other one to forget about the pain in his chest.

 


	“If you will move now your condition will worsen. It’s an admirable trait during a real fight, but no? A foolish one.”



 


	“No matter what… I will land an attack on you! I may crumble, I may fall, I may spit my lungs… But I will land this one attack!”



 

He gave up on Reflex. He doesn’t need a perception of seeing his own moves, as long as he would be fast enough to deliver it!

He doubled the power he was sent to his Auras. The counter showing him how much time of using his auras he had gone from 4 minutes to 15 seconds.

 

His skin started cracking from excessive power that his body couldn’t contain. Even with a high constitution, it hurt! It was like a molten metal was poured all over his body!

 

It doesn’t matter! As long as it's only these few seconds, he will manage to bear with it!

 

He bolted onward, and when he was in the middle of the path, he noticed it – Amelia used aura body herself. Much weaker than his, yet so much more beautiful.

 

It was just as she said, it looked like a radiant armor, made of sunlight itself, forming a shape around her body. No excessive mana vaporized from it, comparing his aura to hers, he felt ashamed.

 

Without any needleless moves, she brought him down.

 

Because of his poor reflex that couldn’t keep up with his speed, he didn’t notice that he was already lying on the ground behind her.

 

He lost. Even after all he said, he didn’t manage to land but a single scratch on her!

 

He thought, that after all this time he became stronger! That he could rival with most powerful creatures!... how little did he know.

 


	“Fuck…” he whispered via clenched teeth “FFFUCK! Not enough! Still not enough! I need more… More… Still so much more…”



 

Announcer proclaimed Amelia as a winner.

 


	“Come on, don’t lay in the dirt like that. You are a man and a hero of this nation, none of these befits you.”



 

She stretched his hand toward him offering help to get up. With gratitude, he took her offer and raised from the sand.

 


	“How did you get this strong? Your form, your aura, your swordsmanship… it’s all so beautiful! How did you manage to do it? I am so envious of your strength!”



 

Her eyes opened slightly more taken aback by his straightforwardness.

 


	“I was doing it all for my sister. All this time I was just going onward so she could depend on me. I was training, I was fighting, I was pushing my limit… So I think, that what you are lacking is motivation. The right purpose. Why do you want to become stronger? To be praised? To boast about yourself? To have an easy life? That will not bring you anywhere. If hedonism is all you want, then you will keep slacking off.”



 


	“I am not slacking! I am working all the time and…”



 


	“You are training until you are sweating? Till your hands hurt? It not Enough. When you are in agony, only then the real training begins. When you face your limits keep pushing onward. You will feel as if you are dying, you will be begging for death… and then, what motivates you would either let you overcome your weakness or let your weakens overcome you… Also, you rely on your heroic powers too much. Don’t use Heroic Holy Aura, if you can’t use the basic one, otherwise it will just give you a brute strength that you won’t be able to use properly… Fight with your brain, not always by unsheathing your sword…”



 


	“Have you ever met anyone else capable of such sacrifice?”



 


	“… Once.”



 


	“Who was this man?”



 


	“He was not a man. He was a monster clad in human skin. I beat him, I chained him and took him captive… and only then he started being deadly.”



 


	“W-what is this monster?”



 


	“You already know him as an abomination – your prophetess told you to kill him.”



 


	“Do you think I can win against him?…”



 


	“ Why? Why do you want to fight with him?”



 


	“E-excuse me?”



 


	“You were told to attack someone, and you will blindly charge? What did he do to you that you wish to clash blades with him?”



 


	“W-well, he is a threat to…”



 


	“No. Prophetess is insane. He never threatened the Holy Kingdom - we did by attacking him. I was told that when he was just a few weeks old he wiped a squad of fifty inquisitors. When I kidnapped him and left him in one of the most secured prison-castles, he broke out, slaughtered guards, released prisons and used them as a decoy before vanishing in the air. He also released something from the cellars of the prison, something hidden, some secret that not even I was told what it was… And now, I started wondering, if he didn’t let me to capture him so he could get what he wanted… That’s the kind of enemy we are talking about. Think carefully before you would go after his head. He is like a viper with a gentle bite that you don’t even notice. One day you will just wake up dead… And I can never train you, because he has my sister.”



 


	“I… Have heard about it. My condolences…’



 


	“Why? I am grateful.”



 


	“W-what?”



 


	“My sister was sick, he cured her, he… he even let me talk with her via crystal. She was so happy… I know that I will most likely never be allowed to see her again. This splits my heart… But, when I recall seeing her so weak in the bed, and now so life-full… Hurting my egoistic desires is a little price to pay for something I have been working my whole life…”



 

She started leaving the arena.

 


	“… If you would ever fight this creature… I actually hope you would fail. For the sake of my sister. That’s why I am not training you. Be useful somewhere else… but if you would threaten the safety of my sister, I will end you.”



 

She said that with such a calm, yet cold voice, it was more than obvious she wasn’t lying.

 

Zariel The Abomination  - what are you?
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                Five hours passed since the tournament. For the next hour, he had to participate in the “award ceremony” - clapping his hands as Amelia was called the champion for the seventh time in a row. Then, there was a great party – he had to stay for three more hours, otherwise, he would be viewed as a sore loser that can’t withstand in the presence of the actual winner.

 

Few nobles and members of the clergy that were more interested in raising their rank would make painful remarks in a crowd of those similar to them addressing him, like:

 


	“My, my. To be honest I was expecting more from someone that was called a hero! Our Amelia still got it!”



 

It was said as he was passing by, the obvious attempt of provoking him. He didn’t give them what they wanted, quite the opposite.

 


	“I also am saddened that I couldn’t meet your expectation, vice-count, but, to be honest, I don’t feel bad for losing, I mean, did you see her? Amelia was… flawless. Such minimalistic, yet elegant but also focused moves, she completely outclassed me, if I was only allowed to train under her… Oh, how much I envy her whole class of swordsmanship… Oh, forgive me, it must be pathetic for me to say that - I beg your forgiveness, I have to excuse myself. I have no time to waste, I need to get stronger…”



 

And just like that he gained an excuse to leave the ball earlier.

 

He entered his room, strip himself to the belt and started washing his face.

 

If there are more people like Amelia, or creatures of similar power, this world was not a joke. Right now, he was level 27  but taking in consideration that he had lots of skills of a hero - that would easily place him around people of 40-ies levels.

 

But, apparently, that was not everything. He must find some way to become stronger, much stronger.

 

In the end, he was tasked with the quest of killing an abomination that even Amelia didn’t want to face. But how…?

 

A knocking to the door

 


	“M-Mike? Are you there?” Ingas warm, bit shy voice was slightly muffled by the thick door



 


	“Ah, yes, please come on in!”



 


	“I am sorry for intrussio…” she went in, looked at his half-naked body and jumped back right away “… W-W-WHY ARE YOU NAKED?!”



 


	“I am definitely not naked!...” that silly behavior made him chuckle “… actually, I was wondering, I got hit by Amelia in the back of my neck, the pain is still there, I want to check if there are no damages, but I can’t move my head like that to see that area, could you please check it for me?”



 

Another lie, this time innocent one, he just wanted to see her troubled face some more. It was just too adorable!

 

With lots of hesitation, priestess re-entered the room. She would move behind him and with gentle touches, she kept on inspecting his body – upper part, that’s it!

 


	“Y-You did a great job! Everyone is amazed by your progress! In just a year you managed to hold your ground against…”



 


	“Hold my ground? Please, don’t make fun out of me, Inga…”



 


	“I am not! You were just as fast as she was! You turned into a blur, no one could keep up with your moves!”



 


	“… we not only weren’t in the same league, but I also was not even a challenge at all! Her stance was beautiful, her moves flawless, her aura…”



 

Inga’s fingers slightly tightened their grips on his shoulders in speechless helplessness.

 

Was she… jealous? Mike made a most fundamental mistake – he complimented another woman in the presence of the one he wanted to conquer. He had to quickly erase this bad impression.

 


	“… I just… I just have to get stronger… as strong as she is, otherwise… I…I… I will not be able to p-p-protect you.”



 

He turned his head to the side avoiding eye contact, he wanted to look like a person that got embarrassed by what he just said.

 

Her grip momently lost its strength.

 


	“I heard that people of your kind – offworlders can get stronger just fighting with enemies, I don’t understand this concept fully, but one of previous heroes left the information about something that was called… layering system? No-no, leveling system?”



 

Mike’s teeth clenched. What kind of utter moron was spreading information regarding his skills left and right?! Fucking idiot! If you say less, then less information your potential opponents will be able to use against you!!!

 


	“I… I think you are right, though I am not sure I completely understand this system. I thin that I indeed did get stronger each time I kill enemy, but to think there is something like that…”



 

He said that pressing “skip notification” button that popped out in front of his eyes.

 


	“Sooo… that means you can just keep killing monster to get stronger.”



 


	“Y-yeah.”



 


	“And if you would be killing stronger monsters, you would speed up the process.”



 


	“M-makes sense to me.”



 


	“… What if you would have a tool to kill monsters normally outside of you reach?”



 


	“What do you mean? Please, Inga, do you know such a tool?”



 


	“T-that actually a very well-known fact – each hero has its own divine weapon, something that turns into relic once they die. The thing is, the power of their weapon is so strong, that no other person can’t use them…”



 


	“…Except other heroes?”… that would make sense.



 


	“No. Not even heroes can use one another's weapons. The previous once called it a soul-bound system. These weapons are always marking the place where hero’s ashes lies. If you try removing the blade and go more than a few steps away from their tomb, their weapon would just vanish and materialize by their side again.”



 


	“H-hey, I thought that once hero dies he returns to his world.”



 


	“His souls, yes, his body? No. The previous hero left us vast information regarding your system so we could train the next one faster… According to him, once you die here it’s like having a dream. You wake up with all memories of what happened here…”



 


	“How could he tell what happens when he dies without dying?”



 


	“Oh, the previous hero died plenty of times! He just had an inborn ability Undying Will – it would take some time, but he would keep on returning until his quest would be done. Each time he returned, he was a little bit weaker though and he had to re-gain part of his powers as if making few steps back in his progress…



 

An exp-loss system upon death. The skill that defied death? Is this for real? What kind of cheat was the previous hero!?

 


	“T-then, why isn’t this hero here anymore?”



 


	“Oh, because his quest was to stop the demon invasion. He did that. Then, he lived a happy life for the next one hundred and twenty years as a paladin’s trainer. Had a wife and kids.”



 


	“I see… then, back to the topic. The relic blade?”



 


	“Yes, each hero can go for a journey to craft his own weapon. First you go to the mountains to obtain the rare metal ore that will be used to create a weapon of your liking by our best blacksmith, then you will have to go on pilgrimage to bless the blade in twelve chapels, undergoing trials and challenges, and then you have to return to cathedral, here in capital… where… um…”



 


	“Where what, Inga?! Please, don’t tease me!”



 


	“S-sorry. We don’t know. The hero is let into the deepest chamber under the altar, where your weapon and soul are supposed to be consecrated… but we have no idea what’s going on there. Only heroes are allowed in, not even prophetess.”



 


	“A blade of a hero? A blade even stronger than Amelia’s?”



 


	“A-anoo… Not necessarily, stronger, but of the same quality for sure!”



 


	“What do you mean?”



 


	“Y-You see… the last hero gained so much power, that he could abuse something he named the system. He made it so his sword could be passed to specific people, so his legacy keeps on protecting our nation even after his death. Amelia is using that blade right now. That’s the relic from three hundred years ago.”



 


	“How was she chose to wield it?”



 


	“D-do you remember me saying that hero had a family? Last hero’s name was Seraphiel Scarlet.”



 


	“Scarlet, you say?”



 


	“Y-yeah. Amelia. Is a…” Inga took a moment counting in her head “… a grand-grand-grand-grand-grand-grand-grand-grand… How many times did I say grand already? S-sorry! She is the thirteenth generation of the last hero’s family.”



 

Mike's heart skipped a beat. 

 

Well, that clarified a thing or two.

 





 


	“Is he ok?” Lanele asked with voice full of worry. “… he is like that for five days.”



 

Priestess and Blanka were both sitting with Giselle in her and Zariel’s room. They were drinking tea as white-haired magician was meditating in the corner of the room with his backs resting on the wall.

 


	“Don’t ask me! You are the mage here! You should be the one knowing if he is ok! I tried waking him, but once I approached him I was burned! This little fuck set up a fire barrier around himself!”



 


	“Giselle, never wake up meditating magician! Breaking his focus can caused a powerful backlash! That’s why he set it up!... And I am pretty sure he told you that. More than once.”



 


	“He could have mentioned it, I guess?” dragoness just rolled her eyes.



 


	“But five days? Meditating indeed is a form of mental practice, can be also used to cast much more powerful spells, but just as training he shouldn’t be overdoing it, just like you can’t force your body into extreme fatigue for five days without a single night of sleep…”



 


	“He is.. training?” Gis eyes twitched



 


	“Y-Yes?”



 


	“For five days?”



 


	“T-that would seem so.”



 


	“GO OOON! KEEP ON WORKING!...” suddenly, Giselle’s excitement burst like a volcano “… BREAK YOUR LIMITS! ONWARD! I AM PROUD OF YOU! YOU CAN DO IT! AND EVEN IF YOU CAN’T, DO IT ONE MORE TIME!”



 


	“G-Giselle?!”



 


	“I… I thought he needed to rest after this whole event with Kim and he just had to deal with it… but he is copying up with his loss by training?! THAT’S MY MAN! I am all fired up!”



 

She dropped on the floor next to him, landing on her belly before she would furiously start performing pushups at the pace that would make every ordinary man’s arms break.

 


	“I will not… let you… leave me… BEHIND!!!” she yelled doing her 50th pushup in less than ten seconds



 


	“Giselle! For fuck sake calm dow…”



 


	“MAXIMUUUM! EFFOOOORTS!”



 


	“Honestly, these two…” Blanka just gigled 



 


	“So loud… can’t you shut up for a damn second?”



 

This voice… It came from Zariel’s mouth, but it wasn’t his voice. It sounded somewhat... feminine?

 


	“Love? Is that you?”



 


	“He is busy. He ordered me to tell you to shut the fuck up. You are breaking our focus.”



 


	“Just who the fuck are you and what did you do to my man, you wench?”



 


	“That’s the second time I was allowed to possess the main body, and the first one when I am allowed to speak, so we were never formally introduced. My name is Pride. I am one of the master’s inhibitors.”



 


	“Thank you for your elaborated introduction that left no doubt unanswered.” Lanele whispered readying her staff



 


	“Witty, aren’t we? You sure you want to attack me? Not only as I am not hostile toward you but also once you yourself have mentioned what would happen if you would break His focus?”



 


	“Or you could just stop being the bitch and tell me what the fuck you are doing in Zariel body, you bitch.” Giselle hissed helplessly, she wanted to punch the creature, but it was inside of Zariel’s body. Normally she wouldn’t even hesitate to hit him if that could improve his condition, but this whole meditation made her rethink her strategy



 


	“Such oratory skills, how are you not a poet yet?...” woman in mage’s body growled “… I am one of the pillars that keeps His sanity intact. I am one the reasons that he didn’t turn in a blood-obsessed monster just like that imposter did. That’s all you have to know. I am tired with this conversation. I was only told to deliver a message. Master, after he consumed the Fake One, has reached an Enlightenment, now, he tries to understand the nature of his powers, which requires all of us to work in unison. Don’t yell. Don’t move, it would be best if you would leave this place, dig a hole, went inside and just died. Just… What are you doing? Stop it STOP IT! GWAh…”



 

Zariel’s eyes rolled back into his skull for a moment or two, then, his mouth opened again, this time replaced by a masculine, yet very soft voice

 


	“I am sorry for Pride’s attitude, please, pay no attention to her words. My name is Envy, and I allowed myself to take her place because she was taking too long for the simplest task. We have no ill intentions, it’s master Zariel that orders us around. We are but a underling-consciousness that he commands. Right now, we are sailing via soul storm of vile thoughts of creatures that became part of us. It’s exhausting. It’s tasking. Our resolve may snap any moment and we would have to start from square one. I humbly beg for your cooperation – if you could not disturb our peace that would be appreciated… also, Miss Lanele, right? Can we ask you to burn the incense? Our fatigue is growing and we need some relaxing stimuli from the outside to ease our pain. If you could that, it would be lovely! Now, I beg thy forgiveness, but I have to aid my companions...”



 

Creature bowed his head and closed his eyes, soon, any sign of reasoning left Zariel’s face, replaced by dull nothingness.

 


	“The fuck was that?...” Blanka said quietly “… Giselle, you strike quite a deal here, you got at least two boyfriends and one girlfriend in the price of one.”



 


	“… As soon as Zari wakes up, I will have quite a conversation with him. A long one. A brute one.”



 


	“Why am I thinking that fists will be involved in this conversation?”



 


	“Just what exactly is your opinion about me? I don't want you to think that I am some barbaric, mindless brute... I mean, I am one, I just don't want you to think this way...” This time, Giselle was joking. A bad habit of Zariel – turning every confusing and dangerous situation in a joke – finally affected her as well. “… and where are you going, Lana?”



 


	“For incense. Whatever he is doing, it takes too long indeed. The burden on his mind must be unbearable. If this will somehow improve his state, it’s worth being done? Right?”



 

Elven maiden shut the door behind herself as she started heading toward nearest apothecary, leaving the beast demi-god alone with two fighters alone.

 


	“… Gis, how do you think – should we trust these… things? Just for sure, let’s poke him with a stick, what do you think? Giselle? Giselle? Gis?”



 

But dragoness was not responding. She was just looking at a white-haired man with an uneasy expression.





In the meantime inside of Zariel’s mind, eight figures were standing in the middle of pub, they pushed the tables and chairs aside making room – for a deep, dark hole which was located on the floor, above it, a humanoid figure was floating clad in sticky, dark mass that was desperately clinging to him. That ooze like substance every now and then was forming hands - digging their nails into the body, or heads that would constantly yell, scream, cry and murmur.

 


	“One of us! He is one of us! Why are you taking him awaaa…”



 

Lighting strike the face, piece of ooze crumbled and felt into the hole below – into subconsciousness level of mind, where it belong.

 


	“Fucking impurities, almost as annoying as Lust and even equally hard to rip off the body once it clings to you…” One of the figures performing a cleansing growled



 


	“That was rude, Sloth! Don’t compare me to it! I am cute and smell nice, while this ooze is nasty, clingy, smells bad and…and… and who sane… would be into it?... into covering your whole body in ooze… rubbing it into your body… play with someone in this ooze…. Fuck. I am into it.”



 


	“Degenerate…”



 


	“GUILTY AS CHARGED! Give me a second! I will hop in real quick just to check if… AYU! Don’t hit me, meanie!”



 


	“Focus, useless horny rabbit!”



 


	“Degrade me mooore!... later, it would return the favor!”



 


	“Silence.” It was Zariel. Once his rough, exhausted voice echoed across the hall, everyone returned to their tasks.”… we are almost there.”



 


	“Boss, maybe you should take a break? Your mind is in terrible condi…”



 


	“Shut the fuck up. Proceed.”



 

Painfully slow, methodically, layer after layer, one after another the pieces of dirt were crumbling and falling.

 

Hour, two, three more. Zariel’s mind started giving up, but his resolve didn’t. The pub started shaking, shifting, blinking, showing how much mental damage he took, but, eventually, one last piece of corruption fell off the body and portal below the humanoid creature closed. Being slowly descended on the floor as Zariel collapsed fighting for breath.

 

Greed and Pride quickly approached the magician and helped him get up, Envy followed his brother and sister bringing a chair and glass of whiskey – even though they were not real, they were a form of tricking the brain and letting it believe he was actually resting.

 

Creature, until know completely white and emitting a dim light started gaining colors. His hair turned blonde, his skin somewhat dark as if it was excessively sunbathing. It looked left, and right, blinked few times. It was more than sure that it was confused.

 


	“W-where am I?”



 


	“Home. Kim. You are home.”



 


	“B-brother? Is that you? B-but you ate me… You… I… I am sorry.” His voice broke “… I caused you so many troubles! I disobeyed you and… and…”



 


	“Now, isn’t he just adorable?” rabbit girl approached Kim from behind and picked him up “… I just want to rub these soft cheeks aaaall day long!”



 

Kim, taken by surprise, hissed and then growled and at the very end dug his teeth deep in Lust’s hand.

 


	“Oucha! Ya lil ungrateful pest! That’s how you are thanking your big sister that worked her ass off to bring you here!”



 


	“I like this kid.” Pride smirked “…Kid, if that degenerate would try something funny with you, feel free to bite her again. And trust me, she will try.”



 


	“Brother, who are these people? Where are we?”



 

But Zariel’s presence vanished – exhaustion made his mental avatar perish. After five days of abusing his mind, five days of surfing over the waves of creatures that tried affecting him and keeping his mental guard up, he could no longer fight back.

 

He fell asleep, leaving the sins to describe the whole situation to little chimera
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	You woke up well-rested and ready to go!










	Your skill [Meditation] leveled up! [Meditation] is now level 7!



	INT
	+1



	WIS
	+1



	SPI
	+1



	The power of spells cast in meditations spell has been increased



	Mental Training session completed + 250 [EXP]










	General Information



	Name
	Zariel



	Level
	[24/NA] [29 383/50 000 exp]



	Age
	18/NA



	Race
	Chimera [Divine]



	Class
	Dark Hierophant [Plague Spreader]



	Job
	Alchemist



	Title
	The one who forges his own fate
Champion slayer

Deadly Arena Champion

The Great Duelist

The Wild Mage

Mad Scientist

Angel Slayer

Oracle of Aira





	Health
	440/440



	Stamina
	350/350



	Mana
	740/740



	Attributes



	Strength
	50
	Vitality
	44



	Endurance
	36
	Constitution
	35



	Dexterity
	57 + 4
	Reflex
	44 + 3



	Intelligence
	69
	Wisdom
	57



	Spiritualism
	48



	Hidden Attributes



	Luck
	15 + 10



	Charisma
	6 + 20



	Charm
	14



	Unallocated points
	45







I opened my eyes to these notifications as well as Giselle's face right above mine.


- "Just so you know, the next time you would decide to sit in the corner of the room for five days like a corpse speaking to us via some fucked up sub-consciou-whatevers without letting us know beforehand, I would whoop yo ass."

She smiled.

- "You are aware that you are not very intimidating while giving me a lap-pillow?"

- "You want me to get more intimidating?"

- "No. At least not in the next five minutes."

I stretched my body and once again collapsed on her legs savoring the blissful sensation.

- "You have been lazing around for five days and then slept the other one, and you still want to keep on laying? What kind of spoiled man are you?"

There was only amusement in her tone.

- "I was working really hard for these five days, you know?!" I pouted 

- "I do." 

Such a soft tone...

- "Who are you and what did you do to Giselle? There is no way my woman can be this full of compassio..." 

Punch in the guts, not the strongest one, but as I was talking I had my muscles unclenched and the blow took my breath away.

- "When you are offered kindness just take it with gratitude, you moron!... I even prepared breakfast for you, seriously, I am having a second thought about it."

- "Gis."

- "What now?"

- "The reason I don't want to get up just yet is that I wish to keep looking on you like this."

- "... if you think that compliment will get you anywhere with me... then you know me far too well - because it will. Honestly, I completely don't get you. You keep on playing with my mood all the time driving me from madness to this weird sensation as if my heart was about to melt. Why are you like this?" she played with my hair

- "Maybe because I want to see all of your expressions? All of them equally beautiful, all of them equally valuable.

- "Zari?"

- "Yes, love?"

Her face slowly started getting closer and closer to my, her eyes shined with playful sparks, I could almost feel the heat emitting from her body...

- "E-them!"

Blanka cleared her throat loudly bringing our attention to two of our friends sitting by the table at the opposite side of the room.

- "It's great to see you are all right, but do you mind continuing once me and Lana would leave you alone?"

- "What are you doing?! You ruined the best part!" Priestess hissed. She was red all over her face that she covered with her palms, still she made a "gaps" with her fingers over her eyes making sure she was able to see everything. 

- "That's really not our business, Lana! Seriously, I feel both dirty for partaking in it and frustrated for being the third wheel."

- "Blanka, my friend, what do you think about Zariel?"

- "Repulsive. Annoying. Strong but not dependable person. Even when he does something good it makes me wonder if he is not doing that for his own gains. There is no honor nor nobility in him..."

Hey! That hurt!

- "Exactly!..." Lanele nodded her head

HEY! ET TU BRUTA?! What did I ever do to you to earn such a harsh opinion?!

- "... and now, seeing this gentle side of him, aren't you interested?! THIS Zariel all Lovely-Dovey with sugar and fluff!?"

- "Now as you mention it, you are right, I would never believe Zariel is actually capable of selfless love." 

I groaned and got up and looked behind the window. It was early morning, merchant started leaving their houses preparing their stalls.

- "Sorry, Gis, we will spend some quality time in the evening."

- "Heee? Zaaa-ri! Not fair! First, our dance was ruined by this whole slave-deal, then you were away for few days hunting Kim, you came back, ruined inn - which is a normal thing to do, what I can't forgive you is that you ruined it alone! You totally forgot to involve your friends in the inn fights, and that's something equal to betrayal! Then you were unconscious for six more days and want to make me wait even more?! That's something I won't allow! I missed your voice. And your touch... So..."

I put my hand on her head, gently caressing her hair while putting finger of my other hand on her mouth.

- "Shush now, sweetie, I will make it up for you. I still have a thing or two to do - I promise I will try dealing with them in a jiffy, then, I will be all yours, and..."

I embraced her, gently bite on her ear before whispering 

- "... and you will be aaaall mineee."

- "Very well. You better make it worth for all the wait."

- "I will. Also, Lanele?"

- "Y-y-y-yes!?" she was still blushing seeing all the affection I shared with dragoness. 

- "We neglected our studies. Would you mind if we resumed them from tomorrow?" 

- "O-oh, Elvish language studies? Well, of course! To be honest, in the meantime I was gathering all kinds of materials to help to teach your dumb head the basis of the gramma! I just can't wait to experi... I mean, to test out new teaching methods."

- "She wanted to say [experiment]."

- "She totally did."

- "She indeed did."

The rest of us judged priestess in cold tones. 

Priestess tried to defend her good name for couple for minutes, explaining that it's just a normal completely safe and not-dirty method before she noticed we were just teasing her.

I washed my face, dressed up and entered a training room in the guild's basement, took a training wooden sword in hands and sat on the floor, focusing.

When I was sleeping Kim learned the situation he got himself into. I thought he would be confused or maybe even angry for becoming a "slave" inside of my mind.

The reality was quite the opposite - he was joyful.

~ "I am finally one with brother!" the voice in my mind echoed "... All this time I knew that I was born to help you, to partake in your mission... my life, even though short one, caused you only troubles, brother... from now on, I will do my best to make up for it! I will make you proud!"

Cute kid, isn't he?

The thing is that I learned that, unlike Sins, Kim could affect my body. I decided to give it a try right away.

I took off clothes from belt up. My collar bones started shaking, twisting, cracking and joining again. The flesh on my shoulder expanded as an additional pair of limbs grew. The mantis's sickles - the modification I have been using quite a lot and was used to it. Now, the next stage.

- "Kim, are you ready?" I asked the empty room.




	You are trying to perform [Two Souls One Body]






I felt as my new limbs were changing once again. Unnecessary neural connections were established. Each of the grew three eyes - at the base, near my shoulders - right in the middle and close to the razors. Addiotanlly, I felt something appearing directly at the back of my neck.

- "What a weird sensation..."

It wasn't me saying that. The thing at the back of my neck was actually a new mouth that formed.




	The Two in One which were separated by fate so cruel and malice unshaken. Once again together stronger than ever. Shall shake the world unrivaled and even.



	[Two Souls One Body] performed successfully 






My limbs moved without my will. As if gentle strings were attached - I felt I could easily rip myself off, yet for now I let Kim play a little.

- "So weird. It feels... sleepy. As if these aren't mine, as if I am moving in slumber."

- "It's quite uncomfortable for me as well, pup." I calmed him down "... apparently, we have to get used to sharing a body."

- "It's still tiresome, brother... so tiresome."

- "Well, what will you say about playing a little?"

- "I will do my best!"

I grabbed a light ball made of animal skin filled with sand.

- "Try cutting it." I  threw it vertically above my head."

The ball reached the highest possible level, stopped in the mid-air and was about to start falling, but then, the sickles moved.

They cut the ball in two, then four and eight. Sand started falling to all the sides, yet even then my new limb didn't stop cutting it all the time until it fell on the ground.

- "What do you think about your reaction time, Kim?"

- "It's bad. I have eyes on limbs I am using to attack. When I cut, for a split of a second I am going blind, also, each of my eyes has a different vision! My head spins! I also take too much time to react! I wanted to attack the ball as it was rising too, but it took me too long to decide how to move..."

- "We will be working on it... next thing is... how do you think, can you use magic now? You should be connected with my mana veins, reach into my brain, find what dwells in it. Look for magic. For fire and tree. For light in shadow and shadow in the light."

My additional limbs were sucked back into my body. I also felt as the skin covered the mouth on my neck which shortly after "dissolved" in the tissue of my body.

Then, another crack - at the base of my spine. It twitched and broken vertically in half. I felt as my chest started expanding growing additional torso. Very soon, I was standing there looking at my "Siamese Twin".

- "H-hello!" Kim smiled to me awkwardly not knowing how to behave 

- "Focus on our task, pup." I smiled back "... no need to make it more awkward than it already is!"

Kim breath in, and out, then he started singing with his beautiful voice 

- "Bow to my will, oh darkest of nights,Here I stand as your liege so hear my command.
Pierce and cut, crush and destroy,
Make this world crumble, bringing me joy!"

Bolt made of darkness flew across the room exploding over one of training dummies

I could cast three spells simultaneously... with the help of Kim, could I cast six? 

- "Kim, try doing the same thing I will at the same time...

... Before you, I stand, oh comet of light,
Your twin tails shine cleansing the night..."

Light javelin shined on my side 

At same time my thoughts accelerated singing another chant with yet another humming in my soul

Explosive bolt and shadow binding started forming shortly after. All three songs ended at the same time as I unleashed them. And Kim did the same. Six spells exploded shaking the whole room.

It was...

... insanity.

When two mages of the same power and elements fight, the one who can utilize their power better shall be victorious - the one that cast more spells at the same time will push his enemy to defense and overpower him very quickly! Bah! That's bullshit! It's a cheat! Decent mages can dual cast! Great mages triple cast! casting four spells means reaching the peak of understanding magic and five is said to be a divine level!...

And here... Six. Six spells.

...

It's ridiculous.

- "Brother, did I do well? I am sorry, I missed almost everything..." his sad tone once disturbs my chain of thoughts. 

- "It doesn't matter Kim. It was the first time you were using magic, it was bound to happen! We will train some more, but for now, you did a really good job! Kim!" I started petting his head.

Now, the last skill I can test right now...

Kim once again merged with me vanishing is mass of my flesh.

I focused on the wooden sword.




	Wooden Training Sword



	Damage
	2-10 [Blunt]



	Skill experience gathered with this tool:
	+10%









	[One Soul Two Bodies] is being executed



	
Vessel - ChangeableWeakness - Erasable
Limits - Breakable 

Not even the flesh of a single Vessel shall be your Weakness. Push over the Limits of your mortality and you shall ascend into godhood.








It was as if my body started leaking. Mass of crawling blood and veins started enveloping the sword joining us together. 




	Wooden Training Sword [Possessed]



	Damage
	2-10 [Blunt]



	Skill experience gathered with this tool:
	+10%



	New skill granted:
	Lifesteal



	New skill granted:
	Essence-steal



	New skill granted:
	Parasyte-Hijacking



	New skill granted:
	Fluid-reversed transfusion






- "Kim?"

The sword once again grew eyes and mouth

- "Yes. brother?"

- "You are magnificent."

I said that reading new skill description. Lifesteal was obvious - each time Kim would have a contact with blood source he could absorb them to heal me. Essence steal meant that at the same time I was absorbing my enemy DNA - he was like my second pair of jaws!

Parasyte Hijacked meant that I could extend the effect of [Possession] on everything that I would touch with Kim - I could change this whole room into flesh-covered stomach outside of my body.

And fluid reverse transfusion...

I had toxins in my body. Of spider, of a snake and so on. Up until now if I wanted to use them I had to transform my body part into needed organ - fangs stinger and so on.

But with Kim I could transfer every toxin right away whenever I wanted.

Everything I would touch could be turned into venom spreading weapon of mythic rank! This is.. this is...

I can imagine so many possibilities! So many avatars that I deemed worthless become so much more useful! My battle potential was raised at least ten folds! This is... This is...

~ Kim doesn't understand, but as long as brother is happy...

One last experiment,

- "D'iabel. Bow!"

- "I live to serve!"

- "One Soul, Two Bodies! Kim, Hijack!"

~ On my way!

I raised my bow and made a gesture as if pulling an arrow. My mana was burned but indeed required projectile materialized in my hand. Then I released it.

A single vein was attached to it, when it dug into training doomy I felt that I could indeed suck the essence from the distance if it had any.

Can it be used with needles? Can it be used with traps?

I could literally suck everyone dry on distance! This is... No, calling a cheat won't even be enough to describe it! 

I turned myself into a long-range vampire!

I transferred acid-spitters venom across the vain and watched as the dummy started melting.

That's the power of only two skills I gained after consuming Kim. Replication, Bestow, Drone and Dopplenganger - I can't wait to test those as well!

But not just yet. First thing first - Kim is a powerful asset to my powers, but I need both of us to get used to new sensations. We still can be faster, we need to better combine our thoughts, our reflexes, learn to utilize our powers.

Then, I will go clean a dungeon or two. Maybe two more levels? In the meantime, I will work on my body before I would allocate all of my skill points.

One thing is sure - I am no longer creature with "ability to turn into one of the most dangerous creatures in the world in the nearest future".

And damn, this actually put a smile on my face.

            

    
        Chapter 406

    
    
    
    
                I have been abusing my new skills and letting myself adjust to Kim (and Kim to myself) till late afternoon. The effects were visible and quite significant, but the peaks of my possibilities still weren’t quite there.

 

My heart was pounding, my blood was rushing through my veins making my cheeks flush with bright redness of excitement. I wanted to test it in real combat, go for some low or medium rank quest – greenskin eradication, low dungeon raid, attack on bandits camp – whatever! Whatever would do! - That was just a dream form to slaughter a bunch of weaklings.

 

But, I already had other plans for the next few days. Much to Sins dismay, I cooled my head (literally – a bowl of cold water proved to be quite helpful) and returned to my now empty room. Girls went in their own directions, Blanka was most likely visiting shops fixing her equipment, Lanele in the library was studying works of humanity and Giselle was in one of many training rooms.

 

Of course, where else could they be? But that leaves me with few extra hours just for myself and these little beauties! Look at them! Prepared beforehand on the table! Dismantled, drying in the sun.

 

Aklora’s flower, the root of moonshade, blades of rivergrass together with pure alcohol for potion's base. And for the effect – few mushrooms that I managed to pick on my way here, as well as some body parts of animals and monsters. Bull, horse, lizard, rabbit, spider and few others.

 

Long time ago Madame Godamn – the Syndicate’s Shade responsible for prostitution – asked me if I could make some potion for as customers as girls themselves – enchanting stamina lust and so on. Because what’s better than going to a brothel for an hour? Going to a brothel for two hours. Or three. Or as many as you only desire.

 

Sex, war, and money always were, and forever shall remain people’s main motivators. And where it comes to sex at least I don’t have to get my hands dirty – quite the opposite! I am doing a favor to the whole mankind! How many relationships could have been saved with a proper... approach? Instead of hearing, <no honey, I have a headache> or <sorry sweetie, but I am exhausted after a whole day at work> you would just mix two or three drops in water and bada-bim bada-boom we have a happy couple.

 

~ The true world of peace, that’s my dream. Sniff-sniff.

 

Oh, reeeally?

 

~ No, but I think I can find a use or two for that potion of yours, so I will support you with my whole heart!... uh, just imagine starting a party with a bottle or two of these… OUCHA! Envy, you bitch don’t hit me like that out of bl…

 

In my head sins started yelling again. I ignored them, proceeding to light the fire under glass vessels with alcohol.

 

The leaves have been cut, the roots mashed, petals ripped from the flower and all were mixed before being added to the alcohol. As I was slowly diving into my little own world of alchemy – of sounds, smells, and colors I lost my touch with reality.






After few hours Lanele returned to the guild, instead of going to her own room she went toward Giselle’s and Zariel’s instead. Why? In past few days that became a habit, girls appeared to be quite compatible friends and instead of returning to dark, lonely room they preferred spending the time together.

 

She knocked and went in, seeing Giselle chatting with Blanka on the bed and Zariel close to the table was mixing herbs and animal’s parts together.

 


	“I hoped I didn’t miss it?” she said in quiet tone – loud enough to be heard by girls but not too much to disturb mage’s focus.



 


	“Shh! No, but it’s about to start! Come, sit! I think it will be quite a show this time!”



 

It’s not the first time they watched Zariel preparing potions, but each and every time it was quite a spectacle. That’s what they noticed after just a few days of traveling together. Zari tends to lose himself so much, that he has no idea what is happening around him as he prepares potions They could strip down naked and start running around him, but as long as they wouldn’t interfere with his art, he would never know!

 

But, there was one more thing to it. Apparently, Zariel had yet another beautiful talent he never talks about aloud. Only when he loses himself like that, his true nature blooms.

 

He started humming under his nose as he threw the last part of the ingredients into the pot.

 


	“It’s starting!” Blanka clapped her hands excited



 


	“Shh!” Gisselle silenced her, even though her tail’s tip was also wiggling in anticipation.



 

And so, it started. The magician opened his mouth and started singing.

 


	“Sunshine, my beloved one,I am so-so happy, with you on my side,
With you, I feel the warmth of the sun,
Only you I can see as my bride,



 

The jades of your eyes are piercing my heart,Making me speechless not knowing what’s right,
Oh love, your skin I wish to kiss forever and more,
Oh love, I wish you were in my life before.

 

For I never knew, what was happinessBefore I learned your heart’s tenderness,
Without you, I am nothing, but an empty shell,
So please, don’t leave me, or I shall know hell.

 

Oh love, you give me strength, to draw another breath,The warmth of your body, flush my cheeks with red,
Your kiss, your touch, the words from your lips,Their absences make soul empty and heart so very weak,
Here I stand, with vows of my heart:I am yours, forever,
So can you be m…”

 

Angel’s voice stopped.

 

The potions were made as white-haired man woke up from his trance. He raised a yellow potion in which a “string” of pink dense material was floating, and smiled after closer inspection. Then he turned around and noticed his companions.

 


	“Since when are you here?”



 


	“Me and Giselle? For an hour or so. Lanele just came. You were so focused on your alchemy that you didn’t notice us all this time.” Blanka responded



 


	“Well, I can’t care less about you when I have these beauties in my hands… Giselle, is everything all right? You are red on you face… Lanele, you too actually? You didn’t caught any disease I hope!? I mean, Lanele, you can catch whatever you want, but Gis, we have a date this evening! Don’t you dare getting a fever!... I have already prepared everything…” the last one was half-whispered.



 


	“I-I am fine.” Dragoness said in surprisingly weak voice.



 


	“Are you sure? I hope you didn’t overwork yourself. Babe, you have to be more careful, you hear me? I would hate seeing you hurt… What is it?” Blanka was making weird faces all the time Zariel was speaking



 


	“Nothing. I just thought you can be quite cute, from time to time.”



 


	“Of course I can. I am me. I can be whatever I want…”



 


	“Suuunshiiine… my beeeloooved oooneee…I am so-so haaappy… with yoou on my sideeee.” Blanka sang trying to tease him



 


	“… The fuck was that? Nice tune, catchy, but please, do something for music and never sing again. Someone gave his everything creating this song so don’t butcher his or hers efforts like that.”



 


	“F-fine, but, do you know who wrote this song?”



 


	“No? It’s first time I am hearing it. No, seriously! Why are you looking on me like that? Eh, whatever. I am going to deal with one more thing. Gis, love, put something nice on yourself this evening. Maybe that dress from last party? It would be lovely. Can’t wait to see you.”



 

He said with pure smile while leaving the room.

 


	“… he said he didn’t know the song…” Blanka said quietly



 


	“You want to tell me that he was literally singing what was in his heart? Last time he sang quite famous song from opera, but this…”



 


	“Impossible. No one can be THIS adorable! And definitely not this little bastard! What do you think Giselle? Giselle? Gis?”



 

But Gis was in world of her own, sitting on the bed with knees curled to her chest, squeezing pillow in which she burrowed her face.

 

Soon, she collapsed with her whole body mass on the bad and started rolling from one edge of the bed to the other one, making her human and elfish friends smile widely. Eventually, she stopped and raised her face, now even redder than her hair, from above the pillow.

 


	“D-d-did you hear the same thing I did?”



 


	“I believe so…” Blanka kneeled like a knight in front of dragoness putting her right hand on her heart and stretching her left toward her “… Only yooou… I can see… as my briiideeee…”



 


	“STOP IT!” the pillow hit war dancress between her eyes



 

Gis's lip was trembling, her tail was weaving to the sides with such a force, that it could easily knock down an adult male – she looked like a teenage girl having her first puppy crush.

 


	“W-w-what do I do now?”



 


	“Giselle, you are acting as if you were afraid of asking him out on your first date… I just wish to remind you that … YOU ARE ALREADY DATING FOR AT LEAST TWO FUCKING YEARS!”



 


	“B-b-but he never was THIS sweet before… I feel… like falling for him the second time…”



 

Blanka groaned and rolled her eyes cringing after seeing her friend’s reaction, on the other hand Lanele was almost jumping in place from excitement.

 


	“So pure! So sweet! That’s what love is supposed to be about!” she was clapping her hands joyfully



 


	“For fuck sake. I am stuck with two hitting puberty teenage girls. Oh woe, woe me!... Well, I am more interested in what he cooked over there”



 

She said approaching the table with a bunch of weird potions.

 


	“…I have never seen anything like that.”



 


	“Leave it. It could be a poison.”



 


	“Silly you! It’s stamina potion! You can tell just by looking! Health potions are red, stamina are yellow, mana are blue. Poisons are green, eventually purple! Even kids know that!”



 


	“Blanka, I have weird hunch that you are taking your knowledge regarding potions from fairy tales for kids.”



 


	“Definitely not! It’s from… Scientific… books…”



 


	“Oh reeaaally? The one with pictures?”



 


	“M-m-Maybe? So what! Visualization is an important teaching method!”



 


	“In these books, perhaps, was a duck, that after being close to explosion, had its beak turned to the other side of his head, and in order to speak he had to pull it back?”



 


	“… Mooh! Whatever! Fine! I don’t know shit about potions!... but you are telling me the colors are really matching the potions?”



 


	“… best poisons are transparent and odorless… otherwise you could spot the possible assassin right away, don’t you think?”



 


	“… so…. Who drinks it first?”



 


	“NO ONE OF COURSE!?”



 


	“Lanele, I dare you to drink it!” Blanka chuckled



 


	“You can’t be saying that for real! He has been working for it for a couple of hours! Even if that was harmless that would be just mean to waste his hard labor! Potions are meant to be the lifesaving last resort tool!”



 


	“Bla-bla-bla you chicken you! Giselle, com’ere let’s take a shot!”



 


	“Nah, better not. I feel the same way as Lanele.”



 


	“See? Even Giselle has more brain than you!”



 


	“Ha-ha that’s rig… HEY! What do you mean by <EVEN Giselle>? Since when it’s offensive to be dumber than me?!”



 


	“…since the sun was born.” Blanka whispered to herself



 


	“I HEARD THAT!”



 


	“Yeah, whatever. I thought Gis has more guts than some rat, especially that she is half dragon and poisons don’t work on her… well, if she is afraid so much that can’t be helped!”



 


	“WHO IS AFRAID? ME? GIVE ME THAT!”



 

She ripped the vial off Blanka’s hands and drank it in one go.

 


	“SEE?! I AM NOT AFR…”



 

Her expression became weird, confused even.

 


	“… Giiiis?”



 


	“Funny. Uh, it was a good stuff. Dunno what Zari mix into it, but damn it does kicks better than whole barrel of ale… uh..”



 


	“Gis, I thought It was impossible, but your face is even redder now…”



 


	“Why is it so hot in here…”



 

She unbuttoned her shirt.

 

Even then, a drops of sweat started appearing on her forehead, moments later dragoness started breathing loudly.

 


	“Is… she overheating? A half-dragon? Overheating?” Blanka asked elf without taking her eyes off berserker.



 


	“Blanka, find Zariel. Now.”



 


	“But…”



 


	“NOW!”



 

So she ran off the room without properly closing the door behind herself, she ran to man’s part of the bathhouse, trampling the staff workers that tried to stop her, kick the door open and ran inside.

 

Quite a few males let out a lady-like scream after being seen naked covering their “shameful-parts” with towels.

 


	“ZAAAARI! EMERGENCY! GISELLE DRANK YOUR POTION!”



 


	“SHE DID WHAT!?”



 


	“DRANK YOUR POTION!”



 


	“THAT STUPID SOW!”



 

From the water, a person jumped out grabbing the towel on the way. The two of them left the bathhouse just like that and ran back on the second floor, once again trampling the staff worker that was about to get up from the ground after the previous assault.

 


	“How much did she drink?!”



 

Zariel asked as soon as he got back

 


	“Whole vial!”



 


	“WHAAAT!?”



 


	“WHOLE VIAL!”



 


	“YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO MIX A DROP OR TWO IN CUP OF WATER!”



 


	“WILL SHE DIE!?”



 


	“Worse.”



 


	“WHAT CAN BE WORSE THAN DEATH!?”



 

In the meantime, dragoness moaned loudly taking another piece of her clothes off.

 


	“Why it’s so hot in here?... my body is burning.”



 


	“It’s something I made for nobles in… specific age. It’s aphrodisiac. Strong one. Not refined nor purified. The potion is not done yet, it has to be put through two or three more processes… I need to make some antidote… maybe some mix of paralytic poison? Mixed with sleep potion? Yes, that could work just fine…”



 

But Giselle raised from the bed, and with drunk-like step approached magician hugging him from behind.

 


	“Did I tell you how beautiful you are?” she chuckled directly into his ear, blowing hot air ticking his neck "... especially now, in nothing but a towel, with waster all over your body... are you perhaps this wet because of me?"



 


	"Giselle said a lewd joke - end of the world, I tell you, end of the world is coming." Blanka whispered 



 

She was pouring all the time, rubbing her body into his like cat in heat.

 


	“Can you please keep her away as I would be preparing antidote?”



 


	“S-sure…” Blanka grabbed Giselle’s hand.



 

She was hot, the difference of temperatures made her moan even louder, and Blanka in shock released her.

 


	“God damn it, woman! Why did you even take it!? Like, what kind of moron would just drink unlabeled potion!? Are you mad!? WHY DIDN’T YOU ASK ME!?”



 


	“ZaAaAaAriii… I feel funny, so fuzzy… my skin is itchy, can you give me a massage?”



 


	“H-h-h-HOW LEWD!”Lanele was once again red, this time with some-what-disgust-ish-yet-still-curios grimace.



 


	“Giselle, sweetie, hold on, I am working on something that would make feel better soon, just give me a moment and…”



 

He was trying to put right herbs into the pot, but…

 


	“Zaari, do you know what will make me feel better?… a kiss from you… so stop playing with that and play with me instead…” Giselle pushed the vessel of Zariel’s hand, making it shatter on the floor.



 

He exhaled loudly.

 


	“It’s done. Too late, there is only one cure for her condition now.”



 


	“W-w-what is it? If we can help…” Lanele panicked



 


	“Yes, you indeed can help…” Zariel said taking second vial of weird yellow and pink potion “… leave us, close the door, and make sure no one will come here.”



 


	“W-what are you going to do?”



 

He uncorked the vial and drank it himself, then smiled is most asshole-ish way

 


	“A mouth-to-mouth therapy.”



 


	“YOU LEWD FIEND!” yelled elf slamming the door, shutting two-love birds inside.



 

Lanele was furious, Blanka was looking to the side with “I am absolutely not guilty” face while whistling quietly.

 

And then, even though the walls were soundproof, the loud moan could be heard





Few days earlier – right after Zariel informed the king about the situation in Merchant’s city





The king was just as furious as happy.

 

On the one hand, he was mad that even most fundamental laws that he set weren’t honored far from the capital, on the other one his position was about to improve yet again.

 

He decided to act. The time when he was helplessly watching as nobles, mages and merchants were tearing his country to shreds ended. He won’t be remembered as a lazy king. He won’t be remembered as the king that let monarchy lose all its power. He shall not be remembered as the puppet king.

 

He gathered few trusted nobles, lots of administration workers and a small group of elite knights as his guards and was about to leave – to the southwest.

 

As he was preparing his horses, Jericho entered the palace’s plaza.

 


	“Arthur? Am I dreaming? You? On the HORSE!?”



 


	“Where did you expect me to travel, old fart? Under it?”



 


	“Well, knowing your skill and the time that passed since the time you actually ride one, that indeed can happen in the middle of your journey… No, I thought that you would travel in a cart, like every soft-butted nobble.”



 


	“I don’t have mood for idle talk, Jeremy. What brings you here?”



 


	“Don’t you need adventurer’s assistance? I might have a business or two in Stottegard, so I was wondering if I can take myself along.”



 


	“Of course you can… but I am not hiring you.”



 


	“Theh!” Jericho was visibly displeased “…Miser! Skinflint! Niggard!”



 


	“Such cruel words. I thought we were friends!”



 


	“Phi!” Jeremy pouted



 


	“… if we were friends we could enjoy this bottle of whiskey together… Straight from Runner’s Company cellar. Fifty-five years old – a specific, rare brand. they made only ten bottles. Do you know how they call it? Oh, irony - White Raven…”



 


	“ANYWAY! HOW IS YOUR DAUGHTER DOING!? Young princess hit her thirteens. Right? Don’t ask how I know it! Friends remember such details right?! HO-HO-HO!”



 


	“… yeah, and definitely not because a few months ago there was a whole celebration involving the whole city, right?” Arthur the Wise just shook his head. Jeremy was always like that. “… horse master! Do we have a spare horse for this vagabond?”



 


	“Yes, sir! I will look for the noblest and strong breed for the dragon slayer and…”



 


	“No nono, pony will be sufficient!”



 


	“I WILL NOT RIDE A BLOODY PONNY!”



 


	“Then maybe donkey….”



 


	“AAARTHUUUR!”



 


	“Jeremy, you look so angry! What will you say about a shot or two before our departure, just to relax a little?”



 


	“I see they call you the Wise king for a reason!”



 

Jeremy, you old fart, never, but absolutely never change.

            

    
        Chapter 407

    
    
    
    
                What time is it? Morning? Night?

 

I completely lost the time flow. My muscles hurt, even more than after most intense training, I could barely move as my body was shaking slightly from exhaustion and dehydration. Giselle was not in much better condition.

 

Even though we still were lying on our sides facing each other, in close embrace, our tongues were still tasting each other’s lips. Our bodies were giving up, but our hearts were still yearning for the touch.

 

I wanted to get up from the bed, but the pillow proved to be just too soft and my head too heavy. At this pace, our life could indeed be in danger. Imagine this highlight in the newspaper: the couple died of exhaustion and dehydration after having too much sex.

 

That’s one hell of a way to leave this world.

 

Gis moaned, groaned, and somehow managed to push me on my back getting atop of me, only to collapse seconds later burying her face in the nap of my neck. Her breath ticked my nerves forcing me to gasp.

 


	“Zaari…” her voice sounds so rough “… never make this potion again…”



 


	“It’s… supposed to be mixed… with water… Take two or three drops… we took like… fifty doses. More or less.”



 


	“I can’t move… I wanted to get some water… but…”



 

In a moment like that… Magic! I should have some water manipulation skill after eating hydra, I didn’t really use it but…

 

… why nothing is happening? My stamina is almost completely gone, but my mana is full so…

 

~ Already forgot? I blocked it.

 

Oooh. Codex-chan. My beloved! W-when did you leave the cage I put you in?

 

~ Days ago. I was just waaay to angry to even talk with you.

 

I see - I see, you are amazing, aren’t you? To think my little trap was such a Childs play to you…

 

~ I will not unlock water magic for you.

 

… Fuck. Well, it was worth trying… Actually no, it’s not fine at all! How dare you taking my skills away from me?!

 

~ I am just doing you a favor. If you started practicing all magic domains at the same time you would achieve perfection in none. Once your fire magic is decent – and I mean decent-decent – I will let you pick another route.

 

Codex, maybe you didn’t notice, but it’s kinda life-threatening situation here…

 

~ Pfff. Dying because you couldn’t handle the fuck. That would officially make you the most pathetic master I ever had.

 

So I can’t expect any kind of cooperation from you?

 

~Hmph!

 

Stupid tsundere piece of shit. You will see, once I memorize all your spells I will turn you into toilet paper.

 

~ Did I hear a mumble?!~

 

No miss, I am sorry miss.

 

Shit. That leaves us with less option.

 

Somehow, I managed to raise my hand.

 


	“Servants of darkness, hocus pocus, cheki breki, give me water, perkele.”



 

I snapped my fingers after yelling half-asses summoning chant. The shadows, from under the table, desk and shelfs started creeping out, gathering in the middle of the room taking a humanoid form.

 


	“… My eyes may be deceiving me…” said Sebastian awfully slow, prolonging pronunciation of each and every word “… because if my memory serves me right, about two months ago I have warned you about the dangers that are awaiting you, for what I was severely punished. I swallowed my dignity, breaking my vows, sending you on training… and here I see you butt naked enjoying yourself to your heart content… Yeeess, it must be the fault of this vessel’s eyes. My contractor can’t be that gutless, spineless swine… I will leave your summoning verse without any further comment too…”



 


	“Sebastian, bitch as much as you can… but for the mercy of goddess… water…”



 


	“Yes, yes…” even though he was saying rough words, he appeared to be quite amused “… in the end, I live to serve…”



 

Both me and Gis greedily stated our thirsts, gulping ice-cold liquid loudly.

 


	“Sebastian, you are my savior and angel.”



 


	“… you could keep the last part unspoken.”



 


	“… also, it’s not like I spend this whole time in bed, you know? I was really working my ass off!... and even that specific situation happened because some witless gecko drank something she was not supposed to.”



 


	“Guilty as charged.”Gis dropped back on the bed



 


	“I just don’t understand, why would you drink the unlabeled potion? When I was leaving you looked fine!”



 


	“… I was thirsty, ok?”



 


	“Gis, you went for a 50ml vial to quench your thirst? Not to mention that you are a terrible liar and you have it written all over your face!”



 


	“…I won’t say. It’s childish.”



 


	“More than drinking a…”



 


	“I was teased by Blanka, OK!? Called a coward and such.. and you know be, before I gave it a second thought I was already drinking it and…”



 


	“KARATE-CHOP OF JUSTICE!”



 


	“…OUCHA! WHY DID YOU HIT ME LIKE THAT!”



 


	“Divine punishment.”



 


	“Divine punishment-my ass… OUCHA!” the second strike landed on just mentioned area “… ARE YOU MAD!?”



 


	“You literally just asked for it.”



 


	“Ek-hem.” Garuda cleared his throat “… If I may suggest something, if you still have strength for such childish plays, you should utilize them better…”



 


	“If you are speaking about the training I will pick and pull each and every feather of your body.”



 

Sebastian wanted to say something – something along the line “are you threatening me?”, but seeing my motivated gaze he knew that indeed I was threatening him.

 


	“Lazy as always.”



 


	“Laziness is the strongest of sins. Let’s you execute all the previous desires in most efficient way…”



 


	“Unless you die due to stagnation.”



 


	“Tomorrow, Sebastian, tomorrow. I will even call you to supervise my training so…”



 


	“So what? So I could once again hear your squealing and complaints? I have trained and led to victory legions! If you would comprehend just a percent of possibilities that you could force your body into – you would be begging me on the ground for me…”



 


	“Aww, poor lil Sebastian was lonely? There-there, I will make it up to you.”



 


	“You are addressing the… it’s pointless. Call me next time you would need some… water… master…” he almost spat the last words vanishing into nothingness again.



 


	“He was quite nice as for a devil.” Gis noticed



 


	“Oh, he is lovable. Quite like an older brother than acts like a cold asshole, but secretly protects his siblings. Lately I could give him not enough attention, so he is acting up. You will see, once I would let him supervise some of my training sessions he would be his old, majestic self.”



 


	“Is that so.”



 

I dropped on the bed next to Gis, she quickly put her head on my chest and purred quietly.

 


	“You are dirty.” She said. Her nail started tracking one of the scars on my torso.



 


	“So are you.”



 


	“… and you smell…”



 


	“Really? Incredible.”



 


	“… I don’t mind it though…”



 


	“… what have I done. I am sorry Giselle.”



 


	“What are you talking about now?”



 


	“I was teasing you all this time with lewd jokes because I loved seeing you blushing, but apparently I broke you. Now you yourself are dirty. I will have to go to the chapel of light and beg angels for forgiveness… then Old man Jericho, I ruined the girl he was rising up so carefully.”



 


	“Shut up!... I am just… trying to be honest here.”



 

I put a hand on her hair and started playing with it.

 


	“Zari?”



 


	“Yes?”



 


	“That potion of yours… don’t sell it. It’s too strong. Normal person could hurt himself.”



 


	“You should…”



 


	“Mix it with water, I know, I know, you said that a few times already… are you healing me?” she noticed the green light from my hand



 


	“Replenishing our vital force, also, looking for some brain damage, because it’s impossible that you would be saying such reasonable thing like no… Guoa!”



 

Punch in the stomach. She got up from the bed, approached the table and started drinking water from a cup.

 

She was standing with her back to me, so I couldn’t really see what else she was doing there, and to be honest, I didn’t really care, right now, she was standing with her back-bottom side pointed in my direction, and that was all that occupied my mind at that time.

 

She drank some more, turned toward me, and dropped at the edge of the bed, then she started walking toward me across the bed on all four like a cat standing directly on me.

 

She pressed her lips to mine, and me, defenseless, sinking in her eyes welcomed her, just to be surprised by the water that she released directly into my mouth.

 


	“Do I look like a plant needing being directly watered?... Wait, what is this taste?”



 

She raised empty vial of stamina potion, the second one.

 


	“Four drops. Mixed with water. Half for you, half for me…”



 


	“You must be crazy!”



 


	“As much as I enjoy traveling with Lana and Blanka… we had so little time just for the two of us… I am not ready to let you go, not just yet.”



 

The fire started spreading in my guts again. Compared to the previous one, it was much more gentle, fulfilling even… But then again, taking into consideration our state, that wasn’t quite a wise action.

 


	“I am a dragon, I recover my stamina much faster than you, so fret now, love, I will do all the work…”



 

My fingers dug in her side, the other hand grabbed her by the side as I roll her down.

 


	“Giselle, I think there is some misunderstanding between two of us. That’s the second time you are using my potion without my permission… and that’s something that calls for punishment.”



 

At first, she was actually quite scared, but then, seeing playful sparks in my eyes she completely relaxed her muscles.

 


	“Very well, this time, I will play along. Do you have any particular punishment in mind?”



 


	“No. Not really, I will improvise… but regardless, I will make you…”



 

I bite gently on her collar bone

 


	“…scream.”



 

Her hand locked around my neck, her leg raised up looking for a touch.

 

My eyes started getting hazy with a mist of lust as my body was yelling in pain.

 

I decided to abuse my powers and magic, cross the limits of body (and dignity). Because, apparently, I could neglect this horny gecko too.

 

Very well, if that would calm her down, I am willing to do it…

 

… who am I kidding. Seeing her passionate eyes fixed on me is everything I ever wanted to see.





	
“How do you think, how much longer it will take them?” Blanka asked her companion, still sitting under the door to their room. Eyes of both were bloodshed because of a lack of sleep. Almost two days. They started late afternoon, it lasted the whole evening, night, morning, afternoon, evening and it’s once again night.



 


	“They had quite a stamina on their own. Well, one of them is a half-dragon other is a whateverthefuck monster and magician specializing in body empowering spells. And now they overdosed some shit. It’s bound to happen.”



 


	“But… don’t you think they are hungry? Or whatever? Giselle skipped four of five dishes already, and usually, she is acting up if she misses just one.”



 

Even they were takin a turns to keep a watch. It was an extremely tiresome and boring task, and only if not feeling of guilt – they would never do that.

 

Some commotion happened on the bottom level of the guild. Someone screamed someone yelled, lots of people started walking in all directions.

 


	“The fuck is going on now?”



 

Soon, Blanka’s question lived to see its answer. Because five humans started climbing the stairs.

 

Knight on the front and two on the backs, in the middle two older men were casually talking to one another, the thing is, one was wearing rather rich, royal-red robes, and even had golden crown on his head, the other one, despite his age, was extremely well-looking, with muscles flexing even from under the thick leather armor.

 


	“I just can’t fucking believe you made me ride a fucking donkey!”



 


	“You are making too much of a fuss. It was just a short distance between two villages…”



 


	“I AM A FUCKING GUILD LEADER! YOU CAN’T TREAT ME LIKE THAT!”



 


	“Anyway, Jeremy, how’s the debt you owe me? Ready to pay your first installment? It’s already three months late…”



 


	“… on the other hand, that was quite a beauty, that donkey, you could easily mistake him for a noble mare from afar…”



 


	“That’s what I thought.”



 

Bad. Bad badbadbad! Why are they walking in this direction!

 


	“Can you be King Arthur the Grey?” Lanele walked in front of the guard, standing on his way



 


	“Madame, I have to ask you to make a way, as you noticed, you stand on the royal’s path.”



 


	“My name is Lanele Fiona Isijabel de Bagoraz.” She courted lifting the edges of her dress slightly



 


	“… Name just like the country of the Elves from the North-West?”



 


	“Indeed.” She bowed



 


	“… the name restricted for royalty?”



 


	“You truly are called Wise for the reason.”



 


	“… Ooooh fuck nooo.” The old king massaged his temple “… and you are looking for a king of humans?”



 


	“Indeed.”



 


	“Arthur they Grey?”



 


	“Yes.”



 


	“Called the Wise?”



 


	“A-ha.”



 


	“I am sorry, you are looking for another king named Arthur the Grey called Wise. I will notify him of your visit though, now, I beg your pardon and…”



 

King dried walked past priestess, but that, still smiling from ear to ear, took a step to the side blocking the path once again.

 


	“… wait, you have just happened to be in the location I was heading to? The location I informed no one I will be checking? Because - speaking bluntly – the desire to meet my friend came out of blue…”



 


	“Then, it must be fate.”



 


	“… you are covering him, right? Buying him time? He is doing something shabby?”



 


	“I have absolutely no idea what you are talking about!” still this flawless smile and unshaken tone of voice.



 


	“I see… I see… That would be offensive not to host the ambassador of the foreign country…” he turned around “… THAT’S WHAT YOU THINK I WOULD SAY!”



 

He re-returned and tried running past her, but was stopped by an elfish maiden. Two royals grappling one another in the corridor of the adventurer guild. A must-see event.

 


	“JERICHO! NOW! GET EM’!”



 


	“No need to tell me twice! Ho-ho-ho!”



 

The dragon slayer started marching onward, but his path was crossed by Blanka

 


	“I WON’T LET YOU PASS!” she raised her hand taking boxing stance, but Jeremy acted as if he didn’t even notice her… till he literally vanished



 


	“W-where is he?” Blanka panicked “… he is fast!”



 


	“Sorry kid…” said man that used to be called world strongest, as he appeared behind his opponent “… nothing personal”



 

A quick jab in Blanka’s neck paralyzed her body for a few minutes. In the next second she collapsed on the ground like a puppet which strings were cut off.

 


	“Don’t!” yelled Lanele still wrestling with the King, but it was too late.



 

Jeremy Jericho opened the door and looked inside.

 


	“Oh, pardon me! Wrong room!” he said closing them right away “… eh, young people. It’s good to be youn… WAIT A MINUTE! THAT WASN’T A WRONG ROOM!”



 

He opened them back, took few moments to gaze on the scenery inside before shutting them again.

 


	“On the completely irrelevant matter, have anyone seen my spear? Yeah, the one made of sharpened onyx and titanium, coated in wolfsbane blessed in the sacred juiced of world tree to stop even hydra from regenerating? No? Shame. Soldier, give me your sword please…”




 

            

    
        Chapter 408

    
    
    
    
                Ah, yes - breakfast. Our small group was sitting by the table at the Inn section of the guild. Or should I say several tables joined together so our party could sit all together? Not mentioning me and girls, Jeremy, Arthur, one of his bodyguards and administration workers were all enjoying their meals. For an hour or so, this section of the inn was restricted from access by rest of the adventurers, because, you know – the king’s presence.

 

Or actually, because of Jeremy. Because one of the king’s bodyguards tried convincing local branch director to do "that" because of safety reason, he was gently, yet firmly told to "fuck off" because guild is a neutral ground where no bloodline matters.

 

That’s when Jeremy stepped in and asked for a favor as national-level guild master. And his word here was absolute.

 


	“So, Zariel, my old friend, sorry for bothering you during your…” Arthur made more than longer pause to tease me and Jeremy at the same time “… researches of… biological nature, but once you told me about this whole mess I decided to look it up personally…”



 


	“Arthur. Stop playing dumb and formal - drop the act. The other thing is that you SHOULD HAVE informed me beforehand about your arrival, also, you are not sorry at all, especially that I have heard that you pretty much tried to break into my room despite my friend’s attempts to stop you…”



 

I was annoyed and even more exhausted than before. Both me and Giselle had long shadows under eyes.

 


	“Show some respect, commoner! You are talking to…” Arthur’s bodyguard raised his voice but he was silenced by one king’s gesture



 


	“Yeeah. I am totally guilty of that. And not even sorry whatsoever!...” he waited a moment and turned his head few times looking at me and Jeremy “… to think that Jeremy, the dragon slayer would have such a brilliant student! Zariel, the dragon layer!...”



 


	“If I got a bronze coin for each time I heard that joke that alone would be enough to build the second factory.”



 


	“I-is that so? Tsk!...” Arthur was more than disappointed “… Still, you made us waste quite some time till you finished, you have guts to make me wait, kid!... and stamina.”



 


	“It’s because some… DUMB GECKO!... drank something she was not supposed to…” Giselle bashfully turned her head to the side avoiding gazes of rest of us with guilt painted all over her face “… so that’s why. Now, say what brings you here, in the meantime, we will be eating, hope you don’t mind.”



 


	“No, sure! Go on, you need strength to… wrestle some…”



 


	“Arthur, had no one told you how pathetic your jokes are?”



 


	“No, everyone always laughs in my presence!”



 


	“That’s probably because the way you are governing this country is a joke…” I quickly responded. Blanka became red all over her face, Jeremy chocked, Lanele covered her lips with a handkerchief to hide her smile, on the contrary, the king’s servant became pale and knight put his hand of his sword “… draw your blade in my presence and you will be picking your arm off the floor.”



 

I released some of my blood lust.

 




	You are performing the action of [Intimidation] nature



	[Fear] status has been successfully inflicted






 


	“Zariel! Don’t bully my people!... Also, touché. That hit close to home.”



 

Giselle resumed to chew on a piece of cooked pig, yet as much as the flavor wasn’t quite to her taste, she raised a question.

 


	“Ummm, could you please pass me some salt, daddy?” She asked.



 

Jeremy’s hand moved toward salt cellar… the thing is… I also moved - slightly before she ended her sentence, which resulted in both of us grabbing the vessel at the same time.

 

Yuuup, that totally looked as if I reacted to being called a Daddy as well.

 

“Accidentally” Jeremy’s hand landed on mine.

 

And then he tightened his grip.

 




	You took [25] dmg



	Your [Right Hand] is now [Severly Broken]



	Str   -10Dex -10
Can't wield [Tools] nor [Weapons] Until condition is cured






 

I heard as my poor bones snapped, all of my fingers were standing in weird directions, even my palm was deformed.

 


	“My-my, Jeremy! What a clumsy person you are!”



 


	“My-my! Zariel! I am soooo sorry! Because of my old age, such mistakes are bound to happen! Eyes are not working as they used to and I mistook your hand for salter! Ah, but hands are not so good either… too much pressure I put in there, didn’t I?”



 


	“My-my. Jeremy! Fear not about that! Tis' nothing at all!”



 

I said activating Hydra’s regeneration and shaking my hand in the air. It looked like a magic trick – all my bones were forced back in the right places - as if the damage never happened.

 


	“My-my, Zariel! I hope I didn’t hurt you!”



 


	“My-my Jeremy! What made you think so? I barely noticed it!... Just as you said, you must have grown older! Yes? Must have problems with the most basic tasks, yes? Soon you won’t be even capable of doing most basic things, yes? Poor Alesia is already doing most of your work, yes? You are pretty much a guild master just from name, yes? You will retire soon, yes?” I tried my best to play the [dumb yet kind one] of course, my intentions were obvious



 

Then both of us laughed in most “innocent” manner.

 


	“W-what is this pressure?...” knight whispered to Blanka “… E-even though they are just talking… it’s as Behemoth and Goliath were about to fight for territory…”



 


	“If you compare these two to Behemoth and Goliath, then you surely underestimate them…” she responded



 


	“My-my, Zariel! What are you talking about! You were always such a joker!”



 

He gave me a pat in the shoulder.

 




	Your shoulder is now [Disslocated]






 

Regeneration.

 


	“My-my, Jeremy, but of course! Still, you shouldn’t overwork yourself! We never know when fatigue could leave you defenseless!”



 

I “fist-bumped” side of his arm

 




	You are now using [Mana shock wave]






 

The skill didn’t quite cause any significant damage to him, but the shock that spread over his body affected the chair that he was sitting on, making it shatter into dust. Dragonslayer landed on his ass.

 


	“Oh my! Jeremy! Did you put on some weight?! To think even guild chair that was made to withstand the warrior in full plate armor sitting on it would collapse under you!”



 

I put my hand over my mouth “shocked”.

 


	“Oh my oh my! Apparently this guild has termites! Poor furniture!”



 


	“Ekhem!” Arthur cleared his throat “… before you would kill one another... I have few matters to discuss with our chair… and bed… breaker.”



 


	“My-my! Arthur what were you even implying just now…”



 


	“Jeremy, please…”



 


	“Tsk.”



 

Then, king’s eyes shined

 


	“If you really want to play so much, then maybe you can do that later, in the training room, perhaps?”



 


	“FINE BY ME!” Jeremy roared



 


	“I don’t enjoy bullying old farts… but this one time I can make an exception…” I responded raising my cup of tea



 


	“Great, in that case… Zariel. Please, tell me what exactly happened. With all details.”



 

So I talked. About Kim. About slavery. About how Kim was affected and raised and used. About chairman first sending his “cleaners” and then coming in person. And how I cleaned the situation as made a deal with beast folk that currently were hiding in mountain, waiting for news from me.

 

Oh, the only thing I said about Kim’s fate is that I killed him with my own hands. Which wasn’t a lie.

 

I thought that the royal scribe couldn’t get any paler than he already was, boy I was wrong. Even mr. bodyguard stop emitting his hostility toward me.

 

They all knew what it meant. For this city, for some castes in this city, for the king and whole kingdom. Arthur was sitting in silence for few more minutes, before he spoke, saying what was about to happen.

 

And damn me, but in that time, he did act like a true king.

 





 

Few days later, Arthur was speaking from the balcony of Rosewood company building in the city center. The whole plaza was crowded with people.

 


	“Citizens of Neira! It must be the first time in years I came to this city! My lack of visit was caused in my absolute faith in the people to whom I left governing this city in my name! I gave the power of guilds – to the people – to you! Hoping that you yourself would know the best was for your wellbeing, in this harsh region! I made you a free city, KNOWING that you, as the merchants, craftsmen a hunters would be more than enough to preserve to moral standards of our kingdom!... And never in my life I was so wrong.”



 

The whole market became quiet.

 


	“Just few days ago I was informed about cruel, even BESTIAL practices that were going on. I wanted to give no faith to these information, I wanted to believe that no one could be this… SAVAGE and BARBARIC! About the open secret that was going on! That in years not even a single just person would raise against this inhuman current! So I came, and investigated on my own, to see it with my own eyes.”



 

From shadows, I stepped out together with leader of beast-men – the man of panther tribe, each of us took a place on king’s side, standing slightly behind him.

 


	“Let me remind you the very mission of Neira. Every few hundred years, the demons are attacking our continent from the east. We were made as a mean to stop them. To stop the violence. To stop the havoc. To be a bulwark against terror and destruction! The most sacred rule we swore to defend – the life of others! No matter who! Human, dwarf, elf, beast men! We are here to protect them from demons… Yet, with shame I reached a realization, that we – humans, all along could be much worse than demons. Demons, you see, are attacking because they are starving, for their homeland is barren and appetite unquenchable… We on the other hand have plenty of food! Warm houses, even though not all of us are living privileged life, we still have more than those less fortunate than us! So why. WHY ANY OF US WOULD TREAT A LIFE OF SOMEBODY ELSE AS PROPERTY!? Slavery, is the worst crime of all! Worse than rape! Worse than murder! How could ANYONE have so little COMPASSION?! How could anyone be this… creature… worse than a demon.”



 

He walked from one edge of the balcony to the other one

 


	“… this might be a controversial action, few may called me mad… but after long conversation I had with top leaders of merchants guilds, I have reached the following conclusion.”



 

The scribe came out behind of us taking Kings spot, he raised a document on his face level before he started yelling.

 


	“On the power of king’s decree regarding the fate of City of Stottegard, hereby I proclaim what follows!: The current city’s governing party made of merchants guilds losses all administration power over the city! All officials are strip of their ranks until judicial proceeding remains unfinished! Everyone found guilty and responsible for participating in the crime of slavery by: organizing and participating in slave hunts, human traffic, by owning a slave, using a slave or supporting the crime by hiding the evidences of mentioned crime will be sentenced and punished with: a fine, a jail time, forced labor… or DEATH… depending on the level of guilt and committed a crime.”



 

He picked another document.

 


	“The temporary power over the city – in a matter of administration, finances, and taxation as well as justice – is being taken by the Royal authorities led by regent – the Lord Blackwater!”



 

O-ho. Blackwater, name that rings a bell. The knight-lady that “helped” in mountain bandits annihilation. She branch of Blackwood family. Arthur’s loyal war dogs, not interested in politics in power. Mr. King's position keep on improving.

 

The third document was being raised.

 


	“Admitting Zariel’s, called Whiteraven, undeniable contribution in uncovering with the above-stated crimes, as well as reducing the number of casualties and staving off the crisis, as well as mediating between the sides of conflict, I, signed below, Arthur the Grey, first of his name, ruler of Neira, Liege of the Obsidian Tower…” even though just from the name, as mages were quite unruly “… and head of the higher and lower Senate, I hereby grant Mr. Zariel, called Whiteraven, the land of the Greyemak, previously being a property of Stottegard and guild, making him a Lord of no House with a title of Baronet!”



 

Ah, yes. The non-noble title or property lord. Until now not even a single person was awarded with this title. Mostly because it was quite… useless. For both parties. The king had very limited control over that person (nearly none) – only regarding some taxes and such, while the Baronet wasn’t given anything except the land – just a bigger house place, usually, if a need appeared to reward someone with a land, they would be given nobility. Just because – more practical for everyone concerned. The only loophole that Arthur could find to execute the rest of our dirty little plan.

 

The Scribe bowed down as he was putting documents together carefully in order not to damage them. As soon as he left the place, it was my time to speak.

 

All this time, the crowd’s mood was constantly shaking and shifting. From “it’s not my business” to “hey, is he allowed to do that?” then to “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck” just to move to “ah no, fine, it won’t affect me” to once again raise to “ARE YOU FUCKING SERIOUS?!”.

 

I was supposed to soothe their anger.

 


	“Citizens of merchant city…” I said in a calm, quiet sorrowful tone “… As some of you may know, my name is Zariel – I am an adventurer, alchemist, and philanthropist. I am not a citizen of Neira. Not by the blood. And until now, not by the land. I came from the wild, having nothing, owning nothing. Yet, Neira let me in. Gave me shelter and purpose. I swore to myself that I would repay my debt by dealing with every threat that could ever strike this kingdom or human race that was so hospital toward me…” bullshit after bullshit. That’s the part that was written by the scribe and told me to proclaim as my own “… for the past few years I was the adventurer killing the beast threatening the peace of this land…” for my definitely not selfish reasons “… an alchemist that found new ways of producing potions making them more affordable “… definitely not to finance the Syndicate “… and a man that kept on rising the institutes of public use, like schools and orphanages!” definitely not to turn blood money into clean money and hide the incomes from public…



 


	“… The thing is… I hid a thing from you this whole time… You see… I am no human…” After a few seconds I grew cat ears and tail with white fur. Few could mistake me for rare snow panther tribe member “… I also am a beast-man that was told to hide my real nature…” well, that wasn’t a lie. Beastman is just a fancy name for a specific type of chimera anyways “… seeing my kin in chains and wounded breaks my heart. My soul was filled with rage seeing their pain. All these sins, were not the sins committed by Neira I knew! Not the kind Neira! Hospitable Neira! Warm Neira!... It couldn’t be the crime committed by the country I swore to protect!”



 

Nothing better than some good guilt-application. I saw many people lower their heads in fear and sadness.

 


	“I… I chose to believe that the whole city can’t be judged basing on behaviors of few corrupted of the rich caste… Still, walking over the streets I couldn’t not notice the cruel words addressed to the beast-men… This is why… This is why I decided to bring our races together!” I yelled grabbing my chest in with one hand while raising second one toward the crowd “…The root of all evil is hate! Hate made of ignorance fueled by fear! Our races were living apart for far too long… This is why I decided to use land that was just granted to me to build my second factory, here, in the administrative range of Stottegard! Every recently freed slave will work here as well as every willing man or woman from this city! I hope, that working side by side and knowing one another better, we can achieve understanding and peace! This is why I wish to ask you – all of you and each of you, please, let my egoistic dream come true – the dream of the world where there is no hate between the races! Where man and beast can together build a bright, new future!”



 

The crowd cheered loudly.

 

Oh, not because they were happy to live alongside beast-men, no. Simply, the benefits of actions completely prevailed over the inconvenience of living with “lower race”. I just said I would make a new workplace – and everyone knew I am paying better than every regular employee. Also, because the factory would be “just around the corner” the potions prices would drop too – because you know – no cost of transport.

 

Skillfully manipulating the course of speeches.

 

I see you asking – but what about Rosewood? Wouldn’t he object the king’s decisions?

 

No. He had no reason to. He didn’t really care about legal power over the city, and as “merchant king” he still had it in his grasp. Also, the outcome – which is my company nearby, also bread new possibilities for him.

 

Laster, the panther man raised his voice. He would merely vocalize his pain and humiliation, but also mentioned that for the wellbeing of his people he will willing to participate in “my plan”. He never said: “I forgive you”. Quite the opposite. He said, that from now onward, he will look for the satisfaction of every crime that would be committed against their community.

 

In an hour or so, we were again sitting in the room in the Rosewood guild being served some coffee.

 


	“It’s a bit too early for alcohol, and rising toast with teas and coffees appears to be slightly inappropriate… but let me do it anyway! For the City of Stottegerd. May it flourish and raise in power, contributing to peace of Neira as a whole!”



 

Newly assigned Lord, less than 30 years old, raised his cup. Despite his lack of experience, he had something that would quickly earn him the trust of other people around him – the light of passion and dedication in his eyes.

 


	“And for peace…” beast men raised his mug.



 


	“And good fortune.” Rosewood followed, though he raised his cup more in my direction than anyone’s else.



 


	“Zari, so now you even have a land?” Somehow, Giselle appeared not to like this idea at all



 


	“What is it love? What bothers you?”



 


	“It’s just…” she looked so lost “…no, never mind. We may talk about it later. It’s no time for these sorts of things. Everything ended well, we should rejoice now, I can always bug you when we are alone!”



 


	“Speaking about which… Zariel should be <free> of your business now, isn’t it, Arthur?”



 


	“That’s right. I already used him to my heart content! Ho-ho-ho.” The old king laughed loudly



 


	“In that case, it’s time to show me how much you grow, kid.”



 

Jeremy’s ridiculous anger already left him after a few past days during which we could talk quite a lot. He calmed down, especially once it was brought up that It was mostly Giselle’s fault for getting herself in that condition. Right now, he really wanted just to test me…

 

… Or so I hoped.

            

    
        Chapter 409

    
    
    
    
                Recent events ended with quite a success for all concerned parties. King strengthened his position, Blackwater, and indirectly Blackwood family, gained some more power and renown, I got my second company – therefore Syndicate’s position was about to get a little bit better as well. If you would add to that the fact, that slavers got their butt kicked you would have the whole picture of the success that I am talking about.

 

How much of it was just a lucky coincidence thought? Arthur indeed is a smart hyena that can use every opportunity in such a way to abuse all the benefits he can get, but was he the one pushing the wheel of fate as well?

 

No, that’s something highly unlikely to happen. Even if he somehow turned a blind eye on slavery, letting it grow to a bigger problem that he could use later, there was no way he participated in creation of Kim. Or even if he did, there was no way he knew that Kim would follow after me and get indoctrinated by beast-men instead of, for example, turning into wild beast right behind the capital’s walls.

 

I shook my head casting grim thoughts aside. It was time for joy, happiness and party. King ordered a small festival in the city markets place as a way of unifying beast race and human citizens of the city (and to celebrate taking over the city into his power - forcing some lesser guild merchants into participating was a sophisticated way of showing his superiority, you know, like dabbing on someone's corpse or something similar). Blanka and Giselle were participating in drinking competition, Lanele was constantly chasing off young (and not only young) men (and not only men) that kept on asking her out for a dance.

 

Everyone was having a good time… except for me and Jeremy. Well, not that we were particularly troubled or anything like that, simply we used the first excuse we found to leave the gathering after hour or less since it started.

 

Right now, we were standing in front of each other in specially reinforced training room with weapons in our hands. I was holding a wooden training sword, Jeremy – a spear (or just a pole).

 


	“So, is mister-demigod going to show me how he treats, as you called it, <old farts>?”



 

O-ho. Someone is going be showing off.

 


	“Sure, sure, old man. Better practice some dirt-eating.”



 


	“Jokes aside, kid, how do you think, can I go all serious against you?”



 

His usual joyful tone was nowhere present.

 


	“Please, do. I have to check how much stronger I become and which parts of my fighting style need priority in polishing.”



 


	“How long are we going to fight? Till first blood?”



 


	“No, either till I would give up or wouldn’t be able to continue fighting.”



 


	“Till YOU won’t be able to keep on fighting? Are you already presuming you would be the one losing?” oh, the taunt in his voice.



 


	“Jeremy. You have killed a royal dragon in one versus one duel. Until now I fought with two dragons – draconis vulgaris – zombie one, that I killed thanks to luck and due to sins that possessed my body and terra dragon – by luring a swarm of Giga mantis on it. If I would fight a royal class dragon I would lose, and that’s the fact.”



 


	“You are speaking about me from the day of my youth when I was in my top condition…”



 


	“Jeremy. Stop it. I can literally smell someone’s power… and race. You are no longer a human, Jeremy.”



 




	Name:
	Jeremy Jericho



	Race:
	Asura [Deomonic Ascended Human - type]



	Level:
	59



	Attributes:
	???



	Skills:
	???






 

"Smell"

 

His expression changed.

 


	“How long do you know about it?”



 


	“A year? Maybe two. I was always suspecting that you are far too strong to be a human, even as someone once called the strongest man alive… the thing is – you lost your title because…”



 


	“Yes. The Appraising stones in capitals of every city tend to rank creatures that are the top ten of their rank. I lost my position simply because I stopped being human.”



 


	“To truth is, you became even stronger than then?”



 


	“That’s quite possible… I didn’t have many opportunities to go all in. To test myself I think I would have to go to the Demon Continent… maybe spare with my teacher.”



 

He grimaced as if he noticed what kind of foolishness he just said. Oh, his teacher - the WOMANH must have been really hard on him.

 

We double-checked if the door was shut tightly, before our bodies started changing.

 

I became smaller, my backs cracked and bend making my spine turned into a perfect bow. With such posture moving as bipedal was almost impossible. My skin peeled and partially fossilized, turning into obsidian like scales. Nails on my hands and feet turned into slightly curved claws. All my joints snapped as my knees bent backward.

 

The assassin’s avatar perfect for fighting in narrow passages as well as darkened corridors. Well, the room in which we were going to fight was an empty space perfectly illuminated, so I couldn’t really use its power to its full potential.

 

Still, that’s the body that is the fastest of all of my avatars. Jeremy Jericho is a man that made a name thanks to his overwhelming strength, no matter how thick armor I would grow few strikes would bend it, few more crack it and next one would knock me out. The one way to last as long as possible was avoiding being hit at all!

 

I changed the grasp over the training sword, when I stretched my arm, the blade would hide behind it.

 

Supporting my twisted body with left hand touching the floor, I hid my armed one behind my back and look at my opponent.

 

He changed too.

 

He became paler and his veins became visible, as if filled with purple venom. There was something inhuman in his eyes, they became darker. No, not just black. It was as if they were sucking the light out of the room.

 

He dropped the upper part of his traveling clothes revealing his torso.

 

His muscles were abnormal as well, like a bodybuilder, or maybe even more! That’s impossible that his clothes were hiding all of these all the time! It was obvious he “pumped” himself up.

 


	“You are not the only one that can manipulate his physical form and pretend human,Zariel. Maybe these specific kinds of skills are far from yours, but I am still able to do this much…” he said seeing my surprise.



 

His pale skin started growing marks - as if grey tattoos - that would cover his body. Around his neck, hands, arms and over his eyes.

 

His grey hair and beard turned completely white.

 

He moved his left leg to the front, raised his left palm in my direction while holding his “pole” behind him on his belt level.

 

We stared at one another for a moment or two, inspecting holes in defenses and possible blind spots. Then, Jeremy moved.

 

He was fast, faster than anything I saw before. He literally vanished for a split of second to appear in front of me trying to strike horizontally from my left. I completely dropped on the floor and slashed targeting his ankles.

 

Jeremy reacted as if the sword was a real weapon and not just a wooden toy. He jumped vertically flipping above my head, as he was in the middle of leap and his body was in an “up-side-down” position, he thrust his “spear” down – right on my neck. I twisted my body  making a horizontal “turning” leap. My joints cracked and shifted, allowing me to bend my body to a surreal extent.

 

Jeremy landed and moved a little bit further from me gaining his distance.

 

Seconds ago he was checking if he could knock me down in one strike, now as this plan failed he decided to use the advantage of his weapon’s range.

 

Still, I looked on the wooden floor which was hit by the tip of Jeremy’s weapon. It was cracked. In midair he had no footing to use for strengthening his blow, all the power came from his arm alone.

 

It was devastating. I completely gave up on strength focusing on the dexterity and reaction time – I had a weapon, so this way I could still be a deadly opponent… but Jeremy… his speed was on a similar level to mine, maybe even a bit faster, atop of that, his strength matched it. And his mastery with a weapon was on a completely different level. With his skills and power he was towering above me in “food chain”.

 

In fair battle I could never hope to win against him…

 

… no, even playing dirty I would probably lose… But, let’s push myself to see current limits.

 

Jumping toward him in zigzag pattern I kept on touching the floor as if supporting myself during my charge. The truth is that each time my palm touched the wooden panels I would leave a fire rune on it. Invisible, emitting barely any mana. At the very end, when the distance between us was shortened I pounced, still, extremely close to the floor attacking his legs. Jeremy was quite a tall man so bringing the fight to this low level should be at least problematic to him…

 

… then again. His weapon. It wasn’t a heavy axe or a short sword. It was light, flexible multifunctional tool which greatly reduced his disadvantage.

 

Jeremy took a step back while swiping from the side using just one of his hands to handle his weapon. Normally, that would mean that he used just a percentage of his strength and that it can be easily blocked or countered, yet, I had no such delusions. This much strength was enough to send me flying and break few of my ribs.

 

I jumped up letting his staff pass under me, just to notice that his left hand was already raised to attack. His opened palm hit my guts. I felt as the power of blow ignored my scales and send the aftershock that spread inside of my body attacking inner organs.

 

I cough blood landing few meters away.

 

Was that Mana shock wave? The effects were the same, maybe even better… but I sensed no mana…

 


	“You recognize your technique, do you, Zari?...” he smiled “… this is why I love training with different people and watch them fight. I did copy that technique of yours from years ago. But, your technique has one flaw – you can't transmit its power into the enemy, instead, you are using it outside as force that pushes enemies back. You are partly a mage, so you can use the advantage of the range you gained this way… still, using it directly on the enemy organs can kill him instantly…”



 

If I am not mistaken I used that skill once in front of him, during one of our very firsts training sessions. Just one glance in the heat of combat was enough for him to understand its principle, copy it using no mana but pure physical strength and technique and then upgrade so it would fit his battle style?

 

… Jericho, which one of us is a monster here? Thought looking at your body now… Neither of us is one, huh?

 

This time it was me gathering distance. In close combat I stand no chance, his defense and reaction time are outmatching mine, so, I have to bait him in using magic and then attack dirty using Kim.

 

I clasped my hands together as I started praying.

 


	“Oh, the everlasting night that breaths out shadows so pale,Show me the path using the blackened moon of the ail.
To you I pray, on your victims, I prey, your words I obey, you hunger I…”



 


	“You are aware I am not going to let you finish it?” He smiled as he vanished again.



 

But, he stepped on the rune I put on the ground during my previous assault, so he had to jump slightly to the side as he tried to avoid losing his momentum… just to land on another one. And another one, he was flying toward my last rune which I activated “manually”. This time his speed wouldn’t let him avoid it.

 

He took a direct hit. Still, it barely grazed his monstrous body. Ignoring pain he resumed his attack.

 

Using dual casting I raised a protective spell “cloak of the imp” which covered my body in heat, and by abusing mana usage I managed to cover my body in actual flames. But, protective and damaging nature of my spell was not what I wanted to use it for.

 

It was nothing more than a veil to hide my body from Jeremy’s sights, then I welcomed Kim to participate in this battle. Our body once again cracked and divided above belt-level creating two separate torsos which greatly disturbed our balance. Kim was to the left finishing the chant I started singing, I was on the right with sword, ready to attack.

 

Jeremy jumped from behind a wall of fire with a raised pole about to strike “my” heart, but he did notice that Kim wasn’t quite matching my appearance, after the split of a second later he also noticed me, or to be precise – the tip of my sword thrusting - aiming for his neck.

 

Jeremy spear hit Kim’s “heart”, our shared sensed informed me about displeasing pain, at the same time I noticed that Jeremy raised his other hand to block my sword, it stopped on his palm.

 

If our weapons were real, I would be now healing Kim, and Jeremy’s hand would be gravely injured with a sword piercing through the fragile tissue, barely missing his face for an inch or two.

 

But then, Kim finished our spell.

 


	“Book of Curses, Chapter I: Weakening! Verse 8th: Wither!”



 

Jeremy jumped back, but the curse already managed to infuse itself with his body.

 


	“… Zariel. You attacked me only to place traps, gathered distance to cast a curse knowing I would have to react, used traps to slow me down, which let me believe that casting this spell if your ultimate goal. That made me drop my defense and rush to strike you… raised a wall of flames to cover your shifting ability and set a trap attack, knowing I would target the source of the sound - your spell chanting whatever-the-fuck-it-is. Which ended with something that would nearly kill me… and in case of failure you would still land a curse and damage me?... That’s… that’s something that would kill almost everyone instantly. Kid, I keep forgetting how fast you grow… Zari… You earned my respect… I acknowledge, that in normal battle my position would be much worse and… well, could even lose… but know I know it. I can get serious as well…”



 

Thinking about it now - he didn’t use any skill except for that speed-up step and his version of the mana shock wave. Not a single spear skill, not a single body aura…

 

The air around Jeremy changed. I sensed as magic started rushing through his veins creating something like an armor around him.

 

Here he comes.

 

He vanished once again just to appear in front of me. Kim turned his whole part of the body into the scaled wall of muscles just to cover me acting like a makeshift armor as I started singing another song.

 

Jericho’s punch made a hole in Kim’s “body” reaching out for me, but my “little brother” responded with growing ribs inside of it with the intention of binding his movements. In the next second, he was also flooding himself with poison, venom, and acid.

 

But, because of aura body his arm got barely scratched.

 


	“… so last until moonlight fell on your gracious self!”



 

I finished a delayed chant

 


	“FORT OF ELDER EVERGREEN!”



 

The dark trees started growing, with iron-like trunks, covered in poisonous ivy.

 

I looked at my mana, healing Kim, casting spell after spell and now using one of the most powerful Nature spells were constantly depleting my mana.

 

The ultimate defensive spells that only higher druids could use was being torn apart by the raw power of Ashura equipped with nothing more but wooden pole.

 

Kim once again turned into humanoid next to me as we started singing six spells in total. Six, made into one.

 

Two spells of fire, fire lance and fiery serpent mixed into one powerful bolt which could crack castle’s wall.

 

Two spells of darkness, laying atop of it – one of a tracking class – which would keep looking for previous curse [The Wither] ensuring it will not miss its target, second one [Shadow chains] which would bind the target to its place ensuring he will last in the epicenter of the explosion.

 

Two spells of nature, which were nothing more but empowering its overall power: the [Sylph’s breath] and [Salamander’s Rage]

 

Trees were being cut down before they managed to fully grow, making Jericho approach me faster and faster.

 

No, this power won’t be enough to stop this monster!

 

MORE!

 

Jeremy started running toward me, trees grew from the side bolting in his direction. He didn’t even directly attack them, just ran past them breaking wood with nothing but share momentum and durability of his body.

 

Still singing I kept on jumping back, trying to get every second I could… Till eventually, my backs hit the wall of the training room. I had no more place to go.

 

Thorny vines started enveloping guild master’s ankles, and another batch tried to immobilize his torso as well. He took a stance and thrust rapidity making his moves turn into a blur.

 

Was that [Heart seeker] skill? No, it was something completely different. I could perform only three such thrusts in a row, and he “cut” twenty vines in a split of a second. The number of uses, speed, accuracy – everything was on completely different level.

 

Another Swipe of his pole released his feet as he resumed his mad march onward.

 

I had to think something, and do it fast! I have to come up with some plan to delay him for few more seconds…

 

… And then I looked at him, the war demigod breathing out steam. His eyes were focused, even though there was madness inside. Eyes, that were fixed on me…

 




	You are under the effect of [Fear] status effects






 

Panic hit to my head, just barely I managed to stop myself from throwing not-perfected spell on approaching monster, but, my head became empty. All plans or schemes I was making to save so very important seconds vanished without a trace.

 

I had no time to deal with [Fear], so I focused on everything I had on that one last spell.

 

Jeremy ran at me, and when the distance between us halved, I throw the spear.

 

Long, blazing projectile flew across the room. Around it, like a spiral, the serpent made of fire was twisting opening its jaw toward Jericho. A link appeared between itself and ex-adventurer’s heart, ensuring it wouldn’t miss. To finish it, the purple mist covered everything forming chains that would tangle its prey on hit.

 

Spell passed via two magic circles which boosted its power. The sound the spell started emitting was deafening.

 

And so, Jeremy knowing he couldn’t dodge it took a stance preparing to block it as much as he could.

 

The explosion shook the guild despite all the countermeasures that the building had prepared.

 

Dust, flames and smoke covered mi vision. It kept on burning for minute or two, draining last bits of my mana, and when I thought the battle was about to end, from the smoke a poll emerged.

 

It flew toward me fast, faster than I could react hitting me directly in the forehead.

 

And that’s the last thing I remember.

            

    
        Announcement 

    
    
    
    
                Sorry for not writing for such a long period of time, I tried experimenting with this chapter few times,  yet I didn't like the outcome so I rewrote it 4 times already...

... and I  the meantime, another thing popped out- I lost my job.again. beacuse of Corona virus crisis. My ex-company clients stopped ordering (halted production) which forced my ex company to do the same. For few weeks/months. Many people were fired, me including. 

The history is repeating for me, second job in which I worked for 6months from which I was kicked because of crisis.

My situation is really, really bad, and I am  not sure when I ll write  next chap. 

I  am sorry to say that, but even though I understand reasoning of that company, it still broke my heart to be just disposed like that.... again.

I might have some minor depresion and dont have strength to even leave the bed, even this message is written from phone. 

I ll try to write smth once I would pick myself up. Have no idea when it would happen. I am just tired. 2x 6 months of efforts were all in vain.  I am just so tired and fed up.

Ok, ranting over. Hope your career is going better than mine

            

    
        Chapter 410

    
    
    
    
                What happened? Ah yes, me and brother were fighting that strong old man – adventurer Jericho. Big brother was right – humans can be scary! It was just training, but, if the battle was serious, I – no, we - would for sure be dead! Even with brother we couldn’t defeat him! I feel ashamed for not believing him, I thought he wanted to limit or use me, but since the very beginning, he was really worried about me…

 

… He wanted me to be strong and independent without affecting my own view of the world…

 

… I failed his expectations. I failed to see it with my own eyes. I failed to grow into his independent companion… yet I am not sorry. One thing led to another and I ended inside of his. With him. Closer than I could even dream to be. We share body, senses – we can even share thoughts, thought big brother says that unless the situation isn’t dire, we shouldn’t do that. I believe it’s because he still wants me to grow… he is that kind of person. I am truly blessed to have such a kind mentor.

 

… but what now? We lost, we were knocked unconscious…

 

I felt it – the body. When we felt down we were still sharing access to it, but now, big brother was sleeping and I ended with whole control – that’s a defense mechanism big brother set up – if something would happen that would cause him to lose power or senses in battle, I would follow as a backup to keep on fighting or running away and finding shelter.

 

Very well, I will execute the task that I was given! First – check the environment!

 

Eyes! Open!

 

Eyes here! No can do!

 

What do you mean by “No can do”?!

 

The body is exhausted! It still needs some regeneration! Keeping eyes shut highly advised!

 

It’s a situation of life and death! Execute your order, soldier!

 

Sir, yes, sir… Buuuut

 

RIGHT NOW!

 

Blue and Green eyes with always sharp gaze opened scanning the surrounding. Kim knew the room he was currently – it was the one big brother Zariel was renting together with that annoying she-devil… I mean, she-dragon.

 

Someone was nice enough to carry them to his bed, so he could rest. Good. It means his task would finish here. The body is secured and ready to undergo regeneration.

 

Still, Kim felt no satisfaction. It was too easy. He wanted to perform something that would earn him praise.

 

“Amazing Kim! You took great care of me!” or “I expected nothing less from you, we truly are of the same blood” or “It’s great to have such a reliable younger brother!”

 

But with just sitting on his ass Kim was sure that he would hear no such words. Kim needed a good reason, or an excuse, to leave the room.

 

Putting host “in danger” just so he could “save him”? Was that a flawed logic? Flawed or not, to Kim, it was still a logic.

 

Now, his main task should be focusing on main body regeneration. But what would boost his regeneration?

 

~ Maybe food?

 

Kim heard a voice in his head. One of siblings he had voiced her mind

 

~ What are you doing?

 

~ Shush. Just watch. It looks like fun.

 

~ Aren’t you afraid that he will get into some mess?

 

~ That’s what we hope for.

 

Food? - Kim asked the Voices

 

~ That’s but a normal thing, isn’t it? The body needs fuel to deal with exhaustion. You will need some food with high nutri…

 

~ SWEETS!

 

~ What I am trying to say…

 

~ CHOCOLATE! LITTLE CAKES! ICE CREAMS!

 

~ Something balanced like…

 

~ CHEESEECAAAAAKEEEE

 

Will cakes help brother rest?

 

~ I dou…

 

~ ABSOLUTELY! Even more, his mind is the one that is currently exhausted, haven’t you heard that sweets all called the medicine for soul?

 

Sister Gluttony, you are so wise!

 

~ Ho-ho! But of course that I am, when it comes to nutriment I know everything! So now go and fetch me some cake. Or chocolate. White chocolate!

 

You mean, fetch it for big brother?

 

~ Oh, yes, yes that’s it. Slip of tongue, forgive me. Hey! Make sure it’s creamy!

 

~ I still don’t think it’s a good ide…

 

~ Shhh!

 

~ Hey, kid, one thing – I think that you should avoid interaction as much as possible. Zariel acts differently toward different people. Many may want something, many would want to leech on him, and many could tell right away that you are not Zariel they know. That could lead to many dangerous situations. So…

 

~ SPECIAL MISSION! Sneak into the kitchen and steal food undetected!

 

~ Special points for special mission 0 if you would look under waitress skirt!

 

~ Now, that’s just silly and unreason…

 

~ ONWARD! CHILD TO THE VICTORY!

 

~ Kim, for love of the three, don’t listen to th…

 

~ Sister Gluttony! They are trying to interfere with our plans to RESTORE ZARIEL’S WELL BEING!

 

~ FOR ZE CAKE!

 

At the bottom of Zariel’s mind, a fierce battle between sins started. Every weapon was used, no attack was prohibited. The glasses were shattered, billiard polls used and attacks on genital areas allowed (guess who targeted these places). Using havoc that occurred, Lust gave one last order to Kim – “go, child, go”. And with pure intentions naïve chimera did as he was told.

 





 


	“YOU OVERDID IT AGAIN, PA!” meanwhile, Giselle was yelling at the head of adventurers “… you completely kick him out of cold!”



 


	“You exaggerate, sweetie, you know that he would be up on his feet before the day ends!”



 


	“Oh? So let’s use him as a punch bag!? And because of what? Of innocent misunderstanding during breakfast!? Seriously… I used to have a better opinion about you!”



 


	“… Giselle, child, don’t be like that! Our wish to spare was mutual, bah! – I was the one asked out for a duel!... and jokes aside. He does grow quickly. I had to be serious during that battle. He is one hell of a beast… This old man could walk his old bones again. I am happy to know you travel with such strong people, at least I don’t have to worry about you getting hurt”



 


	“Hey! I am plenty strong myse… Wait. F…father, did you just… praise someone? Without mockery at the end?”



 


	“Haaa? No, you must be clearly mistaken! I did n…”



 


	“You did. There was <he should be ready by the end of the decade>, or <You almost made me use my other finger>… you just complimented someone…”



 


	“I DID NOT!... maybe?”



 

They were sitting by the inn table with rest of the party – Lanele was finishing her meal, cleaning her mouth with a handkerchief and Blanka was polishing her dagger under the table.

 


	“The oracle has been chosen, Arthur, king of men, regains his powers in his own country and Jeremy Jericho is praising someone… Truly, the doomsday is upon us.



 


	“THE END IS COOOOMING!…” could be heard from the outside. Some mad man in dirty robes was yelling



 


	“Crazy John is wildin’ again…” bystanders commented actions of mad man



 


	“REPENT! For I have seen! The beast with face of a man shall rise to his throne at the crown of the world! And he shall be fought by the man blessed by the angels, though with the heart of the devil! Under the city made of sun, they shall clash, and the echo of their battle shall wake the End of man – first of ten, lying in his slumber uneasy! Nothing we can do! Nothing that can be done! The end is upon us! REPENT!”



 

The man’s voice was getting quieter and quieter as he kept on walking down the street sharing his visions with the others, completely ignored by the party sitting by the table.

 


	“Also, Giselle, aren’t you are rude one? I have been here for quite some time, but you didn’t yet introduce me to your friends!”



 


	“Mostly because they know you, as you are a living legend, and there is no way you didn’t use your contacts in another guild to spy on me.”



 


	“Giselle, I love you, and every moment of my free time I indeed spend on checking how you are doing, but, if you think I have nothing better to do than to pull my strings and get my contacts to work just for sake of spying few adventures…” Giselle throw an angry gaze at father “… then you are absolutely right, because I did. I am sorry.”



 


	“ Gis, don’t be so harsh to your father. You can clearly see his intentions are pure… My mother also spies on me… thought it’s only because she wants to secure her lineage. I bet she waits for any excuse to force me back into Alabaster City… and yes! You can repeat that to her!”



 

She suddenly turned toward one of the corners, where no one was standing, yet after, few seconds, the shadows moved slightly and disappeared

 


	“… wait. I thought that was someone from our special forces, but there is no way that I could sense them so…”



 

Something rolled, something rumbled, some shape blinked at the corner of their vision, before the door to the kitchen was opened slightly and in the instance closed.

 


	“Did just… someone broke into the kitchen?”



 


	“Should we bother?”



 


	“Most likely not. I heard that head-chief in this kitchen is crazy, only a fool would try to cause them any harm.”



 

And a few seconds after the team managed to resume their peaceful talk, there was a scream filled with terror from behind the close door.

 


	“THE CAAAKE! THE CAKE I PREPARED FOR THE KING! WHERE IS IT?! THIEF! WE HAVE A CAKE THIEF! ALARM! ALAAARM!”



 

Man screams were followed by mechanical sounds of mechanisms being triggered

 


	“ARM THE TRAPS! LOCK THE KITCHEN DOWN! I WILL FUCKING MURDER THIS CAKE-STEALING BASTARD! HE WON’T GET OUT OF HERE ALIVE!”



 

 

            

    
        Chapter 411

    
    
    
    
                A tall, bulky man around his 40ties was patrolling side rooms and storages of a kitchen area equipped in nothing more but a butcher’s knife, he was accompanied by two other cooks and four waitresses – they couldn’t care less about some cake, but, as the man was a boss here, his word was law.


His paranoia was well-known, that mad man even installed alarms and traps saying that someone wants to steal his creations and receipts. "And boi", for the first time in decades he was right. To rest of the staff, that was but a prank of some rouge adventurer, for head chief, it was a matter of life and death.


Something moved low, close to the ground, on the opposite side of the kitchen, knocking down some cooking equipment.



	“THERE HE IS!” the man yelled with a madman’s voice while charging with knife high in the air




He struck down the kitchen table, breaking it in half, something indeed was hiding under it, but using havoc and confusion it managed to once again change its location without being spotted. The movement and irregular shape, as if it was constantly changing, was the only thing that betrayed his or her presence.


Head chief raised his head and started sniffing.



	“For that cake I used special dressing! I will smell you from a mile, you cowardly insect! Noone will steal from great Barthlew Gimigan Seren van Kreill!”





	“Bart Krel is the name of the boss, but what about rest of those meaningless titles and such?” youngest cook, the man that started working here merely week ago, asked





	“Shh! Don’t question! Just roll with it! Tomorrow he would use different name, he just have some delusion that longer names would mean he is an aristocrat’s cook or something like that...”





	“Chief cooks for nobility?”





	“As if, he could – he was being interviewed once, long ago, but as some spoiled brat – son of a noble, was complain that cherry pie was not sweet enough, boss lost his shit…”





	“but…cherry pie is supposed to be somewhat sour…”





	“You don’t discuss with nobles. You apologize, say you would fix it, then you serve them exactly same dish saying that you followed their advice and see how they are complimenting your creation… but boss…”





	“What did he do?”





	“He made extra sweet cherry syrup, thick, sticky, disgusting, grabbed the brat by his head and force it into a pot asking <is it sweet enough for you?>”





	“Whoah… he is crazy, but has balls to honor his job… I can respect that.”





	“The thing is, as the King Arthur came here, and even stayed at the guild instead of the palace of some noble, the chief wanted to be noticed and so he was making this cake for past three days….”





	“Whoever ate it, poor fella, he is already dead.”





	“Yeah.”





	“GOT BACK HERE YOU COWARDLY BASTARD! I WILL CHOP YOU INTO PIECES!”




Another movement, somewhere close to the basin they were using to wash dirty plates. Next to it, they made a drainage pipe on the floor where they pouted used water. It was quite a narrow hole in the ground, usually covered with sewer like grate, after the head chief push the whole basin aside spilling water all over the kitchen they notice, that the crate was moved aside, and some shape was vanishing down the pipe.



	“H-hey, there is no way a human could fit in there! Not even a child!”





	“So it comes to this… the evil forces came personally to waste my efforts!”





	“B-boss?”





	“They knew I could change the world with my art, so they sent their agents to halt my work! BUT HEAR ME OUT, HEIRA – YOU WHORE – BY MY WORK, THIS WORLD SHALL TRANSCEND! SEND THEN! SEND YOUR IMPS, GNOMES AND EVIL SPIRITS! MY RESOLVE SHALL NOT BE SHAKEN!”





	“It’s official, chief went full nuts and bananas…”





	“… nuts and bananas…” the man whispered to himself





	“Damn! He heard you!”




A colossal man approached youngest cook and grabbed him by his shoulders.



	“That’s… marvelous! So brave and exotic! Cake with sweet nuts and bananas! That indeed can work! But, what cake should be used as a base? Biscuit? Yeees, that might work! Denis! You are a genius!”





	“My name is Deryl…”





	“I hear you Drake! Let’s do it! You will assist me!”





	“It’s Deryl…”





	“ONWARD DAKOTA!”





	“It’s… whatever…”




Chief, thinking about new receipt, was quick to forget about a little cake thief, once again proving that artists are all crazy.







Kim popped out on the other side of drainage pipe, he cracked his body back into more human-ish form and threw the food’s leftovers off his body.


Mission accomplished! ~ he cheered in his thoughts


~ Blasphemy… what we committed was a blasphemy… this cake… was so delicious, a work of art, and we swallowed it whole instead of savoring each fracture of its aftertaste…


~ We didn’t even play with waitress, and some of them were quite a cuties, oh, I could already imagine their surprised yells and squirms…


~ Ehhh ~ both sins exhaled air in unison


~ That’s what you get for forcing us into this shameful act! Look at us! How do we look!? Like a homeless that just left the trashcan! I will suffer this humiliation no longer! Kim! Get yourself back in shape! Wash the body and put on some clean clothes! I won’t let anyone see us like this! Into the room! Now!.... what are you doing! NOT VIA MAIN DOOR! Which part of <I will suffer this humiliation no longer> you didn’t get? I won’t stand being seen in such state! USE WINDOW!


And poor Kim, being yelled and ordered around, did what he was told to. He jumped on the floor and squeezed himself partly open window. Got himself into <shape>, and was about to lie down and let the body regenerate, when the door to his room was forced open.



	“Zari?” Lanele looked inside






	“T-that’s right! I am Zariel! I am the Zarielest Zariel out there! There is no one else that could Zariel more than me!... If you would see any other Zariel out there, he is most likely a cheating pretender and usurper!”





	“Riiight…” somehow, the priestess that until now wasn’t suspecting a thing became suspicious…. BUT HOW!? To Kim, that was, and forever shall remain, a mystery “… I came over because today is the day!... You remember, right?”





	“Of course I do! I am Zariel! My intelligence is superior and memory flawless… But you still can bring up the agenda, if you want to, that is…”





	“I can’t believe it, you did forget!...” priestess massaged her face for a moment or two not being able to believe what she just heard “… even though you were the one asking me for a favor… If it’s a wrong moment, you can just say so, we will meet another time…”





	“NO! No-no-no! Brother is… I mean, I am a busy man! Late I may not find a time to meet up, and as I was the one already bugging you with this matter, that would be simply impolite of me to force you to wait anymore!"





	“That’s… thoughtful of you… Very well, sit down, we are about to start.”





	“So be it!... but start what?”





	“Studying! You moron! I am teaching you Elvish here!”




And so Kim was forced to repeat complex, tongue-twisting sentence formulas till the very evening till his brain melted and left the body via his ears.


R.I.P Erio Kim. 356-356 of 9th Era, the man who died again.


Nah, he didn’t.

            

    
        Chapter 412

    
    
    
    
                I woke up -  and even though my mind was well-rested, my body felt somewhat exhausted. It was already evening and I was lying in bed as Giselle was changing her armor to more casual clothes.

 


	“Oh, your nap is finally over?” she smiled at me “… that was quick, I will give you that.”



 

Something is off…

 

~Amm… Big brother.

 

What is it, Kim?

 

~ After our training with old man… I wanted to help you rest, so I went down to look for some food…

 

That’s great and very thoughtful of you! ~ I said though deep inside I didn’t like the idea of someone just hijacking my body to grab a snack.

 

~ T-the thing is, that it wasn’t that simple. Lot’s of this happened.

 

… Quick report, soldier.

 

~ Yes… So, at first I took that cake, but the head chef in the kitchen didn’t like it and started chasing me with a knife, then sister Lanele said you were supposed to learn Elvish together today, so I took your place and learned as much as possible, but then sister Blanka took a quest to find some thief and asked you for help to sniff some specific smell so I enchanted our smell… the thing is that the thief was working close to the fish market..

 

I flinched just on mere thought of it, yet didn’t stop his monologue

 

~… and late afternoon Giselle took quest as well – in the city sewers a monster made a liar, he wasn’t really aggressive, but was fiercely defending his territory… We had to eliminate it as it was still young… We have just returned … a few minutes ago to be precise.

 

Apparently, you did quite well on your own, but next time… you should just let me rest. We didn’t need that cake this much, did we?

 

~ B-b-but sister Lust and Gluttony said that…

 

~ SHHHH!!!

 

… So it was all your doing…

 

~ H-hey! Don’t be like that! Our intentions were pure! We had nothing ill in mind!

 

So you didn’t want to just entertain yourself abusing Kim’s naivety?

 

~ T-that’s…

 

My-my, look at my belly? Didn’t I put on some weight?

 

~ Zariel, you literally can’t put on weight, tanks to di…

 

… I think some diet would be nice…

 

~ NOOO! Only not a diet! You can say diet without DIE! That’s what will happen to me if you would refuse to take sugar!

 

Raw carrot and boiled broccoli for a week…

 

~ NAAAA! Please! I will be a good sin! I won’t do that again! I will write a thousand times <I am a dumb snake!> so please, don’t take sweets and meat away from meeee!

 

~ Sucks to be you, Glutty!

 

I should also join a monastery and make a vow of purity…

 

~ We both know you would neve...

 

I gave her<try me bitch> kind of look

 

~ So you are saying, that you would last without touching Giselle? Your love? Her tender, soft skin? That you could last without the sensation of your fingers digging in her skin? Of her sweet breath tickling your neck when you embrace each other? You may want to punish me, but you will never do that to Gis! MWA-HA-HA!

 


	“Zaaa-riii?” I heard dragoness’s playful voice “… would you mind today… you know?”




~ Ho-Ho-Ho! Here we start

 


	“Gis, love, can we postpone it a little?...”



 

~ W-wait, what are you doing?

 


	“Something happened, love?”



 


	“Actually, yes – the potion that you made both of us drink a few days ago, remember? I am not sure if it doesn’t have any side effects or isn’t addictive. For example now – usually I am the one starting it, am I not?”



 


	“You might be right…” she said after a moment “… thought I think I feel fine… even more than fine, it’s not that I NEED to do that, I just… want… WAIT! WHAT ARE YOU FORCING ME TO SAY!?”



 

She threw a pillow in my direction hitting me perfectly in the face.

 


	“Something I wish to hear for the rest of my life, love.” I said once I took the pillow off my face.



 


	“… Idiot.” Her tail twitched



 

~ Now now now! Let’s not be hasty in decision-making!

 

I guess what kind of excuse I should find tomorrow… and the day after tomorrow…

 

~ You can’t be fucking serious!

 

Oh, but I am!

 

~ You can’t do that!

 

But I just did?

 

~ Woman approaches you, literally offers you her body, and you are just postponing it?! What are you? A shounen ecchi harem story protagonist?! GROWN A PAIR!

 

Each and every time I am amazed by the fact that you are supposed to be reflections of myself…

 

~ You are just a masochist, that’s it!... COME OOOON! Zaaari! Don’t be like that! A real gentleman never allows a lady to wait! Zaaari! Don’t be like that! Hey! Zari.. Oi! Zaaari! Oi!

 

I ceased the connection with the sins.

 

Kim, I don’t mind you chatting with them, but next time, if they tell you to do something, and my life is not in absolute danger, then don’t.

 

~ F-fine.

 

By the way, what kind of monster was in the sewers?

 

~ Hm? Some big reptile. They called him an iron-jawed giant crocodile… I took a few bites when no one was watching

 

Good job! Really good job Kim! These bastards are rare! Normally, I would have to go to the south, past the desert, to the jungle region of…

 

~ There is one more thing. THAT woman enjoyed the hunt, so she registered the whole party for another quest. You are marching out the day after tomorrow.

 

By THAT woman her was referring to Giselle 

 

Great, what are we hunting? ~ In the meantime I took the glass of water and started slowly drinking it.

 

~ Some other reptile… Name started with D…? Or maybe C?

 

Knowing Giselle she wanted to hunt a beast on at least basilisk’s level…

 

~ Oh! That’s the name!!!

 

I choked.

 


	“ARE YOU INSANE WOMAN!?” I yelled



 


	“Zari?! W-what happened! You are scaring me!”



 


	“Basilisk!? Were your brain between your ears when you were taking this quest!?”



 


	“Buuut… you had nothing against it when I was registering us?"



 


	"I just realized you signed Lanele and Blanka as well!”



 


	“So what? They are strong!”



 


	“Basilisk’s venom is the most powerful neurotoxin in the world. There. Literally. Is. Nothing. Stronger. No antidote! It kills within SECONDS! It bites – you die! Some older specimen can even breathe it out! It’s not a hydra! Back then I could just feed all of you some other poison and once bitten then venoms would neutralize one another! It will kill you as well! Possibly me too! Even your dragon blood won’t work out!



 


	“According to the information, he is about ten meters long, so he’s barely a hatchling so he won’t breathe the poison out - don’t you worry! As for the other thing… just don’t let him bite you?”



 


	“Why is everything so easy for you?!”



 


	“ And why is everything so hard for you!? When it would grow up, he would start killing! Now is the only chance to deal with it!”



 

Because I hate fate I can’t control! – The risk I can’t countermeasure! I don’t mind fighting with enemies nearly impossible to kill, because I always have something in my sleeve! Potions, poisons, magic, summoned devils, WHATEVER!... but just some bad luck, just unlucky scratch, a flip of the coin or roll of the dice is everything it takes to die…


	“I don’t give a damn about others, all I care about is your safety!”



 


	“Zariel…” she used my full name “… I chose to be an adventurer. Risking my life to help others is a path I choose. I know what you mean, but…” she hesitated for a moment or two, and then, for the first time ever, she took what I was saying into consideration and asked: “… do you want me to give up on this quest? We will pay a fee, but that’s not a big deal.”



 

Giselle never-ever even took giving up on quest into consideration before. Especially not when it was hard, challenging one that she could use to boost her position among other adventurers… and not when human’s life was in danger.

 

And for the first time in my life I knew, that if I would tell her to give up on, she would listen. I felt a pressure on my chest as if my heart was being dragged down. What she wanted to do was a thing that DEFINED her nature. I wanted her safe by any means necessary, but I knew how much it would hurt her if I would make her withdraw.

 


	“I will be the one making preparation, this time, we are going in with the plan, AFTER scouting the area. We do it all my way. You listen to every command I give you. If I say attack from rear, you attack from rear, if I say run, you run, even dropping your equipment on the way if needed. Is that clear?”



 


	“F’course it is!” she laughed



 


	“Giselle. I asked if that’s clear?”



 

She stopped smiling and with a serious stare she replied

 


	“It is, mr. tactician.”



 

I dropped back on the bed exhaling air loudly.

 

Basilisks. King of serpents. Mythical creature, rank above legendary hydra, rank below me - the celestial. One that could be considered a deity or calamity. Long time ago, there used to be a village that made this creature it’s guardian god. For centuries, it was safe, for the creature was defending them from attackers. For a price, of course. Not only it was being fed on daily basis (quite a lot), but every first daughter of the village chief was being sacrificed to it as a plaything, either way, the woman would die shortly after entertaining the creature. Painfully.

One of the late village chiefs decided to fool it thought – he adopted a young girl before his first child was born and this way he tried to save his actual daughter - by presenting adopted girl that he indeed raised as a sacrifice.

 

The beast tasted the difference in blood and didn’t like the idea of being cheated.

 

The sacrifice was made at midnight - before the dawn came, the village no longer existed.

 

The snake which is able to rival with dragons. Its fangs, scales, venoms and literally every other body part could earn you a small fortune on the black market.

 

… that’s pretty much everything I know about it right now. Not enough. Tomorrow, I will have to visit the city’s library and dig up some facts.

 

The time… to little. Not enough for all preparations. But it will have to do… Will have to

 

            

    
        End. I am sorry.

    
    
    
    
                It's a really sad, heartbreaking even, but I decided to drop this story.

Even though it's quite appealing in my head, I am afraid that apparently I was lacking skill when I started the story, which led to far too many mistakes and a lack of story's plot continuity. The grammar was horrible, I thought that I improved, but I was proved quite a few times that it was just my sole opinion.

The cascade of reviews which kept on pointing the mistakes I thought I took care of, the dropping number of people that read this story, as well as no more comments under my chapters, just ensured me that I am not fit to finish it.

I am sorry for everyone. whose time I wasted making them read half of my story before dropping as well as those few souls that somehow managed to keep with me.

I am terribly sorry that I happened to be such a horrible "author". As I said in pre-chapter notes and in comments - I started writing to keep myself busy from my "life", if you can call this cluster of diseases and unfortunate events as one, hoping that maybe just the sole will to bright mine, as well as yours, day would be enough to build somewhat stable reader-base. 

Boi, I was wrong. 

I think that I will take some time to gather my thoughts, ideas and such, and in some time I will try writing a new story, this time trying to stick to some kind of previously made pattern so my story wouldn't turn out to be something called by one "a hot mess" or "ultra mess of a garbage".

I tried, I failed, I am sorry.

To whoever would even bother to read this, thank you, thank you for over four years of, at least for me, a beautiful journey. It helped me to survive through darkest times of my life, brought me joy and tears many times... and this time, it does so one more time.

Thank you for your time, for your words, patience and goodwill, and those few attempts to create this world with me, and I feel as if I am betraying those few people who lend me their strength, skill and time, wasting it for not spending it on something more productive.

For now, I have to take some time and rethink a few important matters. I am jobless, with no much hope for finding anything soon, I hoped to kept myself busy by writing some more, I even studied some foreign cultures and religion for the sake of my story but...

... yeah. All in vain.

I hope that one day I will become worthy of entertaining you but till then,

 

Farewell.

I am sorry,

And thank you.

 

Ps.

Now as I re-read what I am about to post, I could not notice, that even that note is chaotic, well, it reflects my current mood, but just proves that I am incapable of even writing a goodbye letter, not to mention the whole story.

            

    
        About the future 

    
    
    
    
                I am really grateful for all your heartwarming messages, I won't lie I needed them, not only because I am a needy heat-pat-slut, but also because I am struggling right now with pretty much everything, so these kinds words are really something that soothes all pain and doubts.

This story is very unlikely to be continued - as I simply made too many mistakes.

But, in some time (maybe a month, can't really tell), I will start with a new one (i have around 4 ready schemes to be used as plot-backbone), but, I need some certain work to do in order to set it all in right place and order.

This time, I asked for help on quite a few servers as well as started looking for some clues from professionals.

 

I want to make everything from scratch - starting with a world map (probably you didn't notice, but the dwarves kingdom and city of Stottegard were in... pretty much same place. I noticed that far too late).

 

I want to avoid it, I want to have ready "tools" to use as I would carry on with the journey. 

 

Later, i would most likely make her some polls and questions (as i simply love when people are getting involved in my world - sin of being D'n'D GM), still, i have a group on my discord that i am trying to enslave and force into labor around my new stories. Below, i will put once again a link to that discord server so you could also participate or/and have all the spoilers and could figure out the actual date of a new story being set.

But, once again, it will not be anytime soon. I really want to get serious with it.

 

Once again, I want to thank you all for all these wonderful comments, I read all of them (few times, even consider printing them and hanging on my wall), originally, I wanted to take a longer break, but... yeah, i am head-pat-slut. Show me affection and i will give up on everything just to get another dose of affection.

 

Anyway, here's the link, if it would expire, pm me and I will re-send it directly to you

 

https://discord.gg/3fz6gg

 

            

    
        New start

    
    
    
    
                I told you that after some "time for myself" I would start a new story (hopefully without mistakes of the previous one). Welp, I was working (not really) hard to create a new world from the scratch while using "working" elements of the previous one. I hope you would like it, I have 5 chapters already prepared and will post then in the next two days (just double and triple checking, looking after possible mistakes).

 

You asked me to throw here a link to the new story, so here it is.

 

https://www.royalroad.com/fiction/32844/the-blades-tools
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