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        The Legendary Mythomancer - An Isekai LitRPG Story

    
    
    
    
                In the span of an hour, Melvin Miller goes from a bored office worker to a Legendary Class holder.

With the ability to weave tales into powerful Runes and Grand Illusions at his fingertips, he grips fate in the new world by the throat.



Dying in a car accident, Melvin's consciousness persists after death. Yet, one thing leads to another, and he suddenly finds himself embroiled in a battle with Godly beings that exist behind Death's reach. Just as his consciousness was about to erased from existence, a black hole swallows him whole.

One interesting encounter with a dark being later, he wakes up in a world where power is quantifiable by Stats, Quests, Titles, Tiers, Ranks, and Classes. A world where Dungeons run rampant, and every living being has access to power.

Waking up in a poisoned body, surrounded by corpses. He must find a way to save himself and uncover who killed the body he inhabits.



Chapters: Monday ~ Friday. 10:30 EST

            

    
        Chapter 00 - New Beginning

    
    
    
    
                Melvin Miller was a regular 25-year-old office worker. His life was both boring and uninteresting, and he always dreamed about there being something extraordinary. Something unpredictable, and would effortlessly ignite both excitement and appreciation about life.

Funny how fate worked. The very thing he had been dreaming of was handed to him through the most mundane of events: a car accident.

Ten minutes ago. Melvin was going about his usual routine. His favorite brand of bread in hand, he walked back home humming a tune to himself.

As he was enjoying the warm rays of the afternoon sun, he noticed a black car veering off course. Its movements were erratic, and before he could even process it, the car barreled straight into him. His body froze, and with no time to react nor even utter a cry of alarm, it crashed into him.

The sheer momentum of the collision wrecked his body, hurtling him backward with incredible force. His head smashed the pavement's edge upon impact, ending his life.

The pain of those final moments still felt fresh in his mind, but the sight before him proved to be a great comforter.

An endless queue where spectral figures stood, seemingly walking on the fabric of space itself. They were all awaiting their turn in what Melvin assumed to be the afterlife, due to his untimely death. This sight, among others, ignited a flutter of excitement in his heart.

A panorama of galaxies, nebulae, and distant stars painted the black canvas. Ethereal lights emerged out of nowhere, with dazzling colors, dancing in intricate patterns across the cosmic painting. The sheer vastness of the sight provided an awe-inspiring backdrop to the long spectral queue.

While not particularly devout in any religion, Melvin identified as an agnostic. Embracing the notion of "I don't know what I don't know."

Confronted with the prospect of the afterlife, his emotions surpassed mere happiness. He loved anything related to the paranormal, and the possibility of something extraordinary being real. Needless to say, witnessing it all before him was a dream come true.

Watching the occurrences unfold, beyond the transparent tunnel where the spectral figures walked. Melvin felt a profound sense of awe, his spectral mouth agape, eyes shining. His head continuously turned from one side to the other, greedy to take everything in.

Celestial melodies resonated through the void, soothing spirits and enhancing his sense of tranquility.

Melvin couldn't resist the urge to close his eyes, enveloped in a profound sense of contentment.

A rude thought kept tugging at his mind, 'What if one of the religions was correct, and because he wasn't following their faith, would he be judged and sentenced to eternal damnation?'

But, it was very easy for him to dismiss such a thought, it felt rather minuscule compared to the profundity and vastness that lay before him. After a while, he opened his eyes and surveyed the queue of humans who he assumed had just died like him.

The line, composed of souls from presumably various walks of life, extended as far as the eye could see. Spectral figures, adorned with the remnants of their earthly clothes, stood in complete silence. The atmosphere among them was intense, understandably so, as most had just met their end. They were still processing this reality, grieving their deaths, and, most importantly, mourning the lives they had lost.

Some of them managed to find solace in the cosmic wonders, and the celestial melodies unfolding before them. While others appeared to be shell-shocked and too burdened to even take notice.

Melvin, on the other hand, wasn't despondent about his death. He hadn't left behind anyone whose life would be unduly disrupted by his passing. While he had some close friends, he knew they were well-adjusted individuals. He trusted their ability to grieve his death in their own ways, before moving on with their lives.

The afterlife queue slowly moved forward, guided by unseen forces that orchestrated the ebb and flow of souls in the afterlife. Each step brought them closer to a shimmering gateway—a threshold between their previous existence and the mysteries of the beyond.

As the line progressed, Melvin's anticipation swelled. Curiosity and excitement replaced his initial tranquility, while newfound expectations for the journey ahead enveloped his heart in a sweet embrace.

'What would it be I wonder?' He thought, 'Reincarnation? Heaven and Hell?' Both excited him, but frankly, he felt it'd be better if it was the former. Although, not a particularly bad guy, he wasn't exceptionally good by any means.

Close to the heavenly gate, he was able to see new figures, and the sight made his spectral heartbeat quicken its beat in reverence and fear.

Tall, gigantic creatures with human forms stood proud at each side of the marbled gate, gazing at the incoming souls. Towering above the gate, the colossal beings commanded attention with their imposing stature. Their human-like forms were exaggeratedly muscular, their chiseled features bearing an air of both strength and solemnity. Cloaked in robes that billowed majestically around them, their presence was both awe-inspiring and intimidating.

Melvin paused momentarily, struck by something about their proud expression. However, he didn't dwell on it and quickly resumed his admiration of other sights.

When he saw a man and a woman in front of the gate sitting behind a simple wooden table with a parchment on top of it, a short thick bottle of ink, and a simple white quill, an incredulous expression sneaked onto his face, "Why does this feel like we're in line at a medieval DMV? What is this?"

This was unlike the celestial and heavenly afterlife he had envisioned, but just before he could analyze it more, the queue had already progressed enough that he could faintly hear what the two figures were talking about.

Behind the table sat a golden-haired, handsome man with a striking figure. He wore a simple toga reminiscent of those worn in ancient Rome, busy writing on parchment with a white quill while seated on a plain wooden chair.

Beside him lounged a stunning woman with cascading black hair, her gorgeous red dress flowing over the chair as she engaged in conversation with the man next to her, wearing a lazy expression.

A tense young man, his body rigid and his expression wrought with fear, stood before the table. His voice quivered as he timidly posed his question. "W..who are you? The gods?"

The golden-haired man didn't even look up and uttered with both impatience and disinterest, "Just tell me your first name and last name and move on."

The young man was shaken to be spoken to like this in such a vulnerable moment by these lofty figures, who were beyond the reach of death nonetheless. His lips started quivering and with tremendous difficulty, he tried to say his name, "Al... al... Alfr..."

The golden-haired man's lips curled slightly in amusement at the sight, his attention drifting away from the young man. He resumed his conversation with the woman beside him, patiently waiting for the young man to conclude. "What were you saying? What happened after he discovered that you were lying?"

Melvin was shaken by this sight. "What in the world is this? Why aren't they comforting that guy and giving him more time?"

He had already understood that if the afterlife was real, then naturally God was real too, and then according to his understanding of most faiths, these creatures must be angels.

However, he had heard plenty of how compassionate angels were, and these two were nothing like that. They were rude, impatient, annoyed, and worst of all they engaged in gossip. There was practically no difference between them and most people he had known his whole life, so Melvin refused to believe they were angels or any other godly beings.

Yet, a lingering question persisted in Melvin's mind. These beings, whom he thought so little of, seemed to be beyond the grasp of death itself, stationed at the threshold of the afterlife, 'Who are they?'

What the woman said next, however, made him question everything.

"What could he do, Rebay is but an old god, both his powers and influence are in decline," muttered the red-dressed woman lazily with her gaze fixed on the young man before them, an amused expression tugging at her lips.

Melvin was overwhelmed hearing that, "Rebay, old god? Could it be..."

An earth-shattering realization struck him: "Could the world have been created by a pantheon of gods, like those in Greek mythology?" This epiphany shattered his previous sense of contentment.

Of all the myths and religions, he despised that one the most.

The notion of being created by such primitive and simplistic beings whose ego and immaturity knew no bound filled him with a sense of humiliation, and more so shattered his reverence toward the beauty of life and the universe.

It was like knowing that the school bully or the vapid celebrity was the creator of the whole known universe.

His lifelong interests, beliefs, and ideals were slowly disintegrating in the face of the reality he found himself in.

A surge of emotions was threatening to burst out, and so his feet unconsciously moved as he separated himself from the queue and made a beeline for the heavenly gate where the talking figures sat. He had one motive in mind, and that was to find an answer.

Beyond that, he no longer cared for anything else.

At the same time, on a more unconscious level, he was still operating from the religious conditioning that had been fed to him his whole life: the heavens are just and fair, thus there was no second-guessing his safety or anything since he was already dead.

This seemingly simple turn of events from Melvin managed to grab everyone's attention: the people waiting, the godly guards by the gate, the young man, and most importantly the two people in charge behind the table.

Faint, indistinct murmurs emanated from the queue to his left, yet he remained too preoccupied as he wrestled a dam of inexplicable emotions and grappled with even more profound questions as he walked past them.

He steadily walked forward, step by step, and when he stood beside the young man, he looked at the two and simply asked, innocently, airing out his confusion without the slightest shred of malice, "Who are you, people?"

The duo looked at each other without the faintest trace of anger, just amusement. After all, it was a very boring task to which they were assigned, and it wasn't exactly an ordinary occurrence for a mortal to dare question them as such.

The woman, being the one most entertained by this, was the first one to break the silence and replied, "I am the Goddess of Art and he's the God of Agriculture. What is the matter?"

Melvin was even more stupefied by that and directly remarked without a care in the world, "You are lying, how could someone so rude, small, and ordinary be a mighty God?"

The woman's once amused expression swiftly morphed into one of shock at the mortal's words, mirroring the man's reaction.

The golden-haired deity stood up, a faint smile adorning his lips, and his eyes burned with interest as he gazed upon the mortal before him. With a voice steeped in authority, he spoke, "You, insignificant mortal, dare to speak so boldly in the presence of your God?"

However, the terror they were expecting from the man didn't arrive; instead, Melvin looked even more disappointed and uttered, "I don't believe it. I refuse to believe it. How can you be Gods? You were just gossiping and talking about lies, and whatnot. It's impossible. Gods are beyond the limited shackles of human behavior. You are just like me, someone flawed."

The golden-haired man was even more stupefied after hearing that and shouted, "Mortal, are you stupid? We are the Gods you speak of."

The woman rose to her feet, her expression piqued with interest, a faint smile tugging at her lips. "Did you witness your continued existence after death and thought that you were immortal?" she smilingly questioned. "Kneel and apologize now, or I will show you what eternal death means."

Melvin, who only an hour ago was casually browsing the supermarket for his favorite brand of bread, now found himself embroiled in a potential battle with self-proclaimed Gods in the afterlife.

Despite the shattering of his previous hopes and expectations upon meeting them, what he felt most was not anger or fear, but rather a profound sense of second-hand embarrassment—not just for these two supposed deities, but for himself as well.

He wanted to apologize, and just get on with it, but as he looked at their gloating gazes lording over him, he immediately changed his mind.

Witnessing these supposedly superior beings, impervious even to death, engaging in such petty behavior left him feeling disillusioned and disheartened. It was as if his lofty aspirations had suddenly been grounded in the mundane reality of human pettiness.

'Are they truly the gods?' he pondered, his mind swirling with complex emotions. The realization that the world was created by such beings left him stumped, unaware of how to process such a thing.

Melvin glanced at the duo's different expressions and calmly said, "If the world is indeed created by petty small creatures such as yourselves, then eternal rest from all of your bullshit wouldn't be so bad. Do your best."

Saying that he indifferently shifted his eyes beyond the two angry figures and gazed at the vast cosmos behind them, feeling a mixture of both disappointment and utter confusion at what was happening.

'How could the world be created by these small people?' His mind continued mulling over, unable to make sense of the situation.

Most importantly, the existence of the afterlife solidified the existence of God as well, and so deep down he was hoping for the true God to appear and make things right.

Although he knew how ridiculous that thought was, they were already in the afterlife, and if God wasn’t here, then what these two in front of him said was the truth.

As he gazed upon the beautiful expanse of the cosmos, a whirlwind of emotions engulfed his heart. Suddenly, the woman's voice shattered the silence with a chillingly cold tone, her feigned amusement failing to mask the bitterness caused by the mortal's words. "So be it. What's one more mortal?" she declared before he felt the world constricting around him, suffocating him in the process.

All he could feel in his final moments was slight regret as he thought, 'Maybe I should have just apologized and continued to reincarnate or something', but when he saw their amused expressions, he vehemently rejected such an idea as it would be too humiliating.

Thus, with bulging eyes, he fixed his gaze on the two of them, feigning a mocking expression, although he couldn't muster any genuine mockery to anyone but himself.

Fortunately, this had indeed caught the duo off guard, their expressions changing. He found that amusing, and his lips widened into a genuine smile.

Just when he thought he was going to die once and for all, a sudden and drastic turn of events unfolded.

In the farthest corner of the visible cosmos, a minuscule black dot swiftly advanced toward the heavenly gate with astonishing speed.

As the dot drew nearer, it expanded, casting a shadow over everything in its path like an ominous void. Its overwhelming presence seemed to swallow even the light, leaving only complete darkness in its wake.

Without awaiting the duo's reaction, it maintained its speed and easily passed through the invisible tunnel. Upon passing through, its size reduced significantly, now reaching a diameter of two meters. It continued its approach towards Melvin, and in the blink of an eye, it engulfed him before the two instantly blinked out of existence.

A silence fell like a pin drop as the two Gods and the guards behind them witnessed this unfolding spectacle in shock, and though they wanted to act, everything had happened too quickly.

The two Gods' eyes simultaneously began radiating a golden glow as they walked toward the gate, and after a short while, the void around them began to form small ruptures, allowing several creatures—both human and non-human—to approach and encircle the two Gods.

A single thought echoed through the minds of all the Gods present: 'The Eternal Watcher.'

            

    
        Chapter 1 - The Eternal Watcher

    
    
    
    
                Melvin found himself in a completely dark space where nothing existed, even his body was no more and the only thing that was, was simply his awareness of his thoughts in the pitch-black void.

Realizing that he was no longer going to be eternally dead, he sighed in relief, he knew that he was just about to start apologizing. His knees had already begun bending down to kneel when this happened. As humiliating as it was, he would still be alive, perhaps.

He couldn't help but attempt to talk, but he had no vocal cords to speak of, and so using his thoughts, he loudly questioned with some hope and uncertainty, 'God?'

After all, who else could rescue him from certain death but the being that stood above everything?

A resonant voice reverberated through the void, its deep timbre carrying an air of ancient wisdom. "I do not know about that," it spoke with a hint of amusement, its words echoing through the infinite darkness.

The voice sounded neither masculine nor feminine, and its majesty couldn't be masked by the seemingly ordinary words chosen.

Melvin, who was drowning in a sea of confusion, sought clarity as he asked, "Who are you?"

However, instead of an answer, what he received back was a question with the same tone as before, "You are from Earth, correct? Buddha, Jesus, Tiktok, and Kim Kardashian?"

Hearing the peculiar question Melvin didn't think about it too much, and though he was very emotional at that moment, he was nonetheless able to see the humor in the way the question was composed. He hurriedly replied slightly caught off guard, "Eh... Yes, that one."

"In that particular world, and unsurprisingly like many others, the definition of God is the creator of the whole universe, life as we know it. Correct?" The voice turned somewhat serious, but it nonetheless kept finishing its statements with questions as a way to engage with the person held within its darkness.

This time Melvin was quick to say, "Yes, indeed." Deep down he was dying to hear what the being who saved him wanted to convey.

"Well, then according to that definition, I am not God. But, in your world if I showed my powers I would indeed be called God. Do you see the distinction I am trying to make?" The voice continued its line of questioning.

Melvin felt like a light bulb going off inside of his head and answered with some uncertainty, "Do you mean you are just a very powerful being who has magical powers beyond what a normal human should be capable of, like what you just did? But at the same time, you have no clue about the origin of the universe as well?"

"Correct!" The voice replied agreeably and then proceeded to explain, "Those people you were fighting with earlier are the same. They are as clueless as everyone is, but they have what you would consider godly powers."

Realization dawned on him, although he was finding it hard to accept. Just because some beings were capable of extraordinary feats didn't automatically imply that they were the creators of the universe.

He was just a regular 25-year-old man from Earth, working a normal office job. Upon his death, he found himself guided by two beings who existed beyond what he had previously considered the unknown. His first inclination was to naturally believe they were angels under God, according to many faiths in his world.

Still, this only made him even more confused as a multitude of questions rose in his mind. This went against everything that he knew, his voice couldn't help but reflect both his uneasiness and uncertainty as he asked "But... In my world, some scriptures describe a lot of the things I had seen there like the afterlife, souls, angels, afterlife, and God..."

The voice's tone was neutral this time as it remarked, "It's obvious, isn't it?"

A long silence ensued as Melvin finally accepted the fact that he had been dreading to and asked, "What is he called?"

"She, Tyara," The voice answered, its tone carrying a hint of anticipation this time.

"Why would she do that?" Melvin pressed on, struggling to comprehend why she would deceive his world with so many false hopes and empty promises, causing immeasurable suffering throughout history.

"The same reason you found those in that position, for more power. When someone who believes in their particular faith dies, they can extract some divine powers through their soul, hence bloodshed is a must for them." It clarified, but then it amusingly remarked, "It's not like humans need a third party to introduce a lie for them to believe in something."

An even longer silence stretched out this time as Melvin processed the news, and it was only broken once he finally asked the most important question, "How?"

Understanding exactly what he meant, the voice explained, "Your world is somewhat unadvanced, but there are worlds out there where the people residing in them have the opportunity to attain unimaginable powers. If they are lucky and capable enough, then they would be able to reach a certain level where theoretically anything was possible."

After registering the shocking news, Melvin was quick to process it because not only had he more or less discerned this fact from previous questions, but this wasn't the most shocking thing he had heard that day.

Thus, he finally reached the most important question that concerned both of them and asked somewhat uneasily, "Why did you save me?"

Following its seemingly favorite pattern, the being offered another question, "Do you know why, of all the people in the queue, only you were shocked by the Gods' behavior and interjected?"

After thinking about it, Melvin just chalked it up to him encountering a very big misunderstanding, but he wanted to hear the other being's thoughts, so he asked, "I don't know, why?"

"Because what happened was more or less expected by them." It uttered, but sensing his confusion still, it continued its explanation, "They came from a world where the notion that gods are merciful perfect beings didn't exist, their world has a long history of gods fighting amongst one another. So, when they saw those two uncaring about some nervous mortal, it didn't seem that unbelievable to them."

"In other words..." Melvin interjected, his tone dripping with disbelief, "I am from another world?"

"Yes."

Melvin quickly believed that. He had indeed observed their lukewarm reactions and noticed the distinctiveness of their attire. However, he reasoned, diverse cultures existed even on Earth, each with its array of clothing styles. Thus, he hadn't given it much thought previously.

The being suddenly asked him something very unexpected, "What is the most important thing to you in life?"

Hearing such a simple question Melvin was stumped, and he had no clue how to answer it, so he could only say, "I don't know?"

Expecting such an answer, the voice perfunctory replied, "To me, it's stories."

Melvin was puzzled after hearing that and asked for more clarification, "What do you mean?"

The being's tone turned somewhat serious at that and explained earnestly, "Well everything that everyone does revolves around a story. To me, that is the essence of life itself, a story. Once you reach a certain level of strength, you need to have an essence that would lead you to a higher path, and I found nothing higher than the simple art of stories."

After a short silence, it continued, "I am right now telling you a story about how I approach life. Previously you were asking me questions about details of your own story, and even when you're just by yourself, you tell yourself stories in your head both real and imaginative. Even what we're doing right now, in this very moment, is merely a chapter within the larger story of both your life and mine."

Melvin nodded in understanding, but it would be a lie to say he completely knew what the being wanted to exactly convey.

Seeing through his uncertainty, it continued, "This is but a simple and superficial description of the actual essence of what I am talking about. It's like describing sunsets to someone who was blind from birth, and regardless of how perfect the description is, it's never the actual thing."

Without waiting for Melvin to say anything else, the voice returned to the original question, "You asked why I saved you, and that is indeed a very good question. Usually, I never interfere with almost anything, and I just watch as most things unfold."

The voice’s tone somewhat changed and had a hint of mystery to it, as it continued, “The reason I interfered this time is equally simple as well, I didn't like the trajectory of where this story was going, and I found an opportunity to do something interesting because you were an otherworlder. If you had died right then and there after that confrontation then it wouldn't have amounted to anything. Those two gods would have continued their mindless chatter and everything would proceed as usual, and frankly, that would have been too boring, and there was also the fact that the gods have been enjoying themselves way too much for the past hundred years or so."

Melvin didn't know how to respond to that. Furthermore, as he began to calm down, he realized the gravity of the situation: a Godly being had rescued him from certain death and transported him elsewhere, where they were now engaged in conversation as if they were old friends. This realization left him feeling not only strange but also utterly terrified.

The being quietened down for a while before it asked an unexpected question, "What do you think is the main driving force behind a good story?"

Melvin thought for a while and answered from some knowledge he had randomly learned, "Goals and conflicts?"

"There is more, but yes those are the big two!" The voice's tone seemed to increase a beat after that, which surprised him.

It didn't let him analyze his situation for too long and quickly continued, "I am interested in this story, and I want to introduce you as the bringer of conflict. However, for you to be deserving for that you need clear goals that align with what I have in mind. Now, imagine there was a way for you to attain power, what would be your goal?"

To say he wasn't a bit scared when he heard that last explanation would be an understatement, and although he faced those two beings from before seemingly unafraid of death, now he changed his mind after learning that there was more to life than those two being the creators of it.

Thus, when he heard the word "deserve", he was gripped with fear, afraid he might say something unsatisfying and be reduced to cosmic dust. He hurriedly composed himself and started to ponder over the question deeply, and after a while, he made up a small lie and hesitantly answered, "You can't allow a child to hold small scissors, much less a gun. Those self-proclaimed gods are too flawed to be in charge of... anything. Moreover, I just want to maybe find some meaning beyond my previous approach?"

A rumbling regal laughter resounded through the dark void, "That is not a bad lie."

Hearing that, Melvin was mortified, but he really couldn't help but lie. He knew that he had to raise his value in the being's mind, and so he made it seem like he wanted revenge.

"Conflict is already set in motion, old boy. The Gods would have already begun looking for you, knowing they can't find me. As for goals, that will also be settled on its own, otherwise, you'll die. So let's see how bad you want to survive." The voice bellowed with laughter once again, seemingly enjoying that tremendously.

Melvin was even more confused somehow, 'Gods looking for me?'

Just as he was about to say something else, a rude bright light quickly managed to capture all of his attention.

The previously pitch-black space where nothing existed was instantly invaded by this bright light that suddenly began to shrink as it slowly approached Melvin's view.

"What is happening?" Melvin asked with some trepidation in his heart.

However, all he received in return was a serious warning, "Remember, when choosing a Class don't use the church's crystal."

Before he could even question what that meant, his whole existence seemed to be enveloped in that bright light before everything turned black.

            

    
        Chapter 2 - New Reality

    
    
    
    
                After an indeterminate period, Melvin finally regained consciousness, but he still felt very disoriented and groggy. He felt as if he had just woken up from a very long strange dream that he could barely remember.

His eyes felt heavy, and after some struggle, he managed to pry them open. Once he stopped fighting to open them and paid attention to other things, he was overwhelmed by a dual onslaught of pain and nausea that seemed to come out of nowhere.

Fixing his gaze on the cloudless morning sky, a heaviness settled over his eyes once again, tempting them to shut. The presence of a potent odor, the worst he had ever smelled in his life, wafted through his nostrils, making his situation even worse.

His mind struggled to make sense of the flood of sensations, leaving him in a state of confusion, unlike anything he had ever experienced. He had never in felt this intense sense of discomfort as he flowed through these seemingly endless negative stats.

"Ughh.. what is happening..." A weary voice reached his ears, shocking him. He knew he had just spoken, but the tone of voice felt different from his usual mature voice.

He gently moved his hand, only to be hit by another bout of pain, before a smooth, relatively smaller hand different from his own stretched out in front of his eyes.

Lying on his back, disoriented, and struggling to comprehend his surroundings, he decided to stand up hoping that it would help. With determination to fight the pain and discomfort, he pushed against the strangely soft ground with his palms, trying to leverage himself upright.

However, as he shifted his weight to one side, his right hand lost its grip, causing him to lose his balance and fall awkwardly. The sudden movement intensified the pain coursing through his body, leaving him momentarily stunned.

Opening his eyes again, he was greeted by a pervasive light brown color, the source of which remained a mystery. The soft ground beneath him added to his confusion. Unconsciously moving his head to the right for a clearer view, he was petrified by the scene before him. Melvin had never seen such a disturbing sight. A headless, rotten corpse surrounded by an unholy amount of green-headed flies.

Trying to understand more, his eyes darted left and right, but all he could see around him were corpses—men, women, old, young—all filling the area. His surroundings were blocked by deep, earthen brown, rough walls. As his eyes adjusted to the dim light, he realized with a start that he was in a pit—a burial pit, filled with the remains of the dead.

He also realized that the earlier light brown color obscuring his sight was cheap fabric draped over another corpse, whose back had inadvertently become his focus when he fell.

The air was thick with the stench of decay, and he could hear the faint buzz of flies. It was a sea of bodies, piled haphazardly atop one another, their faces twisted in expressions of agony and despair.

Beneath him lay a layer of dead bodies, causing him to fall due to the unsteady footing. Before panic could set in, an even more unexpected sight unfolded.

Golden bold characters materialized out of nowhere, forming a peculiar language that, inexplicably, he could comprehend.

[Unlocked Legendary Class: Rune Mythomancer]
[Triggered Quest: Weave the True Rune of Jacob The Snake's Death.]

...

"What's this? 'Legendary Class, Jacob's Death?'" Melvin's gaze fixated on the bold, golden characters before him. Confusion washed over him, replacing the initial panic that had surged within.

He understood the meaning of each word separately, but their combination left him bewildered. Moreover, the sudden appearance of these words felt surreal, as if he were hallucinating.

A dull ache emanated from his hand, which he used to steady himself and prevent further tilting to the side. Struggling to understand the situation, Melvin returned to his previous position, lying atop another elderly man whose protruding waist bone caused extreme discomfort to his back.

Attempting to distract himself from the discomfort and nausea creeping up his throat, Melvin focused once more on the golden, bold characters. His attention honed in on the first word before another startling development unfolded.

Before him materialized a sizable interface reminiscent of a video game, with a pitch-black background that obstructed his visibility to what lay beyond. Golden characters filled the interface, creating an enigmatic display before his eyes.

***
Name: Melvin Miller(Jacob)
Age: 25(19)
Status: [Poisoned] - [???]

Class: Rune Mythomancer(Legendary)
Class: None

Tier: Initiate
Rank: 1(0%)

Titles: [The Heretic] | [The Storyteller's Charm]

Health Points, HP: 33/60
Mana Points, MP: 30/30
Stamina Points, SP: 36/36
Mental Energy, ME: 25/25

Vitality: 6
Strength: 7
Agility: 11
Intelligence: 6
Wisdom: 5
Charisma: 4
Available Stats Points: 0

Skills: [Storyweaver, Lv1]
Ongoing Quest: [Jacob The Snake's Death]

Resistances: None
***

'Whaaat?!' Is the thought that kept echoing through his mind as his eyes darted left to right reading through the whole interface, and at the end of it, his mouth widened in shock. All of his previous fears, discomforts, and pains both physiological and psychological seemed to be pushed into the back burner in the face of this mind-boggling sight.

His gears were rapidly turning in an attempt to make some sense of this situation but to no avail.

Simultaneously, the fact that his vision was entirely consumed by the interface, leaving him unable to see anything beyond its confines, and his already building anxiety prompted him to reflexively flail his arms in a futile attempt to remove it. However, his efforts proved fruitless, intensifying the rapid thudding of his heart in response.

Surprisingly, the moment his mind moved to the reactionary thought of, 'I don't want this', the interface instantly disappeared into thin air as if what he had been seeing was but a figment of his imagination.

Breathing in the god-awful stench Melvin tried to calm down his breathing heart, and slowly but surely his heartbeat slowed down and he rested in that state for a minute or so.

Fortunately, his mind which had already seemed too exhausted for pointless and incoherent fears finally did something of substance and started connecting some dots.

What caught his attention was not just the remarkable event that left the deepest imprint on his memory that day; it was, without a doubt, the most absurd encounter he had experienced in his nearly three decades of life: his conversation with the being that rescued him from the Gods.

As he slowly went through it once again, his current situation started to make some sense when those factors were taken into consideration. He gazed blankly at the cloudless blue sky, deep in thought. "It did mention the existence of advanced worlds, granting access to unimaginable power," he murmured to himself, recalling the being's concluding speech about whether he deserved something.

A bold and shocking realization finally dawned on him, but when he thought about his current situation and the things he had read in that interface it seemed more and more plausible, 'Am I in that world that has access to power? And the power came in the form of an interface like a game?'

When he thought about that, he knew that to get any substantial answers he had to study that interface once again. Yet, the method eluded him. Nonetheless, as he reflected on the events leading to its disappearance, a glimmer of possibility rose in his mind.

He began visualizing the black interface in front of him in the backdrop of the cloudless sky, and sure enough, his guess turned out to be correct and it once again blinked into existence in front of him.

The first thing he locked his gaze on was none other than the name between the parenthesis after his.

Name: Melvin Miller(Jacob)
Age: 25(19)

How could he not understand that this body wasn't his after noticing the different lighter skin tones, and the smooth smaller hands? A stark contrast from his previously manly rough hands, and sun-tanned skin from endless outdoor pursuits under the relentless sun.

Similarly, his formerly neatly trimmed light brown hair had been replaced with a cascade of black locks, now evident from the corners of his eyes.

'Is Jacob the previous owner of this body?' The question was naturally rhetorical and it was simply a way for him to voice out his astonishment and his inability to process the reality of the matter regardless of the obvious evidence.

When he saw the age below the name he continued, 'He must've been 19 years old.'

At the same time, this also explained to him another important matter, and when he thought about it, a new interface appeared in front of his face that had a light golden background with black characters that he could see the black interface through.

***
Quest Name: Jacob The Snake's Death.

Objective: Find out the story behind the death of Jacob The Snake and create a Life Rune around it.
***

'I need to find out why this young man died. But what does creating a Life Rune around it means?' This time it didn't take him long to realize what this might mean as he immediately connected it to another thing that he wasn't able to comprehend in the main interface.

Skills: [Storyweaver, Lv1]

When he focused his eyes on that seemingly clickable skill, another very small interface appeared in front of him.

[Storyweaver(Level 1): The user can grasp the essence of a story and extract runes from it. The attributes and effects of these runes are dependent upon various factors, including the narrative's weight, way of writing, details, and the materials employed in the process.]

For some reason, the moment this particular interface was in front of him, he felt as if his mind was absorbing some foreign knowledge that appeared out of nowhere enabling him to understand exactly what the skill meant, and not just that he understood even the crafting process of some of the necessary materials.

In essence, he had to create both the ink using a special method, and then he had to write a story using it with a Quill on a piece of parchment.

Once all of that was done, he would be able to use the skill using his mental energy to weave the story into a rune that would have some attributes. Then, he could infuse those runes into both living beings and inanimate objects.

He also instinctively felt that the limit of runes this new body of his could hold was three, and everything else could only hold a single one.

'What?!' To say Melvin was shocked by the power he was holding would be an understatement, and he finally understood the full weight of what the being meant when he said people from advanced worlds had the opportunity to reach a godly level of power.

Even he at this level was capable of such astonishing feats, and he couldn't help but feel some trepidation in his heart when he recollected how he was insulting those people with seemingly god-like powers, and the fact that the being who helped him, said they would be looking for him only made things more terrifying for him.

However, he quickly dismissed those thoughts because something had been tugging at his mind for a while now, and he just dreaded even thinking about it.

Gritting his teeth, he focused his eyes on the Status section, and soon new windows opened offering deeper explanations about his current state.

[Poisoned: You are currently under the influence of a lethal toxin. Immediate treatment is required to prevent death.]
[???: Through an unknown power, the poison inside your body stopped running. The protective effect is temporary and will dissipate in 1 hour and 47 minutes.]

            

    
        Chapter 3 - The Pit of Despair

    
    
    
    
                'Fuck!' Melvin cursed in his mind after such a long time of not doing so, he had a strong feeling he would see something very bad when seeking further clarification, and he was right.

But then again the word poisoned was telling enough, it was just that he felt somewhat overwhelmed by everything so far and the last thing he needed was that, more worries.

This also made him certain of the fact that his sense of nausea and light-headedness was probably due to the effects of the poison in his body, and not because the smell was so strong that it made him sick, although it did make him want to vomit his already empty stomach.

'So I will die in two hours if I don't seek treatment?' Realizing the severity of the situation, especially from where he was right now, in the depths of a pit filled with dead bodies he couldn't help but despair a little.

'I can't stay like this' He thought with a bit of resolve, he knew that staying in the same place mentally and fretting over every little thing would only bring him to death even quicker.

Although there were still a lot of things that puzzled him in that interface like titles and some other things, he had to guarantee his survival first and foremost, and so the moment he knew that time was ticking away he couldn't just sit still.

After the things he had been through, he wasn't willing to just let life pass him by anymore. Knowing that he had been granted an opportunity to make something out of his life, he was determined to take full advantage. Thus, with a newfound resolve, he made all of the other interfaces disappear before he attempted to stand up once again.

He drew in a deep, foul breath, and he immediately regretted preparing himself in such a way as the stench overwhelmed him. Gripping the waist of the corpse to his left and the back of the one to his right, he exerted more strength and, with a swift movement of his legs, he began to rise to his feet.

As he neared the point of standing upright, his footing faltered as the uneven surface of the bodies beneath him shifted unexpectedly. This sudden instability caused him to lurch forward. Quickly reacting, he dropped to his knees and hands, breaking his fall.

Kneeling on all fours, a troubling realization dawned upon him: the pit he found himself in was rather too deep, measuring around six meters in height.

It became apparent to him that climbing out would be quite a challenge. His gaze wandered involuntarily to the numerous corpses strewn about, and a very plausible idea began to take root.

'But to do that, I need to be able to just stand up first.' Melvin thought with some exasperation at his situation, and with that, he attempted to stand up once again.

Thanks to the time spent on all fours, he grew accustomed to the unstable ground beneath him. Carefully gauging where to apply pressure to avoid slipping, he gradually rose to his feet, finally achieving success.

Strangely, he couldn't help but feel very proud at that moment.

Although what he did was very negligible and small compared to what he needed to do to survive, Melvin knew that although it seemed simple it was anything but.

He could feel that his control over his body was very weak and unsteady, making even the simplest movement of his body require tremendous effort and attention.

Melvin didn't know whether it had something to do with the actual poison still coursing through his body, or something more fundamental, like the fact that this wasn't his body and his soul was still getting used to it, he reasoned with arms flailing around in an attempt to keep his balance.

Either way, he knew that something was very wrong which increased the difficulty of this exponentially.

Now upright and with a clearer view of his attire, his focus inadvertently shifted to his clothing. He wore a pair of cheap black pants, their coarse, thin fabric uncomfortably brushing against his skin. On his feet were simple leather boots, and adorning his upper body was a low-quality green shirt with poorly drawn purple roses.

The shirt bore several bloodstains, though he didn't dwell on it. In this pit of despair, blood seemed to be in abundance, and he had no desire to overanalyze its presence on his clothing as it seemed rather clear.

Arms still slightly flailing around to keep himself balanced, he began pondering how should he go about his plan.

Glancing to his right, he spotted a pile of corpses stacked at the edge of the pit. This seemed like a practical starting point, offering a pre-established foundation that could save him some time.

Just as he was about to move his legs in that direction he stopped, and began to debate, 'No, if I use the corpses there then the area close to the pile will get too low, and might cause the foundation to become even more unstable...'

Reaching that conclusion, his eyes immediately shifted to his left, directly next to the corpse he was standing on with his left leg was a young man who seemed somewhat older than this new body of his. Observing how skinny he was, Melvin felt like he would be the perfect first brick in the elevated platform of corpses he was planning to build.

With his legs still unmoving, he very gently and slowly bent down his legs and moved his torso to the left. Using his left hand he grabbed the collar of the black robe the young man was wearing and pulled using all of his strength, which to his shock wasn't so bad because the body easily followed.

This time using both of his hands, he gripped the corpse's head and pulled it to the area in front of him, and with a tremendous effort, he was finally successful as the upper body of the black robed corpse lay on top of the two he was standing on.

Because of the way he previously pulled the corpse, it was laying on its stomach which comforted him about what he wanted to do next because he dreaded looking into the young man's soulless eyes.

He began to coil the robe's hood until it formed a firm bundle, grasping it firmly with his right hand. With his left hand, he gripped the right knee of the corpse from behind and lifted it.

As the corpse lifted off the ground, it tilted slightly to the side, revealing the man's face. Melvin quickly averted his eyes and began walking slowly toward the piled-up corpses at the edge of the pit on his left.

Although he almost fell several times in the process, he was finally able to reach his destination and with tremendous difficulty carried the corpse and put it on top of the others.

Observing that the pile had now reached his waist with the addition of just one corpse, Melvin took a moment to catch his breath and he began to calculate how many more corpses he would need. "I'm approximately 1.8 meters tall, I think? So, maybe four or five more should do it," he murmured to himself.

As he was catching his breath, he unconsciously moved both of his arms to his waist, something he used to do out of habit whenever he was working out, and the moment his left hand gripped his waist, he felt a jolt of pain which made him grimace and he immediately shifted his eyes to take a look in that direction.

In his green shirt, there was a very thin and wide tear that he hadn't paid much attention to before, there was also a lot of blood around that area, and he immediately thought of something.

Quickly lifting his shirt, Melvin revealed a deep wound near his belly button. Although the injury appeared to be closed, the faint remnants of where a sharp object had pierced through were still visible. Yet, what captured his attention the most was the greenish tint surrounding the wound—a telltale sign of the poison referenced in his status.

Melvin was certain that that's how the previous guy, or as he was called Jacob died, and he couldn't help but think, 'A knife filled with poison? How terrifying is this?'

Such a vicious method of murder made him feel terrified of what he was getting into, and he thought with some apprehension, 'No wonder the very first quest said to investigate Jacob's murder, it must be something big...'

Melvin had some understanding of video games, but he was a bit hesitant to use the logic of games in his previous world to analyze questions about this one. Although the main interface could be said to be exactly like them, he knew that this was a whole world, and even more advanced than his previous one at that.

With a big sigh, he decisively dismissed such thoughts for now and continued what he was doing, 'Getting out of here is the priority, I'll understand more when death is no longer but two hours away.'

His black boots ruthlessly walked on bellies, backs, genitalia, faces, and all other kinds of body parts, and he just wished he could turn off the sensory inputs his feet were giving him as they were only making things more difficult for him psychologically.

The combination of physical pain, odors, and visual stimuli overwhelmed him, prompting occasional dry heaves. Yet, with his stomach empty, these efforts only served to further exhaust him as nothing came out.

His body was already sweating bullets and his discomfort reached a terrifying degree, but he soldiered on and continued carrying nearby bodies on top of the pile at the edge of the pit.

He continued working hard, his feet would slip from time to time which would cause him to fall, but he would just catch his breath and stand up once again.

Soon, a naked body belonging to a woman seemingly in her forties was placed with great difficulty on top of the pile that had already reached his face.

Melvin's right hand unconsciously grabbed into the earthy walls of the pit as he started breathing in deeply to recuperate some of his energy. Once he felt ready, he let go of the wall and grabbed into some of the bodies and he started stepping on others as he climbed very, very slowly.

He understood that this was the difficult part since the pile was very unstable, and one wrong move would topple everything down with it. Fortunately, as he summoned every bit of focus and remaining strength that he had his right hand finally landed on top of the last woman's lower back, and his left hand stretched out to grab into the wall of the pit.

'Thank god', he thought, when he noticed some still living roots that belonged to some plants in the area he was trying to hold, which indeed helped him gain a better grip, and so using that as an anchor he pulled himself forward and started standing up on top of the pile.

The moment his body was completely upright, he was finally able to see new things other than corpses, soil, and the cloudless sky.

            

    
        Chapter 4 - The Old Man

    
    
    
    
                In the direction Melvin was looking, he gazed upon an expanse of land that stretched endlessly to the horizon, brimming with lush greenery, vibrant trees, and a lengthy brick-paved pathway meandering through the verdant landscape.

However, his keen eyes noticed that the meticulously laid paving abruptly ceased at a certain distance ahead. In the direction of his gaze, the land extended indefinitely, and most importantly he was filled with warmth.

When he turned to look to his right, his eyes immediately squinted as they faced the morning sky that had already begun its daily ritual, and he couldn't help but think, 'If this is like the previous world, then the sun would rise from the east which means that to my right is the east, the south behind me, and in front of me the north.'

The sun's rays felt very warm on his skin making him close his eyes in utter satisfaction, and the fact that the previously strong disgusting stench of corpses was replaced by a beautiful breeze carrying the smell of the nearby trees, rich fertile soil, and the various plants and flowers made the situation a thousand times more gratifying.

He started taking very big breaths in an attempt to cleanse his lungs which felt violated by the stench, and as he was doing so he couldn't help but hear a faint noise that seemed to be gradually increasing.

At first, he reasoned that it was just the leaves of the nearby trees and plants rustling, but soon the sound increased to the point that he could tell exactly what it was, 'Wooden cartwheels?'

His previously closed eyes jolted open at the ridiculous thought and started crazily darting around, and before long he saw a distant black mass to his immediate left in the western direction which proved to be the source of the sound.

'Oh no, what should I do?' The fact that he was a corpse that had just risen from the dead made him feel stumped, and the fact that this would be his first interaction with people of this world made the situation all the more overwhelming for him.

Before his mind could start pointlessly panicking once again, he breathed in the beautiful fresh air, and began to think critically, 'I shouldn't be worried about communication, I think. I understood those strange words from the interface so I should be able to speak with them.'

However, the incoming cart proved to be too fast for even his thoughts as he could already make out the shape of a white monster pulling the cart that looked like a mixture between a bear and an ox with great protruding wide grey horns on both sides. 

He immediately concluded what he should do, and sprung into action.

He gripped the edge of the ground tightly, leveraging his weight to move slowly to the right, step by step, each movement sending bits of dirt and soil tumbling down, some finding their way into his hair and across his face.

Deciding it wise to wait for the wooden cart to pass along the road before making his move, he ensured the previous pile of bodies he'd painstakingly assembled remained stable. Thus, reluctant to risk disturbing it by leaping, he opted instead to shift positions cautiously with his hands.

Once he reached what he deemed a safe distance from the pile, he released his grip and landed with soft a thud and the sound of cracking bone echoed as the elbow of a corpse gave way.

However, most of his attention was on something that appeared in front of him. 

[You have killed a Nebula-winged Gnat. You have received 0 XP]

Just like before, several golden characters appeared providing him with such a ridiculous piece of information.

'What?!' Melvin yelled in his mind, although this time it was more so an exclamation of shock rather than confusion.

After he started relating some of the mechanics of this world to video games, he began to realize that a lot of things started to make sense, and even this mind-blowing information that would have sent him spiraling into an endless sea of uncertainty before now made perfect sense.

'It seems like I need to kill things to raise my rank?' He concluded, 'And if I raise my rank I will probably increase my strength and the level of my class...'

Still, he quickly dismissed such ideas from his mind for now, there were other urgent things he had to pay attention to.

Because he had already enjoyed the clean breeze for a minute or so, meeting the old dead rotting smell once again made him feel like vomiting, but he managed to hold it in with great difficulty. Although there was still nothing to vomit, he didn't want to make any noise that might alert whoever was passing by.

He fixated his gaze on the cloudless blue sky, a deliberate effort to distract himself from the pervasive smell while honing in on the sounds around him.

After a while, he could hear that the cart had already reached the point in the path closest to the pit, but for some reason, instead of the sound getting farther and farther away as he was expecting, it was doing the exact opposite.

Soon, the sound completely shifted as a dangerous realization dawned on him.

'It's impossible! Did it leave the paved road?' Melvin couldn't understand why it would do so, and he figured he must be just not hearing well. However, to his horror, the sound felt so close that there was no mistaking it, the cart was coming to the pit for some reason or other.

Reaching this conclusion, he swiftly laid on his back and tried to act dead.

'Should I keep my eyes closed or open?' This seemingly simple question bugged him so much that he started shaking.

Naturally, keeping his eyes open posed a risk; a reflexive blink or a curious fly could easily give him away. But shutting his eyes entirely presented its challenge—how much force should he use behind their shut?

"Fuck!" he muttered under his breath as the cart came to a halt beside the pit. With quick reflexes, he flattened himself against the ground, lying on his stomach.

The first thing he saw nearly caused him to choke as a yell almost escaped his dry lips; an elderly, toothless woman's face loomed dangerously close to his, flies buzzing in and out of her open mouth, occasionally brushing against his nose.

Just as he was preparing to shift his position, he caught the faint but steady rhythm of footsteps approaching on the dirt-covered ground. He closed his eyes and started slowing down his breathing, straining to make no sound as the footsteps drew nearer.

The disgusting flies soon started hanging on his lips, nose, and close to his eyes which made him feel itchy all over, but what made it so difficult was the psychological turmoil he was going through as he kept imagining how dirty and disgusting those flies were.

Understanding that his line of thoughts would only make him vomit, he tried to focus on his breathing, but the smell was even worse, and thus he felt himself stuck between a rock and a hard place.

Suddenly, an old voice echoed through the pit, halting his stream of thought. "What in the gods' name happened here?"

The voice belonged to an old man, his skinny frame and rough, tanned skin indicating a life lived in harsh conditions. He wore a strange bamboo hat atop his head, its brim casting a shadow over his weathered face. His attire was simple yet worn, consisting of a cheap dark brown vest layered over a black shirt.

As he glanced down at the pile of bodies placed on top of one another with a simple pitchfork in his right hand, a mixture of shock and anger flickered in his eyes before he began cursing, "Is it those Dark Mages again? I told the guards that they should put someone here, but they don't listen."

Once his anger subsided his expression was replaced by one of uncertainty as he uttered, "Mhhm... Or maybe some poor fella with a hungry beast to feed that came here?"

Thinking of that he started shaking his head in disagreement, "Too risky if the guards find out about it his beast would be taken away and killed,
after all a beast that tasted human flesh becomes untrustworthy, who would guarantee he wouldn't jump on the first helpless child he meets with an empty stomach?"

He had witnessed the aftermath of the dark mages' activities in the pits of the irredeemable before, and this scene was starkly different. Initially, he had assumed it was their handiwork, given recent rumors and the threat they posed to his old life which made him jump to that conclusion.

With the pitchfork in hand, his seemingly frail arms bulged with unexpected strength as he began to hurl the tall stack of bodies to different corners of the pit, undoing all of Melvin's painstaking efforts.

The victim of this ordeal fought back a surge of despair as bodies thudded onto the ground all around him. His only relief was the realization that they had all missed him. Otherwise, he would be in a world of pain if some of the bodies landed on top of him, his back was already aching with pain after having slept on an elevated waistbone for god knows how long.

Once the man had spread out the bodies and leveled them, he began to contemplate what actions to take next regarding the situation.

After a while, he shrugged his shoulders and retreated saying, "It's not my problem, I'll just do my job and get back, the ceremony is about to begin."

When the word ceremony escaped his mouth, a wide toothy grin soon followed as his eyes lit up with anticipation.

Melvin who heard everything couldn't make heads or tails of what the man was talking about, but he was certain of one thing, 'Goodness, I am indeed in a new world.' 

Now that he had processed some of the burdens weighing on him, his heart couldn't help but flutter with excitement.

In his previous world, who didn't yearn for the extraordinary? The call for adventure, and a life filled with magic and endless possibilities.

Flowing with that line of thinking, Melvin felt his heartbeat quicken, and for the first time in this world, it didn't do so because of fear and anxiety, but pure unadulterated excitement.

Just as Melvin was relishing one of the first positive emotions he felt in this world, that even the revolting rot-filled flies couldn't obstruct as they fought to land on his lips, a heavy object fell directly on his already aching back that a muffled pained noise unconsciously escaped his mouth due to the abruptness and intensity of the pain.

To make matters even worse, the old man came back yelling with an unmasked petrified tone, "Who's there?", however, despite the intense pain that threatened to make him lose consciousness his mind started spinning rapidly trying to think of what to do.

            

    
        Chapter 5 - First Human Encounter

    
    
    
    
                The old man's hands that gripped the long and rough wooden handle of the pitchfork were visibly shaking as he surveyed the pit with a terrified look on his face, and although he did indeed ask who was there, he was praying to the mighty Gods above that this uncomfortable silence only filled with the buzzing of flies would continue.

However, the gods didn't smile upon him that day, and a voice soon echoed from underneath one of the bodies he had just thrown, "Help", the youthful voice yelled in both pain and difficulty

Once he heard that and noticed some movement from underneath one of the corpses, his blood ran cold, and when the corpse fell to the side revealing the back of a dark-haired youth, the pee he was holding onto almost escaped out of him.

Understanding that he had to face whatever was there to finish his job his grip tightened over the pitchfork, with a stuttered voice he began investigating, "W...w.whho is it?"

Initially, he was almost certain that there was an undead or something even more ominous lying around, but the voice soon continued much to his relief, "Help, I fell..."

Melvin struggled to stand up after removing the heavy corpse that had landed on his back. Slowly, he began to turn, trying not to startle the old man, whose fear was evident from his voice.

When the two of them finally exchanged glances, a strange silence ensued as the both of them waited for the other to take the initiative to navigate this scary situation they found themselves in.

Not being able to deal with the anxiety, Melvin was the first to break the silence, but before that, he thought, 'How should I address him?'

He knew that the situation was complicated right now, and he wanted to appear the most polite and gentle as he could. He was no longer the grown man who could speak to people normally, he was a teenager, and he was also in a different world so some cultural differences were to be expected.

Then with an apologetic expression, he explained "Elder, sorry for scaring you, I fell in the pit and lost consciousness."

The old man on the other hand didn't lower his pitchfork one bit, but at the same time he was questioning himself, 'This young man seems familiar a bit, I wonder where I know him from...'

With a faint sense of familiarity about the young man before him, his heart somewhat calmed as he inquired, "And what brought you here in the first place?"

Melvin sighed in relief after he noticed that the term, 'Elder', seemed acceptable, and then he awkwardly scratched his head and replied with a wry smile, "I was just strolling around and decided to take a look, but the smell was too strong and it caught me off guard, and... I just lost consciousness here."

The old man finally put down the pitchfork he was holding as he snarled at the youth in the pit below him, "Were you the one who piled the bodies here?"

Melvin hurriedly nodded as he explained, "I tried to use the bodies to help me climb up, but I fell and I hit my head against the head of a corpse and I fainted once again..."

Registering the shocking news, the old man asked flabbergasted, "Brat, how long have you been here?"

'Oh no,' Melvin thought, from what he could tell this man always frequented here as he seemed to be the one responsible for bringing the bodies, and so he had to be very careful about what to say next.

But judging from the time he came today he decided to play it safe and answer according to that pattern, "I came here yesterday at the first signs of dusk, and I woke up at night when I tried to climb back once again, but unfortunately, after I fell I remained asleep until I was hit a while ago by the corpse you threw, elder."

When he said that his face was already grimacing in pain as he tried to soothe his aching lower back pain.

The old man started shaking his head in disappointment and clicking his tongue in annoyance as he got closer, and closer to the edge of the pit, and when he reached his destination, he lowered his pitchfork saying, "Grab this, I'll help you climb up."

When Melvin heard that, an incredulous expression appeared on his face, the old man was both short and thin, and he had some serious doubts about the elder's ability to help him.

However, he didn't want to embarrass him as he already seemed way too annoyed for being horrified by him, and he obliged.

Taking some wobbly steps atop the unsteady corpses, he finally reached the pitchfork and grabbed the metal tines with a strong grip.

The sight he was expecting of the old man struggling to carry him on the other hand didn't happen quite yet, but he only felt his body swiftly approaching the walls of the pit before he used his legs to keep a safe distance, and in but a second or two, his left leg had already the top of the pit and landed beside the old man.

He couldn't help but marvel at the seemingly thin old man's strength after he put the other leg on the solid ground for the first time in this world, as he thought in joy, 'What the old man just did was impossible.'

But of course, he understood that it had something to do with the stats he saw before, and more especially, strength.

He only had 7, and he was sure that the old man must have way more than him, more than a dozen he guessed.

"Brat, you reek!" The old man pinched his nose once Melvin stood beside him.

Looking at the elder who only reached his chest in terms of height, Melvin gratefully uttered, "Thank you for the help elder."

The old man hurriedly waved his hand saying, "You're lucky boy, if it was those guards that came here you would have been fined. And were you so bored that you decided to visit the pit of the irredeemable as a recreational activity?"

Hearing what the old man had just said, Melvin quickly noted all of the important information, and though he wanted to just ask about every single thing in absolute detail he knew that it'd be a bad idea after the peculiar way they encountered one another.

Moreover, he also remembered how the old man had previously mentioned something about dark mages with hatred, and so coupled with the other word guards, it didn't take him long to realize he didn't want to be mistaken for one.

He quickly thought about all of that as he replied, "It is indeed my good fortune to be helped by the elder. By the way, has the ceremony started?"

In an attempt to change the subject he quickly diverted the former's attention to something he heard about earlier as well.

When the old man heard the word ceremony, he quickly replied excitedly, "Oh yes, yes, soon."

With that, he seemed to be woken up from his reverie and approached the wooden cart that was filled with dead bodies, and started carrying them one by one and throwing them into what he called the pit of the irredeemable.

Naturally, Melvin could more or less discern from the name that this was the place they threw in criminals.

'To think, this guy was thrown here...' The wider this world became in his view, the more complicated his situation seemed to become.

As he watched the old man busy finishing his job, he also started paying attention to the corpse's clothes because he wanted some new clothes. Unfortunately, all of their clothes seemed to be uniform, and if his guess was correct then all of them were prisoners.

When the old man threw the last body in the pit with a thud, Melvin turned to him and asked, "Elder, do you maybe have some extra pieces of clothing? My clothes are filled with blood from all of the corpses..."

"Tough luck, brat. I've got nothing." Saying that the old man ruthlessly went into the passenger seat of the cart and offered without looking back, "If you want a ride to the city, hop in the back. But don't even think about coming near me with that smell boy."

Melvin was quick to thank the old man before he sat on the edge of the wooden cart, and before long the bear ox monster started walking on a pathway amid the green grass that wound through some trees.

The old man seemed accustomed to this route, and he guided the bear ox with ease, his movements steady and confident, and with a bump the path suddenly transitioned into a smoothly paved road where the rhythmic sounds of the wooden wheels shined once again.

Melvin's body rocked from side to side on top of the cart which only aggravated his aching lower back pain, but the fact that he was finally leaving that pit of despair behind brought him immense relief that the pain seemed inconsequential compared to it.

'How technologically unadvanced is this world is the question?' He noticed how the cart's uneven movement was because one of the wooden wheels wasn't as perfect as the other which made him feel puzzled.

When the being said advanced world, for some reason his mind unconsciously went to technology and assumed some advancement in that category.

However, when he remembered his first and only skill and its capability, then it made some sense for this world to be advanced and evolve in a different direction than his previous one.

As he relished in the beautiful refreshing breeze, he felt happy for deciding to take the risk and ask the old man for help, otherwise, he would have been still in the pit piling up bodies on top of one another and doing all of this trek with his two legs, which would have taken him a long while.

When his mind thought of the concept of time, his previously happy mood immediately came crashing down as his smile stiffened.

Opening the interface he focused his eyes on the question marks once again.

[???: Through an unknown power, the poison inside your body stopped running. The protective effect is temporary and will dissipate in 1 hour and 28 minutes.]

Looking at the menu he had been dreading this whole time, he felt his heart gripped by something.

The number of obstacles that stood in his way to reach a certain standing to be able to heal himself seemed unsurmountable.

Suddenly, Melvin's body lurched forward, prompting his hands to instinctively grasp the cart's edge and side for support. As he stabilized himself, he quickly turned back to investigate the cause of the sudden change.

He then sensed that the cart was gradually inclining, indicating their ascent up a hill. Surprised by this development, Melvin turned his gaze toward the old man, ready to inquire about it. However, what he saw beyond the old man left him utterly shocked.

Eyes ahead, Melvin witnessed a vast city that sprawled out before him, its boundaries seemingly endless, enclosed by towering walls that reached up to the sky. From his elevated position on the hill, he could observe clusters of stone houses with chimneys within the city's confines. On the western side of the city, a vast ocean stretched out beyond the horizon, its shimmering blue expanse extending endlessly.

            

    
        Chapter 6 - The City

    
    
    
    
                The ocean's scent wafted gently towards Melvin, carried on the breeze that soared across the land. It bore the tang of salt mingled with the fresh, invigorating aroma of seaweed and brine.

When they began their descent from the hill, his view slowly became dominated by the imposing walls that enveloped the cityscape, stretching as far as the eye could see in every direction, and even the ocean could no longer be seen.

In contrast to the urban expanse before him, in other directions lay vast stretches of verdant meadows and fields, where random trees were scattered about.

As he surveyed the tranquil green landscape, Melvin's gaze wandered to a distant paved road that wound its way along the outskirts of the eastern side of the city. Despite the distance, he could just make out the faint shapes of carts, carriages, people, and tall beasts traversing the roadway.

Seeing such a dense and rich movement of life for the first time in this world, his heartbeat started beating like a drum in a mixture of both nervousness and excitement about what awaited him beyond those walls.

Thinking of walls, he immediately remembered something, and so in an attempt to get some clarification about one of his biggest worries, he turned toward the old man who was busy gazing at the beautiful scenery and asked, "Elder, do you think the guards will give me some trouble because of my clothes?"

Without turning around, the old man was quick to comfort with a lazy voice, "Eh don't worry you're a resident of Nightmond, so you must have a card."

Hearing the word cards, Melvin was about to start panicking, but he decided to ask more, and so with some uncertainty he asked, "I... I left it at home?"

The old man seemed amused by that as his tone carried a hint of enjoyment and asked, "Have you never gone out of the city before? Even if you don't have a card, you must be registered so you'll be fine. However, you'll need to pay a small fee for causing the guards extra work."

As he said that his originally upbeat voice lost some of its previous quality, he could tell that the young man in his cart had nothing, but this only increased his curiosity even more as he could swear he saw him somewhere, and so for the first time he turned around with his hands over the seat and asked, "Brat, what is your name? And where do you live? I've seen you somewhere."

Just as Melvin was busy fretting over how he would be able to get some money because he guessed that the original owner of this body must indeed be a resident of this Nightmond city, another barrage of questions came crashing down, and the old man's piercing eyes made him pause and all of his previously well thought out plans crumbled under his gaze.

Quickly remembering his name he awkwardly uttered, "Jacob elder. As for where I live, ehm... the streets are my home.."

He quickly chided himself for such a shameful performance and he tried to motivate himself, 'I was just insulting the so-called gods themselves a while ago, why am I so afraid of an old man?'

Though he said that, he knew that he wasn't precisely scared of the old man, but it was mostly a combination of everything he had gone through so far that left him somewhat vulnerable, and at the core of everything was none other than the destruction of the path he had put everything in and the tremendous hopes and expectations he had over the new.

In other words, he was terribly afraid of making a mistake. However, he realized that this jittery and anxious state of mind would only quicken his doom, so he slowly breathed out and attempted to compose himself because he was indeed starting to get embarrassed.

It was unbecoming of a grown man of his age to go around acting as such.

The old man's eyes sparkled as if a lantern had been kindled within his mind, and he exclaimed with excitement, "Ah, yes indeed! It is you, one of the young'uns who frequent the beasts' road if I'm not mistaken. Thank the gods, I was on the verge of losing my mind, racking my brain to recall where I had seen you!"

"Ah... You know me, Elder?" Melvin was shocked by the news, and he felt a bit apprehensive about the old man asking him more when in actuality he knew nothing.

"Well, yes. I usually leave Breyt in the rented stables in the beasts' road, and I've seen you a couple of times with some other troublemakers around those parts." The old man seemed to finally lose interest as he sighed in relief after he connected the last piece of the puzzle that bothered him along the way.

Observing this, Melvin also breathed a sigh of relief. The old man appeared disinterested in probing further about him, which suited Melvin just fine. He dreaded the possibility of being exposed as ignorant about everything and being potentially mistaken for a Dark Mage, especially now that he could discern faint armored figures at the end of the brick-paved path.

At the same time, he quietly thought with glee as his lips split into a faint smile, 'It seems like I made some progress in the Quest, this guy used to hang around an area called the beasts' road... I will check it out if I'm still alive that is.'

He was about to ask the old man the exact reason the pit was called The Pit of The Irredeemable, but he figured he'd ask someone else afterward, someone who hadn't seen him rise from the dead.

Moreover, just from the name and the uniforms most corpses wore, he could more or less make an educated guess about its purpose.
It was then that he suddenly thought of something very important that he seemed to miss before, 'I think there is a chance that I was thrown over there by someone else, or maybe it was this same old man but he just forgot my face? Hmm... But then again the moment he saw me he felt that I was familiar so by that logic if he saw my corpse then it would have left a deeper impression, so chances are someone else dropped me there.'

And it was this line of thoughts precisely that led him to think of something horrific, 'Won't the person or the group who did that need to pass through the gate and the guards? The same giant gate I am looking at right now... And probably the same guards?'

The moment he thought of that the first thing that came to mind was to run away, and maybe attempt to enter from the other gate to the east of the city.

Unfortunately, he thought of that too late, and the fact that there was no cart other than theirs in the brick-paved path made it so that four of the guards stationed at the gate were already looking at them.

As the cart approached the towering opened gate, Melvin couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at the sheer size of it.

Beneath a grand archway, it loomed imposingly, forming a formidable barrier between the outside world and the bustling city beyond. The gate stood at least 15 meters tall, constructed from sturdy wood, and adorned with intricate carvings.

Flanking the gate were two stout stone towers, each housing small chambers at their tops, where Melvin was certain other guards were stationed.

Meanwhile, under the archway, before the wooden gate was a small chamber opened on the right and it bustled with activity, as four armored guards spoke loudly to one another.

Two of the guards, engrossed in conversation, had their backs turned toward the approaching cart. Their voices carried faintly on the breeze, mixing with the sounds of the bustling city beyond, and the rolling wooden cartwheels.

The other two guards stood at attention, their keen eyes trained directly on the cart as it drew nearer.

Melvin faintly noticed some small doors set into the base of the gate that allowed individual humans to pass through, though Melvin couldn't help but feel a pang of apprehension as he realized they would soon be scrutinized by the guards.

It was clear that their arrival had not gone unnoticed, and Melvin braced himself for whatever inquiries lay ahead, his previous speculations only made the situation all the more stressful for him as his hands trembled and started sweating.

When the two finally stopped beside the four guards, Melvin was finally able to glimpse the new magical world within the massive walls which managed to completely capture him and soothe his anxious state of mind.

Beyond the gate lay a bustling hive of activity, where the air thrummed with the sounds of shouting voices and lively conversation. Stone houses lined the wide, bricked road, their chimneys puffing out plumes of smoke that mingled with the aromas of cooking food and burning wood.

The road was spacious enough for four carts to pass abreast, and it was flanked by a myriad of establishments under the residential houses: stores displaying their wares in colorful arrays, taverns overflowing with raucous laughter, and stalls where vendors peddled their goods to eager customers.

Among the throngs of people, fantastical creatures that shocked Melvin to his core roamed freely, adding an air of otherworldly charm to the bustling scene.

Strange monsters with shimmering scales and luminous eyes loitered about, seemingly at home amidst the chaos. Exotic birds flitted through the air, their vibrant plumage contrasting against the muted tones of the cityscape.

As the cart came to a stop beside the four guards, Melvin's anxiety momentarily faded in the face of the captivating world that lay beyond the gate.

'Beautiful.' Is all Melvin could think about that moment, the sense of otherworldliness seemed to descend out of nowhere and hit him like a tidal wave bringing with it intense intrigue and anticipation.

His easily diverted attention was swiftly stolen by another change, a rough low voice spoke from the side, "Old Wendell, who's the young boy?"

Turning around, he saw that all of the armored guards were looking at him with various expressions. They wore breastplates, simple helmets, leg guards, and shoulder guards, indicating their readiness for anything.

Among them, the guard who spoke stood out with his taller stature, a scar running across his cheek, and a more authoritative demeanor.

Just as Melvin was afraid the old man might reveal too many details that wouldn't be to his favor, Wendell waved his hands nonchalantly seemingly unafraid of the authoritative guards, and spoke, "It just a brat I found along the way, but he lives in the city."

The tall guard with the scar running along his face had shoulder-length hair that seemed greasy as it moved with difficulty in response to the momentum generated by his walk, and he stood directly in front of Melvin who was still sitting on the cart, and asked, "What's your name?"

As soon as he spoke, he was already beside the cart, very close to Melvin. His nose immediately wrinkled as the smell from Melvin reached his nostrils, prompting him to comment, "Brat, you smell worse than a month-old trash bag. Where have you been?"

Melvin wasn't afraid in the slightest, because the moment he realized that none of them recognized him he sighed in absolute relief, and he hurriedly explained as he glanced up at the tall guard from his sitting position in the cart, "Sir, yesterday I was strolling around the forest when I passed by the pit of the irredeemable, and I decided to take a look. But when I did, I was already suffering from a heatstroke and I hadn't eaten much so when I caught a whiff of the smell I directly blacked out, and I fell directly into the pit. I was only helped out of there by this kind elder."

As he spoke, he noticed something very curious happening. He couldn't shake the feeling that his words possessed a certain resonance, a quality that didn't quite seem his own. Simultaneously, he noticed a subtle shift in the guards' demeanor—they appeared more attentive, their gazes fixed on him with a newfound interest as they leaned in to listen to his story.

            

    
        Chapter 7 - Beyond The Gates

    
    
    
    
                The moment he finished speaking, the three new guards broke into a fit of laughter and even the serious tall guard faintly smiled and said, "That's quite an unlucky night you had."

The guard's eyes then shifted to the old man as he turned his head to the right and asked, "Are you sure he lives in the city?"

The reason he asked directly and didn't bother to check was that he really empathized with him after hearing that story, and he just wanted the both of them to get out of here as they were stinking up the place. He was also a bit superstitious and didn't like to stay around Wendell who handled dead bodies all day long.

Just as the old man was about to say something, a new mature voice came from behind the guard and commanded, "Just let them through, I know him."

The tall guard didn't turn around understanding that the captain spoke, and continued, "Alright, on your way then."

Melvin's gaze locked onto the man with a neatly trimmed goatee, short brown hair, and thick eyebrows. He emerged from a stone chamber whose contents remained obscured. With a wink and a smile, the man caught Melvin's attention. Perplexed by the sudden interaction, Melvin returned the smile and nodded in acknowledgment.

However, the moment he did that, the man seemed shocked and he kept his gaze fixated on Melvin as the cart slowly made its way toward the tall gate.

Feeling that something was amiss, Melvin immediately averted his gaze and paid attention to the path ahead as he thought, 'What in the heck was that? From how he spoke, it seemed like he knew Jacob, but when I returned a friendly greeting it caught him off guard. Maybe they knew each other but they weren't exactly on good terms?'

Reaching that conclusion Melvin was tempted to go back and ask him for help, after all, he was still poisoned and he only had around an hour left to seek treatment.

But then again, if their relationship was at the stage where they had problems, then it was naturally somewhat deep and so he wouldn't be able to last even a couple of questions before his lie would be found out.

Still, he was contemplating just saying that he had lost his memories and be done with it, however, remembering how even the old man who seemed not that influential was aware of the words, "Dark Mage," then he was certain that the guards who dealt more with these things would be even more knowledgeable, increasing his uncertainty about asking for assistance even more.

At the same time he didn't want to spend too much time with any guard after the conclusion he reached before, the chances of him meeting someone who played a role in his death weren't that improbable.

'I'll keep this a last resort maybe?' Melvin reasoned if nothing worked then he could risk it and go back here to seek some treatment.

As they finally passed through the gates and the cart continued its melodious rhythms amidst the bustling activity of all the interesting sounds around, he turned towards the old man and asked, "Elder, suppose you were poisoned. What would you do?"

The old man had a pondering look on his face as he observed all of the different people going in and about their lives, and then he asked with some apprehension in his voice, "Don't jinx me you brat, I don't have that kind of money. But if I was then I could only borrow some money and buy those potions."

As he was speaking, to pointed towards one of the shops to his left, and spoke, "See, like from there."

Following the direction his finger was pointing at, Melvin saw a large shop situated by the sidewalk, its grand wooden sign reading "Gerrald and Sons" in bold green letters above the entrance.

Through the large glass window by the wide door, an array of glass bottles containing various colorful liquids caught his eye. The sunlight reflected off the potions, casting a mesmerizing glow within the shop.

Melvin's eyes were fixated on those bottles, and so he quickly asked, "How much do you think they are?"

The old man shook his head with a simple, "Don't know."

Melvin immediately followed, "Where are you headed, Elder?"

"The ceremony will begin shortly, so I will be going to the stables to put Breyt and give him something to eat then I will go to the Royal Plaza." The old man was quick to reply once again.

Remembering that the mentioned stables were in the place where the old man said Jacob used to frequent, the beasts' road, Melvin had a difficult expression on his face.

From what he gathered so far, Jacob was something of a troublemaker, and chances are his death was related to the people there, so going back there didn't seem like a good idea for now. Moreover, he had something else important on his mind.

With a grateful tone, he uttered, "Thank you for the help, I'll get down here, I am going to go ask that shop about something."

The old man shook his head once again and laughed, "Ehh... Not sure you'll be allowed to go in smelling like that old boy."

'How could I forget that?' Melvin cursed, he knew that his nose had already adapted to the smell and it became very faint to his noise causing him to even forget about it.

As he was thinking that, the cart stopped, and the old man turned around with his arms stretched around the edge of his seat speaking, "The church of the goddess Everen is just around here and they offer free baths and clothes for the homeless, you can go there first before going back to the potion shops."

'Ehh..' Melvin gently alighted from the cart as his lower back's state seemed to worsen after the uncomfortable journey and thanked the old man, "Thank you. Have a good holiday!"

The old man had a strange expression when he heard the strange way he wished a good festival, and he nonchalantly said, "May you have feathery blessings as well..."

Hearing the peculiar words, he instantly understood why the old man had that strange reaction and he thought, 'It seems like they have a special way of expressing well wishes and goodwill in the holidays'

He was also very intrigued by this ceremony that would cause a jaded old man who worked such a job to be so excited, and the term, 'Feathery', only added to that.

Melvin's eyes kept following the gradually shrinking cart, and for some reason, the old man's presence managed to bring him some comfort. Now that he was left to his own devices, he felt slightly anxious.

Hearing rhythmic clattering behind him, he swiftly turned around and saw an exquisite black carriage adorned with golden engravings of fantastical beasts all over it.

The carriage was drawn by two massive pitch-black horses, each standing at an imposing three meters tall. Their steps were steady, exuding an undeniable aura of strength. Melvin had no doubts that they could kill him instantly. Hastily, he made his way to the safety of the sidewalk as the carriage glided past him.

Through the opened golden windows of the carriage, Melvin could discern the visage of a middle-aged man with black hair. Engrossed in conversation with someone seated before him, his hands moved animatedly to emphasize his points. Yet, it was the fire burning in his eyes and the tense set of his jaw that truly conveyed the depth of his anger and frustration. Each word dripped with venom as he spoke, his mannerisms betraying a simmering rage barely contained beneath the surface.

'Someone's having a tough day.' Melvin thought amused when he saw the sight.

Two young men to his side who wore some light green robes with hoods quietly discussed among themselves. One of them exclaimed, "Oh my god! That's the president of the adventurer's association."

"That's him? I knew it was someone rich just from those terrifying beasts, I wonder what species they were." The friend replied with excitement.

Melvin didn't pay much attention to the two after that, though he was indeed intrigued by the words, 'Adventurer's Association.'

It was then that he suddenly remembered that he needed to ask about the directions to the church, and so he mustered his most amiable smile and gently walked towards the two.

Before Melvin could even say anything, the duo scrunched up their noses in disgust and hurriedly walked back saying, "Sorry, we don't have any money to spare."

Their unexpected behavior and words caught Melvin off guard and so he just stood there awkwardly for a few seconds thinking, 'Did they think I was begging?'

But then considering how disgusting he must be smelling, it wasn't that much of a leap of logic from their point of view.

"I need to see how I look, though..." he thought, a hint of nervousness fluttering in his heart. He approached a shop to the right, its glass window offering a reflective surface. Peering into it, he observed his own visage—a face somewhat handsome, with medium-length hair framing the features of a mature teen. Confronting the reflection made him face the fact that his whole life as he knew it had already came to an end, and now a new one was laid out before him.

With a resigned sigh, he pivoted and made his way toward one of the stalls situated to his right, just in front of a closed shop with a dark blue door, worn and weathered from years of use.

At the same time he couldn't help but analyze how things operated here, more so specifically, he didn't understand how stalls were allowed to be put in front of shops.

This specific stall he was approaching was under an arched passageway, whereas the other ones mostly operated next to the sidewalk as the road seemed wide enough for them.

The moment he approached the stall and smelled the delicious aroma coming from it, his stomach grumbled as an intense pang of hunger descended as if out of nowhere. It was only now that he realized that under all of those uncomfortable issues he was carrying, hunger was also a big component.

The old man in the stall had a bald head and a white, pointed beard. Several chairs surrounded him, occupied by people enjoying bread filled with sliced hard-boiled eggs and cheese, as Melvin observed. Wooden cups of tea rested beside their feet on the ground, which they picked up occasionally to take sips from.

The old man busy making some of these sandwiches for some customers quickly noticed the incoming Melvin, and the moment he saw him his expression changed.

He put down the knife and bread in his hand and began walking towards him in the same path, Melvin seeing this turn of events was naturally puzzled and his speed slowed down anticipating the old man's motive.

When the two were but an arm's length apart, the old man stopped and said in a hushed voice, "Young man please leave, I just opened and I don't have any money to spare. I haven't even made any profits, I can't give you anything."

Melvin was stupefied as he thought, 'Do I really look that homeless?'

However, when he glanced at his dirty and shabby clothes, he fully agreed with their assessment.

"Sorry Elder, I just wanted to ask about some direction, can you help?" Melvin said with an apologetic tone, and he also realized why the man acted in the way that he did.

On one hand, he reeked and so the old man didn't want him getting too close to his customers ruining their appetite, and at the same time he probably didn't want to seem too harsh in front of the customers, hence the hushed whispers.

The old man sounded impatient as he quickly said, "Where do you want to go?"

Melvin instantly replied understanding the old man's thoughts, "Goddess Everen's church please."

            

    
        Chapter 8 - Friendly Stranger

    
    
    
    
                The old man walked out from the arched passageway, and Melvin swiftly followed after him, he began explaining as he pointed towards the north of the city, "It's very simple. You keep walking on the main road, and when you reach the first turn to the right, continue walking. When you reach the second turn to the right, continue walking. And when you reach the third turn to the right, you can take it and then continue walking. Just keep walking and you'll see the church close to the lake."

As he finished speaking, he turned around and glanced at Melvin. A strange silence ensued as both of their faces with filled with confusion as they scrutinized the other.

The old man thought strangely, 'Do even bums change cities now? How does he not know where the church of the Goddess Everen is?'

And Melvin thought with an incredulous expression, 'What kind of convoluted way of giving directions was this?', his expression then quickly morphed into a smile saying, "Thank you elder, and may you have feathery blessings as well..."

The old man nodded with a smile and returned to his stall, and Melvin naturally raced against time and walked speedily across the sidewalk.

From time to time he would encounter street vendors with their products on top of simple rugs on his path, which would prompt him to descend from the sidewalk and make a big turn around the other stalls, and then get back on top of it before continuing his journey.

People would immediately make way for him as he walked with their noses scrunched up in disgust, doing their best to avoid him. However, he paid it no heed as he continued studying the city.

On the other side of the street, above the arched passageway filled with shops that sold all kinds of products like meat, vegetables, clothes, and even weapons.

He noticed how the first and second stories of those buildings were residential areas because as he was walking one of the windows suddenly jolted open and a beautiful woman's upper body that had but a brassiere opened, and their eyes met.

Finding the situation slightly amusing, the both of them smiled simultaneously. Melvin gave a slight friendly nod before he averted his eyes and continued walking.

'Aren't I taking this too easy?' Melvin thought with a puzzled expression, he knew that he had but an hour left of his life, and to make matters worse, he still had no idea how he should go about solving it.

He was stuck at the very first step which wasn't even learning how expensive would his treatment be, but just to take a bath so that he could be eligible to ask.

Understanding that the fact that he started from a pit filled with flies and dead bodies, and now he was in a whole city bustling with life gave him a false sense of progress, his expression couldn't help but turn serious as he increased his walking speed at the protest of his aching body.

Although he contemplated running, the sight of walking armored guards from time to time made him change his mind. Not only was he smelling like trash, but his clothes were also bloody, something that still puzzled him as to why people hadn't shown the appropriate reactions he was expecting from them as most seemed more concerned about the smell.

The first turn that the old man mentioned quickly came into view, and Melvin couldn't help but turn around to look.

A long street came into view, and he noticed that it was narrower than the main road, with no archway passage or shops in sight, but it was wide enough for a big carriage to pass through easily.

The houses lining the street appeared to be residential, each with its unique charm. Small children dressed in red clothes played with miniature bird figurines in front of some of the houses, adding a touch of whimsy to the scene.

Taking all of that in, he quickly crossed the brick paved road and continued on his path, and soon he finally reached the third intersection which made him momentarily pause.

Unlike the previous two, this one was much bigger, and the houses lining this street were markedly different from the previous ones.

Many of them boasted sturdy chimneys that sent plumes of smoke curling into the sky, hinting at the warmth within. Each house was set back a little from the street, with a wider sidewalk in front.

Some of the houses featured small staircases with steel railing leading up to their exquisite and imposing wooden doors, their frames reinforced with steel supports. These structures exuded an air of grandeur and solidity, and Melvin reasoned that these houses belonged to more wealthy people.

Similarly, there were a lot of children and young adults in front of these houses as well, and they were all wearing red-colored clothing.

'It seems like the clothes are a part of the mentioned ceremony.' Melvin thought after noticing that similarity.

It was then that he suddenly thought of something dangerous, 'What if that old man only said some random directions to get rid of me, won't I be wasting my precious time for nothing?'

On the same sidewalk that he had been using this whole time, he made a sharp turn to the right and slowly walked next to the new stone houses.

Along the way, some small children almost bumped into him as they were playing, but he swiftly evaded them because he could tell their clothes were very clean and tidy, and the last thing they needed was the rotting smell of corpses.

True to his expectations, some women who were watching the children play from their windows had their expressions eased by a lot after seeing him that considerate and seemingly goal-oriented in his demeanor as he walked briskly among them.

However, the person who was paying the most attention to him was none other than a man who seemed around his thirties who was sitting on the small steps in front of one of the houses on the other side of the street.

Melvin who doubted the old man's direction, had his eyes moving around the street wanting someone to ask, and thus the moment he made eye contact with the man and he nodded back towards him, Melvin decided to ask him since he seemed more approachable.

When the man saw that the person who he nodded towards was coming towards him, a wry smile made its way into his face as he stood up, anticipating Melvin's question.

The man was adorned in fine red attire, consisting of a tailored coat with intricate gold embroidery along the lapels and cuffs. Beneath the coat, he wore a crisp white shirt with ruffled cuffs, complemented by dark trousers that tapered elegantly at the ankles. His tightly combed-back medium hair exuded a sense of sophistication, framing his strong, chiseled features. Despite his young age, his demeanor radiated an air of authority and confidence.

Quickly crossing the empty road, Melvin reached the man and asked from a distance as he didn't want the other to get a whiff of the smell, however, the wind seemed to have other ideas as the man's nose scrunched up and yelled, "Goodness, what happened to you?"

He could tell that something had happened to this sunny youth in front of him, because other than the dirty clothes he looked rather neat and clean, and thus he knew that something must've happened to cause the smell.

Feeling overjoyed by the reaction Melvin quickly expressed, "Ahh It's a long story brother. I just want to ask where is the Everen Church please?"

The man had an understanding look on his face as he replied, "You just need to continue down this road, and you'll see it when you reach there." Saying that he gestured towards the end of the street where a vast, verdant clearing stretched out, carpeted with lush green grass and devoid of any buildings.

Melvin was quick to smile and express his gratitude, but just as he was about to leave the man offered after seeing the state of his clothes, "I have some old clothes, if you want some?"

The offer quickly and immediately made Melvin pause in his tracks, and he uttered in disbelief, "Really, would you do that for me?"

The man broke into a sunshine smile and said confidently, "Of course, it's the festival!"

"Thanks a lot, I need some fresh clothes." Melvin thanked him once again, however, this time seeing that the man was receptive and patient, he began to recount his story, "Yesterday, I was just on a walk outside the city when I decided to take a look at the irredeemable pit. I got curious, and I just wanted what kind of people were in there. Unfortunately, it seemed like because I hadn't eaten anything in a long while coupled with the intense heat wave and the strong rotting smell, I completely lost consciousness and I fell..."

Unbeknownst to the two, a very faint movement of mental energy emerged out of Melvin's head and started circling the two of them, and the young man couldn't help but feel himself engrossed in the small story, and by the end of it he was even able to imagine what the sight was like, how it smelled, and how Melvin must've felt throughout all of that.

Melvin was quick to continue and give the end of the story, "To make matters worse, I woke up in the very dead of the night and I almost peed myself with fright when I registered where I was, and as much I wanted to get the hell out of there, I couldn't. The pit was too deep. Thus, I decided to start piling up the corpses on top of one another to give me somewhat of a foundation to get up, but... As I climbed on top of the pile I had made, I stumbled and fell backward, my head directly hit the head of another corpse from that height, and I immediately lost consciousness."

Once those words were uttered the man was already shocked by the end of them, and murmured in disbelief, "By the gods?"

Melvin who began to understand some of their manners of speaking, quickly answered with a smile as he sighed, "I swear, but wait this isn't even the worst of it."

For some reason, he felt such a flow when recounting the story that he just wanted to get it all out, it felt way too satisfying, and at the same, it proved to be a good way to distract himself from his impending death.

The man playfully nudged Melvin on the shoulder and asked, astonished, "There's still more??" His incredulous gesture was a friendly jab, a result of his disbelief at the unfolding situation.

Melvin then mysteriously asked, "Do you know how I woke up?"

"How?" Impatiently asked the man, dying to hear how this absolutely strange story ended.

Melvin started tenderly massaging his still-aching lower back and remarked, "You know the old man who's tasked with disposing of the bodies there every day?"

Seeing the man furiously nodding in agreement, he continued, "Well when I fell from the pile of bodies, I had fallen face first. That was why the next morning when the old man came, the first body that he threw into the pit landed exactly on top of my lower back, almost breaking it. Now, I could feel it aching with pain with every step that I take, it's terrible."

"How can you be so unlucky?" The man murmured after hearing the rest of the story, and he remarked, "And just on the day of the ceremony. It's as if the gods are angry at you."

Melvin smiled in his mind and thought, "That actually might be true!"

            

    
        Chapter 9 - Gerrald And Sons

    
    
    
    
                At the same time, he was even tempted to continue amusing this guy in front of him even more and tell him about his poisoned wound, but he changed his mind. The man had already been gracious enough, and he didn't want to be a bother or end it in such a grave tone.

The man had a pondering expression as he said, "You know what, although I was waiting for my friends to meet me here, I can't just leave you like this after what happened to you."

Melvin's eyes immediately lit up when he heard that, and soon the man added, "Here, come with me. I'll give you a simple bath, clothes, and some food. How about that?"

"Thank you, thank you. I'd really appreciate the help very much." He uttered with a wide toothy grin that his eyes turned into crescent moons, and then the man slowly walked with him to his house, but he continued to ask along the way, "But what happened after that?"

Melvin was feeling excited at the prospect of saving time and eating food was naturally generous with the details and continued telling him what happened next. How terrified the old man was, how agitated he was, the guards, and so on...

By the end of that, the man was roaring with laughter and he said after he turned some keys and opened the door, "My, oh my, you're quite the storyteller young Melvin. You have a talent, you should do something with it. What's your Class?"

They had already exchanged names during the conversation, and he learned that the man in front of him was named Karl.

Melvin naturally wouldn't expose such a card of his, and so he innocently answered, "No class, unfortunately..."

The man seemed as if to have remembered something and his smile became stiff, before he awkwardly changed the subject, "Either way, you're good! How many Charisma do you have?"

Having no reason to lie this time, Melvin quickly checked and answered, "I only have four..."

A puzzled expression was immediately reflected on the man, and he muttered as if to himself, "Hmm... I expected it to be way more with that engaging way of talking."

The man quickly pushed the door open and entered gesturing for Melvin to follow.

Melvin didn't hesitate and stepped inside after climbing the small steps, and was greeted by the inviting warmth of the house's interior. A hallway stretched out before him, adorned with tasteful chandeliers casting a soft glow against the stone walls. The floor beneath his feet transitioned from cool, smooth stone to warm, polished wood as he ventured further.

Entering the spacious living room, Melvin's gaze swept over the elegant furnishings and carefully curated decor, and he couldn't help but praise the man's taste in his mind.

Paintings filled the walls, depicting scenes of both serene landscapes on one wall and fierce monsters on the other, and surprisingly the contrast drew Melvin even more. Sofas and armchairs dotted the room, adding a touch of coziness to the whole house.

Sunlight filtered through the windows, casting a golden hue across the room and illuminating the intricate details of the wooden beams that crisscrossed the ceiling above. The scent of freshly brewed tea still lingered in the air, soothing Melvin's spirit even further.

Seeing the look of enjoyment on his face, Karl had a smug expression on his face questioning without the slightest shred of humility, "Quite good, huh?"

"Quite good, indeed." Melvin smiled back, and as if he felt comfortable enough he couldn't help but ask, "What do you do for work, Karl?"

"I am young and I have a whole house in the South Cirnes district, so naturally an Adventurer." The man replied as if it was a matter of course.

'There is that word again,' Melvin pondered, but he couldn't ask too much as that would go against the persona of the guy from the same city and world that he conveyed in his stories. At the same time, he just didn't have the time, and so he just praised, "Impressive indeed."

Karl led him down a narrow hallway to the opposite end of the house. He stopped at a sturdy light brown wooden door with basic symmytrical engravings and swung it open with a creak. "Here you go, the showers," he announced, gesturing inside.

Inside the room, Melvin saw an array of stone tiles lining the walls, with a large stone basin in the center. In the corner of the room stood a huge wooden container filled with water, connected to the basin and the contraption above by steel pipes. The contraption resembled a metal hoop, emitting a faint magical glow.

"It's enchanted," Karl explained, noticing Melvin's puzzled gaze. "You just need to turn the knobs to adjust the temperature and pressure. The water comes from that container in the corner. Feel free to use as much as you want."

He then pointed towards the wall of the shower where a grey towel was hung and said, "I don't imagine you have any skills to dry yourself afterward, so you can just use this towel. It's pretty clean. I'll go now and get you the clothes I mentioned."

With that, he closed the door behind Melvin leaving him stupified as he watched everything with wonder, 'From the uneven wooden cartwheels to this fancy shower. Talk about a dichotomy'

Karl quickly came back and said behind the doors, "Here are the clothes on top of a chair here, when you finish just open the door and you'll find them. Alright?"

"Sounds good, thank you!" Melvin expressed his gratitude, and then he immediately started taking all of his clothes off. Once that was done he glanced down at his clothes with a disgusted expression before he jumped into the stone basin, and started tinkering with the knobs.

After understanding how they worked, he quickly started showering using some soap and shampoo he found around there, and in less than five minutes all of that disgusting filth was washed off of him.

He got out of the stone basin with much difficulty and thought with a sigh, 'If I wasn't going to die in less than an hour I would have liked to stay there for a while longer.'

With careful steps to avoid slipping down, he reached for the grey towel and began drying both his body and hair. Realizing that time was of the essence and that he had already lost much of it, he pushed the door open which made even the chair behind it follow.

In an attempt to go get the clothes on top of the wooden chair, he nonchalantly walked out completely naked unafraid of any gazes, however, when he saw that many eyes were staring at his naked body in shock, he was indeed mortified.

Several men and women all wearing red-colored clothing stood in the living room conversing with Karl, and when they heard the noise of a chair creaking along the floor, all of them without exceptions turned to look. At that moment all Melvin could think about was, 'I was cold when I got out...It shrinks...'

He swiftly grabbed the red sweatshirt, undergarments, and black pants and returned to the warm shower with an awkward expression. He wore everything Karl gave him, put on his still-dirty black boots, and walked out of the shower with hesitant steps.

Fortunately, or rather unfortunately, Karl's friend acted as if they hadn't seen anything and greeted him warmly, but he could sense the underlying awkward and amused tone underneath each of their words and expressions, which made him deeply sigh at his misfortune.

Turning towards Karl, he spoke with a smile, "Thank you, Karl, I'll remember this favor. But I still have something very urgent to do, so you'll have to excuse me."

Karl gestured towards the food on the table and questioned, "Don't you want to eat?"

Seeing the delicious two sandwiches on top of the table with a glass of juice, his stomach audibly grumbled in protest, "I'll just eat it on the way then, time is running out."

He took the two sandwiches in both of his hands and began to slowly make his way towards the door under their stupefied gazes. Just as he was about to descend on the first step to go out, he remembered something and said, "Karl, I left my dirty clothes in the shower, can you give me a bag or something I'll throw them out with me?"

Smiling faintly, Karl moved his hands towards the shower, and soon the door opened up on its own, much to Melvin's surprise. But what happened next, left his mouth agape in disbelief.

The pile of his dirty clothes began floating on their own at eye level, and the moment they were out of the shower, raging flames that seemingly appeared out of nowhere engulfed the clothes and soon not even their ashes remained.

It took Melvin a while for his mouth to close shut, and for his mind to finally start working, and he said, "See you later then," and left.

However, when he left the scene, what he had just experienced was still very vivid in his mind.

This could be said to be the very first time he actually witnessed real magic.

Even those godly phenomena he saw in the afterlife couldn't measure up to it, and he knew that it wasn't because they were weaker, but because they just felt too distant.

On the other hand, Karl was just a friendly random guy he met on the streets, for him to burst out with such powers made him feel infinitely excited about his prospects as well.

Melvin's eyes gleamed with resolve as he stuffed his face full of food, and began walking with a brisk speed towards the alchemy shop he saw from before.

This time it didn't take him a long while to arrive because he felt both refreshed and energetic, and most importantly he knew exactly the way.

With a head tilting upwards glancing up at the big sign with the bold letters, "Gerrald and Sons" he finally swallowed the last bite of his food and shifted his eyes to the entrance of the shop.

To his shock, two men were getting out of the shop and closing the doors behind them. He could tell that one of them was a teenager whereas the other was much older.

He hastily approached the older one of the two who was about to close down the shop and pleaded, "Wait, wait. I need your services please."

Turning around, the tall, bald older gentleman, dressed in pristine white attire, spoke with an apologetic tone. His middle-aged face bore a thick black stubble, accentuated by a well-groomed mustache. "I'm sorry, customer, but the ceremony will be starting soon, and we don't want to miss the first dance."

But how could Melvin let them go, and so without wasting any time talking, he lifted his shirt and pointed towards his wound that had already worsened with a pleading look on his face.

When the middle-aged man followed Melvin's finger and saw the wound, he was shocked, his arms had already begun turning around the keys of the shop abruptly stopped.

"Come with me." He said after he began opening the door once again.

Melvin on the other hand couldn't muster out the faintest trace of relief at that, 'I am still here to just ask about the price...'

When he looked at the remaining time and found that he only had 30 minutes, he despaired even more.

As for some meaningless hope of the being helping him? There was no in hell for that to happen.

He understood how religious that being was about his, 'Life meaning', and it had conveyed to him how much it dreaded interferring.

In the grand scheme of things, he was but a little pawn moving in the direction of entertaining that great being, if he proved to be useless then he would naturally be discarded, that much he was certain of.

            

    
        Chapter 10 - Acquaintances?

    
    
    
    
                As Melvin stepped into the alchemy shop with an absent-minded look, he was greeted by the warm scent of exotic woods that filled the air. The interior was adorned with exquisite woodwork, giving the space a rustic yet refined ambiance. To his right, an array of chairs lined the wooden wall.

To his left, a polished wooden counter stretched along the wall, behind which stood shelves filled with glass containers of colorful potions. Each container sparkled in the dim light, their contents swirling with mysterious hues and magical energies.

The bald man walked behind the counter and looked at Melvin's absentminded expression with a peculiar gaze, and he reminded, "Hello?"

Waking up from his reverie, Melvin took a brief look around the shop, he then remembered to thank the shopkeeper for his help before he started explaining his situation, "I was injured with poison, but a mysterious expert along the way helped me pause it momentarily. Now I need some treatment or else I'll die soon, what do you have that can help me?"

From behind the counter, the bald shopkeeper gestured towards his wound and asked, "May I?"

Not understanding what he meant, Melvin replied with an uncertain tone as he lifted his shirt with his left hand once again, "Sure..."

The shopkeeper stretched out his palm in the direction of his wound, and soon very faint and barely visible red dots started appearing out of his palm and flew towards Melvin's wound.

At first, Melvin wasn't even able to see anything before he started feeling itchy around his wound, and it was only after a while that he was able to discern some very faint reddish mist in the area between his wound and the man's palm.

After a minute or so, the shopkeeper had a shocked expression as he explained, "What a profound power, who is this expert?"

Melvin who was already anxious and his left hand lifting the shirt was slightly shivering felt irked by the answer, and thought, 'I said mysterious', but faintly smiled and said, "Sorry I do not know, it was just an old man."

The shopkeeper had an understanding look as if he expected such an answer, and answered jovially, "Well, you're in luck boy. If that expert didn't help you would have died by now. We also have a potion that can remove that poison, and it's worth one Mana Stone."

Melvin who was expecting to hear a number of gold coins as he had already learned about their currency from the stalls and shops he passed by along the way, was floored, and thought, 'Mana Stone? What is that?'

For some reason, just that simple question managed to chip down most of the hope he had about survival, and asked with a somewhat quivering voice, "Ho.. how much gold is a mana stone?"

The shopkeeper realizing that this young man probably didn't have any money sighed and explained impatiently, "A Mana stone is usually around five to eight gold coins. But we don't accept gold here, nor do we do conversion."

Melvin's gears started turning trying to think of what he could possibly do, and the first thing that he thought about was go to Karl and ask him to lend him this Mana Stone.

Although he knew it would be rude and awkward, he was certain that with his legendary class, he would be able to pay it back soon.

Unfortunately, he knew that Karl would have left for the ceremony with his friends by now, that much he was certain about from the fact that when his friends came they didn't even sit but remained standing waiting for him to finish.

'Should I go talk to the guard and tell him to lend me money?' Melvin pondered but quickly dismissed that thought as well. Not only did he not have any clue about even the man's name, but he was sure that there was a very peculiar relationship between him and the previous Jacob.

Moreover, there was also the matter of dark mages and all of that ordeal that bugged him.

After thinking for some more, his previously blank stare regained focus and he stared at the shopkeeper with a mad expression pleading, "Can you give me a loan, please? You can put as much interest on it as you want, I'll guarantee you that I will pay it in less than three days."

Shaking his head the shopkeeper immediately refused, "I apologize, but we don't do loans here."

Not accepting such an answer, Melvin grabbed the man's hand and asked once again, "Aren't you guys the children of the shop owner? Please make this exception, I guarantee you that you will not regret it."

The shopkeeper forcefully pulled his hand away with such a force that Melvin felt as if his shoulder was dislocated, and as he began to walk out of the other side of the counter where a small door was he added, "No, Gerrald, isn't my father. It's a big chain of alchemy shops and if I give you a loan I will lose my job. I have kids to feed, I can't help you with that."

Soothing the aching pain in his right shoulder with his left hand, Melvin asked, "Is there any other alchemy shop in the city that can help me?"

"I am afraid not, most people in the city enjoy the ceremony very much. Moreover, it's subsidized by the royal family, as a show of respect for the royalty and the guardian beast even if you don't want to go to the ceremony you can't be open for business otherwise the guards will make it difficult for you." Answered the shopkeeper after he pushed the waist-high revolving door open and walked out from behind the counter.

His eyes swiftly glanced around and caught the eyes of his teenage son who was looking at everything, and inwardly he felt complicated. The two of them could be said to be of the same age, and the feeling of sentencing this young man to death made him feel terrible.

He looked towards the young man with the red shirt and shoulders slumped forward as he stared into the potions with a blank look and offered, "Although I don't have any money currently, I know a friend who works in the Adventurer's Association and he can give me a Mana stone for five golds coin. I'll close down the shop and wait here for you inside for twenty minutes. Go bring the money."

Hearing the shopkeeper's offer, Melvin's eyes regained their luster, and uttered repeatedly, "Thank you, Thank you", and immediately walked out of the shop.

The shopkeeper didn't say much but just waved his hand, he then followed after Melvin and said to the teen in front of the shop, "Your mother always takes a while to get ready so we might as well wait here for a little longer."

The boy smiled and entered the shop once again before the bald man closed it shut.

Melvin found himself in front of the shop with a complicated expression on his face, his mind was abuzz with questions thinking of how to get his hands on five gold coins. For some reason, his mind kept turning back to Karl, but he knew that the chances of finding him in such a big city were abysmal.

'I can only go ask that guard...' He concluded, and with that, he began walking towards the southern gate. Along the way his mind kept moving moving from one question to the next, 'What should I tell him? What if their relationship isn't great? What should I say if he asked me about something I don't know? What if he suspected I took over Jacob's body after he noticed how different our mannerisms were? Does a guard even have that amount of money?'

Each question gave birth to another one, but the answers he was looking for seemed out of reach regardless of how much he thought. The fact that he was just put into this world made all of the solutions he thought about pointless since they were based on knowledge, not on this one.

As he was briskly walking along the empty street and the closed stores, his eyes couldn't help but notice two small boys around twelve to thirteen years of age that emerged out of the end of the sidewalk he was walking on, out of one of the narrow streets that were flanked by both the towering walls and the first row of houses from the other.

They were running frantically with stiff and scared expressions. Their ragged clothing hung loosely from their skinny frames, suggesting they had seen better days. Dusty and worn sandals barely clung to their feet as they scampered about with an air of urgency, their tired faces betraying a sense of desperation.

One of them turned his eyes to the left, and quickly met Melvin's gaze, the moment he saw him all of the boy's previous fears and weariness seemed to evaporate and were replaced with a huge sense of relief and joy.

He quickly shouted something towards the other boy next to him, who more or less had the same expression as they started running in his direction with teary eyes.

The moment Melvin saw that, his steps came to a halt, 'What in the world is happening', he thought with a stupefied expression as he watched the two boys running towards him.

When the duo reached spitting distance from him, their already turbulent mental state seemed to reach its peak as the both of them burst out in tears with their legs barely being able to hold their weights.

Melvin who was looking at all of this felt as if his heart was stuck in his throat as he shouted in his mind, 'I am about to die, I don't need this.'

Looking at their quivering mouths, he couldn't help but feel bad and started comforting two by tapping on their shoulders, "Calm down, breathe, what happened?"

However, they seemed to be going through a lot of emotions rendering them unable to even utter coherent words and all he heard was some teary mess that didn't mean anything which made him all the more anxious and impatient.

After a minute or two of that, the taller blonde-haired one of the two slightly calmed down and said, "B...b.big brother... something terrible happened."

"What?" Snapped Melvin impatiently.

The other short brown-haired boy then continued to explain, "You know that demonic horse that belongs to one of the coachmen who lives on the other side of the neighborhood?"

Melvin hurriedly nodded although he had no idea what was happening prompting the boy to continue, "He went wild last night and that coachman wasn't even in his house, and the monster managed to break free. But.. but..."

Remembering what happened the boy was about to burst out into another bout of crying, but Melvin started shaking his shoulders snapping him out of it and demanding, "Then what?"

"He... ate Leo yesterday... And now a big group of big coachmen surrounded our shack saying they don't want us to report it to the guards... or else..." The boy started to cry once again when he heard that, and then he added, "We have been looking for you the whole night..."

Finally understanding what was happening, Melvin had a pondering look on his face. He knew that from how the boys were acting they naturally knew Jacob, and not just that they were apparently very close and depended on him a lot, hence their earlier outburst and relief.

'I have no time for this now...But this is a good opportunity to investigate what happened. The people close to him don't seem to be expecting his death...' Melvin concluded, and then he helped the two boys to stand and said, "Come with me.", with that he continued walking towards where the guards were stationed before.

            

    
        Chapter 11 - The Confrontation

    
    
    
    
                When the two of the boys saw that Melvin didn't take the right turn to the narrow street and continued walking out of the gate they were shocked and pleaded, "Big brother, Henry and George are surrounded and those guys seem dangerous. We need to go there now otherwise, you know how impulsive big brother George is, he will do something dangerous."

Melvin quickly comforted, "Don't worry, this will help with that, and it's necessary."

Although Melvin couldn't see any guard when he walked out of the gate, he wasn't worried, he continued walking towards the opened chamber in the stoned archway. However, to his absolute shock, when he arrived there he wasn't able to see the goatee captain from before, and even the familiar guards weren't there.

"What are ya doing boy?!" Shouted a guard who was sitting on a wooden chair in the corner of the stone chamber.

Melvin wanted to answer but felt as if his tongue was stuck in his throat due to the implication of what his absence meant, but he quickly composed himself and answered with a hopeful tone, "Where is the captain?"

"Which captain?", asked one of the other guards who stood up and towered over the trio.

Feeling the heartbeat of his beat increasing after being stared down by such fierce and unfriendly eyes, Melvin began murmuring, "He was here just a while ago, he had a goatee, thick eyebrows, and short brown hair..."

The tall guard didn't say much but just kept staring down at him, prompting Melvin to take a few steps back audibly gulping. He had no idea about the guards of this world, so he was afraid that there was some etiquette he wasn't aware of.

The still-sitting guard laughed and said, "Don't worry, he is just messing with you. Captain Cedric went to the royal Plaza, as things tend to become hectic with such a vast number of people."

After saying that he continued muttering with a low voice as if talking to himself with a big sigh, "But at least they get to enjoy the ceremony unlike us here..."

Melvin's mind on the other had already stopped working when he heard that the captain was no longer there, and even the scary guard who was enjoying intimidating him became small and unfocused in his eyes as he stared blankly in his direction.

The tall guard was caught off guard by such an unexpected turn of events and hurriedly comforted with a hesitant voice, "Kid, kid. Get a hold of yourself, I was just joking with you."

On the other hand, Melvin didn't even register what was said as he turned around and began to run leaving the tall guard bewildered and apologetic.

Melvin's mind quickly reached a terrifying conclusion after his initial shock, the only way that remained for him to get his hands on some money was to ask the people who seemed closest to Jacob. These little kids, and the other ones who were caught in some trouble.

At the same time, he knew full well that even the chances of that working were very slim, the clothing of the small boys was the biggest indication of that.

However, in the face of the gradually looming death, Melvin could only hope for the best and run!

Although his body was aching all over, and his state seemed to worsen a lot after the remaining time drew close, he ran and ran with everything that he got, along the narrow street behind the wall.

'25 minutes left...' Melvin contemplated as he ran after the two boys who were guiding the way as he had no idea where they lived.

The alchemy shopkeeper would wait for him for 20 minutes, meaning he still had 15 minutes left...

He passed by several houses to his right, and from time to time he would see another narrow street stretching out where the houses faced one another.

Several families spilled out from the stone houses all of whom were wearing various red pieces of clothing, some of them were filled with excitement, whereas others appeared irksome and bickered amongst themselves.

Fortunately, almost all of them followed the narrow streets in front of their houses to the north, and the long path along the walls that the boys ran in remained mostly unobstructed.

To their left loomed the rough, tall wall that encircled the city.

As they continued running, Melvin noticed a slight and gradual turn to the right, and when they passed by it Melvin noticed a vast clearing ahead to his left, devoid of stone houses.

Instead, a rough-bricked path led the way seemingly splitting two areas in two. To the left, a new area filled with makeshift shacks and shanties, where poverty was palpable in the air as mountains of trash piled into the skies, and to the right various open clearings seemed vacant without much use, but beyond them were the rest of the stone houses.

Melvin continued chasing after the boys who ran along the right edges of the poor area, and from time to time he would ask where are they, and all he would get in response was, 'Home', which only increased his impatience as he no idea where home was and he just wanted to know how much this would take.

Understanding that time was ticking away and this was his last chance, he was even more anxious, but for some strange reason, there was also a deep fury within him.

He could feel a bubbling anger at everything, and it was precisely this anger that allowed him to keep all of his fears and anxieties in check and not be completely consumed by them.

This was his reaction to protect himself against the onslaught of disorienting pains and sensations he was feeling at every second, his mind couldn't help but latch onto that anger to retain a stronger grip on reality.

As the group trudged along, their pace slowed considerably, especially Melvin.

He gasped for breath with every step, sweat streaming down his face, as he laboriously dragged his feet along the parched and dusty road. Each step stirred up clouds of fine dust, coating his once-clean pants in a layer of grime.

Soon, amidst the oppressive heat and swirling dust, the air crackled with intense shouts and curses, hinting at an altercation very close by.

The bigger blonde-haired boy of the two had a fearful look when he heard and said, "Big brother quick.. what is wrong with you, George is about to start fighting."

He couldn't understand how big brother, The Snake, who was always the strongest out of all of them, seemed so weak that he couldn't even follow after them, which only made the boy worry even more as they were counting on him to resolve the issue.

When Melvin reached one of the shacks at the corner, and he could hear the sounds of shouting becoming increasingly loud, he knew that whatever was happening was exactly to their left, and so he momentarily stopped to catch his breath.

As he was right now he appeared too weak, that much he understood, and wouldn't do any favors to what he had in mind, and thus he started calming down his heart that beat like a drum after the intense run.

"Only 9 minutes left," he lamented, feeling a seed of despair take root and begin to bloom in his mind.

Although the two boys kept asking him to go save something, he just ignored them and focused on one of his titles.

Melvin wasn't unaware of how he suddenly became slightly more articulate which seemed to lend a newfound depth to the stories he spun for the guards, the old man, Karl, and even the bald shopkeeper. This enhanced eloquence and flow of energy drew them in, sparking a greater engagement with the stories.

Thus, when he was running after the boys he suddenly remembered that one of his Titles might have something to do with it, and so he immediately started reading its information.

[Title: The Storyteller's Charm

Description: The Storyteller's Charm enhances its bearer's Charisma by 30% when recounting tales, captivating listeners and drawing them into the narrative with ease. It makes storytelling more engaging, leaving audiences spellbound and eager for more. (Upgradable)]

"As I thought," Melvin murmured to himself scaring the two boys who were waiting for him.

As magical as this ability was, it didn't make him feel better, in fact just the opposite.

It made him feel even more aggrieved and scared of his seemingly unavoidable demise. Melvin dreaded the prospect of his own story ending in such an anticlimactic and humiliating manner.

After his heartbeat slowly calmed down, he composed himself as his eyes turned cold and resolute, and with steady steps, he walked to the left.

The first sight that greeted him was the backs of several robust, towering men clad in a variety of attire, ranging from vests and robes to simple shirts encircling two teenage boys.

One of the teenagers was short, with short brown hair and a tanned complexion. He wore shabby clothing that hung loosely on his frame. The other teenager, taller and clad mostly in black, boasted shoulder-length luscious hair that framed his face.

Both of the boys had solemn expressions on their faces, but though they were outnumbered by the sturdy well-built men they didn't show the slightest bit of fear in their faces, there was only boiling fury.

Melvin noticed how some of the men had long knives sticking out from the waistbands of their pants, snugly wedged between the fabric and their skin which made him feel a bit apprehensive.

Their loud growly shouts and voices that echoed with anger and fury didn't do much to help in that aspect.

One of the men to the left seemed to notice something and turned around to look. His face was tanned and he gave out a crooked smile saying, "Here is the boss."

His voice managed to put a stop to everything that had been transpiring thus far, and behind the men, two young men emerged from behind them with stupefied expressions as they looked at him.

In the shorter guy's hand was a big and thick long knife with a white handle. The two quickly got out of the encirclement of the group of men and approached him briskly as they began shouting at him as well, "Jacob, where the hell have you been, we thought you were dead we've been looking all day for you."

Seeing his new clothes, and the faint fragrance emitting out of his freshly bathed body made the two of them stare daggers at him thinking they had been suffering this whole time whereas he was busy enjoying his time.

"I'll explain later," Melvin replied with an air of nonchalance, catching the two by surprise. Although he knew that they were both called George and Henry, he didn't know which was which so he avoided using names altogether, he turned towards the shorter one and said, "Give me that", pointing towards the long knife.

The boy obliged and gave it to him with an excited expression, he of all people knew how ruthless Jacob was, after all the nickname The Snake wasn't just for show.

Melvin then slowly commanded the two in a hushed voice, "Follow my lead."

Seeing the both of them nod, he hid the knife in the back of his waistband and steadily walked towards the group of men with an emotionless face staring at each one of them dead in the eyes without the slightest bit of fear.

In a beeline, he made his way towards the man who was shouting the most out of all them, understanding that he was the main instigator.

The man stood out as the shortest among the group, clad in a black, thin vest layered over a white shirt and paired with trousers. His build leaned toward the chubbier side, with a considerable belly protruding, and his face lacked the sharp, defined features one might expect.

            

    
        Chapter 12 - Against Time

    
    
    
    
                Melvin's steady, calm, and collected steps and demeanor seemed to take all of them by surprise, not just the short man in front of him. Their previous incoherent shouts and curses had already disappeared leaving way for a more mindful approach to the situation. 

"What is the reason for your visit?" He questioned calmly, looking deep into the instigator's eyes.

Not wanting to be outdone by such a small brat, the man was quick to reply, "Jacob The Snake. You're quite infamous around these streets, but you're still a little brat, you know that right?"

Facing such a direct confrontation Melvin was slightly caught off guard and he couldn't help but tense a bit, but he immediately pushed back and said with a faint smile, "A little brat who can kick all of your asses, you think that just because you came here in a group it'd be enough to scare me?"

In an attempt to take advantage of some of his abilities, he continued, "I've lived and fought in these streets for years now, and my reputation isn't just for show. I think you're way over your head...coachmen." As he said the last word, he made sure to enunciate every sound as he looked at all of them.

For some reason all of them could feel in their hearts the terror and brutality that came with living in the slums that were filled with gangs and criminals, more so they caught a glimpse of what it took for someone to survive there and make a name for themselves.

Still, they were all grown men, and to be spoken to as such by a brat was a great humiliation.

Melvin understood that very much, and thus, he knew that he had to take a step back in this power dynamic, otherwise, if he pressed on too much then these strong men would jump at him, and he was just a paper tiger. All talk with no substance. "But we are still neighbors, and all of you are just doing your best to survive, so just tell me. What is it that you want?"

True enough, the boys behind him were shocked by such a weak display but after they promised they'd follow his lead, they could only bury that grievance deep into their hearts and continue watching as things unfolded.

The men who were all riled up and on the verge of fighting with him, also managed to calm down after understanding the veiled show of weakness underneath, and so the fat man got straight to the point, "What happened was just an accident. If you report it to the guards, they will take out my horse and cut off my work. How about I compensate you, and we'll be even?"

A pin-drop silence ensued once he finished speaking, and Melvin could feel that the boys behind him were beyond infuriated when they heard that. However, to him, this couldn't have come at a better time.

Still, he understood all of the psychological factors underlying this issue, and he knew that if he accepted this offer the boys behind him would lose their minds.

"How much?" He asked, straight and to the point, and using his hands he squeezed the shorter boy's shoulder who seemed to be the most impulsive of them all, and flashed him a meaningful look.

Fortunately, getting his cue, he stopped but his eyes still held intense hatred as he looked at the men in front of him.

"One gold coin," confidently uttered the fat man.

"What?!" The previously calm and collected Melvin shouted, "Are you kidding me? There is no way I'd accept anything less than five gold coins."

This time, it was the group's turn to audibly gasp hearing the shocking price and the fat man bellowed with laughter as if unable to believe what he had just heard, "5 gold coins for a disgusting small slum runt? Who are you trying to scam here?"

Hearing the words, 'Disgusting slum runt', the shorter boy pushed Melvin's hand away and jumped at the fat man punching him squarely in the face and shouting, "Son of a bitch! I'll show you who's disgusting, you fat pig."

Melvin immediately sprang into action when he saw that, darting forward to intervene before the situation escalated further. However, before he could reach them, the men behind the fat man had already leaped into action, joining the fray with kicks aimed at the shorter boy's stomach.

Seeing this, Melvin quickened his pace, pushing through the crowd to reach them.

"Enough!" he shouted, his voice cutting through the chaos. The men who were still wary of Melvin made way and he moved to help the shorter boy stand, who by that time learned was called George from the other boys' shouts.

George pushed Melvin's hands away with a disappointed look on his face and said, "What is wrong with you? They killed little mouse..."

"Get a hold of yourself, why are you so impulsive," Melvin shouted at this guy who was making things unnecessarily difficult for him, moreover, time was ticking away and that was precisely the thing he had the least of in the world.

"Listen, you little fat shit." He turned towards the group of men, especially the fat man, and yelled, "Do you know where I was this whole day?"

Not waiting for them to say anything else, he continued, "I was on a mission out of the city with Captain Cedric, and I know him very well." He then pointed towards his incomparably fine clothes relative to theirs and said, "See, do you know how much these clothes cost? 2 Gold Coins!"

The group easily believed what he was saying for some reason, but most importantly the fact that clothes were of very high quality couldn't be hidden away.

Melvin continued, "Don't you think that just because we live here I don't have any connections, I can assure you that I can make your life a living hell. Or you can give what I told you to give, and then we'll both be happy. How about that?"

Unfortunately for him, as much as the fat man was indeed intimidated by what he said five gold coins were still too much for him, and so with gritted teeth, he said, "All I can do is two, take it or leave it."

'Shit!' Melvin thought, this seemed to be the limit of what he was able to get out of them, he turned towards the group of boys who were all staring at him hatefully and quickly approached them.

In a hushed voice he said, "Look guys, you're making this difficult. I'll assure you, we'll revenge little mouse, but now isn't the time." Seeing their still nonchalant faces as they avoided his eyes, he lifted his shirt and said, "Look you little shits. Someone tried to kill me yesterday, see these green lines all over my wound? That's poison if I don't treat it in less than half an hour, I will die. Now do we have some money? I need five gold coins."

This time, the evidence proved to be so strong that it shocked them, and all of them immediately understood why he was acting so differently and why he seemed too pale and out of breath.

The usually silent and tall Henry, quietly murmured towards the bigger one of the two small boys, the blonde one, "William go see how much is there in the toolbox."

Nodding, the boy swiftly ran towards one of the nearby shacks as the group of men kept scrutinizing them from a small distance.

George and Henry also started going through their pockets bringing out several silver and copper coins in their palms and started counting. The boy called William quickly brought out from the shack a rectangular dark dirty wooden box to the two and they all started counting how much they had.

Seeing them taking so long Melvin's heartbeat quickened once again as he slowly went to check the time that he had been dreading to look at, and when saw it, his legs felt limp as he staggered backward several steps weakly.

12 minutes, or in other words 2 minutes, and the bald shopkeeper would no longer wait for him.

'How can I do all of that in 2 minutes? There is... just no way.' Melvin thought with despair, and suddenly a voice woke up from his contemplation of his unavoidable death, '122 Silver coins, 2345 copper coins, and some valuable items...'

The voice trailed off and said finally, "But we can't sell them, the ceremony is going to start soon and there won't be any opened shops."

Turning around he saw that George had more or less the same expression as his, and he understood that their relationship must've been close.

He decisively nodded towards the two and walked towards the group of men once again.

With a cold look in his eyes, he demanded, "You will either give me three gold coins, or you'll face the consequences of what you did by a thousandfold. Your call."

The man was so angry that the fat on his face began shaking as veins bulged on his forehead. As much as he wanted to kill all of this slum trash, he knew that he couldn't.

Killing one small boy was different than making a whole group of them disappear, and if the guards investigated he was certain he would be caught before the night ended. 

Words had already spread that there was some problem between Jacob the snake and the coachmen around the street, and so if they were to disappear then the prime suspect was clear as day.

Gritting his day, he reached into his pocket and grabbed three thick and lustrous gold coins that he managed to fill with the sweat of his palms and put them in Melvin's hands, throughout the whole process he didn't forget to give a him deathful stare that had indeed scared even Melvin who was on the verge death.

With that, he turned around and left with the rest of his group, all of whom gave Melvin deep looks as if trying to etch his face into their minds.

Melvin didn't pay much attention to the group but turned towards the boys who were still counting money.

In George's hand was a small brown pouch that was filled to the brim with coins, there were also some other items like rings, watches, a monocle, some small daggers, and knives.

Glancing down at the pouch, George calculated, "With those three gold coins, this is worth more than five gold coins in total. But..."

Melvin naturally understood what he was talking about, but they were still unsold, and he couldn't help but think with some hope, "Would the shopkeeper accept them?"

That, he will have to find out. He turned towards the two boys, and said, "You two stay at home, you can't come." Then his eyes shifted at the tall Henry, and said, "You as well."

However, they all vehemently resisted his decision, but then he explained to them that someone wanted him dead, so he had to remain unnoticed and not make a lot of big waves, and a big group running down the street would alert others.

Still, regardless of how much he explained, they all just said that they would follow from a distance.

Not wanting to waste any more time, he started running along the same path they took toward the alchemy shop followed by George who carried the big pouch. The other three waited for a long while before they trailed after them for a distance.

Turning towards George, he asked, "Is there a shortcut to where I told you that shop is?"

            

    
        Chapter 13 - Cleansing Brew

    
    
    
    
                Seeing the puzzled expression on his face, he forgot that he was supposed to be very well-versed in these streets and explained, "Just tell me, I forgot."

George shook his head and didn't say anything else, and Melvin felt his stomach churn in anxiety as death stared him right in the face. However, the duo continued running, and running.

8 Minutes. Melvin almost choked on his saliva as he ran when he saw the remaining time, 'Two minutes past the time promised by the shopkeeper...'

Melvin's legs turned to jelly, each step an agonizing effort as a chilling cold gripped his throat, a bitter taste of poison spreading through his body. Still, he pressed on, driven by sheer determination despite his overwhelming exhaustion and pain.

When the duo finally reached the end of the narrow long path by the rough walls and stepped foot into the main bricked road of the city, there were only four minutes left.

By that point, Melvin was no longer able to run, and he could only breathe heavily as he took one step after the other. George rushed to support him and was shocked to find that most of the veins in his friend's neck and forearms were different shades of green, which increased his worry as well.

With his right arm over George's head, Melvin approached the closed shop step by step and finally fell weakly in front of the door, even though he felt his grip over his consciousness slowly fading away, and felt strange and sick all over, he pointed towards the closed door with his finger.

As George sensed the urgency, he pounded on the door with increasing desperation. The thunderous knocks reverberated in Melvin's ears, drowned out by the cacophony of his racing heartbeat and his futile struggle for a deep breath, which felt like trying to draw air through a clogged pipe.

The more George knocked, the more tense and terrified he became, he couldn't hear the slightest sound behind the door. Glancing down at his friends, he could see his right hand holding on to his neck as he attempted to breathe in but to no avail, and by then the poison seemed to have already reached his brain as his eyes became empty and green veins ran along his face.

Suddenly, a creaking sound was heard, a sound George had never in his entire life dreamed would bring him that much relief, but here he was.

A strange glint flashed through his eyes, and a swift calculation was made then he started yelling towards the bald man who opened the door as he pointed towards the pouch, "Quick, save him. There are 3 gold coins, 123 silver coins, and 7723 copper coins here."

The shopkeeper quickly glanced at the pouch packed to the brim with noisy coins and carried Melvin using his powerful body inside the shop.

Two Minutes.

Once inside, he laid down Melvin's body on the ground and shut the door behind him as he didn't want to get a fine once discovered to be still doing business by the guards.

He then strode purposefully toward the revolving door at the far end of the counter, using his legs to push it open. Slipping behind the door, he crouched down and began rummaging through the hidden shelves of storage tucked away there. After a brief search, he retrieved a glass bottle containing a vivid blue liquid.

One Minute.

He swiftly walked out from behind the counter with the blue potion in hand and muttered as if to no one in particular, "Basic Cleansing Brew is worth one mana stone, this should probably work."

George who heard that sentence questioned in shock, "Probably?"

The bald shopkeeper explained, "This is the most basic anti-toxin potion, and because I saw how poor your friend is I recommended the cheapest. Moreover, I am no poison expert so I can't judge how strong the poison is, but it'll probably work."

George hurriedly snapped at him, "Just give it to him already."

By now Melvin was already convulsing, and his awareness had already slipped away, it was merely his body that was reacting on its own.

The shopkeeper knelt beside Melvin, his large hands gently lifting Melvin's head to aid swallowing. With deft precision, he used his teeth to unseal the cork, then carefully poured the blue liquid into Melvin's mouth, steadying the bottle with his other hand.

A pin-drop silence filled the room as Melvin's convulsions ceased, leaving him still and unresponsive. Inside the shop, the three onlookers held their breath, their eyes fixed on him, each silently praying for his recovery with differing levels of hope.

After their previous sprint and the weight of the accumulated worries, George's heart thundered in his chest, its rhythm so pronounced that he could feel and hear every resounding thud.

His unwavering gaze remained fixed on his friend, while his hands instinctively clasped and intertwined in a display of his mounting anxiety.

"Cough, cough"

A sudden bout of intense coughing reverberated through the silence, its presence magnified by the previously quiet atmosphere. The shopkeeper exhaled a sigh of relief and quietly made his way toward the pouch of coins resting above the counter.

Noticing this, George immediately cut him off and asked, "Will he be okay?"

Smiling the shopkeeper nodded reassuring the young man, "The fact that he isn't dead by now means that the potion was successful, he will be perfectly fine after a while."

Although George wanted to approach and go check up on him, he felt something holding him back. He knew that he treated him very badly when they were quarreling with the coachmen, and at the same, he didn't like apologizing he had never apologized to anyone in his life.

Feeling a twinge of awkwardness, he hesitated a little before he decided to move closer. Just then, a large, rugged hand barred his path. Tilting his head slightly, he looked up at the shopkeeper and inquired, "What?"

The bald, middle-aged man's face contorted with fury, his eyes icy and brows knitted as he fixed his gaze on George. "You lied to me; there aren't five gold coins here," he accused sharply.

With an apologetic smile, George awkwardly conceded, "You're right, sorry." He gently pushed the man's hand aside and, without looking back, added, "But there's more; you just need to know how to haggle."

Melvin who had already woke up by then heard their little conversation, and so with his back leaning against the wooden walls of the alchemy shop he looked toward the shopkeeper and promised, "I apologize, please rest assured that I will give you the remaining money, and I will repay this favor tenfold, okay?"

The shopkeeper naturally didn't believe such empty and boastful words, he was also feeling aggrieved by being lied to when he already went above and beyond to help the young man in front of him. He nonchalantly waved his hand and uttered with an impatient tone, "Please leave, I need to go."

Melvin awkwardly nodded at both him and his son as he gently stood up and walked with George out of the shop, however, a wide grin was plastered over his face that couldn't be put away even after the last unpleasant turn of events with the shopkeeper.

Now that the poison had been removed from his body, his senses could be said to have undergone a complete transformation.

What had once been his greatest source of discomfort, his back, now seemed completely pain-free and in perfect health. There was no trace of nausea, dizziness, or any other unpleasant sensations. Instead, he felt alert, robust, and content. He had never felt such an intense sensation of just being alive.

At the same time, the moment he opened his eyes, he started feeling something he had never before felt in his life, magic!

He sensed a cool and profound energy coursing through his body, while another, even more profound and elusive energy seemed to swirl around his head.

It was the strangest feeling, but it made Melvin feel insanely powerful, 'These must be Mana and Mental energy.'

Although the mana in his body felt stiffened, stuck, and he couldn't see any way to get it out. Mental energy on the other hand was entirely different, he could instinctively feel that he could control that energy and make it do a very shocking process.

However, that too was impossible unless all of the conditions were met, and he knew that he had to start his preparations a specially made ink.

'I also need a quill and a parchment...' Melvin had already started contemplating how he should go about his journey with this magical ability of his, 'Usually parchments are made from goat or sheep skin, if I could my hands on a strong monster skin, the rune would be even more powerful.' He dreamed.

With a thud, he heard the door behind him closing shut waking him up from his reverie, and then without even looking at the duo, the shopkeeper and his son walked on the sidewalk in the northern direction.

"Where are the others?" Melvin inquired, turning to his right where George stood. All he received in response was George pointing towards the southern end of the street ahead of them.

Following his direction, he noticed that there was another narrow street leading up to the eastern side of the city, just like the one they had used earlier just on the opposite side.

The three boys following them whom he had already learned that their names were Henry, William, and for some reason or other, big mouse for the little brown-haired boy, were quietly peeking their heads and looking at them.

Their faces were already very happy after they had seen that he was alive and well, 'Time to destroy those smiles I guess,' Melvin thought with a sigh as he began approaching them.

The main road could be said to be completely empty by then, in fact, it was so empty that Melvin started fearfully looking left and right, afraid that someone might attack them and they wouldn't have anyone to help.

"Thank the gods you're okay big brother," Uttered the brown-haired boy after Melvin stopped in front of them, prompting him to nod back in agreement, "Thanks.. eh.. Big mouse."

George and Henry on the other hand knew that something bad was coming as they looked at his hesitating and difficult expression, not being able to endure it any longer, George snapped impatiently, "Say it."

Sighing once again, Melvin said, "I have some very bad news guys..."

Noticing that all of them were intently listening to what he said he began recounting everything that had happened to him so far, and he naturally omitted details about his secrets, and in the end, he finally got down to his most important point, "But what I wanted to tell you is... I have completely lost my memories, if that expert hadn't helped me stop the poison I would have died by now, but I still think it reached my brain..."

The four of them looked at him in shock after he finished the story, and all they did was stare at him with wide eyes as they kept glancing at one another, unable to say anything.

Melvin knew that he had to tell them the truth. On the one hand, he would be able to navigate this situation even more easily instead of just lying to them, and on the other, it could be considered him allowing them to mourn their dead friend. However, revealing his true identity was out of the question; he couldn't risk his safety. He resolved to disclose the truth to them once he had acquired enough power to ensure his safety.

"Everything?" George quietly asked with a hopeful tone.

            

    
        Chapter 14 - Royal Plaza

    
    
    
    
                The two of them could be said to be more than just friends, and George who had a lot of issues with himself found solace in Jacob's unwavering acceptance of him due to their similar conditions.

Melvin's expression softened into a somber demeanor as he nodded, "Everything. As far as I am concerned this is the first time I have ever seen any of you."

Henry interjected from the side, attempting to assure everyone, "You were poisoned, but now the poison is gone. You just need some time and you will start remembering everything."

George's eyes lit up and supported to the side, "Right... Your brain will quickly recover, and you'll gradually start recovering your memories and remember everything."

At first, Melvin was about to shut down their hopeful line of thinking, but then he reasoned maybe it was better for them to gradually deal with the reality of the matter one day at a time, and thus he added shrugging his shoulder, "Yeah maybe..."

A strange silence ensued as the group of four looked at him all with different expressions, and the first thing Melvin asked was something that although seemed unimportant puzzled him, "Why is he called Big Mouse?", he said pointing at the smaller brown-haired boy.

George didn't say anything as his expression was still difficult to discern, but Henry explained, "It's our gang's tradition, you won't be called by your true name until you become worthy of it."

'Gang?' Melvin thought feeling even more confused, but more intrigued now, and so he continued, "And how do you become that?"

Henry gave a wry smile and explained, "You need to be able to provide your food, and have the courage to jump from the Camel's Rock."

Understanding what the first part meant, he figured it must've something to do with their gang activities, and asked, "What is the Camel's Rock?"

Facing the brutal fact of their bigger brother not remembering anything about their shared lives together made all of the boys feel miserable, Henry replied with a weak, "It's a very tall rock close to the port."

Noticing their expression Melvin immediately understood what was going on inside their heads so he stopped asking questions, but in an attempt to both change subjects and also inform, he said to the four, "Listen, someone wants me dead that much is obvious. Who do you think would want that?"

True to his expectations, all of the boys immediately tensed up hearing that and no longer flowed with their negative line of thinking, George then remarked, "It must be the Ghoul..."

He then pushed the other three aside, walked with Melvin to a distance, and said in a hushed voice, "You previously went to him and asked him to give you some of his products to sell. Because he was already familiar with you, he agreed and gave you a medium pouch filled to the brim, but..."

Seeing him hesitating Melvin urged, "But?"

A scared look appeared on George's face as he murmured, "On your way back to the shack, you were chased down by shadow guards, and to avoid going to prison you threw the pouch over to them and all of the pills immediately began spilling out in a busy street, so they had to stop. But..."

Melvin had a shocked expression as he listened to all of this, and the fact that there was another 'But' involved only made him feel even more horrified. This time he didn't even have to urge him and George soon continued, "They had seen your face, and so they had already sketched your own wanted poster."

"What?" Melvin reflexively shouted at him, and he couldn't help but feel stupefied by all of the news, 'All of that? How unlucky was this guy... And all of that misfortune is mine now...'

At the same time, he had a faint inkling that this pill seller might not be the one responsible for his death as that would make it too simple.

Especially after he asked and learned that shadow guards were well-trained guards who didn't wear the uniform but mingled with the populace wearing normal clothes, which increased the chances of him getting caught even more. As for why they chased him, they had noticed him coming from the Ghoul's street, and that was all it took to suspect something was suspicious. The moment the original Jacob saw them approaching, he raced through the streets.

He was also certain of a single thing, 'There was no one in hell I am going to stay in this city.' This conclusion could be said to be the sanest thing he had ever thought about.

He knew that staying in this city was incomparably dangerous, and so making an educated guess from what he learned about this world so far, the existence of another city wasn't that improbable.

Melvin would be foolish to stay in such a place where someone had killed him, he was owed a lot of money from what he imagined was a drug dealer, and even the guards were looking for him.

To make matters even worse, he was pitifully weak and had absolutely no idea about the world or the people who were coming after him.

'I need somewhere safe where I can go kill monsters and try out some runes.' Melvin thought, and so although he had plenty of questions he wanted to ask of the others, he just turned around and said, "I will be going on my own now, I can't be taking you all with me as that would only make me stand out more and I need to hide for a while. I know where the house is, so don't worry."

Then as if remembering something he said, "And yeah, if anyone asks about me say that you haven't seen me from yesterday, okay?"

Seeing them nodding, all with different expressions, he turned around and began walking in the main street, heading north. His direction was none other than the Royal Plaza, he wanted to see the ceremony everyone had been talking about.

Along the way, his mind was abuzz with activity as he contemplated this situation he found himself in, and even the joy he had been feeling just a while ago had long evaporated in the face of those seemingly insurmountable problems.

The main road was still very empty, other than the occasional people who weren't wearing red coming and going, who seemed uninterested in the ceremony.

Fortunately, the city was planned in a rather straightforward manner, and all he needed to do was continue walking on the same main path and he would eventually reach the royal plaza.

However, he knew that if he ventured into the other right or left intersections he encountered along the way, he would be lost as the streets there were very complicated, and the city wasn't exactly small.

As Melvin continued along the path, he noticed a subtle transformation in the architecture of the surrounding houses. They began to rise taller and more refined, their structures displaying a sense of meticulous craftsmanship and attention to detail. Each building stood proudly, adorned with intricate carvings and ornate decorations.

What caught Melvin's eye the most were the red banners hung from the rooftops of every house, fluttering gently in the breeze. The vibrant scarlet color stood out against the backdrop of the bustling streets, adding a touch of elegance and festivity to the atmosphere.

As he walked further, Melvin also noticed scarlet figurines of birds perched atop windowsills and door frames. These delicate fabric figures added a whimsical charm to the surroundings, their bright hues contrasting beautifully with the stone and wood of the buildings.

Taking all of that in, he pondered, 'The red color and birds, that seem to be the theme of this festival.'

The beauty of the otherwordly buildings inspired a deep sense of excitement within him, 'I am actually in a different world!', He thought with a tone still dripping with disbelief, but more so anticipation making him temporarily put aside all of his current worries.

As he continued his journey deep within the center, he noticed how people were increasing in volume, and all of them were wearing red without exceptions.

After a while, the number of people increased in size so much so that their walking speed became pitifully slow as they walked along the main wide road.

As Melvin navigated through the crowd, his discomfort grew with each step. Despite the fragrant smells emanating from the showered individuals around him, the sheer mass of bodies pressed in on him, causing him to stumble occasionally.

Thankfully, the people were courteous, and no one seemed to mind the accidental bumps, but some would hatefully glare at him without saying anything else.

After what felt like an eternity, the main road widened into a vast plaza, dominated by a towering, dome-shaped building in the center. The grandeur of the architecture left Melvin in awe as he looked around. Surrounding the plaza were impressive structures on all sides, adding to the sense of majesty.

In the center of the plaza, in front of the tallest dome-shaped building tens of thousands of people had gathered, creating a sea of humanity. At the forefront stood a wooden platform, adorned with a magnificent empty throne and several chairs.

Melvin understood that important figures must be occupying those seats, he could see how vibrant their clothing was, but more so how their demeanor oozed with authority and commanded respect.

Surprisingly, out of the all red-clothed individuals, there were two who were donning simple white robes, which stood out as a stark contrast to everyone present.

Fortunately, the wide plaza offered enough space for everyone so he wasn't suffocated by the crown anymore.

When he reached the smooth brick-paved path of the plaza, he turned to the right and stood in front of the first rows of buildings as he gazed at whatever was happening from a distance.

To his side stood an impressively tall silver statue, portraying a commanding figure of a man. With a long sword clasped firmly in one hand and an imposing shield held aloft in the other, the statue exuded an aura of strength and valor.

Before it, the clamor of two groups of people engaged in heated dispute reached his ears, their fervent arguments punctuated by glares of unhidden hostility.

One group had three middle-aged men, and the other had two young women and an older man.

One of the younger women yelled to the other group, "I don't care how much he contributed to the founding of the country, he was a ruthless warmonger, he raped and pillaged and our great country shouldn't celebrate his existence."

The middle-aged man's veins bulged as he shouted in disbelief, "Are you insane? Without his work and sacrifice, we would still be surrounded by the other races, just fighting for scraps and barely surviving."

"Other races?" Melvin pondered, his expression growing solemn. "Yikes, their interracial relations are so bad that war happened? I just hope I'm on the winning side."

The young woman continued, "Hold your horses, you're just exaggerating his achievements now. Although he was powerful he was still just a general."

One of the other middle-aged men scoffed, "Just a general? Do you know how much work it takes for you to be even considered for such a position?"

Melvin always loved to watch quarrels from a distance, and so he was having a ton of fun as he watched both parties yelling at each other, and close to him a bunch of other people were watching the commotion as well.

Some of them were enjoying the show like him, but others seemed to be too invested, their eyes furious as they rooted for different sides.

However, a deep and authoritative voice soon echoed through all of the plaza making all of the loud murmurs that culminated in a deafening sound come to a halt.

            

    
        Chapter 15 - The Colossal Monster

    
    
    
    
                "Citizens of the Great Nocezia Dynasty, today marks a joyous occasion as we gather to celebrate our annual Crimson Feathers Festival. May this day be filled with happiness and may feathery blessings shower upon us all," announced the commanding voice.

Melvin followed the sound to behold a tall, well-built man with a luxuriant mane of hair, standing prominently upon the platform amidst the assembled figures. As the man concluded his address, he gracefully descended from the platform and settled into the exquisite throne awaiting him.

'How was he able to speak so loudly without a microphone?' Melvin thought with confusion evident in his eyes, but he knew it had something to do with magic. He then turned towards an older gentleman by his side who seemed to be on his own and uttered, "Uncle, who's that man?"

When those words escaped his mouth, he couldn't help but feel slightly awkward. Decades had passed from the last time he called another Uncle, but he knew that he was required to.

He had been paying much attention to how people greeted themselves here, and he noticed that most young people addressed those older than them with the terms Uncle and Aunt, even though they didn't even know each other. Needless to say, he was very surprised by such a tradition.

The older man, clad in a simple yet dignified grey robe, possessed a mane of thick, vibrant black hair that contrasted sharply with his sharp features. As he turned to address the speaker, his surprise was apparent when he saw a youthful face. For the youth to ask him such a simple question implied he wasn't from the city, but to be alone in a foreign city at such a young age suggested a measure of wealth and power. With a faint smile, he replied, "This is the Prince Consort, husband to Princess Leyla, and the City Lord of Nightmond."

'Royal family then,' Melvin thought, and so he quickly thanked the man, "Alright thank you, uncle."

He still felt weird saying uncle as a grown man, but what could he do? It would be too disrespectful for him not to say it in this younger body of his, but he found the whole situation rather amusing.

Suddenly, the previously well-lit plaza in the afternoon sun began to gradually darken. Melvin who was caught off guard by this change, immediately glanced up, and the moment he did so his mouth and eyes both widened in disbelief at what he was seeing.

A colossal scarlet bird, spanning hundreds of meters in both length and width, soared gracefully above the city. What was even more astonishing was that the bird was enveloped in swirling flames, casting an intense heat that Melvin could feel even from a considerable distance.

His steps unconsciously retreated in shock, and the old man who noticed his peculiar behavior couldn't help but exclaim, "Have you never seen the royal guardian beast? Could it be..."

Melvin composed himself as he realized the man must be thinking of something dangerous, and he quickly comforted, "No, no, uncle. It is just that its beauty and power are too overwhelming. The question is why aren't you so shocked?"

Feeling that it made sense, the older man replied, "Well I've seen it more than 40 times now, so you do get used to it." But by then Melvin was no longer paying attention to him as he intently followed the bird's graceful maneuvers in the sky.

Before long, Melvin observed a procession of individuals clad in resplendent red garments, each adorned with circular hats and accompanied by drums resting at their sides. They made their way toward the center of the plaza, their synchronized drumbeats creating a captivating rhythm that echoed throughout the area.

The bird's majestic flight seamlessly synchronized with the rhythmic drumming, as if it were responding to the beat with graceful movements.

The crowd erupted into a cacophony of cheers, shouts, and applause, their voices blending into a symphony of excitement and jubilation. Their eyes fixed on the unfolding spectacle before them, and the air was electric with anticipation and delight.

'What in the world?' Melvin thought with amusement as he watched everything unfold, to say he wasn't having fun would be a lie. Thus, he continued watching everything with a smile, and he couldn't help but think, 'I was just in the grocery store looking for bread a couple of hours ago, now I am vibing to the music of another world and watching a gigantic bird of fire dance.'

It was at this moment that Melvin truly grasped the essence of an advanced world. The profound sense of wonder and delight that magic brought forth made life feel infinitely more enjoyable and enriched.

After a while, he turned to the man by his side who was also enjoying everything in front of him, and asked, "Uncle, do you know how much money I would need to go to the closest city?"

The man had long stopped analyzing the logic behind the young man's questions, and so he just said with a loud voice amidst the music, without even turning to look, "Eh, you'd need around two gold coins, but the road will be closed for seven days in the festival."

Just as Melvin started considering the implication of that, the old man added, "If you're an adventurer you can find a way for free." This time he turned around with a smirk, "But I doubt that."

Noticing the subtle mockery in the old man's tone, Melvin thought that maybe he was annoying him with questions and he just wanted to listen to the music, thus he looked at him and said, "Alright, I appreciate the help uncle.", and turned around to change places.

The old man seemed to quickly grasp that and added, "Wait, if you have any more questions I don't mind answering."

Melvin's steps stopped and turned around with a smile, "Really? I thought I was bothering you."

"No worries, lad. Words don't cost me a thing, so feel free to ask whatever's on your mind," the man chuckled, offering his assistance. "As for the festival, I've been around long enough to witness it countless times so I am not missing anything new."

Thus, amidst the bustling noise of the festival and the people dancing around with their friends and families, Melvin sent a barrage of questions to the kind old man. However, he was still a bit careful not to be too suspicious and didn't ask something that would make him seem too weird.

One of the important things he had learned from the man, was the fact that people were only given one single class their whole lives. If they wanted to change it, then they had to have access to classes of higher grades.

However, he recalled that his interface mentioned that he had two classes. One of them Legendary, and the other one was still empty.

***
Name: Melvin Miller(Jacob)
Age: 25(19)

Class: Rune Mythomancer(Legendary)
Class: None.

Tier: Initiate
Rank: 1(0%)

Titles: [The Heretic] | [The Storyteller's Charm]

Health Points, HP: 60/60
Mana Points, MP: 30/30
Stamina Points, SP: 36/36
Mental Energy, ME: 25/25

Vitality: 6
Strength: 7
Agility: 11
Intelligence: 6
Wisdom: 5
Charisma: 4
Available Stats Points: 0

Skills: [Storyweaver, Lv1]
Ongoing Quest: [Jacob The Snake's Death]

Resistances: None.
***

He was certain that he could choose another class, 'I guess it makes sense because of what that being said in the end...'

Melvin could still remember how the last thing it said was something along the lines of, 'If you want to choose a class, don't use the church's crystal.'

He naturally didn't forget to ask what the church's crystal was, and he learned that it was the simplest way for people to get access to a Common grade class of their choosing.

However, even this easiest method still cost around 10 gold coins, so it was something that most people would spend a lot of money and effort to get.

There were three other ways to get a class. The most straightforward but also the hardest was to just train hard in that particular class.

If you wanted to become a mage you needed to learn the skill Mana control and increase your proficiency in it.

If you wanted to become a warrior, rogue, archer, monk, and the other common classes, you needed to train in their distinct methods of fighting.

Then there was a more elusive method that depended entirely on luck and understanding, epiphany.

If you understood a lot of things about a particular class, you might just be showering or going for a walk and an insight might strike about the class which would result in you immediately getting that class.

Finally, the last method depended entirely on wealth: Class Stones.

The man said to Melvin that in Mana Stone mines, there was a very, very small chance of the gods blessing a certain stone and it would naturally store a class inside of it.

Moreover, it could even store classes beyond the Common grade. Uncommon, Rare, Epic, or even Legendary classes could be chanced upon that way. In this medium even Uncommon Classes were very rare commodities, much less the higher ones.

Needless to say, when Melvin learned that he had the most legendary class, he was both shocked and excited, and his desire to leave the city increased even more.

He turned around towards the old man and asked with a tone filled with wonder, "Is there a class even higher than legendary?"

Throughout their whole conversation, Melvin made sure to keep complimenting the man so that at least he could get some emotional reward out of it, and true enough the man was already feeling very good about himself after all of that.

His face morphed into that of a wise expert blessing their young student with their insight, hands clasped behind his back, and eyes no longer following the dancing figures, but just looking at the sky. He pondered deeply before saying with a sigh, "There are rumors about a class grade called Mythical, but those are only myths. I do not know, lad. Even Legendary classes are but legends now..."

As the two were engrossed in that strange dynamic, the sound of drums immediately stopped prompting Melvin to pause what he was planning to ask.

"Oh, now is the interesting part." The man chuckled mysteriously from the side understanding this was Melvin's first time seeing it, "If you know how to pray, now's the time to do so lad. If you get lucky then you will find yourself with a good amount of wealth."

"Why, what will happen?" Melvin inquired, confusion evident in his expression.

The man just smiled and didn't say anything. Melvin by then was already too distracted to pay attention to that, because at the the drop of a hat, the whole plaza turned deathly still and quiet.

The stark contrast from a minute ago when they were dancing and loudly singing, left Melvin with a profound sense of unease.

Above, the bird engulfed in flames, began to spin rapidly, ascending higher into the air. Just as its figure shrunk to the size of an ant, a small feather descended gracefully toward the city below.

Every person present watched this scene with bated breath their expressions filled with a sense of nervousness and anticipation, and soon the very tiny minuscule feather began to increase in size in Melvin's sight, to the point it became more than two meters tall carrying with it an intense sense of heat.

When the feather reached around 20 meters above the city, its movement began to resemble that of a normal feather as it swayed from one side to the next, but he was sure it wasn't carried by the wind, but by something else.

At some point in its seemingly random dance, the feather flew directly in front of his head, leaving him feeling very warm and energetic. As the feather continued the crowd below became even more impatient as they fidgeted in their place.

            

    
        Chapter 16 - The Mysterious Woman

    
    
    
    
                As the scarlet feather flew overhead, it passed by a middle-aged woman draped in a dark brown shawl, which she had thrown over her head. Instantly, the feather's movements came to a standing halt, as if frozen in time. Then, a thunderous applause erupted throughout the entire plaza, resonating with fervor and passion.

Due to sheer excitement and joy, the woman fell to her knees crying, her body trembling. Her close family surrounded her, and all cried tears of joy with her just the same.

Melvin then began hearing faint rhythmic steps to his left, and turning around, he saw a legion of soldiers in impressive armor heading where that family was. When they reached her, one of the soldiers exerted his powers and gently pulled the feather downwards.

Glancing back at the woman, he began saying something as she continuously nodded with a wide smile. In the end, he finally turned around and left with the rest of the soldiers, and of course, the long scarlet feather as well.

Needless to say, Melvin had absolutely no idea what had just happened, so he immediately turned to look at the old man.

Meeting his curious gaze, the old man chuckled and said, "The guardian beast moves through every city in the dynasty and gives one lucky person one of his feathers. Because of his strength, their value is priceless, and so that woman won't have to worry about money a day in her life."

"That valuable?" Asked Melvin in shock, what kind of concept was it to never have to worry about money ever in your life, and just from a feather to boot?

His eyes that looked at the woman was filled with envy, as he thought, 'It brushed past me, fuck!'

Once that was done, the giant bird looked at the city one last time before it disappeared into the eastern horizon in a flash.

The festival unaffectedly continued as the drummers began to drum, and people of all ages began to dance. Guards strolled around the area, their expressions serious and alert in case a fight erupted.

"What will happen next uncle?" Melvin asked the old man once again, who by then had already begun to walk to the left and said, "I just came to see the guardian beast, the rest is just music for an hour or two, and then everyone will disperse. But the festival won't end just there, this is just the beginning ceremony."

Melvin quickly followed after the man as he had a shameless favor to ask, and though he very much enjoyed the festival and wanted to stay there, he knew that he had more urgent things to do. Things that would enable him to remain in this world that he enjoyed for much longer.

"Ehh, uncle, what is your name?" Melvin asked from the side after he caught up to him.

The man glanced at him from the side with a wary look, and said with a hesitant tone, "Darius."

"Uncle, ehm, you see, I'm in a bit of a pickle," Melvin said with an awkward look as he met the man's wary look.

The moment those words were uttered he could feel the man quickly pulling off from him both figuratively and literally as he increased his speed, and so Melvin matched his pace again, and asked, "Please loan me some money, and I'll definitely pay you back tenfold."

When he heard that, the man's steps stopped, and looked at him deep in the eyes with a disappointed look, "Really lad?", with a sigh he continued, "I answered everything you wanted, and in the end, instead of just thanking me you wanted even more. That is very thoughtless..." Finishing speaking, he swiftly turned around and left shaking his head.

Although Melvin felt very humiliated when he heard that, he agreed with him. He could see how from the man's position he seemed very thoughtless and just wanted to benefit himself in any way he could, but he really couldn't help it. No one hated his position more than him, and so he could only thicken his skin and humiliate himself.

He needed a bit of money in order to buy some candles, eggs, and alcohol to start making his ink, and then he would need a quill and a parchment, and so even more money. He knew that the only way out of this mess was to begin creating his runes and find a way to make some money with them, but he needed capital to start.

With a deep sigh, Melvin pivoted and made his way back toward the bustling southern main road, navigating through the ever-shifting throng of people, vigilant to avoid collisions along the way.

As his eyes were mindlessly darting around looking at buildings, animals, and people he caught the sight of a beautiful older woman looking directly at him with a complicated expression. This woman was exactly on the same path that he was walking in, but the moment she saw him she paused still.

Melvin instantly knew that this woman must've known Jacob, and so he quickly averted his eyes to make it seem like he didn't see her and began gradually veering off into the right amongst the crowd of people coming and going.

However, although the woman initially seemed apprehensive, when she saw him changing paths, she followed after him with another woman and a bald strong man following closely behind.

Melvin noticed this as well and he knew that there was no running away from it, so he just stopped and patiently waited for her to make way amongst the masses.

When she was but an arm's length away, she halted and hesitantly asked, "Jacob, how are you doing?", she then smiled and added, "You look good."

Hearing the tone of voice and choice of words, Melvin was certain that their relationship must've been a complicated one, and after noting both the sincerity and care in her voice, he asked looking at the two behind her, "Can we talk alone?"

An expression of shock soon appeared on the woman's face before she rejoiced saying, "Yes, yes, of course."

She then turned towards the two and said something, before she slowly walked with Melvin toward one of the southern buildings facing the plaza.

The moment he reached the wall of the building, Melvin turned to the following woman and asked, "Do you know me?"

The woman's previous smile immediately crumbled under his words, thinking that he was toying with her. Noticing that, Melvin hurriedly explained, "Something happened and I lost all of my memories, I do not know who you are honestly."

Registering the shocking news, the woman's eyes widened in shock, but she quickly recovered and said, "Jacob, you don't have to always be so...hurtful."

Shaking his head, Melvin looked at her with a solemn expression and said, "I am not kidding. Yesterday someone tried to kill me with a poisoned knife, and someone saved me in the end. But I still lost all of my memories."

A pin-drop silence ensued between the two as they looked at each other. At the same time, Melvin couldn't help but feel slightly guilty for manipulating a dead guy's relatives for his personal gain, but he quickly dismissed such pointless thoughts for now. Survival was his priority.

He then deeply sighed and said, "I told you this just to say that I will be leaving the city. One of my friends, called George found me and told me that I am wanted by the guards and that I owe someone very dangerous called the Ghoul money. Then, there is the original person who tried to kill me so I need to leave before anything bad happens."

The woman before him seemed to be going through a myriad of emotions before she slowly began to tear up and said, "Are you certain about this?"

Melvin shrugged his shoulders passively and explained with a helpless tone, "This is the only way, otherwise, I will only die."

His gaze moved past her as he started analyzing the two people who were waiting for her with a strange look, and regardless of how much his head spun, he couldn't make any connection to how these people might have known Jacob.

However, his distracted mind was quickly captured by the thing he had been waiting for the most, a melodious teary voice soon rang out, "Do you need some money?"

Awkwardly scratching his head, Melvin smiled and apologized, "Yes, that would help a lot because I don't have anything."

The woman then quickly walked towards the two and began talking with the man, Melvin couldn't hear anything from that distance due to the loud drumming and music. But soon he saw the man finally shaking his head, gesturing with his hands, and giving the woman a small brown pouch filled with coins.

When she came back, the woman immediately jumped in for a big hug which left him even more intrigued by the relationship between the two, 'I think she was his sister, should I ask her?'

Frankly, he didn't want to know too much about Jacob. He knew that would make his decision to leave even more difficult, so he just said with a serious expression, "We'll meet again, don't worry!"

Even more tears trickled down the woman's cheeks, and her crying grew even further. By then Melvin had already said another goodbye and uncaringly left.

On his way back, his eyes met with the other woman when she walked toward the crying woman, and they exchanged a simple nod before he turned onto the main road and left.

'That was freaking intense' Melvin thought as he continued walking back south, 'Good lord.'

He was affected by the palpable sense of kinship that the woman felt toward him, and at the same time, the way he navigated that complicated dynamic that he had no business in being a part of.

At least that was all he could say to himself to avoid the lingering feeling of guilt that soured his mood, and so in an attempt to get rid of such negative feelings, he quietly pulled the string of the pouch loosening its tie, and took a look inside.

'That much?!' He thought with his legs no longer moving, but he quickly closed it shut once again and hid it in his pocket. He also didn't forget to start looking around in case someone else saw that too, but fortunately, no one did.

His attempt at diverting his attention was a perfect success. His previous complicated and guilty state of mind was instantly replaced by a wide smile. He then thought gleefully, 'There was definitely a gold coin in there, then some silver, and a lot of copper. That is more than enough, thank god I ran into them.'

With a big smile on his face, Melvin continued walking, and along the way, he noticed that a lot of people were also getting tired from all the dancing and the music which made the road get a bit crowded once again.

The buildings to the side were very different from their smaller counterparts close to the southern gates, and the most notable difference was none other than the fact these seemed to not have any stores.

'Or maybe they do have stores just of different kinds...' Melvin considered as he looked at their tall and wide exquisite wooden doors.

Suddenly, his stomach growled in hunger because a lot of time had passed since he last ate, and he had spent a lot of energy. Unfortunately, as he looked around, there were no stalls or stores that offered food in sight.

            

    
        Chapter 17 - The Heretic

    
    
    
    
                Most surprisingly, however, was that as Melvin walked along the main road, his eyes would reflexively peek at the intersections whenever he passed them. That was precisely the reason why he started noticing a very peculiar sight.

'What are they doing?' Melvin analyzed as he looked at various families carrying grills, meats, skewers, tables, and chairs in front of their houses.

As he continued to walk street after street, he started observing plumes of smoke rising from several places in the city, and a meaty scent filled the whole place.

The previously heavily crowded main road soon became deserted as people retreated to their houses, leaving Melvin and a few others.

Melvin felt his hunger increasing even more because of the delicious smell filling the air, and the fact that there was no place to eat, frustrated him even more.

'Guess It's time to use my newly learned skill,' Melvin sarcastically thought. As for what the skill was exactly, begging.

He had already stopped on the sidewalk of the main road with his gaze fixed to the right, observing a family with a long table in front of their houses filled with meat and other delicacies.

Because there were more than ten people, he felt slightly pressured. And so, with a long breath, he steadied himself and started approaching the unsuspecting family.

The atmosphere was lively and rang out with laughter, and though most of them were busy eating away everything in front of them, a slightly older woman and a young man around his age were close to the grill where they'd take the meat that had finished to the table and put new one to get roasted.

The grill was both rectangular and long but very short in height, reaching just around a person's knee, and so the woman sat next to it in a small wooden chair as she controlled a small bellow to increase the fire after the young man just took a batch of cooked skewers.

Sensing Melvin's approach, the woman's eyes immediately followed after him, awaiting whatever he was about to say. Melvin bent down his legs to get to her eye level, and when he reached close enough that the smoke was already hitting him in the face, he mustered up his most pitiful voice and asked, "Aunt, can you give me some food? I don't have a home."

The woman stood up and looked at him with a wide-smile, saying, "Of course, come here, come here."

She beckoned him to follow as she closed in to the table, and at the very head of it was an unoccupied chair. She gently pulled it back a bit and gestured, "Here, sit and eat whatever you like."

Melvin was shocked when he heard that, as that went against his expectations. He only wanted some meat to eat on the way, and now he found himself uncomfortably sitting at the head of the table as he awkwardly stared at the dozen eyes looking at him curiously.

"Ehh, Hello, my name is Melvin." He said, friendly nodding toward the group of people with a weak smile.

Fortunately, they all seemed to be in jovial moods, and so most of them greeted him warmly. However, he noticed that some faces weren't exactly friendly, and he reasoned this must be a family dynamic, and his presence puts a damper on it.

Thinking it was a good excuse to keep silent, he just ate and he listened to what they were talking about. Occasionally, one of them would ask him something, and he would answer.

After eating his fill that didn't take long, around a quarter of an hour, he immediately stood up and thanked all of them for the gracious meal before leaving. He noticed how the older woman had already finished tending to the grill, and so he didn't want to impose even more because he was sitting on her chair.

'I really like free things!' Melvin thought amused by how much he enjoyed asking for things.

He also understood that the festival seemed to inspire a spirit of generosity among the people as if it were a tradition for them to become particularly charitable during that time.

'Hmm.. Though, I do wonder who that woman I met at the plaza was.' He thought with a complicated expression, and he planned to ask George when he went home.

He understood that he had to go back, the roads would be closed for seven days, and a lot of people were looking for him to remain in the streets, would be dangerous.

If the roads weren't closed, he would have taken the first carriage to the next city and completely abandoned everything, including the quest and all the people who knew Jacob.

Apart from his lack of emotional attachment to them, they might as well have been considered a burden. He knew they would always approach him with their already established dynamic with someone already dead, and he wanted none of that. If he disappeared from their lives, it would also give them the chance to grieve Jacob.

When Melvin arrived in the same street where he had bought the potion close to the southern gate, he found that most shops were still closed.

Initially, he planned on just waiting in front, as he had nothing better to do. But, he remebered that he was still a wanted man and the a guard's station was quite close to him.

"Shit" Melvin mumbled under his breath at the realization, then he briskly walked toward the same narrow street where he talked with the other boys previously, and he noticed that there were a lot of stray cats moving about.

That wasn't the first time he had observed the abundance of stray cats that roamed the city streets. They seemed to populate every corner he glanced at.

Most cats seemed very friendly and unafraid of his approach, a testament to them getting treated well in the city he reasoned. However, there were several of them that seemed very skittish and apprehensive.

He sat down, back against the wall, and played with the cats for a short while. When he was bored, he checked the stores once again, but they were still closed.

Suddenly, he thought of something quite worrying, "Wouldn't the guards have implemented some contingency plan to inspect all carriages leaving the city to arrest criminals who want to run?"

"Shit." He cursed under his breath once again, realizing that the issue was more complicated than he first assumed. But, he quickly dismissed those thoughts as he recalled something he needed to do.

He still hadn't checked his other Title, and so with a flashing thought, the interface blinked into existence before him.
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With a goal in mind, Melvin briefly studied the interface, his heart filled with endless satisfaction as he did so, before he focused his eyes on the other title.

[Title: The Heretic]

Description: The Heretic places the bearer on a perilous path, inviting divine fury for daring to challenge the gods' authority. Yet amidst the looming threat of celestial wrath, an enigmatic force watches, its influence both ominous and compelling.

Skill: [The Gluttonous Atheist]

+20% Regeneration Rate for Health, Mana, Stamina, and Mental Energy.

Legendary Class Hidden Through Appraisal

(Upgradable)]

Melvin unconsciously rested his chin on his hand as he went through his title, but he still couldn't figure out some of the details, 'I think appraisal is a skill some people have that allows them to see the interface of others?' He thought with slight fear, but then he sighed in relief, 'Thank god then, if people were to know I have a legendary class how impossibly dangerous things would be for me?'

The +20 Regeneration Rate was instantly understood, and so with that, he focused his eyes on the skill given by the title to see its effects.

'That skill name...interesting.' Melvin mused with a smile, he could more or less imagine its origins.

[The Gluttonous Atheist: With a slim 5% chance of success, this rare ability allows the user to absorb one skill from a person of faith. However, once utilized, the skill enters a cooldown phase, rendering it inaccessible until the following month.]

'Fuck!' Melvin immediately stood up, scaring the nearby stray cats. His gaze trailed over the explanation for a second time, 'I can get a skill from those who follow the gods' faith?'

Needless to say, the skill sounded too good to be true, but there was a complication, 'How faithful is the question? Most people I've met believe in the gods, so are all of them eligible? Or does it require someone who is ultra-religious?' He thought with a deep pondering look on his face.

'Why is there no level is the question?' Naturally, he wouldn't miss such a stark difference between this skill and the other. When he saw the title had the word upgradable, he reasoned that the skill's progression should be following the title.

'Overall, it's very good... but I need to understand it more, the explanation is rather vague.' He thought. After throwing a brief look at the interface, he was certain that he understood most of it.

Even the Tiers were explained to him by the older gentleman he found in the ceremony. He told him about the three Initate, Novice, and Adept.

Each Tier gave three skills. One at the initial class inception, the second at Rank 5, and the last one at Rank 10. When one breaks through to the next Tier, the same pattern repeats itself.

'Wait!' Melvin's movement stiffened as he thought of another interesting possibility. He swiftly made the interface appear once again, and this time, he focused his eyes on his Stats. Although they seemed intuitive, a thorough understanding would be even better.

His assumption proved to be correct as a new table he had never seen before appeared before him.

| Name | Explanation |
| Vitality | Enhances health points, defense, lifespan, and overall physical resilience. |
| Strength | Indicates the physical power of an individual, enhancing attack damage and providing increased stamina. |
| Agility | Reflects nimbleness and quickness, boosting speed, reflex, agility, and increased stamina. |
| Intelligence | Boosts Mana, Magical prowess, and Mana Regeneration. |
| Wisdom | Increases Mental Energy, fortifying against mental attacks, enhancing offense in mental skills, and ME Regeneration|
| Charisma | Measures charm, persuasion, and leadership abilities, influencing social interactions. | 


After going through all of it, he understood why his health, mana, stamina, and mental energy points were in those ranges because that had indeed puzzled him before.

His thoughts weaved a simple calculation, 'It looks like for every point in both Agility and Strength I get two points in Stamina.' He concluded, 'Then every point in Intelligence and Wisdom I get five in Mana and Mental Energy. Then one point in vitality equals ten points in health...'

'The first three are rather straightforward, but the others are new for me I would need to experiment with them.' Melvin contemplated as he looked at the table of information in front of him, 'Intelligence affects magical powers that are rooted in mana, this one makes sense. Wisdom on the other hand affects mental energy, it seems to be like mana but more in the realm of the mind. Hmm...'

Charisma seemed pretty intuitive to him as well, it affected people's perception of you. It would make you seem more capable and your word will pull people, 'I wonder how much Charisma that Prince Consort has', Melvin thought with some intrigue after he recalled how absolutely domineering and capable that person made him feel from such a distance, even his voice stirred a subtle feeling of both respect and fear when he talked.

Feeling very satisfied with his new understanding of both himself and the world around him, Melvin went in to check if the shops had opened, and to his absolutely joy, they had indeed.

            

    
        Chapter 18 - Rune Ingredients

    
    
    
    
                'Festival is well and good, but life must go on.' He thought as he looked at the various shopkeepers who seemed reluctant to go to work on such a day.

Passing by the alchemy shop, 'Gerrald And Sons', he swiftly stole a glance, but he found that it was still closed. He steadily continued past it and stopped before a shop quite close.

This shop had a big wide entrance adorned with colorful tapestries and intricate mosaics, which left Melvin awed by its beauty and novelty for a second.

Stepping inside, he was greeted by a rich range of colors and aromas. The air was alive with the earthy scent of freshly ground cumin and coriander, their warm, golden hues shimmering in the soft light. Rows of crimson chili peppers and deep emerald herbs added splashes of vibrant color to the scene.

In the center of the shop, towering mountains of spices rose above a wooden platform, each pile carefully arranged to showcase the vibrant hues and textures. To the sides, shelves, and cabinets overflowed with an array of goods, from dried fruits and nuts to aromatic teas and handmade pottery.

Behind the wooden platform at the center where most spices were, a woman was sitting in a wooden chair busy reading a book. Her gaze reluctantly split from the book in her hand and raised her head to take a look. Registering that this was a customer, she smiled in greeting, stood up, put the boor in her chair, and approached him with graceful steps. "How can I help you, young man?"

Nodding back in greeting, Melvin walked a few steps forward as his eyes roamed around the beautiful shop before he asked, "Do you have candles?"

The shopkeeper had a faint smile tugging at her lips as she explained, "I do have candles, do you have anything specific in mind?"

Melvin who understood that the higher quality the better the ink would be, and thus the better the rune, immediately asked, "What are the highest quality candles that you have?"

A flash of surprise went through the woman's eyes before she earnestly said, "The highest quality candles are very expensive because they are made from the beeswax of the Luminescent Opalwing bee, infused with rare oils, and high-quality cotton wicks. They are worth four gold coins a candle."

Melvin's legs, which had been steadily carrying him through the shop as he surveyed its contents for intriguing items, abruptly halted. He turned back with a look of shock and exclaimed, "That much?!"

"Well, you did indeed ask for the highest quality." The shopkeeper laughed after seeing his reaction.

Awkwardly scratching his head, Melvin apologized, "Yeah sorry, I thought they were cheap."

"The starting price for candles is 20 copper coins, but they're made from questionable materials, so I avoid them," the shopkeeper explained. She then gestured towards a bundle wrapped in coarse purple paper and tied with a white string on a nearby shelf. "These candles here," she continued, "come as a bundle of six, priced at 10 silver coins. They boast excellent quality, crafted from palm oil sourced from the trees abundant in Eldoria and infused with various intriguing essential oils. Their fragrance is delightful and even enhances mana generation, making them ideal for late-night magic studies."

Melvin gently approached the shopkeeper to see it from up close, and though he couldn't see anything, the shopkeeper's explanation was satisfactory and painted quite the picture.

"Alright, I'll take them!" He agreed, and so the woman brought down the candles and started stuffing them in a sturdy, square-shaped burlap dark brown bag.

'Now that I have a bit of money I won't have to use egg whites so I'll just get gum which is much better instead,' He thought after remembering his next item on the menu, he turned around and asked the shopkeeper whether she had any.

"Which gum?" The shopkeeper asked puzzled, "The edible one that helps with digestive issues, or the other gum from trees?"

"The second one!" He replied, happy that she indeed had it.

Then she started showing him different types of gums that came from different trees, and they were also separated into different qualities.

Feeling slightly intrigued about its origins, and because he wanted to know if he could get them on his own, he asked, "Where do these gums from?"

The shopkeeper's eyes flashed with a bit of surprise as she assumed that he must know, but then hurriedly explained in brief details, "This gum is something that gets extracted when the bark of certain species of trees gets cut. The sap oozes out of the tree and it becomes hard upon contact with air, forming a solid matter they call tears. Then these tears are collected and cleaned to remove any impurities or debris. Finally, the purified gum is dried, graded, and sorted for various applications, including use in food, pharmaceuticals, and other things."

After listening to several origin stories about gum, in the end, he went with one that cost around 18 silver coins and was the size of a fist.

He then immediately remembered something and asked, "Do you have something that will help me light a small fire? A device or something like that?"

The shopkeeper shook her head saying, "There is a device called Flamecaster Ring for those who don't have fire magic, and you'll find it in the enchanters' stores north of the city."

'Fuck!' Melvin cursed, he knew that the north of the city would take him another half an hour of walking to get there, so he hopefully asked "Is there a method of transportation?"

Smiling the shopkeeper faintly smiled and said, "You're not from this country are you?"

When Melvin heard the question, his expression stiffened. From the quarrel he heard from those two groups of people in front of the sculpture of the general, he understood that this country was very hostile to those outside its borders because of some terrible past. Thus, didn't want to be seen as such, 'You never know how unpredictable people could be', he thought with some apprehension.

He quickly composed himself and waved his hand in disagreement, "Eh me? Noo", he said, "It's just I don't go out often, so I don't know much about these parts of the city. I gave my servants some days to spend with their families in the festival, that is why I have to do all of these things on my own."

The shopkeeper's eyes lit up in agreement, feeling like his words had indeed made sense. She could tell from his high-end clothes that he was a bit wealthy.

She slowly walked towards the entrance of the shop and gestured for him to follow, as she explained while pointing towards some carriages with an open roof that was red and explained, "These carriages are used for transport inside the city. The price is 20 copper coins, or if you don't want to be bothered by other people you can buy all of the seats for 1 silver and 50 copper coins."

'So that's what those red carriages were for...' His eyes lit up as he felt finally enlightened about their purpose as he had been seeing them all day.

With an understanding look on his face, as he kept nodding, Melvin thanked her, "I see. Alright, I appreciate the help."

He took one last look at the shop, and he started going through everything that he needed, afraid he might forget something, 'Hmm... I do need something to mix the soot with water, but maybe those boys will at least have a simple mortar in their home?'

After he thought about it some more, he decided it was better to not risk it. There was a very high chance that a shoddy shack where five teenagers lived won't have a mortar so he asked for a very simple one.

The shopkeeper showed him a small wooden mortar that cost 35 copper coins and seeing him nod, she put it in his bag as well.

"The total is 28 silver and 35 copper coins." Said the shopkeeper with a faint smile, handing him the bag after he asked for the total.

'Money does indeed fly.' Melvin ruminated with a sigh, he then loosened the tie on his small pouch and gave the gold coin to her.

She went back to a small desk by the chair she was sitting on, opened a drawer, and began making some calculations. In but a few moments, she walked back with a handful of coins, "Here is your change, 71 silver coins and 65 copper coins."

'It sounds about right?' Melvin lazy to even do basic calculations, just smiled back and took all of it, "Thank you, may you have feathery blessings!"

"To you as well!" Waved the shopkeeper with a smile, but her expression soon changed. The customer who was already on his way out, paused his steps and turned back to ask once again, "Sorry, I forgot something else. By any chance, you don't have a simple quill and parchments right?"

Still smiling, she shook her head and said, "No, you'll find those in a literary store. There is one in this district as well.", she advanced to the entrance of the shop once again, and pointed to the upper right of the street, "When you pass by the first turn to the left, the shop at the very corner of that street has those materials."

Understanding that he had already said, 'Thank you', and, 'Goodbye', plenty of times now which made him feel rather strange. He only nodded back with a smile and followed her direction.

Quickly arriving there after crossing the road, he assessed the shop in front of him.

Unlike most shops he had encountered so far that offered a wide path inside, this one had a chest-high wooden counter with a glassy upper area that showed some books inside, effectively blocking the entrance.

Behind it stood an elderly gentleman with a weathered face, his short grey hair peeking out from beneath a well-worn cotton hat. His stubbled chin added to his rugged appearance, and he was clad in a comfortable black sweatshirt. His eyes, though tired, held a spark of wisdom. Perched upon his long nose bridge, a pair of glasses rested low.

The older man was already tending to a customer who stood in front of the counter listing her needs, so Melvin merely stood behind her and listened to what she was getting.

When he noticed a very short and wide glass bottle of ink, he sighed in relief because he was certain this shop would have what he needed. In the meantime, his mind wandered, 'How easy it would have been if I didn't need to personally make the ink...'

When he previously focused on the explanation of the skill, he felt some knowledge exploding inside his mind. It included a very basic way to prepare ink, and it also emphasized another step that should be taken in that process. All so that it would become eligible for rune crafting. Thus, although he could buy the other materials such as quill and beast skin, he needed to make the ink from scratch, much to his chagrin.

            

    
        Chapter 19 - News Board

    
    
    
    
                Thinking of the skill, his calm and collected heartbeat immediately increased its speed in excitement. Noticing that the woman had paid and left, he impatiently approached the counter and asked with shining eyes, "Elder, I need a quill and a parchment. What do you have?"

Without saying anything, the old shopkeeper pivoted to a shelf to his right, picked a thick book, and put it above the counter with a thud.

He inclined his head slightly, his eyes peering over the low-hung glasses perched atop his nose bridge as he opened the book and began to explain, "This book is split into three sections. The first contains information about quills, the second about ink, and the third about parchments. Feel free to browse through them, and let me know what you're looking for."

With a nod, Melvin moved the book to the left corner of the counter, giving way to the customer behind him. Then, he slowly began going through the first section that had quills.

Opening the first page, he observed that each page was split in two. At the top of the page, a vivid drawing with colors about a quill with a gradient of brown hues. The quill's tip glistened, hinting both at its sharpness and fine craftsmanship, prompting him to quirk his eyebrows with a slow sage nod.

Below the drawing, intricate details describe the quill's craftsmanship, specifying the type of ore used to create its sharp tip and the species of bird from which the feather originated. A caption beneath the illustration reads, "The Quill of Drunk Autumn: 6 Silver Coin."

Melvin was only concerned with two things when looking at the quills, the materials used to create the tip and the strength of the bird, 'Hmm this one only has a simple copper quill and a feather from an Initiate Rank 2, and it already costs a six silvers.' He mused before commenting, 'Too damn expensive.'

True to his expectations, as he continued turning the pages the price for the quills began to increase in range. From the initial price, to hundreds, and finally a whopping 30 gold coins.

'Fuck won't I become rich if I robbed this old man?' Melvin thought in amusement as his gaze moved from the book to the cool disinterested old man who was serving a male customer with an impassive look.

Looking back at a golden quill he started reading its information, 'Forged through a process of gold, feather from a Novice Rank 3 Golden Fiery Swan, price 30 gold coins... Yeah right!' He thought.

He immediately began flipping the pages back, and when he reached the quill that made the most sense for him at this stage, he paused.

"The Quill of Beautiful Serendipity."

The feather was black and had a silver tip, it came from An Initiate Rank 8 Black Crow with a price of 11 silver coins. He turned to look at the old man who was already sitting engrossed in a book after he finished with the customer and said somewhat awkwardly, "Elder, give me one quill of beautiful serendipity."

'I don't know why you'd think of such a name when looking at a completely pitch-black feather.' Melvin thought, somewhat amused by the multitude of over-the-top names he had read thus far.

The old man put down his book and walked deep into the store, till his figure became hidden by the darkness within.

Melvin then flipped the book over, and started from the other end, looking through their collections of parchments.

'Oh?' Melvin analyzed as he looked through them, 'That is indeed interesting, but makes things somewhat complicated.'

He noticed how other than the fact the parchments were made from different beasts' skin, their sizes varied by a lot.

There was a Folio size, around a meter in height and a quarter in width, and so one page. Then, there was a Quarto size, which was in essence just a Folio folded in half.

Octavo followed the same rule, Quarto's size folded in half, and then Duodecimo, and Sextodecimo who were unsurprisingly the same thing, 'This isn't complicated at all, I was just scared off by the names.' Melvin thought with a smile as he looked at them.

As he was looking through the collection, he noticed how there was a parchment made from dog skin which almost immediately made him want to vomit, 'Not the poor dogs..'

He dreaded turning to the next page in case there was one of a cat, but fortunately after he did so, he found that it was only that of a deer, 'I can live with that.' he thought after exhaling a long breath he was unconsciously holding.

In the end, he chose two Sextodecimo parchments that looked like small books. Their height was slightly higher than the average height of a man's palm and slightly wider.

The skin came from a hyena monster called Strynthar Ravager that lived in the forests close to Nightmond city, making the price slightly cheaper, 3 silver coins a parchment, even though it was an Initiate Rank 6 monster.

"It will be 17 silver coins," said the old shopkeeper with a hoarse voice.

Melvin paid with a smile, reducing his total money to a measly 87 silver coins and 432 copper coins.

He took the quill wrapped in a thick piece of paper with the two parchments and put them in his bag thinking, 'Wouldn't it have been better if I could just use paper?'

The knowledge of his skill explained something about a monster's vitality in the skin, and because the paper was mostly made from trees, the vitality and energy of the materials used were almost negligible. Much to his dismay because paper was cheaper.

He walked back to the edge of the sidewalk and stood there, waiting for a red transportation carriage to come by. Standing there, he quickly noticed a wide and thin wooden board planted on the sidewalk. In front of it, several people stood, reading the content inside.

Intrigued by this, Melvin steadily approached the group and began reading as well.

---
Anticipation in the Air: Excitement fills the streets as the city eagerly anticipates the upcoming Crimson Feathers Festival. With tomorrow's festivities on the horizon, citizens bustle about, preparing their grills and adorning themselves in vibrant attire. Bodies sway in anticipation, ready to dance and revel in the joyous celebration to come.
---
Inheritance of the Arcane: At Lumina's Glow, the esteemed President prepares to pass the torch to a new successor: his own illegitimate son. As rumors swirl and tensions rise, the enchanter shop braces for a transition that could reshape the very foundation of magical commerce in the city.
---
New Owners, New Era: The Gaistel Family's recent acquisition of the renowned Crimson Fang Guild signals a significant shift in the mercenary landscape. With their resources and influence, they promise to usher in a new era of strength and prosperity within the guild's ranks.
---
Tragedy Strikes the Parker Family: Johnathan Parker, Vice-President of the Adventurer's Association, reels from the loss of his daughter, Amelia Parker. Assaulted and killed, her untimely demise casts a shadow over the city's streets, leaving her father and the community shaken to the core.
---
Rising Threat in the Woodlands: Concern grips the city as reports flood in of an abnormal surge in monster activity within the nearby forests. With the safety of the populace at risk, the Adventurer's Association is forced to call upon the aid of the military. Together, they stand ready to confront the escalating threat.
---

'Damn,' Melvin thought shock, especially after reading that last piece of news, 'It seems like it's very dangerous out here'

Still, what he felt the most looking at that was none other than disbelief. His mind was still having issues processing the gravity of his situation, and he would always internalize these things from the point of view of someone from Earth, someone who was both clueless and easily awed.

He continued reading the other articles as they proved to be a very good way to learn about the world, and listening to other people's conversations as they speculated over all kinds of news entertained him for a while.

The city had already started to become bustling with activity again, and the streets were busy with vendors loudly haggling. From one of the nearby taverns, laughter echoed, waking Melvin from his reverie and prompting him to glance in its direction.

The sign of a wooden cup and a bottle of wine made him remember something, 'I need alcohol to reduce the surface tension of the parchment so that it could soak up the ink, otherwise, it'll just stay on top of it and I won't be able to write like that.'

With no time to waste, he checked left and right to see if there was any incoming fast carriage before he crossed the road and entered the tavern on the other side of the street.

The tavern's wooden door creaked as Melvin pushed it open, revealing a dimly lit interior filled with the warm scent of ale and hearth fire. Circular tables were scattered throughout the room, each surrounded by patrons engaged in conversation or quietly nursing their drinks.

A large stone fireplace dominated one wall, casting flickering shadows across the worn wooden floorboards. A burly bartender with a black beanie stood behind the counter, polishing glasses with a rag as he surveyed the room with a groggy expression of someone who had just woken up.

Amidst the bustling atmosphere, there was an air of camaraderie and relaxation that enveloped the tavern. Melvin guessed that maybe all of these day drinkers were regulars.

However, he noticed something frightening that made his steps immediately halt in front of the door. Initially, the people inside the tavern only reflexively stole a glance at him out of habit, but noticing his stiff facial expressions, and more so the way he was just standing there, they all began watching, clearly intrigued by whatever was happening. Even the big group in the middle that was bellowing with laughter were stealing glances amidst their busy conversation.

As for what made Melvin pause, it was a huge black bear sleeping in front of the bar counter. If he wanted to go and ask the bartender for a bottle of alcohol, he had to stand directly in front of its face, but how could he do that?

'What in the world is happening here?' He thought in shock, but it was mostly a way to air out his confusion and process them. He understood that for some reason, some people were followed by monsters. He knew that they were to a degree, safe, and posed no threat to humans. Just the patrons' nonchalant reactions to a giant bear sitting next to them were a testament to that.

But, he didn't expect them to be even indoors, in an establishment that welcomed customers. He was still a man from Earth, and to ask him to willingly approach a black bear with his measly strength would always be met with a ridiculous scoff. The fact that just this morning, a little boy was eaten by a horse didn't help in easing his worries at all.

His gaze moved to the nearest table to his right, there he saw a younger man in his mid-twenties with shoulder-length brown hair drinking on his own. The man's expression looked intense as he looked at the jug between his palms, from time to time he would mumble something under his breath before clenching his fists in rage. "Does that bear bite?" A voice echoed close to him, capturing his attention.

            

    
        Chapter 20 - Final Task

    
    
    
    
                The man did a double take as to who asked the question, and when he saw it was just some kid, he said, "What are you even doing here brat? The bartender doesn't sell drinks to little boys who don't have any pubic hair yet."

To say wasn't Melvin offended by this brazen drunk fellow would be a lie, 'What the hell is wrong with this guy?' He thought after swiftly averted his gaze, no longer paying attention to him. Taking a deep breath, he began approaching the bar. He had to get his hands on some alcohol.

When he reached more than half the distance, he stationed himself behind a table filled with armored strong men and yelled to the bartender from there, "Bartender, I am not young, I just look young. Can you sell me a bottle of spirits?"

He tried to use the word he had heard often used to refer to drinks to appear more "in the know".

The tough bartender bellowed with laughter and asked, "But why are you speaking from there."

Melvin's smile stiffened and awkwardly replied, "Well, I am allergic to bears", as he kept stealing terrified glances at the sleeping giant whose breath could be felt from there.

Both the bartender and the group in front of him started to laugh as one of the armored men said, "This isn't helping your case either."

Melvin smiled, amused by the whole situation, and more so because he agreed with him. How would someone believe he was indeed older than what he looked like if he was hiding behind a group of men and unable to even approach?

He steeled his heart and thought, 'Animals are predictable, just look at how he is sleeping and isn't bothering anyone.' and he began slowly approaching the bar.

When he saw a woman going to the bar and bringing some big jugs of beer, in front of the bear, he became even unafraid and continued his approach.

Step by step, he walked so close to the bar to the point that the bear's warm breath could be felt in his ankles, and turned to look at the bartender, "Bartender, please here look."

He then very quietly put his bag over the counter whilst making sure that most of his attention was still on the bear and started explaining, "Look, candles, gum, quill, and parchment. All of these are because I am a writer and I need a bit of alcohol to create the ink."

Feeling intrigued, the bartender asked puzzled, "Oh? And how do spirits help with that?" with a knowing smirk he questioned, "To get a light buzz and enjoy the process?"

"No, no, I am serious." Melvin said with a serious face, "I need to mix the alcohol with the ink so that the parchment would be able to soak it up. Otherwise the ink would just stay as a bead on top of it."

He then remembered something and decided to add it, although it was true indeed it wasn't something that concerned him much, "Moreover, the first ingredient in creating the ink is water, and the alcohol helps kill the germs there, if not, mold will grow."

The bartender seemed to have bought his explanation as an understanding expression appeared on his face, and he said, "Alright, brat. I'll trust you. But if I hear in the news board that a mother whopped her kid's ass because he got drunk, it won't be my problem. Deal?"

"You got yourself a deal," Melvin said with joy, before his gaze habitually moved to the right and his whole body tensed up.

The black bear had woken up and was looking straight at him, 'Oh fuck', he thought.

Melvin felt his heartbeat racing, and then blood began rushing through his body as his legs tiptoed in an attempt to put more distance between him and the beast. Although he knew that eye contact was a sign of provocation, he just couldn't help but keep staring, afraid that the bear might pounce if he dared to look away.

*Roaar*

The bear stood up with a roar, and Melvin could feel his bladder threatening to loosen its hold, but the bear merely walked past him and went to sit somewhere else.

When the bartender came back with a very short and thick green glass bottle, he was shocked to find that the previously lively young man was pale with fright, his body visibly shivering.

Noticing that his friend's beast had moved to a new place, he easily connected the dots and began loudly laughing once again, "Take it easy on yourself young man, you'll die early at this rate. Haven't you heard what the royal scholars have said, fear and stress wreck the body from the inside."

"Yeah, yeah. I was just taken by surprise that's all, I am not usually afraid of bears." Melvin replied after he calmed himself a bit, not wanting the bartender to tease him even more as it was making him feel embarrassed. He quickly interjected, "That's not wine is it? I don't want any fruits on my parchment."

"No, it's distilled from rice, don't worry. I am not that stupid." The bartender replied with a smile, "Here, it's on the house."

Hearing that, Melvin was naturally surprised, "I'll leave you to it, have a good day, and Thank you!" Nodding toward the other group of armored men that had been watching him, he turned around and left.

In front of the tavern, he opened his money pouch took out 20 copper coins, and put them in his left side pocket.

Stepping to the edge of the sidewalk, he paused, his gaze scanning the bustling street. Soon, he spotted an approaching red carriage, drawn by a towering brown horse. With a sense of urgency, he tip-toed and raised his hand, signaling for the carriage to halt.

The coachman quickly caught his hand, and made the horse stop in front of him. Without saying anything else he climbed to the seat next to the coachman, and sat after giving him the money. On one hand, he would avoid getting too close to the people in the back as he doesn't like getting touched by strangers, and at the same time he would have a better view of the city from the seat above.

'Maybe this isn't the wisest choice as I am still after all, a wanted man.' Melvin thought with some apprehension, but by then the carriage had already started, and it would be too awkward to ask the coachman to stop it and get back down. Not that he couldn't do it, it was just an excuse for him to continue enjoying the show from above.

'I'll remember to buy a black cloak to keep my head somewhat covered.' He thought after encountering this issue several times now.

The city had already gotten back to its usual momentum with stores opened all around and people coming and going. Some wore simple clothes whereas others were armored to the brim, and Melvin knew that they weren't guards.

'They must be the adventurers,' He reasoned, at the same time there were also two words that kept popping up several times, which puzzled him quite a bit, "The Bamboo Forest, and the Fiendish Cemetry Dungeons. Just from the name, I know it's nothing good."

The fact that he saw several armored people missing legs, arms, and some of them were dead along the way, only carried by their friends, made him even more intrigued about these dungeons.

One of his friends on Earth was obsessed with video games, novels, mangas, and so on... Thus, he had somewhat of an understanding of what a dungeon was, but what it was in this world remained a mystery.

Along the way several people who were sitting behind them stopped the carriage to get down, and others got in. Slowly, but surely, the carriage reached the plaza, and so following a narrow path it continued encircling the giant dome-shaped building in the middle until it reached the northern main road and continued advancing.

Melvin told the coachmen to stop after a short while, and he asked him about where was the closest magic enchanter shop before paying him 20 copper coins and getting down.

With directions in mind, he continued walking on the main northern road with his gaze fixated to the right. Soon, a very big banner in front of one of the stores caught his attention and he stopped, 'Maverick The Enchanter, this is it.'

Step by step, Melvin walked inside and was greeted by one of the two young women who managed to shop, and directly got to the point because he had wasted enough time that day, and he was dying to begin.

The young woman quickly brought him a device that consisted of two interlocking hoops, crafted from a shimmering, iridescent material that seemed to pulse with a faint magical energy. Each hoop was adorned with intricate symbols, and Melvin knew that this was something good just from that sight.

"To activate it," The young woman explained, "you must place your thumb in one hoop and your index finger in the other to establish a connection between the two. Then, you need to manipulate your mana through your fingers and a small flame will ignite in the empty space between the hoops."

Melvin excitedly stretched his hand when he heard that, indicating if he could try it, and she indeed gave it to him.

The moment he put both of his fingers where they should, he felt something happen to the mana inside of his body. For the very first time, it felt under his control, and he felt like he had the capability to do something with it. Thus, a process that felt completely strange to him unfolded, and he gently controlled the flow of that mana to move through both of his fingers. The moment it reached the two hoops, the device absorbed it, creating fire, much to his amazement.

'I just did magic!' He thought with disbelief, mind completely blown, and then he repeated it again and again. From time to time a primitive laugh would escape his mouth, scaring the young attendant.

He then briefly glanced at his interface.

Mana Points, MP: 28/30

After nodding at that, he asked the woman how much it was. After finding that it was only 4 silver coins, he sighed in relief as he expected it to be way more.

He quickly paid and put it in his pocket, then he took another carriage and returned to the southern part of the city.

Melvin made sure to stop when he saw the first clothing store close to there, and he bought a black hooded cloak for 2 silver coins.

Putting the black cloak and especially the hood over his head, made him feel much more comfortable as he made his way back home.

            

    
        Chapter 21 - Ink Making

    
    
    
    
                Along the way, he noticed a shop that sold weapons, and he immediately entered. That was how he was planning on making some money to leave the city, infuse his runes into weapons, and sell them.

The insides were rather straightforward, with shelves on the walls, and a wooden platform in the middle with a variety of weapons.

Melvin observed how the shopkeeper although noticed his presence, didn't approach, so he just kept strolling around looking at the various weapons in front of him.

Needless to say, compared to his previous world this one was much more advanced in that aspect since he could tell that the quality of the weapons was very high just from looking at them.

Knowing what his needs were at that level, he only chose a small dagger that had a smooth sharp edge and a brown handle and approached the shopkeeper for the price.

After paying another 13 silver coins for the dagger, he put it in the waistband of his pants and got out.

'I still have 68 silver and 392 copper coins. That is not bad.' Melvin calculated, walking back to where the boys lived.

Along the way, he was verbally hassled by a group of guys on the edge of the slums after he passed by them, but he didn't do anything and just continued walking. He had realized another thing from this world, most people were awfully strong and seemed to have superhuman skills and abilities, but in contrast, he had nothing.

He was certain that their strength and agility were way beyond his, and even their skills seemed to be numerous, which frankly puzzled him greatly. 'Why didn't Jacob's body have any?' He thought.

Once he reached the space where the boys were previously fighting with those coachmen, he saw the shack that the small boy William entered to get the wooden box that had some money and approached it.

This was like a normal neighborhood, with houses in various rows with the road winding through them. Naturally, the biggest difference was that there were no houses here, just shabby wooden shacks where the air hung heavy with the pungent stench of fish and horse urine.

Their shack was situated on the second row, and so after walking with a row of shacks to his left, he turned around to the right and saw the entrance to their own.

It stood at a humble height of about two meters, with a width spanning approximately six meters. Its entrance bore a weighty, seemingly detached door, standing resolutely without any apparent tether to the structure. Crafted from a mishmash of rugged wood, inexpensive fabric, and broad sheets of paper, the shack exuded an aura of both poverty and instability.

Taking all of that, Melvin's face grimaced, 'What in the world?'

As he cautiously pushed the door aside and stepped into the dim interior, the shabbiness of the insides unfolded before him. Glass bottles and discarded clothes cluttered the space. Six worn rugs lay strewn across the floor, three on either side, separated by a flimsy curtain that barely partitioned the room.

Closing the door behind him with a soft thud, he surveyed his surroundings, 'Jesus Christ.', he thought. Slowly walking in the middle where a path was naturally formed between the rugs, he continued towards the corner. Reaching there, he glanced down, and thought, 'This smells kind of funky.'

Melvin understood that everything was dirty around here, and because he had just showered he could feel it even more. Sighing to himself he put his bag on the rugs to his right, and he sat down on the one to the left. He could tell that this was where the boys slept. With only a long, thin, coarse blanket, or rather a rug, serving as a barrier against the cold, unforgiving ground.

Sitting there and taking everything in, a sense of urgency overwhelmed him. He knew that he was too distracted by everything new in the city to really gauge the reality of the situation, but as things stood he was poor, weak, and ignorant about the world. To make things even worse, he was wanted by three great powers in the city, who either wanted to make his life a living hell or worse, kill him.

In other words, the situation was rather bleak, and it was only now amid this palpable poverty and misery that he finally saw it. Understanding that his only way out of this mess was his legendary class, he dismissed his worries and got to work.

Melvin stood up; took off his cloak, and put it on top of the rug he was sitting on. He went back to the other corner of the shack, close to where the door was, and grabbed two knee-height brown bricks that he found there.

In the same place, he positioned the bricks parallel to one another, and then he placed a piece of thin metal he found lying around on top of the two bricks.

Walking to where he put the bag down, he grabbed the bundle of candles from it and tore it apart. From the six candles, he took three and left the other three inside of the torn paper and put it back inside the bag.

Returning close to the door, he sat down, put the other two candles beside him, and focused on one.

He used the Flamecaster Ring and lit the braided cotton wick on fire, and his face froze as realization struck. 'Fuck!' He internally cursed seeing the oversight, 'I forgot to buy a candle holder...'

He turned the candle upside down, moved it under the piece of metal, and waited.

Soon, the wax of the candle began to melt and started dripping down. Moving his hands, he continued dripping that wax until a small circular mound was formed and put the candle on top of it. He didn't let go of the candle until the wax underneath it completely solidified, and then he gently removed his hands.

Noticing that it worked, he sighed in relief and repeated the same process for the other two candles. Once that was finished, the first step was completed.

'All I need to do now is wait,' Melvin thought as he looked at the flickering flames in front of him. Although he was slightly warmed by the heat emanating from the candles, he couldn't help but feel a shiver of cold.

He understood that this was a coastal city, so a more cold and windy weather was to be expected. Especially, for the boys who lived so close to the ocean, and in such a shabby building that had many openings.

He was aware that the ocean was just behind the walls that stood behind the stables, if a moment passed where things were really quiet, he could even make out the faint sound of the waves crashing against the shore.

'Though I wonder what those guys are doing?' Melvin thought in passing, but this was in his favor. The more they stayed out of the home, the better.

This was the price that came with occupying an existing person's body, you get entangled in all of their baggage, even though you had nothing to do with it. Thinking that he would be indeed spending the night, he felt a trace of anxiety growing within.

He had no idea how he should navigate the weird relationship dynamic between him and each person in that group, especially George.

'How easy it would have been if I had access to his memories?' Melvin ruminated, 'But then if it was easy there would be no enjoyment...'

Naturally, he wasn't talking about his own.

He continued waiting for the candles to burn for a little while longer, and then when he finally noticed that they were halfway through, he blew them off.

He walked back to his bag, cut off a piece of purple paper that was holding the candles, carried the dagger he left on the other rug, and returned close to the door.

With thumping impatient steps as he stood beside the bricks Melvin waited, he kept touching the metal from time to time to gauge its temperature. Once it was finally cool enough to the touch, he flipped it over and put it above the purple piece of paper he put on the ground.

In the center of the piece of metal, a lot of soot was gathered. It was the result of the combustion of hydrocarbon fuels from the candle smoke, and it was the most crucial ingredient in making ink.

Using his dagger, he began to scrape all of the gathered soot with focused intensity. Each scrape sent a small flurry of black dust dancing upward, briefly obscuring the dim light filtering through the cracks in the ceiling. The purple paper below grew steadily darker, absorbing the evidence of his efforts.

Noticing that he had scrapped all of it, he put down the metal, and tilting his torso to the side he grabbed one of the glass bottles, and put it on the ground in front of him.

He carried the now-filled piece of purple paper and gently began folding it in order to gather all of the powder in the middle, then he moved it on top of the bottle's head and began dropping the content of the paper inside of it.

'Shit, I forgot to check if the bottle had any liquid residue inside.' Melvin cursed once again, 'I always miss the small details.'

He brought the bottle to eye level and started looking through its dark green blurry glass, but thankfully he didn't notice anything.

'Alright, time for the final step.' He thought, with some excitement bubbling up in his heart after he put down the bottle close to the bricks, and walked back to the corner once again.

When he reached the bag, he knelt atop the rug and started rummaging through it. He brought out the gum, the small bottle of alcohol, and the wooden mortar.

Returning to the door of the shack with the items, he sat down once again and finally got to the heart of the process.

He had already found a bottle made of clay in the shack that had some water, and so using that he gently poured a bit of water in the mortar. Using his dagger, he cut a small piece of the gum and added it on top of the water. After a minute or two, the gum began to dissolve inside the water.

'It's ready,' Melvin remarked, he grabbed the glass bottle filled with the black pigment, or in other words, the soot scrapped from the candle smoke, and poured half of it in the mortar.

The liquid inside was immediately painted black, and so using the wooden pestle he began to gently mix everything together.

Suddenly, something shocking happened that left Melvin's mouth agape, but his hand controlling the pestle didn't stop.

His previously dormant and unmoving mental energy began to move all around him, effortlessly creating white arcane symbols that he had no idea what they presented.

            

    
        Chapter 22 - Trial and Error

    
    
    
    
                The symbols kept rotating around him like a beautiful tornado before they all converged into a mist that began to approach the mortar. Just as it was about to touch it, it gathered even more strongly before it transformed into a pure transparent liquid that had no smell and flowed with the pitch black mix he was creating.

'Wouaah!' Melvin thought in wonder. The whole process was so magical and shocking that it left him in awe, and the fact that he was responsible for it made him even more excited!

He swiftly brought up his interface, and true to his expectations, his mental energy was used.

Mental Energy: 19/25

After mixing it a little bit more, his hand finally stopped, and with a heart filled with anticipation. He retrieved one of the parchments he brought along and his black quill.

In the same position, legs crossed, he put the Sextodecimo folded parchment on top of his right knee, grabbed the quill with his right hand, put it in the mortar to absorb some ink, and moved it above the page.

'Hmm...' It was then when he realized something important, 'Write a story and weave a rune about it? What the hell does that even mean?' He thought, gazing at the shabby wooden ceiling.

Facing such a simple but seemingly unsurmountable question, he quickly distracted himself, deciding to try if the ink was good.

Moving his hands from left to right, he made a simple horizontal line across the top of the first page until the ink ran out.

'It's a bit too... watery.' He commented, slightly shaking his head.

He knew that the whole process of making ink revolved around the question of ratios, in other words, a question of trial and error. But he was already satisfied with the results thus far, 'At least the page soaks up the ink, so that's something.'

Returning to the original question, he was still confused as when he started. Attempting to glean some new information, he summoned the interface explaining his only class skill.

[Storyweaver(Level 1): The user has the ability to grasp the essence of a story and extract runes from it. The attributes and effects of these runes are dependent upon various factors, including the narrative's weight, way of writing, details, and the materials employed in the process.]

'Narrative's weight? Now what the hell does that even mean?' Melvin questioned himself, still confused, 'Maybe how impactful the story is?'

He decided to try the old cliche, so he soaked up the quill in the ink, and began writing with the new language that he automatically learned since coming here, "It was a dark stormy night..."

Studying his writing, his smile stiffened. "That's actually... unreadable." Melvin muttered under his breath, "If I wasn't the one who wrote this, I wouldn't even know what the hell it was saying."

He knew that it was because of the quill, he had never used such an archaic method of writing, and it was insanely difficult.

The tip of the quill had a twisted edge that made it challenging to write with. Melvin also felt that this feather felt wrong in hand, as if he was going against it.

Sighing deeply to himself, he continued filling the quill with ink and resumed his writing.

He wrote a very crude story about a dog that was transported to another world, and he was shunned by all of the other dogs of that world because unlike him they hated playing fetch, and they especially hated sticks. In the end, the dog was so fed up with trying to win them over, that he no longer cared and played fetch with himself. Until he got depressed and killed himself due to loneliness.

'Seems legit.' Melvin smiled in satisfaction after writing the last line, 'Alright now, for the real action.'

He gently guided his palms above the page where the story was written, and soon another magical process began to unfold.

The previously dead and unmoving ink started to boil, and new arcane symbols with various colors began to swim around, and through the page. The ink then began to separate itself from the page, and the letters followed one another as they joined the swirling dance. Whenever a character floated on top of the parchment, it seemed to absorb the vitality and nutrients hidden in that beast's skin as it would immediately dry up before becoming mere dust that flowed with the subtle breeze.

Melvin's heartbeat quickened in joy, and his mouth felt dry witnessing such an occurrence, but his wide awed smile soon stiffened. All of the symbols instantly disappeared, and the dancing ink landed on both the ground and his red shirt.

'Where the hell is the rune?' Questioned Melvin, but there was no answer nor was there any rune.

After looking around for a while in case it was hidden somewhere, he didn't find anything, even his stats interface was exactly how it was, 'I guess it was a failure?'

That was the only plausible conclusion he could reach, and the more he went through the process in his mind the more it seemed to be true.

Melvin's fingers gently massaged his forehead because a strong headache assaulted his senses out of nowhere, but he dismissed it and continued what he wanted to see, 'I wonder how much mental energy I used...'

Mental Energy: 3/25

Seeing how low it was he was surprised, 'I used that much in the skill?', but then he realized that the headache began as soon as he started the skill and so he considered, 'Could it be that the less mental energy I have the more it affects the mind? I mean it does make sense, it even has the word mental in it.'

This naturally presented him with a very important question, 'What will happen if it goes below three?', imagining the possibilities, he shuddered.

He decided to ask someone else once he had the chance, he knew that he would never try it on himself afraid that something unexpected might happen.

Quickly moving on from that stream of thoughts, Melvin returned to the original point, 'Why did it fail?'

Chin rested on top of his fingers as he sat cross-legged on the ground, he began contemplating the issue. He looked through the whole process in his mind, from beginning to end, and questioned every step of the way, 'Could the ink's quality be subpar?'

That was actually, not that improbable, the ratio of ingredients that he used wasn't exactly what one might describe as ideal. However, he felt that the ink's quality although bad, could work.

'Is it because the story is small and grim?' He ruminated, because of the fact that writing stories was a very novel experience for him, he was a bit overwhelmed by it, and then coupled with the fact that he found it difficult to write with the quill, he had only written a page at most.

Suddenly, he thought of a very important question, 'Stories are usually for other people, to who I am writing this begin with?'

The first thing that came to mind was the being who saved him, but he quickly dismissed such a ridiculous idea. Someone of that level of power wouldn't need his poorly made scribbles that didn't make any sense.

He brought up the explanation of his skill once again, hoping to get some inspiration.

[Storyweaver(Level 1): The user has the ability to grasp the essence of a story and extract runes from it. The attributes and effects of these runes are dependent upon various factors, including the narrative's weight, way of writing, details, and the materials employed in the process.]

Out of everything in there, the first part was the thing that stood out to him the most, 'I have the ability to grasp the essence of a story? That's that word again, essence.'

He could still remember the being's majestic voice echoing through the darkness, talking about the essence of life, but to him, those things were mere abstract concepts. Melvin needed something simple, something more tangible that he could work with.

'If it's strictly the essence of a story, what's the point of good writing then?' He questioned, 'Maybe good writing is complex thus bringing out the essence?... I don't know, maybe.'

'Wait!', He thought, for some reason his mind randomly associated the word essence with flow, and the moment he thought about that word he recalled the feeling he was having when he was telling Karl about what happened to him.

Melvin had never in his entire life felt so engrossed telling a story, and more so being so intuned with the flow of it. Initially, he just chalked it to himself being very excited about the notion of magic, the class, a new beginning, and most importantly it was the fact that he was dying and Karl not only offered him a bath which shortened the time needed by a long a while, but also treated him graciously.

Taking all of those factors into consideration, it made some sense for him to feel very motivated and happy to recount his stories to that person. As a way to both connect with him and also amuse him as a show of appreciation for his help.

'Maybe there is something more involved in that?' Melvin questioned, and then he began going through all of the times he said something that could be considered a story to others. He noticed how in almost all of them the words just effortlessly converged in his mind creating the perfect sentence that managed to grip people, and they in turn also paid more attention to what he was saying.

The more he thought, the more focused his mind became, he felt that that he was on the verge of grasping something crucial, something that would revolutionize the way he approached the skill, and that was precisely what he needed.

With a solemn expression, Melvin in his cross-legged sitting position kept going through all of the details of the stories he told to those people. He wanted to understand them more, what differentiated them from the others.

There were a lot of elements that he found, like the fact that all of those stories were real. He was also personally involved in all of them, he was very emotionally invested in them, and most importantly he understood those stories perfectly because he saw them happening in front of his eyes.

After finally locating the head of the yarn, Melvin felt a surge of joy. With a clear direction in mind, he was eager to methodically experiment with each of those elements.

Creeak-

The door to his left suddenly moved, prompting his gaze to follow.

Two young boys emerged from behind the door, and slowly entered with a bag in hand, 'Great, that's what I needed.' Melvin cursed in his mind.

Seeing him inside, the two were caught off guard at first, and so unaware of how to navigate this situation because of the previous incident, they just froze and kept quiet.

Melvin found this slightly amusing and said, "Why the long face, just go and don't mind me."

Not understanding what the word, 'Long face', was supposed to be, the duo confusedly walked towards the two rugs to the right.

            

    
        Chapter 23 - First Rune

    
    
    
    
                When they saw that there were three rugs, and there were only two of them there, they swiftly glanced at each other before they averted their gaze and sat down in silence with a dejected expression.

"Where is George and Henry?" Melvin asked without turning to look at the two, and he quickly received a response, "We don't know..."

This time he stood up and turned around asking, "Where do you guys pee around here?"

He had been avoiding drinking water the whole day precisely because of this reason, but when he saw the clay bottle beside him a while ago, he couldn't help himself and drank his fill.

The blonde-haired William stood up and said, "Follow me, I'll show you where"

The duo quickly got out of the shack, and took a turn to the left, heading in the direction where the stables were. As they approached, they were greeted by a wide entrance, its sturdy frame enveloping the multitude of rows inside. Each stable was constructed from sturdy wood, their roofs providing shelter for the beasts within.

Walking through the stables, Melvin was able to see all kinds of strange beasts curiously watching them from the relatively small door. A polar bear with a horn and ridiculously small wings, a horse with viciously sharp teeth, a giant otter, and so on...

However, this sight that would have previously made him feel a rush of excitement due to its fantastical element was overwhelmed by the intense smell.

The place reeked of both piss and the feces of dozens of beasts, the shit was so much that it accumulated into a thick layer that reached even the paths between the stables. Melvin's every step landed on the soft ground, giving his already death-filled boots an extra flavor.

The duo soon reached the end of the stables, where the walls were, and William merely pointed to a dark corner beside the brown rough walls.

Seeing the sight before him, he immediately understood that that's where they do it, 'Surely there is a better way?' He thought. Karl's shower was still fresh on his mind, so he knew that there was definitely a better way.

His bladder had different thoughts though, so he approached the beginning of where the pee was so strong and did his business. Throughout the process, he kept his nose pressed firmly into the crook of his elbow, desperate to shield himself from the pungent odor invading his senses.

When he finished, they quickly walked back, but on the way, they met someone. The short and slightly overweight coachmen whom Melvin had verbally confronted that morning and took three gold coins from.

The moment Melvin saw the creepy smile plastered all over his face as he looked at them, he knew that something was wrong and his steps halted.

"Good evening, The snake..." Loudly uttered the man from a distance, his tone dripping with sarcasm as he enunciated each word slowly.

William was about to start cursing, but Melvin quickly squeezed his shoulder, the last thing he needed was further enraging this man who oozed with strength.

Melvin coldly looked at the man and continued moving without saying anything else. But when he brushed past him, a voice resounded from behind, "I saw something very interesting today."

When he heard that, his steps stopped once again. For some reason, he knew exactly what the man was talking about, his wanted poster. His heartbeat's rate increased, and his mouth reflexively gulped.

He deeply inhaled trying to calm down his anxious state of mind, but he was met with the strong stench once again. Slowly turning around, he voiced, "What's that?"

By then the man had also turned around as well, meeting his gaze, and he said, "I think with that tone, you already know.", and then began gloatingly laughing.

Melvin's face contorted into a grimace, and he felt that his only safe place was on the brink of getting lost. He knew that they wouldn't be able to survive on the streets that were abuzz with guards and violent criminals.

The man smiled and continued, "The reward said 80 silver coins for information about you, but I have something better in mind."

"What do you want?" Codlly asked Melvin, though inwardly he couldn't be further from being confident.

"Triple."

'That's not so much' Melvin thought with a small calculation, 'triple is 2 gold coins and 40 silvers.'

Seeing his slightly relaxed expression, the man's smile widened, and said, "Triple the amount you took from me, 9 gold coins."

"What?!" Melvin unconsciously muttered as he approached the man with a mad look, and the man mirrored and closed the distance even further.

He was immediately overwhelmed by his presence, which woke up him as he retreated a few steps back.

Witnessing the sight, the man's smile widened even further, "See, you're just a brat. The Snake or whatever other names they call you is just nonsense. You will bring me the money the day after tomorrow or I will settle for that 80 silver coins."

Melvin immediately turned around and left, with William following behind with disappointed glares aimed at his back.

He paid him no heed because he was busy ruminating, 'Shit that was indeed humiliating.'

He could still feel his heart beating in fear, and when the man approached him he was even more afraid. However, he didn't feel disappointed in himself or anything of the sort, though it'd be a lie to say he didn't hate the whole situation.

Both the man's gloating gaze as he dominated him in that exchange, and the small brat's eyes filled with judgements made him feel bad. Melvin knew better than to let his actions be driven purely by emotions, after all the last time that happened he was going to be removed from existence once and for all.

'I will run away and go stay at a hotel.' He finally concluded once the two reached their shabby shack.

There is no need to mention even 1 gold coin, much less 9, he was completely broke. And even if he had them, he would never give that guy any money, that would be too humiliating, more than it already was.

William no longer said anything to Melvin, and he liked it as such as well. Their thoughts were too different from one another, and it wasn't just because of their age, it was something even more fundamental, their upbringing.

The group of boys and Jacob himself lived in such a brutal world that the way they approached the world and their places in it was very different.

Melvin knew that when the little brat would tell the others, no one would respect him anymore, and frankly this only made him resent them more, 'How heartless, your friend has just lost his memories and doesn't know how to approach the world and this is how you treat him.'

Dismissing such thoughts, Melvin sat down on the rug at the corner of the shack to the left and began writing.

After about two hours or so, he finally finished writing a real story about himself it was none other than the story he told Karl as well. When he began writing it, he debated whether to add some fictional elements because he didn't know exactly what happened to Jacob, in the end, he rejected that idea and decided to begin with the supermarket.

Finding his favorite brand of bread, seeing the afterlife, the gods, getting saved, waking up, etc... Until he came back from the previous confrontation and picked up the quill to write.

It took him a total of eight pages to go through all of that, and though he was very much aware that the way of writing was also important and he was pretty subpar in that aspect, he felt satisfied regardless.

He stood with excitement painting his face, and his heart beat with a beautiful rhythm of anticipation as he walked out of the shack toward where he went to pee earlier. Melvin knew that the process that was about to unfold would be a bit shocking, so he didn't want others to see.

When he arrived there with the folded parchment in hand, he began making sure that no one was paying attention. The sun had already started to take cover on the horizon, not that he was able to see that through the high walls, but he just knew that the sky had darkened which lessened his visibility to a degree.

This time, he walked into the deepest corner where people peed, and with his right palm above the parchment in his left hand, he unleashed the legendary skill.

Soon, the arcane symbols began to dance all around him once again, making the dimly lit corner slightly brighter. Before long, the characters jumped out of the parchment, drying out the pages in the process that slowly dropped down to the ground.

With Melvin's hands now free to rest to the side, he watched everything happen with a deep sense of awe and reverence. What made his excitement swell even more was the fact that, unlike last time, he could feel a sense of power being created through the arcane symbols and his characters dancing around one another.

Moment after moment, the two ingredients began to lose their previous forms and gradually transformed into just pure energy that swirled around him.

The dance increased its pace, and in the end, all of that assembled into a singular rune with a symbol that had the shape of a snake's serpentine slits.

Before he could even internalize the whole thing, two small windows appeared in front of him.

[Congratulations! You have created a Rune: Cunning Venom]
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                [Congratulations! You have created a Rune: Cunning Venom]

[Rune of Cunning Venom:
+ 5 Vitality
+ 5 Strength
+ 5 Agility
+ 3 Intelligence
+ 3 Wisdom
+ 20% Basic Poison Resistance]

'Oh my god!' Melvin thought in shock after going through the information about the rune for the third time now. But in this dimly lit corner, the rune's light green radiance glowed too strongly, so he immediately grabbed it with his right hand in fear of someone noticing.

The moment the rune made contact with his index finger, it dissolved into wisps of energy that seeped into his body. An overwhelming sensation soon followed. Melvin closed his eyes in satisfaction and utter joy. He had never felt so strong in his entire life, and he felt like he could easily carry more than he ever could, he felt brimming with health and vitality, but most importantly, he felt sprite, quick, and nimble.

Even the potent stench couldn't obstruct his happy mood and wildly running daydreams as he walked back into the shack.

Along the way, he swiftly checked his mental energy, '3/40, good stuff!' He thought with a smile. He understood that mental energy was involved in the creation of runes, and now that his reserves increased, then he would be able to create better runes.

At the same time, he was also contemplating all of the factors involved in making the rune strong, and he knew that the reason behind the success of the previous rune was the story's weight, to him personally.

That story encapsulated the most profound and life-changing events in Melvin's life, and he knew that going through something like that again was very unlikely, 'If I had a better quality Ink, parchments, quill, more mental energy, and I knew how to write better I would have made something even more powerful.'

He could more or less discern the fact that stories could not be recycled, otherwise, what would be the point of the complexity of the class? Moreover, he knew that the essence of that specific story was completely captured and converged into the rune, hence its strength. But he would try once, just in case.

That was the thing that Melvin felt was the most valuable out of the previous experience, he understood what the essence meant. But if he were asked to describe it, he wouldn't know how to even begin.

All he knew was that people carried with them innate psychological energies through their thoughts and emotions. The essence needed for his rune's creation was the combination of said energy, with the outer energies of the world, and in this case more specifically, Mental Energy.

Walking into the shack, he noticed that the two small boys had already gone out, and in their place were the two bigger boys. When he was about to enter he had heard them talking, but when he walked in they turned silent.

Melvin's senses were immediately assaulted by the strong smoke and smell of alcohol wafting from the two. Both of them had these dark brown cigarettes in hand that filled the shack with plumes of grey smoke, and each one of them had a green glass bottle in hand where liquid chaotically moved inside.

The three looked at each other for a while before Henry asked, "Have you remembered anything?"

Melvin only shook his head in response, and his eyes moved beyond the two, where his ingredients were. He carefully walked past the two and went to grab a piece of gum to create more ink, because the small amount he created had already ran out.

Suddenly, George said in a low voice, "We knew what happened, what do you plan to do with him?"

His steps paused, and he glanced down meeting his gaze before he said, "I will run away, you guys didn't do anything and they don't have anything over you," Before he continued what he was doing.

The two quickly glanced at each other behind his back before Henry offered with an amused smile, "Come drink with us, maybe you'll remember it then."

"Ah, no, thank you. I have something I need to do." Melvin rejected as he rushed past them again and sat on the floor by the door, starting the ink creation process, by lighting up the candles and waiting.

"What are you doing?" Asked Henry after George shot him another look.

"Making Ink."

"For what?" Henry continued.

"To write something," Melvin said with a smile, his eyes following the dancing flickers of the candles.

The duo Glanced at one another before George probed, "The festival will start shortly, are you going to see it?"

Melvin couldn't help but think, 'Maybe I shouldn't delay going to the hotel.'

Initially, he planned on waiting until tomorrow to go so that he could cut out his expenses, but now facing the barrage of questions, he knew that writing would become difficult, so he began seriously considering it. Turning around, he said, "No, I don't feel like it. Will you?"

They both shook their heads, saying a synchronized, "No."

'Shit!' Melvin thought after he turned to look at the candles once again, the situation was too intense. It wasn't awkward, but more so filled with underlying meanings that he didn't know how to navigate.

Fortunately, unlike the small William, they didn't seem to be too disappointed in him after they heard what happened with the coachmen, and that had indeed made him slightly think highly of them.

Once the candles burned until there wasn't any wax left, he waited for a while until the metal was cool enough, and he began scrapping on top of the paper. That was when a good idea struck him, 'It's the perfect way to try that.'

When he put all of the ingredients inside the mortar, he told both of them, "Wait I'll be right back"

He walked out of the shack, and looking left and right he saw how many people were coming and going. Then he turned to the left and began walking towards the stables once again, this time he didn't go too deep, but just put the mortar on top of a rock protruding from the ground and began mixing everything together, when he was about to use his mental energy he made sure no one was looking before he continued.

He could feel his control over the flow of mental energy, and he had more freedom to choose how much he wanted to put. However, the ink seemed to have a limit, and it was unable to accept anything more than six points.

Observing this strange occurrence, Melvin pondered, 'It seems like the ink has a limit based on its quality, but this six feels too little...'

He understood that once he had ways to increase the ink's quality, then he would be able to pump even more Mental Energy into it, resulting in higher quality runes.

Melvin quickly walked back to the shack and sat on the corner once again. He looked at the two who were busy smoking and drinking, and asked, "Tell me some a great story about me."

The duo looked at him with a complicated look, but he waited for their answer with his quill in hand as he looked at them.

George didn't say anything, but just raised his bottle and drank. Henry seeing this, sighed, and began recounting a story.

It was about how the group stole a coin pouch from a random man in the street, but the man saw Jacob's face and knew where he lived, so he told his son about all of that. The son felt humiliated and wronged for someone to steal from his father, gathered his friends and came to beat up Jacob. However, what he didn't expect was that Jacob's neighborhood was filled with guys just like him, and so a big group gathered and they completely wrecked the son and his friends.

Melvin who was busy writing the story couldn't help but shake his head in disappointment. The story was more complicated than just that, but he wrote everything that he could, which took him three pages, leaving only four other pages left, but he still had the other parchment.

By then, the duo were already drunk, and even George would chip in from the side and add a few details. After finishing the story, he remembered the encounter with the woman and asked, "By the way, I met this woman in the ceremony, and she was the one who gave me money. Do know you who she is?"

When he described how he met her, the people who were behind her, and especially how she looked, George's stood up with a mad look, yelling, "That's your whore mother."

Hearing the words, Melvin was shocked, not because of the contents but more so the brazen provocation. He immediately stood up and confronted the shorter guy, looking down at him with a cold expression. Now that he had the rune, his stats were already strong enough, to the point that they had boosted his confidence by a large margin.

***
Name: Melvin Miller(Jacob)
Age: 25(19)

Class: Rune Mythomancer(Legendary)
Class: None.

Tier: Initate Tier
Rank: 1(0%)

Titles: [The Heretic] | [The Storyteller's Charm]

Health Points, HP: 110/110
Mana Points, MP: 45/45
Stamina Points, SP: 56/56
Mental Energy, ME: 37/40

Vitality: 11
Strength: 12
Agility: 16
Intelligence: 9
Wisdom: 8
Charisma: 4
Available Stats Points: 0

Skills: [Storyweaver, Lv1]
Ongoing Quest: [Jacob The Snake's Death]

Resistances: 20% Basic Poison Resistance.
***
Seeing the angry look on Melvin's face, George took a step back and said, "It's not just yours... my mother too."

His body then leaned forward as he could barely hold it on his own, brushed past him, walking out of the shack.

Melvin's gaze softened after he realized that he wasn't looking for a fight or anything of the short, and turned to Henry and asked, "What is this about?"

"They've always tried to give you money, but you made him vow that the both of you will never talk nor take money from them." He answered. Looking at the door, he said, "I'll go look after him."

When Melvin noticed how clear Henry's mind was even though he drank that much, he was surprised.

'This is just too complicated, and I don't want any of it,' He thought, and he could more or less understand what this was about.

Both Jacob and George's mothers were prostitutes, and because of the way they grew up in this area, he was sure that fact must've brought them a lot of problems as others would look down on them and make fun of them. He could see how two young boys of that age might vow to never talk or take the money they consider as dirty from people they felt betrayed by.

'I won't think about this,' Melvin thought with a sigh. He knew that digging into the duo's past would only bring him more trouble, 'At least he was too drunk to even remember revenge so that's a good thing.'

Melvin still remembered how he told them that he would be avenging them against the coachmen later, and that was definitely not on his plate right now.

As he thought of that, his expression morphed into one of guilt.

            

    
        Chapter 25 - Malicious Visitors

    
    
    
    
                These boys had more or less saved his life, and he felt that he was a bit too cold in how he was treating them. However, he really couldn't help it. His problems were endless, and he had no extra mental space to worry about them as well.

He had been dreading accepting this fact the whole day. He did his very best to distance himself from them precisely because of how it would make things infinitely more difficult, and he was barely surviving with how things already were.

He was still standing after he confronted George, and after a while, he began hearing loud music blasting through the streets, coming from seemingly every direction. He figured this was the night festival they told him about earlier, but this time instead of excitement all he felt was emptiness before an ironic smile slightly widened his lips and he sighed, 'Oh how quickly do things change. At least I took advantage of my ignorance and enjoyed the morning.'

Heart heavy with inexplicable emotions, he quickly understood that at the bottom of most of his issues was weakness, and to get strong, he had two options, make runes and kill things. Pushing the latter for later, he sat down and began writing another story, preparing to understand his runes better.

The shack had already turned almost dark, so he grabbed one of the very low-quality cheap candles that belonged to the group and lit it up close to his rug in the corner.

This time, he was using a story from his own life on Earth. It was about the time he went in an old kayak fishing in the ocean, to this day he still doesn't know whether it was because the kayak was too old or that he had too many items on it, but it broke, in the middle of the ocean. He could still remember the despair he felt that day as wave after wave worked hard to drown him, but just as his body was gradually giving in, a passing boat noticed the debris and saved him.

This story took the rest of the remaining four pages of the first parchment.

Eyes fixed on the single parchment above his knees filled with characters, he studied where the first story began and ended, and then he separated the two.

'Let's see how this will turn', he thought, anticipating the result of the experiment he had been working hard for the last three hours or so.

He opened his stats interface, minimized it to the absolute max, and controlled it to stay in the corner. This was something he had learned he could, on accident.

With a palm above the story about Jacob, he started releasing his skill on top of it with eyes following his declining mental energy points. Once the number hit 22/40, he immediately put a stop to it.

The beautiful dance of ink and arcane symbols began once again, captivating Melvin with its every move. In less than a minute, all of the symbols and the ink characters transformed into pure energy that swirled before converging with each other.

[Congratulations! You have created a Rune: Brutal Strength]

[Rune of Brutal Strength:
 + 1 Vitality
 + 1 Strength]
'Ehh...' Scratching his head, Melvin studied the attributes of this rune with a complicated expression, 'Let's see the other one.'
The same process repeated itself, and he used another 18 Mental Energy points before another small window appeared in front of him.

[Congratulations! You have created a Rune: Relentless Sea]

[Rune of Relentless Sea:
 + 1 Wisdom]
'Now, how about that?' He thought feeling a mixture of both understanding and disbelief. Eyes fixated on the glowing runes, he moved his right hand and touched both of them before they dissolved into his body, increasing his power yet again.

A deep meaningful look sneaked into his face as he thought with hands crossed in front of his chest, 'These stories weren't as impactful as the first one, but then again it's not every day when someone fights with gods and goes through all those things.'

The more he thought about it, the more satisfied he became with the results of his runes so far. He knew how many things he still could improve and those improvements would be reflected in the runes.

However, he quickly thought of another important point, 'My own stories will sooner or later be over, there is only so much interesting stuff a person does in their life. What then?'

The success that he grasped in his hand began to feel elusive and out of touch once he realized that, and he still didn't know how successful it would be to write stories of others, stories that he didn't completely understand the essence of.

From what he could see from the Brutal Strength rune, they did work, but he didn't understand the essence of that one much either, though their effects were clearly worse.

'What about fictional stories?' Melvin questioned, he knew how important fiction was to stories as a whole, but from his first attempt it didn't seem to work, but then again, that could be barely considered a story, 'I'll try sometime later.'

Suddenly, he felt struck by a sense of enlightenment!

'Wait!' He thought with a sense of urgency, his legs couldn't help but stand upright, 'Why should I limit myself to just small stories that get written in an hour or two?'

He was aware that the greatest forms of literature didn't happen overnight, but the effort of weeks, months, and even years went into them. Why shouldn't he follow the same principle as well?

'How strong would a rune be if I increased the quality of all my ingredients, learned to write better, learned how to increase the narrative's weight, increased my mental energy reserves, and finally worked on it for months?' He shouted in his mind as a profound sense of passion overtook him, 'Oh my god!'

Such a concept made him feel astonished, 'How powerful would that rune be?', as his mind thought about that, another interesting thought appeared, 'Maybe that Life Rune would also be very overpowered? But I have to find out how he died to get it.'

Even as he sat down once again blankly staring at the shack's wooden walls, both ideas dominated all of his thinking faculties, and that was all he could think about.

He knew one thing for certain, 'I'll do everything in my power to see that.'

Still, he wasn't merely driven by a promising future, he knew that in order to get there he had to be strong enough to not only have access to those materials, but the most important ingredient was none other than his mental energy, and it was a measly fifty.

Melvin had to increase his strength, and the best way to do that was to raise his Rank. From his strolling around the city and eavesdropping on people's conversations, he knew that the best way to get XP was in the dungeon or by hunting monsters in the nearby forests. He had also learned that the Initiate Tier wasn't particularly difficult to go through in terms of XP, it was the ranks after it that were challenging.

'But both require me to go out of the city.' He thought with a dejected expression, he knew how he was a wanted man. Fortunately, his wanted poster seemed to be somewhat recent and it hadn't reached all of the guards otherwise he would have been stopped by those guards when he attempted to enter the city that morning.

'Wait a second.' He remembered that guard who acted as if he was familiar with him, 'Captain Cedric I think he was called. I need to ask Henry who the hell is he, maybe he can help me get out?'

A new probable path began to emerge before him, and Melvin began to get slightly excited about it.

'What if it doesn't work though?' He thought, knowing that he had to be prepared for anything, 'There is another way to gain XP, I can hunt something inside the city walls.'

What existed in bulk inside the city walls? Humans.

Melvin was shocked at that realization, he had actually found himself faced with the fact that there was a very strong possibility that the only way to increase his strength and ensure his survival was to kill other humans.

His mind instantly echoed some of the being's last words to him, "As for goals, that will also be settled on its own, otherwise, you'll die. So let's see how bad you want to survive."

Not even a day had passed since he came to this world, and it had already come to this.

He, as a regular guy from Earth found the concept of killing others rather complicated, and more so, wrong. He wanted to think he would never do it, but yet deep down he knew that it was a lie.

"I can actually do it..." He muttered under his breath as if unable to believe what he had just learned about himself, "When did this happen?" He questioned aloud.

If someone had asked him yesterday if would he be able to kill others, he would have vehemently and strongly said a resounding no. However, after only a single day in this world, he felt those convictions undergoing a change.

Melvin understood that it was both a combination of him seeing actual power that he could grasp with his own hands, and the fact that this was the first time his life was actually at stake.

A concept as old as time, the carrot and the stick. If he killed he would get more powerful, get more magical abilities, and enjoy himself in this world even more. If he didn't, he would lose everything, and die like a dog in some ditch like the one he woke up in.

A faint whooshing sound echoed as Melvin blew off the candle, and he laid down in his rugs, hands behind his head, and slowly contemplated this new change.

The mixture of the smoke from the candle, the fishy smell that pervaded the slums, and the intense pee that the breeze carried from the stables made for an interesting smell as he rested solemnly contemplating his own life, and more so where he stood relative to that issue of killing others.

After a while, his consciousness began to loosen its grip, before he drifted off to sleep.
...

"Good morning," A voice gently said, the sound soon integrated with Melvin's dream, and he unconsciously raised his arm on top of his face as the rest of his body curled up to gain some warmth.

Enjoying the feeling of the slight warmth coming off the coarse grey rug against his skin, a smile couldn't help but faintly widen his lips. Out of nowhere, he felt something hitting him squarely in the mouth, before a metallic taste soon followed.

His eyes groggily opened as the pain assaulted his senses when he felt someone gripping his shirt and his body soon began to rise.

The first thing that he saw was a very tanned man with a dark beanie and a grey sweatshirt looking at him with a smile.

Melvin's hands reflexively moved as he tried to push the man's hands from his collar, but to no avail, the man was too strong.

"Good morning," said the man once again, his grin widening even more.

            

    
        Chapter 26 - Bloody Morning

    
    
    
    
                Shocked, Melvin's eyes darted to the side to see what was happening. In the corner of the shack, he could see George, Henry, William, and Big Mouse huddled together, their hands gripped tightly around their knees, visibly trembling with fear as three ominous figures loomed over them.

Witnessing such a scene, his eyes retreated to the man who had him by the collar. "What, who are you?" He muttered, his face couldn't help but grimace as another jolt of pain coursed through him as his lips moved, sending even more blood dripping down the corner of his mouth.

'Wait, I am strong.' His previous life-changing moment flashed before him when he absorbed the runes and subsequently became a new man.

Without waiting for the man to say anything else, he used his hands and gripped those that held into his collar, and using all of his force he pulled them down.

The gaze that had never left the man quickly noticed his surprise, and before a victorious smile could even begin to take shop in Melvin's face, a knee with astonishing speed and prowess connected with his abdomen.

His eyes bulged in shock as an intense pain ripped through his stomach, the force of the kick knocking the wind out of him. He collapsed to the ground, his body convulsing as he gasped for air, each breath a struggle amidst the waves of agony coursing through him.

"You are not too bad, brat." Echoed a sound above him, but he paid it no heed as his body struggled to deal with the pain, and even breathing became difficult.

The man bent his knees crouching down, and gripped his hair which sent another bout of pain into his brain.

Melvin's eyes forcefully opened his eyes although he just wanted to curl up into a ball and wait out the pain.

"Listen, kid." Said the man after he pulled his hair back even harder, "You owe the boss 30 gold coins. He knows what happened, but he doesn't care. You said you'll sell them all and give him his money, and that's all he cares about, his money."

"Wait," Melvin muttered, and this time he successfully pushed the man's hand and with it several strands of hair which made him grimace in pain once again.

Due to the sudden force and the unsteady way he was balancing himself, the man was pushed backward and landed on his back.

Falling in such a humiliating position in front of the other men with him, made him furious as his eyes coldly formed a furious scowl. He swiftly propelled his legs upward towards the sky, expertly arching his back and skillfully landing on his feet.

'Oh no.' Melvin exclaimed in his mind after he saw how the man was looking at him, the pain was just too much for him to bear and he unconsciously used too much strength to push his arms away, he didn't know he would fall as such.

He quickly noticed how the skin around the approaching man's clenched fist was hardening at a rate visible to the naked eye, 'Skill', he thought, and to him, that word only symbolized one single thing, profound strength.

Understanding the danger he would be in if that attack landed, his mind was immediately alert like it had never been before as adrenaline coursed through his body and his heart vigorously thumped in his chest.

The man who was originally a few meters back took only two or three steps, but his left-hand punch had already arrived in front of Melvin's face.

Fortunately, due to the intense alertness and focus he was going through, he was able to evade the punch.

The man's teeth bit hard into his lower lip until they became a darker shade of white as his brows furrowed even more closely, he closed the distance and threw another punch.

Facing the man's right-hand punch, Melvin narrowly dodged it by pushing it to the side, and his right arm which was intensely gripping into his dagger that always stayed in his waistband horizontally sailed towards the man's throat.

The man's forward momentum and the dagger's amazing speed collaborated to facilitate a dance that would shock everyone present.

A stabbing sound echoed through the silent shack as the dagger pierced the man's jugular, scaring him out of his wits.

Melvin was even more caught off guard by that even though that was theoretically the attack he had in mind, he had never envisioned it working, and so he unconsciously let go of the dagger as the man stumbled backward, eyes widening in fear as his arms gripped into the dagger.

In his absolute fear and madness, the man pulled the dagger out of his throat, which sent a fountain of red liquid gushing out coloring both the ground and his grey sweatshirt in blood.

The man's steps shakily retreated a step or two backward before he fell on top of the rugs, beside the group of three men whose eyes and mouth were agape.

A strange silence ensued interrupted only by the man's body convulsing or the splurting of blood out of his throat.

[You have killed a Human Monk(Initiate: Rank 7). You have received 1700 XP]

The appearance of the bold golden characters woke Melvin from his stupor, but he immediately made them disappear as he fixed his eyes on the remaining three men who had already been watching him.

"Wait, brother. Don't be rash." One of them jumped forward with his hands raised and uttered, "It was an accident, please let us leave and we won't inform the boss, I swear to the gods. Please."

The man's words made Melvin pause, he was just contemplating running away because the guy who died was already strong and he didn't have much confidence handling three more, especially without his dagger.

His gaze quickly shifted to the dagger lying on the ground beside the corpse, on top of a small puddle of blood that was gradually moving through the shack's uneven ground.

He took one step forward with his eyes locked on the three and saw that all of them backed away. Witnessing this sight he was sure they weren't as strong as the dead man, and so his steps steadily approached the dagger.

Soon his boots which he forgot to take off yesterday, stepped on the blood with a splat, and after he coldly glared at the three he gently bent down and picked up the dagger.

However, internally, none of his outward calm and connected mannerisms could be found. His emotional state was in a mess, the man's death was purely accidental, and it was just something that resulted in him not understanding his power, but more so an action born out of fear and an attempt to protect himself.

Feeling the warmth emanating from the blood all over the dagger's handle, he hesitated, 'Should I let them go?'

After an uncomfortable intense silence. "Leave all of your money, and go," He ordered looking at the man who first spoke, who in turn sighed in relief and brought out a small pouch from his pocket and gave it to the even more terrified Henry.

The other two followed suit, and with careful steps, they headed slowly towards the door.

Along the way they kept stealing glances at both Melvin and their dead colleague, and that was precisely when they saw a shadow hurling in their direction.

The man who spoke was the target of Melvin's attack because he was at the forefront, and so he was unable to see anything before he felt an intense sharp pain in the back of his head, and that was the last thing he had ever felt.

[You have killed a Human Classless(Initiate: Rank 1). You have received 200 XP]

The other two immediately retreated in shock and fear, stepping all over the rug Melvin was previously sleeping in with their dirty boots.

"Stop! What are you doing, you're crazy. The boss won't let you off." One of them shouted with a quivery voice, unable to accept what might happen to them.

Melvin's mind on the other hand was too overwhelmed with how things unexpectedly unfolded, and so he was unable to even register what they were saying. He just wanted to end this as soon as possible, and so he jumped toward the remaining two with a crazed look in his bloodshot eyes.

One of them tried to punch him, but Melvin finally understood what it meant to have high agility stats, the man's movement seemed slow compared to both how his eyes moved and the speed his body was capable of.

Easily dodging the punch, he kicked the man's stomach tossing him with a loud thud towards the shack's walls. The combination of the strength behind the kick and the fragility of the shabby shack made even the ceiling unsteadily creak as it subtly swayed.

He took notice of that as he was rushing towards the other, who predictably tried the same thing, a punch that seemed too slow and stupid in Melvin's eyes.

Dreading the feeling of stabbing the dagger into someone else's body, he simply grabbed the man's hand and threw him to the ground with a huge force that the man's eyes widened due to the shock and pain as he began to furiously cough tilting his body to side, attempting to stand.

Melvin gritted his teeth in both fear and unwillingness and stabbed the already blood-filled dagger into the man's throat from the side.

[You have killed a Human Classless(Initiate: Rank 1). You have received 200 XP]

He immediately pulled after enough damage was done, and walked back toward the unconscious one of them. The same process repeated itself, and he finally stood up turning his back against the last corpse. His eyes fixed on the ceiling, face contorted into an indiscernible grimace, he stood, heart filled with both confusion and disbelief.

[You have killed a Human Classless(Initiate: Rank 1). You have received 200 XP]
[Congratulations! You have reached Rank 2]
[Legendary Class(Rune Mythomancer) Stats Assigned: + 3 Wisdom, + 2 Vitality, + 2 Strength, + 2 Agility, + 1 Intelligence, + 1 Charm]

His mind moved and cleared up the golden bold characters out of the darkness of his closed eyes, as he just stood there, heart thumping, fists clenched, and a subtle metallic taste of blood coursing through his tongue.

The four boys all looked at him with different expressions on their faces, but all of them without exceptions were terrified. They had never witnessed such a bloody scene in their entire life, and they felt as if their friend had forgotten his memories and become a demon.

George's mind was in a mess, but even through that, his eyes caught sight of the blood that was gradually moving down in the direction of the wooden wall where their door was.

He knew that around this time, a lot of the other neighbors would be going in to work, and if they walked by their shack and noticed blood they would start asking questions. Questions that George knew would make things even more difficult.

Thus, he quickly stood up from the corner, picked up a light brown shirt that was on his path, and stopped the flow of the blood.

Sensing a sudden movement, Melvin's eyes opened and he saw what the former was doing. By then he had already calmed down a bit, but the weight of what he had done still weighed heavily on his mind.

Quickly dismissing such pointless ruminations that had no place in that moment, he approached George with steady steps, and along the way, he glanced at the three who were still sitting and muttered, "Get a hold of yourself and stand up."

Hearing that, the three quickly stood up, slightly afraid of this murderer. Originally the only thing that would have stopped him from harming them was his knowledge of them, but they knew he had none.

A somewhat ironic smile tugged at Melvin's lips when he saw the blonde William's lips quivering, he could still remember how he disrespected him yesterday because of his show of weakness in front of the coachman.

George was on his knee, shirt in hand, soaking up the tremendous amount of blood as Melvin studied the scene of the three bodies.

            

    
        Chapter 27 - Human Butcher

    
    
    
    
                "Fuck," Melvin cursed under his breath, he noticed how he had forgotten to remove the man on top of his rug before killing him, and it was now drenched in blood. However, he quickly remembered that he wasn't even planning on spending the night here, 'At least the rug is sucking up all the blood too.'

Glancing down at the boy busy working, he muttered, "What should we do about this George?"

He knew that the situation was very complicated with three dead bodies inside their home. It was even more so when he remembered that one of them had said that their boss was aware of their location. Once he realized his underlings hadn't come back, he would either send someone even more powerful or maybe come looking for them himself.

George who was telling the others what to do momentarily paused, and then without looking up he explained, "We need to get rid of the bodies so that the guards won't start looking for us, and then we need to leave because the Ghoul knows where we live."

"How?" Melvin asked after his eyes darted to the three bodies, he had no idea how they'd be able to get rid of three bodies without anyone seeing them. He could still remember how the shacks surrounding them were filled with people, and most times they liked to just hang around there.

"I have a plan." George confidently assured, he stood up and walked towards the three pouches in the corner of the shack that the dead trio had left. He immediately emptied all of them atop the dark brown dirty rug and began counting.

From a distance Melvin saw several silver and copper coins, but nothing gold. He approached the corpse of the strongest guy in the group and started rummaging through his dead body.

Fortunately, after not finding anything in his pockets, he found a small pouch behind his waist, inside there were three gold coins. He swiftly grabbed them and put them in his right leg pocket because his pouch was left with his other materials beside the rug where he slept.

George approached Henry who was busy cleaning up the mess and said, "Go to old Branz's shop and get ten of those thick paper black bags, and buy some spongers." He then gave him a small pouch filled the coins, and Henry didn't hesitate and went out of the door.

"Wait," Melvin said, then he turned to look at the two terrified young boys, "Go with him, and when Henry comes back just go have breakfast or something, don't come back for a while." Saying that he turned to look at Henry who nodded back at him. Seeing that he had understood his intention, Melvin no longer paid attention to them and approached the body in the corner of the shack.

When the the group left, He grabbed the corpse's legs and slowly started pulling it back, toward the center of the shack asking, "We will cut them, right?"

George who was doing the same to the corpse close to the door muttered, "Yes..."

That was the reason he told the two boys to stay away for a while, he knew things would become increasingly more gruesome.

After the initial panic, Melvin found himself more calm and collected in the face of this bloody scene. The thinking he had done yesterday had really helped him a lot in dealing with the brutality of what he had awakened to, as he had been contemplating the concept of killing until he fell asleep.

However, although he could stomach killing the man on accident, the other three kills were a different matter altogether. He quickly rushed to comfort himself with a complicated look on his face, 'I had to kill them,' He thought, his hands slightly shaking as he audibly gulped, 'If I didn't they would have called the guards too soon and they would catch us.'

"So what's the plan?" He asked after the last body was carried to the center where the four bodies now lay. He followed George's steps as they surrounded the group with the rugs they were all sleeping on the night before.

"We will feed them to the carnivore beasts in the stables." Answered the short brown-haired teen, "If we try to go out of the city, they will be noticed by the guards. After all, they have classes unlike us."

He then began removing the clothes from all of the corpses using a knife, and Melvin naturally helped in facilitating the process.

For some reason, whenever he encountered something unusual he would compare it with his last normal moments. Thus, the contrast between him strolling around the supermarket just a day ago against what he was doing right now gave him such a surreal feeling that he doubted whether this was his actual reality or not.

However, the warm clothes drenched with blood that he brushed against his skin as his dagger sliced through them was the perfect proof of that, and when he looked at their genitals, it became even more palpable.

Quickly averting his gaze, he walked towards his small bag, grabbed one candle, and lit it before he put it close to the bodies. There was an overwhelming stench of blood and death that was making his stomach churn, and he hoped the fragrant candle would make a difference.

Just as he was about to go help George start the long-awaited process, a cheap thought kicked in as he glanced at the brick by the door. He then grabbed the candle and put the candle between them, under the metal, to gather more soot, 'I don't have any left.' He thought, 'This way I'll hit two birds with one stone.'

When he turned back, George had already removed his clothes and sat cross-legged inside the circle made up of rags with a long knife in hand. This sight terrified him even though he was planning to do the same too, he was a bit caught off guard by how easily the short teen adapted.

"You don't really have to go that far, you know?" He commented from behind him, prompting George to turn back to look.

Melvin still in his clothes, kept his feet planted outside the circle as he sliced through one of the nearby corpses' elbows, making a clean cut.

"My knife isn't sharp enough," He replied, and when Melvin turned to look he realized why he went about it that way. George was using a lot of effort just to get through a single bone, whereas he needed just a simple cut and he would go through it.

He soon understood that it was both a combination of the dagger being indeed sharp and also because of his improved strength.

Henry soon came back with the items he was tasked with bringing and started helping the duo.

Throughout the grotesque process of butchering, all of them without exceptions would feel like vomiting, and because they hadn't eaten anything in a while they would only start dry heaving until they were sweating buckets.

At one particular moment, Melvin just suddenly stopped and looked at everything he was doing, his mind dissociating once again, feeling very aberrant about the whole affair.

He also realized something important, 'I suppose this settles it,' He thought with a disappointed sigh, 'This Ghoul guy isn't the one who killed me otherwise he wouldn't have sent these guys to ask for money.'

Knowing there was an even more influential power who wanted him dead increased his urgency even more, but it was very confusing still, 'This guy is just a weak nobody, a small thief living in the slums, who would be so powerful to trespass the guards and kill him with poison?'

With another sigh, he dismissed his worries and focused on his butchering work.

It took them around an hour before they had finally finished, and the result of their hard work was a pile of mangled body parts.

It was a scene straight from a nightmare, and the three all had different expressions as they looked at it. 

"What now?" Asked Henry, his voice stupefied but also tired.

The reason they took this long was because of the body of the strongest person of them. His bones were so strong and tough that even Melvin had to spend a considerable time cutting them with his dagger. When he finished, his clothes were also all bloodied, and his forehead dripped with sweat.

'That wasn't a normal human,' He remarked in his head, he then turned to George who seemed more knowledgeable about the stables, and waited for his answer.

"First we need to wash," He said gesturing to his mostly red body with very little light brown skin making an appearance. He turned back, grabbed the big clay bottle, and yelled, "Open the door"

Melvin quickly approached to obstruct the field of vision of the two small boys because he felt responsible for what he made them go through.

George gave the two the clay bottle and other glass bottles and said, "Go to the fountains and fill them with water."

The duo hurriedly nodded, terrified by how he looked and scurried away to finish the task.

*Knock Knock*

A sudden knocking sound interrupted the three, and they glanced at each other in shock. They knew that someone else was looking for them, and at this particular moment, it wouldn't be anything good.

After another bout of knocking, a young male voice echoed, "Jacob?"

Melvin quickly shot a confused glance to the two, especially to George who seemed aware of what was happening. George waved his hand gesturing for them to both keep quiet and wait as he slowly approached the door and said, "He isn't here."

"George?" The voice asked before the door began to gradually pull back. George immediately grabbed the door and hurriedly said, "Stop, Llath I can't go out right now, I'll come find you a while later."

The door began to get pushed open once again, "George, open, I just came to give you some skewers my mother told me to give you."

George's face contorted into a scowl when he heard that, he was just cutting up bodies and yet he found this even more difficult, he gritted his teeth and said, "Sorry Llath, we just ate."

The voice quietened for a while, before it yelled, "What in the gods' name, my mother just wanted to give you something to eat, is this how are you gonna treat her kindness? You don't even want to open the door."

Furiously scratching his head George tried to think of something as he muttered, "I am sorry, I swear I just can't open the door right now. I am naked, and all of my clothes are drying up."

The voice indignantly said, "You know I can see your drying line... it's empty."

Before the voice trailed off they heard faint footsteps leaving. 

Melvin and Henry sighed in relief, but George was still dealing with the aftermath of such a hostile confrontation with someone that he knew.

Noticing that the candle wasn't doing anything to obstruct the stench, Melvin turned to the two and asked, "Do you still have some cigarettes?"

"Cigarrete?" Asked Henry confusion visible on his face.

"That thing that has smoke and you inhale." He explained to the two, making a gesture of holding a cigarette with two fingers and smoking it.

Understanding what he meant, Henry cracked a joke to lighten the mood, "Even if you lost your memories, old habits are still there." To which George also smiled a little, and he pulled one of his pockets and gave it to him.

Henry clarified, "It's called a rolled emberleaf."

            

    
        Chapter 28 - Bodies Disposal

    
    
    
    
                Melvin quickly brought out the Firecaster Ring from his bag and returned to the center, 'It's been a long time since I last smoked,' he thought, but then smiling, he continued, 'But I am a superhuman now, I bet my lungs are pretty indestructible.'

The rush of strength he felt yesterday after consuming the runes had subtly started changing the way he viewed himself and the world, and noticing how tough the bones of that person who was only at Rank 7 he figured he would smoke.

He always loved the process involved, it felt almost therapeutic, like a soothing ritual for the mind. He gently carried the rolled emberleaf to his eye level and began observing it from up close.

The external layer was a rough dark brown paper, and in the middle was a twisted dark green leaf. The filter wasn't as advanced as the one from his previous world, it was merely a thick paper rolled up filling up that side.

He put the filter end in his mouth, put his fingers in the Firecaster Ring, and raised his palm as mana moved through his body swiftly reached his finger and generated a smile fire.

He noticed how shaky his hands were as a result of everything that had happened so far. The two boys were also watching him, which made him feel slightly irritated at his displayed weakness. His hands swiftly let go of the cigarette as they rested by the side, leaving it perched between his lips.

He gently inhaled, and he could feel the warm smoke filling up his mouth. He followed it with an extra inhale, and deep it went, into his lungs. Holding that for two or three seconds, he let out a long breath using his nose, and all the smoke followed.

Melvin felt calmer and more relaxed after that. He didn't know whether it was the absence of the bloody smell as smoke coursed through his nostrils or just because he always found smoking to be a calming activity.

The other two also felt the urge to do the same after the smell of the smoke wafted toward them, so with nothing better to do, they did.

Soon, the three's continuous effort managed to kick off a cloud of smoke that completely dominated the metallic tang of fresh blood.

Before they could even finish the rolled ember-leaves in their hands, the two small boys soon arrived and opened the door.

Melvin put down the little bit that remained of his and stopped the two at the door. He was already feeling guilty enough and didn't want to mentally scar the two any more than he already had.

"Just wait there." He said to the two after he took all of the bottles, and though he wanted them to shoo them off so that they could forget about what happened, he couldn't. George had already explained to them the plan of how they would get rid of the bodies, and the two boys' assistance was necessary.

Henry and George quickly got naked and he gave them bottle after the other from the side to wash the blood of their bodies, and soon they were once again pristine clear. However, another issue presented itself after that.

The blood that came off of them colored the running water red, and because of the poor quality of the shack, all of that water had begun dripping down from its sides into the street.

Fortunately, out of the three he was the one who needed the least amount of water because only his face, hair, and upper shirt were tainted and so they managed to throw the rest of the water to further lessen the red coloring, coupled with the already earthen dark color of the ground outside of the shack, the blood soon became impossible to notice.

Melvin's hair was wet and dangled to the side of his face as he put on the cloak, and the other two soon followed and wore some pieces of clothing.

Then, the group began filling the four bags full of body parts, and already taking the blood into consideration they had already drained most of it using the sponge. As for the rest, it pooled down at the bottom of the bottom, unable to pass through due to the bag's thickness and leathery quality.

Once the four bags were completely full with two bodies, George and Henry carried them, and then all of them got out.

The moment he walked out, Melvin felt a shiver run down his spine due to how cold it was, especially now that his hair, face, and most of his red shirt were wet. Glancing up, he noticed that the sky was full of clouds, and the sun that had already slightly risen in the east was barely able to pierce through them.

The group marched in the stables' direction, and from the distance, two small boys followed as they gradually made their way around their shack heading for the stables.

Close to the entrance, Melvin quickly spotted an elderly figure adorned in flowing coarse light brown robes that brushed the ground with each step. His weathered face bore a stubbled chin and a distinguished grey mustache, contrasting against his tanned complexion. In his hand, he gripped a sturdy wooden staff.

As per their agreement, Melvin was tasked with diverting the stable's guard attention allowing the other to enter into its depth and carry on the operation.

He quickly took a brief glance at his stats.

***
Name: Melvin Miller(Jacob)
Age: 25(19)

Class: Rune Mythomancer(Legendary)
Class: None.

Tier: Initate Tier
Rank: 2(6%)

Titles: [The Heretic] | [The Storyteller's Charm]

Health Points, HP: 140/140
Mana Points, MP: 50/50
Stamina Points, SP: 66/66
Mental Energy, ME: 60/60

Vitality: 14
Strength: 15
Agility: 18
Intelligence: 10
Wisdom: 12
Charisma: 5
Available Stats Points: 0

Skills: [Storyweaver, Lv1]
Ongoing Quest: [Jacob The Snake's Death]

Resistances: 20% Basic Poison Resistance.
***


Then, his title.

[Title: The Storyteller's Charm

Description: The Storyteller's Charm enhances its bearer's Charisma by 30% when recounting tales, captivating listeners and drawing them into the narrative with ease. It makes storytelling more engaging, leaving audiences spellbound and eager for more. (Upgradable)]

As he made a slight calculation, '6.5 Of Charisma, should be enough to take care of this old man?' He pondered, he then looked at the two's eyes and nodded before he steadily approached with a sunshine smile.

"Oh, hello, beautiful morning Elder!" Melvin shouted when he noticed that the guard had noticed him for a distance and became slightly wary of his approach.

"It stinks." The guard shouted back with eyes furrowed, one hand in his pocket, and the other moving his staff around.

'Eh, what with his attitude?' Melvin thought on the way, 'I don't know how easy this is gonna be.'

When he was close enough and was about to say something, the guard deeply looked at him and said, "Are you crazy boy? Why are you going out with your hair still wet, you'll catch a cold."

Finding a way in, Melvin explained with an awkward smile, "I just wanted to wake up early, you know to get started on the day earlier and make something of it!"

Before he could even finish what he wanted to say, the guard interjected once again whilst shaking his head in disappointment, "How are you gonna make something of yourself if the first thing you did is smoke? You reek of that smell. That stuff is no good for you, but you youngsters don't like to listen."

Feeling caught off guard by the barrage of comments, Melvin defended himself, "I don't do it often, It's just from time to time."

The guard looked at him, almost glaring, and said, "Who are you lying to brat? Do you think I live in the North Sprios, I see you out here smoking and wasting your time around every day with all of these braindead hoodlums."

"No, no, I swear, by the gods. I don't even drink anymore, I am trying to gather money to get a class in the church and become an adventurer." Melvin clarified, feeling greatly offended by the old man's unending jabs at him.

"Heeh, who are you lying to brat?" The guard commented with a faint mocking smile, "If you really wanted to do something, you'd have joined the army, and they would have given a free class and a respectable salary. But you need to be a real man to feel pride over your race, and not waste your time with petty crimes all year long." Shaking his head once again he turned around to leave.

Melvin who was feeling a mixture of amusement, confusion, offense, and urgency because he had to keep his attention on him, quickly followed, "Wait, Elder. I don't know much about the dangers our race is facing, enlighten me." He said.

The guard beckoned for Melvin to follow, and then continued towards the left. There was a very tiny wooden house with the words, "Night Guard" on it.

The group who was watching from afar, stealthily made their way toward the stables. When they reached the entrance George turned to Big Mouse and said, "You stay here."

The remaining trio continued deep into the stables, one intersection after the other, they kept walking until they reached the last fourth one, and he then said the same thing to William.

George and Henry briskly walked along the left stables, their senses overwhelmed by the strong smell of feces and urine as the sounds of beasts echoed, and when they reached a specific stable, their steps paused.

Beyond the one-meter-and-a-half door, they could see a dark space inside with four monsters in it, all of whom were shackled by chains from their legs.

There was a Horse, lion, bear, and a Deer. Needless to say, all of these monsters had some slight differences from normal animals.

The tall golden horse had hooves that glimmered with a subtle, silvery sheen, catching the light in a mesmerizing way as it moved. The lion's mane seemed to ripple with a golden hue, and its tail ended in a thick cluster of spikes.

The bear's black fur bore intricate patterns reminiscent of ancient runes, and its ears were uncharacteristically long. Finally, the brown Deer's white antlers had a faint glow to them, but unlike his innocent appearance, his teeth were dagger-like.

The two put down their bags in front of the stable as Henry hesitantly asked, "Are you sure?", he questioned, "You know how beasts become dangerous when they taste human meat, and these are all civilian beasts."

The duo knew that most of the beasts in the stables had different jobs in the city, all of which were very close to humans. From drawing carriages to helping with the heavy lifting in several manufacturing hubs.

"I know." George solemnly replied, "But we can't care about that right now, we can only save ourselves."

Henry sighed and continued on his own to guard the other end as people could come from there as well.

George composed himself, he breathed in and out and started grabbing up body parts and throwing them close to the beasts.

Soon, the previously calm stable turned chaotic as the erratic movement of beasts made clinging sounds due to their chains, and their loud growls could even be heard from a distance.

Noticing all of this, he increased his speed, his goal was to give them so much food that they wouldn't fight or loudly growl. His effort soon proved to be successful, and what he had in mind was playing out in front of him. However, he quickly noticed a mistake as his face contorted into a grimace of unwillingness.

One of the body parts, a hand specifically, hadn't reached the bear to the right, and because of that, the beast was unable to get it.

'I need to push it in...' He thought with some trepidation in his heart watching those beasts tearing apart everything he gave them, he glanced at Henry and William who were both watching him with anxiety.

He then approached the wall that was just slightly shorter than his already short stature and began trying hard to climb, and with much difficulty, a thud echoed as he landed beyond it.

The moment he landed, all of the beasts growled at him, especially the bear closest to him. Their eating speed also proved to be too fast because the meat that he was using to shut down was already eaten, and their roars and loud clinging noise increased even more.

Gritting his teeth, George began approaching the small hand with steady steps.

            

    
        Chapter 29 - Caught Red Handed

    
    
    
    
                When he was but a few steps away from the hand, the bear lunged at him with a loud growl, scaring George out of his wits.

A clinging sound rang out as the bear's chains were stretched to the limit, and the firm pole where they were held creaked.

Fortunately, it proved to be the thing he needed the most at that moment because he was finally certain where its limits were. Thus, his steps increased in speed, and just as he was only three steps from the hand, he heard a voice behind him. "You! Boy, what are you doing?"

He immediately turned around and saw Henry in front of the door he had just jumped from, followed by a tall middle-aged man with a honeyed mustache.

George's eyes widened in shock, and he quickly took two steps forward, pushed the hands with a kick, and retreated climbing back the door once again.

Amidst the loud noise of the beasts, a man was yelling for Henry who was walking away toward William to stop. Due to his short stature, the man didn't even notice George at first, but when he landed after he jumped from the door, he turned to look at him, yelling, "What are you boys doing here?"

He then approached George and kept looking at the beasts who were making a lot of noise, and he soon noticed the bones and the blood, "what did you give the beasts?" He asked as he held George by the collar of his shirt. Afraid that they were trying to give the beasts some trash, or worse, poison.

"Let go, old man." Muttered the short teen after he forcefully pushed the man's hands away.

"Fucking, brat, you dare?" Shouted the man in agitation, "I won't let go unless I know what you gave them."

Clicking his tongue in annoyance, George furrowed his brows as he coldly answered, "It's just some pig skewers, calm down, will you?"

"Do you think I was born yesterday?" The man scoffed, clearly unwilling to accept that excuse, "If that was the case, then your friend wouldn't have run away, and you wouldn't be so secretive..." And then clutched George's collars tightly once again.

"Fuck off," George yelled once again as he stared daggers into the man's eyes.

"I said," The man snarled, "What did you give them," And slapped George with his huge thick palms.

George's face was pushed the the side, a jolt of pain coursing through his cheeks as a red mark was left. Just as he was about to say something else, the man cut him off, "If you don't say anything, I will call the guards and have them investigate that."

Before the man could even his words, he felt a strong force hitting him behind his head, and he weakly fell to the ground, face first.

When the man fell, George was able to see the one responsible for the attack, and it was none other than Melvin who hit the man's head with the brown handle of his dagger.

Witnessing this sight, he deeply sighed in relief, but his friend's eyes and face which were previously serious, soon morphed into ones of shock, and when he saw that a bad feeling rose in his heart.

What Melvin was looking at was something that he had seen plenty of times that day.

[You have killed a Human Classless(Initiate: Rank 1). You have received 200 XP]

'How?!' He questioned in his mind, unwilling to accept the fact before him. Admittedly he was a bit tense because of the beasts' noise and the man who was getting a bit too close to find out about what they did, but he still used only a bit of force.

He had already envisioned this exact scenario happening in his mind and paid extra caution to avoid it, but in the end, it still happened.

"Dead," He muttered looking at George who was impatiently waiting for an answer as to why he seemed to be out of it.

Hearing that, George's eyes widened, and before he could even think about what they should do next Melvin continued, "Let's just leave everything and run."

In fact, Melvin didn't even know what they should do, but he knew one thing, the situation was gradually becoming extremely complicated.

On one hand, there were the city guards who kept a tight handle on the city's security who would be looking for them with even more fervor after they learned of what they had done, and on the other, there was the Ghoul who would probably skin any of them alive if he were to catch them.

He knew that there was no such a thing as only him, this group of boys was a close unit from the Ghoul's perspective because that was how they portrayed themselves, a small gang.

George immediately nodded, "We can't take this man out of here, but..." As he was about to say something he trailed off.

Melvin didn't bother questioning, if there was something necessary he knew that George would let him know.

They swiftly called Henry back and emptied the remaining contents of the bag in the stable, as for the new dead body, they just left it there.

The group then converged as they walked out of the stables, under the stable guard's curious gaze, who Melvin assured that he would just go pee and return.

"I'll come back, Elder!" He shouted from afar, and they soon entered the shack once again.

When the group entered the shack once again with the two young boys waiting outside, they glanced at each other, unaware of how to proceed.

Melvin looked at the two, then at the pile of bloody body parts still in the middle, and then asked, "So, should we just leave this in here?"

He didn't have many issues doing that, but the others were clearly going through a lot of emotions unlike him. They had lived most of their lives in this shack, and they knew all of the neighboring people, so for them to become known as murderers who cut body parts made them feel a lot of complicated emotions.

George gritted his teeth and began collecting some clothes as he explained, "The stables' guard will have found the body by now, and he will immediately call the guards. But more than that, he has a class because he is a veteran soldier, if he comes back we will be done for."

Hearing that Melvin didn't find it too surprising, he could more or less discern that fact from how much the guy praised the military and was a patriot. He then walked towards his bag and collected all of his stuff as well.

Taking his dagger, he scrapped the remaining soot on that piece of metal and threw it in the bottle. Using a random cork he found in the shack, he closed the battle and put it in his bag. Glancing at the thin piece of metal, he put it in the bag as well. He was even contemplating taking the bricks but he changed his mind.

After a short while, they grabbed everything they needed in their own particular bags and walked out of the shack.

the small roads winding between the shacks were also filled with people who were busy grilling meat once again first thing in the morning, as they passed by them several of them made conversation with the boys, but Melvin just hid his face in his black hood and continued marching.

Following the path that he was already used to, the group following Melvin made their way towards the shop where he previously bought the quill and parchments.

He had noticed that whenever he wrote anything with his specially made ink, his quill would become more fragile as time went on as if the feather and the ore were both losing their vitality in the process.

Glancing at the familiar old man, who like him, was still wearing the same clothes, he warmly greeted him before he asked, "Elder, how can I improve my writing with the quill? It feels too difficult like it's resisting me or something."

The old man pondered before he asked, "What is your dominant hand?"

Confused, Melvin replied, "My right hand."

The old man grabbed the same book that he had given him before, and then he opened to a random page that had a quill and pointed at a particular part, "See this that says, second feather of the right-wing?"

Nodding Melvin gestured for the man to continue, and he did, "In each wing, a quill can be created using only the first five flight feathers. And because the feathers have a natural curve, you need to use feathers from the left wing if you are right-handed."

Melvin's eyes widened in realization, 'No wonder that quill felt so difficult in my hand.' Thanking the old man, he took over the book and began to look through the left-wing feather quills, and he soon found one that cost 12 silver coins and bought it.

The feather of the bird was light brown and gradually turning white at the bottom, and the tip edge was also made of silver and was filled with small feathery engravings.

The group went left, on the same intersection where the shop was at the corner. Melvin heard that the southwestern part of the city had a lot of inns, and they were relatively cheaper than those in the north.

They continued walking through the main streets separating the different districts, and after a while, George guided them through some narrow alleyways before they found themselves in a vast clearing that didn't have any buildings close to the western gate.

What stood before them was a park with perfectly positioned big trees, shrubberies, wooden benches, and so on... Melvin saw several people sitting on some of the benches, from mothers and their children to young couples.

Along the way the group had also stopped for half an hour in a small restaurant where they ate their breakfast, Melvin also bought some lemon biscuits for the two young boys as he was still feeling a bit guilty about what happened in the morning.

Emerging from the narrow alleyway opposite the park, the group turned left and after passing by a single building they reached their destination. Before them stood a two-storied stone building with a sign that reads, "The Whispering Willow Inn". 

This inn wasn't only quite a distance away from where the shack was, but the price wasn't that expensive either.

"Are you sure it's 5 silver coins?" Melvin whispered to George on his right.

"Yes, we had a friend that used to work here," George replied. They took one last glance at one another and entered.

The insides were mostly made in a dark shade of wood. The inn also seemed to prepare meals as the first story was filled with tables and a counter at the end of the room that had a small passageway leading to a kitchen Melvin guessed.

To the the left were wide stairs leading up to the first story, and from what he had learned that's where most rooms were.

The group of boys quietly made their way along the tables filled with people who were just having their breakfast, and they stood in front of the middle-aged slightly overweight woman who was manning the reception.

Melvin stepped forward with a smile asking, "Hello, are there any rooms available?"

            

    
        Chapter 30 - The Inn, and The Crime

    
    
    
    
                The woman had a confused expression on her face, and looking at the group of boys whose ages varied by a lot, her perplexed expression only grew. "There are two, but where are your parents?"

Already expecting such a line of questioning, Melvin was prepared, and he began explaining, "We used to live in a small shack, but it was destroyed due to its poor conditions. We just want to stay here for a while until it's fixed. Here..." Finishing his piece, he stretched out both palms revealing dozens of silver coins.

The woman's brows slightly furrowed, and after a measurable silence, she said, "There are two rooms left. 5 silver coins a night without food, and 7 with food."

Still smiling, Melvin took out five silver coins and said, "Alright, we'll take a single room."

The woman shook her head, rejecting his offer, "We don't do single-day lodging, three at the minimum."

Melvin didn't argue much with her and immediately handed her fifteen silver coins, but then he thought of something, 'I will be trying out some new runes, and I can't do it in front of the others, and I also don't know this area that well...'

Gritting his teeth, he took out another fifteen silver coins, "Here, we'll take your two rooms without food for three days."

The woman's expression was still of nonchalance and laziness, which bothered him quite a bit for some reason. "Here," she mumbled as she gave him two keys, "Rooms three and five."

Without even saying a "Thank you" like he usually does, he nabbed the keys from her palms and walked back to the group. He gestured for them to follow him, and they climbed the stairs to the first story.

Reaching there, they found that the layout was quite simple. A long hallway with several doors on each side, he turned around to George and said whilst giving a key, "You guys take room three, I'll go to five on my own." Noticing his peculiar reaction, Melvin continued, "I need to work on something necessary and I need a bit of quiet and solitude."

He walked with the group until they reached the door that had the number three, and George gently turned the key and opened it. Inside were two simple single beds on the right side of the room, a desk and a chair on the left, and some long windows hidden by a dark brown curtain.

Observing that everything looked good, he told them to go rest. After leaving their room, he walked back to his which was on the opposite side, and true enough when he opened it, there weren't any windows in there, giving it darker lighting, but a cozier atmosphere. He stepped foot inside and closed the door behind him.
...

Just as George had guessed, when the stable guard noticed their suspicious behavior he entered the stable to make sure everything was alright. To the man's absolute shock, the young boys had ruthlessly killed one of the coachmen, leaving his lifeless body sprawled in a pool of crimson blood.

Witnessing that scene, he knew that he had to act. He was a soldier first and foremost, and so if he saw something he always intervened. Using his absolute speed, he ran toward their shack and blasted the door open. The scene that greeted him was something he was sure would stay with him for the rest of his life.

Although he was a soldier and had seen plenty of bloodshed in his lifetime, all of those bodies were still intact, just dead.

There was something just sick, gruesome, and deeply unsettling about sliced-up body parts, especially if they were huddled up in a long pile. The sight made him freeze for a solid three minutes, his mind's wheels slowed down to a crawl as he took everything in.

For some reason, the thing that scared most of them was the heads. In a circular pattern, four heads surrounded the pile of body parts. Their eyes open and their facial expressions frozen in both fear and misery.

Realizing the seriousness of the situation, he returned to the stables in a hurry. Undid the knot of a nearby horse, and bolted toward the nearest area that had guards, the southern gate.

Needless to say, the moment they heard the news he was relaying, a group of six guards and a captain followed after him. Even a reporter was shopping by in his day off and witnessed the peculiar scene and decided to follow after them, in case there was anything interesting.

When the group followed after the stables' guard on his horse, and they entered the shack, they had the exact same reaction as him. Looking at this scene of carnage and filth they felt a deep discomfort swell within them.

The group then continued toward the stables to see the other body, and they soon found it.

However, one of the guards felt that something was amiss when he heard the full recount of the stable's guard story.

His gaze studied the ground beneath, and though there was just a layer of shit, he noticed some traces. The one that stood out to him the most was none other than one that was slightly deeper than the others, and he immediately reasoned that someone must've jumped for it to result in this. Thus, his steps gradually guided him to the stable's door, and threw a look inside. 

At first glance, nothing looked amiss. Three beasts, with some bones beside them. Business as usual. But for him who had already approached with suspicions, he scrutinized everything that he saw more deeply.

A very single thing stood out to him, the fact that the bones were too thin. He knew that most coachmen who had carnivorous monsters only got them Ironhide Bulls meat because it's the cheapest. But all of these beasts who presumably belonged to different coachmen, had these thin bones lying around them. And taking everything he had learned about this incident so far, the bags, the body parts, and so on, his mind immediately connected the dots.

"Captain, there are still a few bodies here." He turned around and yelled to the captain who was speaking with the reporter. Upon hearing such news, the duo quickly approached.

After they heard the young soldier's assessment, the captain hastily agreed climbed the door, and jumped. Although he could have just broken the lock, he didn't want these coachmen who already struggled to make ends meet to be obligated to buy another lock.

Scaring the monsters with his strength, he gathered all of the bones and took them out. By then, several guards had also noticed that something was amiss in this area as they were patrolling and approached them.

The group collaborated and they pieced the bones together, and in the end, what took shape before them were two skeletons. They instantly knew that these came from the remaining two bodies they had been worried about.

They could easily tell from the pile that although there were four heads, it was too small to contain body parts from four. Now, this answered their questions. 

The reporter began to jot down and draw everything and made sure to note every important information. When he finished there, he approached the stable's guard and began assaulting him with a barrage of unending questions about the boys.
...

*Thud*

The door closed behind Melvin, and he momentarily paused for a minute or two, taking everything in. He steadily walked towards one of the beds, put his bag, and sat down next to it.

'What now?' He thought, both confused and somewhat hopeless. Along the way, George had been hammering on him how the guards had been very active recently.

He was certain that the moment the stable guard found the dead body, he would alert the guards who in turn would go through their shack and find the pile of bodies. And because of the death of the daughter of the vice-president of the adventurer association, the guards will work extra hard to catch them.

What made him terrified about all of this, was the fact that the introduction of magic and supernatural abilities made his knowledge completely obsolete.

'What if there was a skill that showed them exactly where we are?' He pondered, and it didn't sound that much improbable. An old habit unconsciously took over, as he started biting his nails while blankly staring at the ground, lost in thoughts.

After a while, he stood up brushed his sweaty palms against his pants, and began going through his bag.

He took everything that he needed and began the process of creating his own Ink once again. Using a similar brick and a book he found on the table, he positioned the piece of metal on top of them and began lighting the candles.

Once that was done, he scrapped everything off and began mixing the ingredients with different ratios than last time.

Glancing at his final creation, Melvin slightly nodded, 'It seems better?'

He took out his remaining 16 pages of parchment and began writing. Although he wanted to experiment more with the story because he understood how the concept of storytelling was filled with infinite possibilities, he didn't have the leisure to do so. 

His survival was only hanging by a thread, and that he knew very much. Taking that into consideration, he went with the already proven method. To write something that had happened to him, that he understood, and affected him to a big degree. In other words, just this morning.

He woke up to a punch whose sting could still be felt from the tinge of pain his lips would send whenever he spoke as the wound brushed against his teeth, and then one thing led to another, and found himself chopping up bodies like a butcher and feeding them to the beasts.

As he began writing, he quickly noticed how much this quill felt perfect in his hand, unlike the last time. "Thank god I went and asked." He thought, his heart filled with both satisfaction and anticipation as to how it'd affect his rune.

Although his state of mind was slightly in turmoil which wasn't ideal for writing, he attempted to use that same anxiety and channel it into his work. Paying more attention to his way of writing as the skill suggested it was important, he found that now he had the liberty to explore the issues more deeply, which in turn allowed him to incorporate more details, something that factored in the strength of the rune.

From time to time, he would pause, and start walking to and fro in his room. Then as if enlightenment would strike, he would frantically rush to the desk and start writing again.

The process took around three hours before he finally put down his quill with a satisfied expression on his face.

He stood up from the chair and stretched as a wide toothy grin sneaked onto his face. After doing that, he pushed the chair to the side and stood before the table glancing down at the parchment that had 10 pages filled.

Taking a brief glance at his Interface, he noticed that the mental energy used in creating the ink had already recovered, and he exhaled a long breath and began.

Moving his palm above the parchment, he triggered the skill, something that felt very natural and instinctual. As his mental energy moved through his body and out of his palm, it began to transform under the miraculous effects of the skill of a Legendary class. Paying attention to his mental energy, he continued pouring drop after drop. The moment a slight headache was felt, he instantly stopped the skill and patiently watched.

The astonishing process began to take shape once again. Arcane symbols danced, and ink-black characters swirled around them. The two ingredients soon began merging, before their previous forms were forged and refined under a magical dance until what remained was a pure form of energy that coalesced into each other.

[Congratulations! You have created a Rune: Endless Carnage]

            

    
        Chapter 31 - The Plaza Incident

    
    
    
    
                [Congratulations! You have created a Rune: Endless Carnage]

[Rune of Endless Carnage:
 + 5 Vitality
 + 3 Strength
 + 3 Agility
 + 2% Lifesteal] 
Melvin's eyes quickly trailed over the interface, before he victoriously shouted in his mind, 'Yess!'

The result of this rune was beyond satisfactory, and he couldn't help but marvel, 'That good?!'

One had to know that in his previous big rune Cunning Venom, he wrote about dying, seeing the afterlife, fighting with gods, and waking up in a new world, among other things. Yet, the total of stats it gave him was but a 21 and 20% Basic poison resistance. 

This story, on the other hand, was just about something that happened this morning. Admittedly, he did go through something that fundamentally changed him, it was incomparable to the former.

'But', He thought with a smile, 'The writing in this way is better, and there were a lot of details. Most importantly I used 56 of Mental Energy, instead of just around 19'

Looking at the rune with the blood and corpses drawn inside as it glowed with a faint red light, he thought for a moment before he went by the bed to grab his dagger, and along the way, the floating rune dutifully followed.

When he held the dagger with his right hand, his palm slightly glowed and before long, a stream of energy emerged out of it and seeped into the dagger before it disappeared. He successfully transferred the Brutal Strength Rune from his body to the dagger.

Using his left hand, he touched the floating Endless Carnage rune and it instantly fused with his body.

Summoning the interface, he studied his new stats.

***
Name: Melvin Miller(Jacob)
Age: 25(19)

Class: Rune Mythomancer(Legendary)
Class: None.

Tier: Initate Tier
Rank: 2(10%)

Titles: [The Heretic] | [The Storyteller's Charm]

Health Points, HP: 190/190
Mana Points, MP: 50/50
Stamina Points, SP: 78/78
Mental Energy, ME: 60/60

Vitality: 19
Strength: 18
Agility: 21
Intelligence: 10
Wisdom: 12
Charisma: 5
Available Stats Points: 0

Skills: [Storyweaver, Lv1]
Ongoing Quest: [Jacob The Snake's Death]

2% Lifesteal
Resistances: 20% Basic Poison Resistance.
***

Now he was using a total of four runes, three on his body, and one in his dagger. Needless to say, he felt unimaginably powerful.

"It's not enough," Melvin mumbled under his breath. He had learned that even Guard Captains were at the Novice Tier, and he was certain that someone of that level would be able to easily crush him.

If what George said turned out to be correct, then not even mentioning a captain, even the military or the guilds might be involved.

'I need to reach Rank 5 to get a new skill. Then I need to get money and find a way to buy a Class stone to get a new class, and finally, I need to try my other Title Skill.' He deeply pondered, and realizing that both his first and last goals were interconnected, he decided to start there.

Putting his trusty dagger in his waistband, he went by the bed threw his black hooded cloak over himself, and walked out of the room.

After gently knocking on the boys' door, they opened. He noticed George by the window smoking, and the other three talking amongst themselves. Needless to say, the atmosphere was bleak among them as they had no idea what terrible direction this unexpected turn of their lives might lead to.

He informed the group that he was going to run some errands, and after seeing them nod he left.

His destination was none other than the dome-shaped church at the royal plaza. He had heard from people's discussions that it's the church of the God of Wisdom, Hatys.

If he wanted to get an extra skill that would increase his survivability in the world even further, then he had to go for the religious people with the most amount of faith.

Along the way, he made sure to "accidentally" look in a different direction whenever a group of guards walked by. He had noticed that they had the terrible habit of looking deeply into people who wore cloaks just like him, much to his frustration.

The festivities seemed to be still happening, just to a much lesser degree than yesterday.

It took him around an hour of walking at a normal pace to reach the royal plaza that was situated at the very heart of the city, a testament to the city's size.

Walking down from the direction of the main western road, he briskly made his way towards the center of the plaza where long stone benches provided seating. He settled onto one, joining the others gathered there.

The previously thick clouds had already lessened to a big degree, allowing the sun to pass through. Sitting there, his eyes randomly darted from one place to the next as he watched people coming and going, but most of his attention was on the main wide luxurious entrance of the church.

He thought of walking in to take a look, but seeing how the various guards at its entrance were inspecting everyone thoroughly made him change his mind.

He had a simple goal in coming here, he wanted to find a priest and follow him. That's as far as his plans were, as for the ethics of the matter or what he would do once he followed them, he hadn't given it much thought.

As he was busy paying attention to everything in his surroundings, he noticed a girl around his new body's age walking in his direction. Following her was a big black tiger with white stripes.

The moment he noticed that this girl was indeed heeding his way, his face fell. However, he knew that this was the reality of this world from now on, he had to get over his fear of big animals, and so thinking of that, his body which was gradually standing up, paused and sat down.

'This is a good opportunity,' He thought with determination, 'I need to get used to them. I am strong now too...'

The girl was wearing grey pants, and a green crop top with her hair tied into a ponytail. Her face seemed cheerful and happy as she strode with graceful steps with a big beast following after her. Noticing the empty place beside Melvin she sat down, enjoying the warm sun rays.

Melvin's sight was quickly dominated by the huge cat as it passed in front of him and it sat in front of her. Feeling himself in such close proximity to the tiger, his body couldn't help but stiffen as his heart loudly thumped in his chest.

In his fear, he would steal quick glances at the big tiger to his left, afraid it might do something unexpected. And, just like with the bear, the same story repeated itself.

The tiger quickly noticed that something was amiss with the human, he seemed both tense and kept looking at it. Thus, it stood up to make sure!

Noticing the incoming tiger, Melvin stood up, 'Maybe it just wants to smell me like a dog', He thought trying to comfort himself. And when he saw that the girl saw its action and wasn't alarmed, he was sure that everything would go smoothly, and so he didn't run away.

But when the tiger got so close to his body that his breath fluttered his cloak, and when he noticed how impressively big the tiger was from such a close distance, and especially how viciously long and sharp its fangs were, he was petrified.

The tiger began to emit a low growl, as it sniffed him, and then...

"Roaar"

The tiger roared and lunged at him, with a predatory glint in its eyes.

Melvin who was already laser-focused on its every movement retreated one step before he kicked it squarely in the head using his right leg, with everything that he got.

His 20 Strength proved to be sufficient as the force behind his kick sent the tiger falling down on top of his owner, and it didn't stand up once again.

This turn of events attracted the attention of everyone, the nearby people who were coming and going along the plaza, those who were sitting there, and especially the girl who was crushed under his weight.

"Help," She yelled with a stifled voice. However, Melvin was still too scared as adrenaline coursed through his body to approach this big tiger once again.

His almost three-decade-long condition on Earth proved to be pervasive even in the face of the newfound strength he had acquired. When he saw a big tiger lunging at him, a very biological fear kicked into overdrive inside of his mind and attacked it.

The nearby people soon came to the girl's rescue, more specifically one short-haired woman and two tall guys.

"Are you crazy, why did you hit it? And why aren't you helping her?" They yelled as they moved the body of the unconscious tiger from the girl.

When the three people had a clearer vision of the girl underneath, a strange glint flashed through their eyes.

Melvin didn't say anything and just turned around to leave, however, the girl who had already stood up right now had different plans in mind.

A scarlet fireball with intense heat that was the size of a basketball appeared above her palm before she hurled it toward him.

Melvin was still paying attention behind him, afraid that the three people might follow after him, and thus the moment he heard the nearby people's gasps of shock and felt the intense heat behind him, he immediately jumped to the left, falling in the process.

A big ball of flames passed through where he just was a split second ago, shocking him to his core. He instantly stood up turned around, and saw the girl chasing him with a furious expression.

His eyebrows furrowed and a cold look took over his eyes, all of his previous fears found the perfect channel to course through as he became even more furious than her, 'What is wrong with this bitch?' He thought, walking towards her just the same.

"What's your problem?" He yelled once the distance between the two closed, "Why did you attack me with that spell? You could have killed me."

Clenching her fists the girl yelled back, seemingly even more angry, "You killed my beast, I am going to kill you."

Melvin knew that the beast wasn't dead, but there was no way in hell he would take this lying down and start comforting with an explanation when she was the one responsible for all of that, "It's your fault, you saw that fucking monster coming at me and you didn't do anything? What did you expect me to do? Let him bite me?"

By then a big crowd had already surrounded the two, all of the previously bored people who were hanging around the plaza seemed to find the perfect opportunity for some mild entertainment.

"Hey, you." One of the men who had helped her remove the tiger had short black hair and wore deep blue clothes with a sword by his side approached Melvin and put his rough hands on his shoulder, warning, "Stop yelling like a madman at the young lady."

Vexed by such a display, Melvin squeezed the man's hand hard before he pushed it using all of his force, "Fuck off."

The man's face contorted with pain, he then quickly stabilized himself from the force Melvin used to push him aside. His eyes quickly glanced over at the nearby crowd and witnessed several familiar faces, which only increased his humiliation by being thrown around by such a small kid.

He threw his friends a brief glance and unsheathed the sword to his side, and they both followed after as they encircled Melvin.

The tiger's owner felt even more vindicated and did the same thing to help the other avenge the killer of her beast.

            

    
        Chapter 32 - The Chief Guard

    
    
    
    
                Witnessing all of this, Melvin was furious. A rude thought tugged his mind saying, 'I don't know how strong are they, and there are guards nearby, I should back down...'

But he gritted his teeth and mumbled, "Fuck it." Knowing that they wouldn't let him go, he took out the dagger from his waistband, as his eyes glazed over the four surrounding him.

The man who first approached him grabbed the hilt of his sword with two hands and vertically slashed from a distance.

Melvin was momentarily puzzled over the stupidity of his actions, but before the thought could even flow through the end of its course, A light red vertical sword of energy sliced through the air as it approached him with tremendous speed.

At that moment realized that if he hadn't absorbed the last Endless Carnage Rune, his agility wouldn't have been high enough to react to its speed. However, as things stood, he could still somewhat follow its trajectory and narrowly dodged to the right.

The tiger's owner seemed to expect his move, and so the moment he dodged, all he could see in front of him was a scarlet wall of fire. Fortunately, his reactions proved to be somewhat quick, and he let himself fall to his back.

The fireball grazed past him burning some of his hair, as that stink wafted. But before he could even stabilize himself, he felt a kick hitting him on his left side. The strength behind it was so powerful he was tossed several meters to the side, and he had even heard a faint cracking sound accompanying it.

Just as he made one long painful cough as his lungs struggled to breathe, he felt another stabbing pain in the back of his knee. He quickly turned his body to the ground, and the pain became even more apparent as he could feel something stuck there. 

His eyes instantly caught the woman with a bow in hand, preparing to shoot another arrow. Under the onslaught of those attacks and seemingly unending pain, his rage slightly crumbled and was replaced by both disbelief and apprehension, 'Are they trying to kill me? In the center of the city?'

In fact, the main reason why he stood up to those guys could be attributed to what he learned about the city thus far. The security was rather tight, and the guards roamed every corner. However, now he was at the heart of the city and several people were trying to kill him.

His eyes quickly darted to the guards by the church to his left, and he saw that they were unmoving, much to his dismay.

Melvin quickly stood up, or it'd better to say, he jumped as another arrow raced through the air aiming for his throat. 'They're really trying to kill me.' He thought in a flash, shocked by this turn of events.

The original instigator, the girl, threw another fireball in his direction which he dodged as well. However, the bald man who broke one of his ribs with the kick proved to be too cunning. He of all of the people here knew how to take the perfect opportunity to land a blow.

When he dodged the fireball by moving to the left, a strong kick connected with his chest sending him flying backward. Still, suffering through the momentum of the fall, a swift wooden arrow with a razor-sharp tip cruised toward his heart.

Melvin who was still too disoriented from the dual onslaught of both pain and imbalance, wasn't even aware of the approaching arrow, much less dodge it.

Just as it was about to pierce through his flesh, a rough hand easily grabbed the arrow and broke it in half.

It was a neat well build, neat-dressed, dark-haired man. Waving his hand, the incoming fireball seemed to crumble into tiny embers before disappearing. Witnessing this sight, the incoming four paused dead in their tracks. 

The man shook his head and disappointment and rebutted, "What are you doing? Do you think there is no law in this city?"

The rest of the group felt as if a lump was struck in their throat when they saw and heard what the man said, but that wasn't what terrified them, it was the man's identity.

The Chief Guard of Nightmond.

The girl on the other hand, although aware of the man's identity, didn't show any remore nor indication of giving up. With raging steps, she approached the man and shouted, "Chief Dulan, this criminal killed my beast. I should be able to avenge him."

Chief Dulan's face quickly contorted into one of disgust, before he masked it in a flash. He deeply sighed and explained in a fake amicable voice, "It's not dead, it had just lost consciousness."

This piece of news seemed to have an effect on the girl, her steps halted as her expression went through a subtle change. Just as quickly as that happened, she continued to complain, "Still... He kick.."

The man waved his hand, and cut her off, "I saw everything. Your tiger tried to bite him." He then turned to look at Melvin who had already stood up and approached them, he pointed toward the three with his hands and asked, "Young man, do you want to file a report against these three" His meaning was clear, these three, as for the other lady, just forget it.

As much as the Chief loved to uphold the law and follow the rules, he knew that when things involved great powers, justice would always become fickle and untrustworthy. After all, Justice needed the capital to uphold its rule and execute its laws, otherwise, the laws become mere suggestions at best.

Although Melvin was overwhelmed internally, he was very composed. Now that death was no longer on the menu, his mind got to register the silver lining in all of this. 'You gave me a reason,' He thought, smiling with a deep meaning toward the three. 

The reason he had been staying for a long while in front of the church without actually doing anything, was precisely just that. He was dealing with the ethics of the matter. The idea of just going randomly to any religious person and killing them in cold blood felt too insurmountable for someone who had been watching Netflix and browsing YouTube Shorts just a day ago.

Now, with a reason, his mind was at ease and laser-focused on the task ahead. As for the priest, he would find them eventually. It was time to hunt, and rank up.

He friendly nodded toward the Chief, and replied, "It's fine, it was just all a big misunderstanding."

The three who he now knew were adventurers from the same guild due to the matching colors were surprised when they heard his answer. The tall bald one, however, had a deep pondering look on his face.

The tiger's owner only glared at him, but he quickly averted his gaze. He understood the Chief's underlying meaning, and he didn't want to waste his time with her, for now.

Chief Dulan was surprised when he heard that, and he couldn't help but give the young man another glance. 'His face looks familiar,' He thought, but he quickly brushed such a thought because the crowd was becoming too big and he hated these sorts of gatherings.

He turned around, and due to his tall stature, he could see beyond the gathered crowd. His eyes quickly met a group of four guards who were patrolling the area. Raising his hand, he quickly clicked his fingers together, and the sound magically traversed to the ears of the distant guards who immediately turned to look. Witnessing the face, they rushed toward him with hurried rhythmic steps.

The Chief then approached the tall bald guy of the guild, and coldly ordered, "Give the young man a healing potion. You're lucky you're getting off easy this time." If they were regular civilians, he would have made them spend a few days in jail. Unfortunately, the adventurers were a rowdy violent bunch. A fight of this caliber wasn't something that he took seriously unless an official complaint was filed of course.

Awkwardly smiling the bald guy explained, "We don't have it here..." He then approached Melvin and stretched out his palm before him, "Here take these 2 gold coins. You can get two with it."

Although he didn't want to accept the money, Melvin knew better than to reject two gold coins in this vulnerable time of his. He was also wary of the incoming guards, the fact that the Chief was unaware of his face didn't mean they would be too.

Without looking at the bald guy, he snatched the two cold coins and put them in his pockets. He gave a smiling nod to the Chief and limped towards the southern main road.

Remembering that the arrow was still lodged behind his knee, he paused his steps. His eyes observed the faces in the crowd, looking at him with different expressions. He vowed to make his exit at least somewhat respectable, unlike the way he was thrown around by that group of people. He gritted his teeth, wrapped his hand around the arrow's shaft, and deeply inhaled and held it in.

With a quick tug, the arrow was removed from his body. Followed by both a fountain of blood dripping down his legs, and a pained groan. In but two seconds, his forehead was dripping with sweat as his limp became even more pronounced. His every step left a trail of blood and bloody bootprints.

After a while, he reached the buildings at the southern side of the plaza, and began walking on the sidewalk. After passing by an alchemy shop, hehesitated, 'Should I buy the potion or save the money?'

After a quick back and forth, he walked in. As much as he wanted to save up money for the Class Stones, walking with a bloodied leg in a bustling street was too much attention for a wanted man.

The young attendant inside didn't waste time after seeing his state, and so he quickly brought back a short thick glass bottle with a red liquid once he asked for a healing potion.

Holding the bottle in his hand, he mused, 'It's a lot cheaper than the five gold coins potion I got the other day.' He removed the cork with his teeth and chugged the whole content inside of his mouth.

'Berry flavored?' He thought, as he still enjoyed the aftertaste lingering in his mouth, 'But for a gold coin it's to be expected I guess.'

Fortunately, just a couple of seconds after he downed it down, his wound began closing down. Although he couldn't see much, he quickly noticed how the blood flow had completely stopped, and the degree of pain the wound was sending his brain lessened by a lot. After a while, the wound began to feel super itchy, but he controlled himself and let the process run its course without obstruction.

His rib was more or less giving him the same inputs, he knew that he got one of his ribs broken after the first kick. Remembering how they treated him, he clenched his fists in anger, scaring the nearby attendant who was waiting for him to leave because he soiled their floor with blood.

'Those fuckers wanted to build connections on my back.' He hatefully thought, gnashing his teeth. The moment the Chief spoke and more or less conveyed to him that the girl had a backing, he instantly understood why those fellows acted in such a manner. 

            

    
        Chapter 33 - Short Rest

    
    
    
    
                The attendant's face that was visibly uncomfortable as he fidgeted while looking at Melvin was quickly registered in his mind. He glanced at him and smiled, "Alright, I'll leave now. You could have just told me you know." He said teasingly.

He knew that the attendant was a bit afraid because he seemed rather unpredictable with his black pants and boots filled with blood as he clenched his teeth in hatred with an unfocused gaze.

He walked out of the alchemy shop and after throwing a brief look at the Royal Plaza, he picked a random street in the southern main road and strode in its direction. The plaza was still a bit too crowded, and he reasoned he must still be fresh in most of those people's minds, and he didn't want that. 

After he walked for a little while, he found a secluded alleyway with some cats and sat down beside them in order to play and kill some time. He quickly noticed how the three cats in this alley were rather skinny, and at the same time, the first thing he saw them doing was rummaging through the street, seemingly looking for something to eat.

Just as his butt touched the ground, it started raising up once again. He had noticed that one of the stalls in a previous street was selling some fresh fish, and thus he went back and brought a small paper bag that had around eight small fish at the cheap price of 35 copper coins.

He gave the skinnier cats of the group three and gave the last one two. 'Seems fair?' He thought, enjoying the sound of them chewing.

However, something soon caught his attention and also soured his mood. This particular street he was sitting in, was rather deserted, and that was why he decided to rest here for a while. Opposite to him, was another alleyway, the only difference was that this one was closed and didn't lead anywhere.

He noticed that a teen boy, slightly younger than his new body's age running there, and he was followed by a group of six boys around his age too. The boy was running with such a speed and a scared look on his face, that he didn't even have the time to register that the alley wasn't leading anywhere. By the time he did, the other group had already closed his way out.

They didn't taunt him, or anything like that. What they did was much worse, the leader of the group a tanned brown haired teen with a beige shirt and some red shorts kept running toward him, and when he reached him he pulled his leg backward and kicked the guy right in the heels.

Needless to say, facing such a strong kick in his vulnerable state, he was sent airborne before crashing face-first into the unforgiving hard bricks below.

"You fucking coward." The attacker uttered, face stretched into a grin. The boys behind him laughed as well before they joined in attacking the victim whose head was bleeding from the previous fall.

"Why don't you talk back now?" Questioned the attacker, with another kick in the curled up boy's stomach.

Although Melvin didn't understand really what was happening, this group made him recollect when he was walking back home yesterday and a group of boys just like them hassled him.

He understood very well the psychology and motivations behind groups such as these, and they were entirely related to domination and coping mechanisms. Their life would suck in some ways, and they would channel that hate, envy, and what have you into dominating those they deem more fortunate.

This wasn't a random thought, but more so an educated guess he made after looking at both the differences in their clothing. The victim seemed well dressed, showered, and had a fresh haircut, and the others weren't. The way they gloated and laughed with one another didn't help their case either.

Moreover, Melvin had grown up in a very tough neighborhood, and he was very much familiar with how people like them operated.

With some grievances from yesterday that he had buried in his heart, and now after the humiliation in the plaza, he approached the group, and he didn't forget to remove his cloak because he wanted them to see his age.

The group who were still attacking the guy even though his previously tense arms that he protected his head with had already given out, soon noticed an approaching teenager. Although he seemed slightly older and more mature facial wise, he was still someone they would consider a peer. Thus, they were immediately annoyed looking at his all-knowing and confident smile.

"Why are you attacking him?" Melvin asked once he reached a satisfying distance from the group, he also quickly noticed that several windows had swung open in the alleyway, and the people behind were quietly watching everything unfold.

The moment he said that question, the group had all turned toward him, leaving the bloodied man on the streets. The leader of the group furrowed his brows, his expression both solemn and serious, "What's it to you?"

Still smiling, his confidence rooted in his ability, Melvin replied, "Well, I am just a concerned citizen. I see a group of people attacking a guy at the same time, and I worry."

The leader bit his lower teeth when he heard that, and a small cracking sound echoed as his thumb cracked his ring finger. His gaze unwavering, he approached Melvin step by step.

His arms moved slowly, and he grabbed Melvin's collar tightly with his left hand, his right hand clenched into a fist until his knuckles turned white and threatened, "What can you do about it?" He smiled, his expression clearly conveying his confidence in his ability as well. The group behind him all encircled Melvin, glaring at him with a cold look.

Melvin's smile widened even further, there was a reason he didn't do anything thus far. He had no idea how to gauge people's strength, and although it seemed improbable he was afraid they were all very powerful. However, the moment he felt the force by which his collar was grabbed, his mind was at ease.

Still, he was grabbed in such a difficult position that it was visually humiliation for him. His shirt scrunched up, squeezing his neck hard cutting the blood flow, and his belly was visible. But he didn't do anything, his voice smooth and collected he said, "You know, I learned something a while ago."

His words caught the boys slightly off guard as a conversation was the last thing they expected here, but he didn't give them any time to analyze and gripped them with his words as his title worked in full effect, "Living in a society, we more or less agree to some social contracts. And in this case, it is the contract of living together in peace. Now, most people follow it, that is why people like you can wake up in the morning and go have breakfast without anyone beating you up."

His expression gradually changed from amiable to deadly cold as he continued, "However, other people following it and them not killing you and letting you live to such an old age requires you to follow it as well. Otherwise, it makes you a hypocrite, a scourge that is infecting people's peace. A virus that is threatening the vital contracts that hold civilizations together."

Melvin's hands moved and grabbed the wrist of the hand latching into his collar, and he stabbed his finger into it, prompting the guy to immediately release his grip through sheer pain.

Before the guy could even grimace or groan in pain, sturdy powerful hands clucthed his collar, and his legs soon left the grounds as he was easily raised like a toddler. Then, the voice echoed, "Now that you have broken the contract that was so graciously given to you by everyone else, then naturally what takes place is the one you're contributing to. The strong preys on the weak. Correct?"

The moment the last word was heard, Melvin pushed the guy backward with every bit of his strength, and he flew several meters back before he fell on his back with a thudd, eyes widening from the collision.

He looked at the other ones and continued, "So let me show what are the consequences are for the contract you have just broken, you little shits."

His body easily tilted to the left, he raised his right leg with astonishing speed and hit the guy to his right in the stomach. The force behind it sent him flying through the air before he crashed into the wall of the nearby house before he fell weakly on his head.

The remaining four looked at him with a terrified expression, but before they could even think of how to react a menacing shadow lunged at them, beating in all kinds of shades of red and blue.

After he was done with the others, he approached the leader of the bunch who didn't move after the first fall. 'You think I am stupid?' Melvin thought, amused by the sight before him.

The guy was laid on his back, feigning losing consciousness. His eyes however betrayed him as they rapidly fluttered, a testament to the fear and anxiety he was feeling knowing that Melvin was right above him.

Melvin quickly thought of how he woke up that morning and decided to do the exact same to this fella. He swiftly bent down his legs and punched the guy right in the mouth, prompting him to open his eyes and grab his bleeding mouth as he groaned in pain. 

Melvin's steps were steady as he approached the guy who was crawling on the ground trying to put a distance between them, and once he got close enough. He repeated what happened to him just a while ago in the plaza, he kicked the guy right in his rib cage, sending him flying to the side with eyes widening in shock and pain as a crack was heard. The guy's mouth opened gasping for breath as he held his stomach with his hand, a reflexive attempt to soothe the pain.

"See, this is the game you chose to play of your own volition," Melvin said as he approached him once again. This time, with a dagger that still had some blood left from his previous endeavors in hand. He crouched down, and played with it under the horrific guy's gaze, and asked, "Do you understand what I wanted to say?"

The guy furiously nodded his head in understanding. Witnessing this, Melvin pushed, "Explain it."

Hearing that, his expression of fear stiffened, and felt lost unaware of how to proceed. However, the sight of Melvin's smile quickly scared him and he began repeating what he heard before.

Their victim had already woken up and was watching everything unfold, his expression was filled with satisfaction as he looked at their bloodied faces and more so mortified expressions. He stood up with difficulty due to sheer pain in his back, stomach, and face as he began to approach Melvin. "Thank you," He said, with a bloody weak smile. 

Standing up, Melvin put down his dagger in the back of his waistband and put on his hood once again. "It's fine," he replied, "Come, let me walk you out, these guys might come looking for trouble again."

'That is the beauty of power' He gleefuly thought with a wide grin as the two walked out of the alleyway, but he understood that it was more than just power. It was a fact that he was now a man who was already considered a criminal, so he didn't have much to fear.

The moment he saw those guys and wanted to beat them up, he went for it. At the same time, the fact that he had killed several people that same day only boldened him more.

            

    
        Chapter 34 - The Adventurer's Association

    
    
    
    
                After he walked the guy back to his home, he learned from him that he wasn't from this city.

His name was Tyrak, and he was from a nearby city to the East called Tylsa. He was visiting his uncle with the rest of his family for the festival. Unfortunately, he was the only male cousin in that age range, and he was pretty bored and decided to go for a walk. But he was lost in the complex streets of the city until he found himself faced with that group in a certain alley.

He merely looked in their direction, and yet the leader of that group glared at him followed with an insult, clearly looking for trouble. Initially, Tyrak wanted to fight him, but the rest of the group ganged up at him and they started beating him up. Facing such a ridiculous turn of events, he could only escape, as humiliating as it felt for him.

Melvin was even more certain of his assessment of those guys when he heard that story, and so after bidding farewell to the bloodied guy he made way for the Plaza once again.

This time he had a plan in mind. He was going to enter that big building where a lot of adventurers gathered, his goal was to get information about the three people who tried to kill him. As for the priest, he was still set on that idea, but he changed his approach to one that was more foolproof, ethically speaking.

He quickly reached the plaza because he memorized the path he had been walking on, and so when he noticed that the crowd at the center had already dispersed, he knew it was time.

As he stepped into the plaza from the southern main road, he gauged the building's location to be beyond the Church, positioned to his right. In other words, it resided in the topmost right corner of the area. Towering over its surroundings, it ranked as the largest structure nearby, second only to the Church.

Following the narrow path flanked by buildings to his right, he swiftly reached the edge of the western main road and pressed on with a carriage to his left moving on the same path. The horse's hooves clattered on the brick, and a rhythmic percussion echoing down the cobblestone streets.

Directly ahead loomed a stately grey structure boasting intricate architecture. Its broad entrance buzzed with activity.

Unlike the church, there were no guards in sight, much to Melvin's relief.

Entering the building, Melvin's eyes were immediately drawn to the grand staircase to his left, spiraling upwards to unseen heights where the bustle of activity echoed from the upper stories. 'I feel like I'm in Harry Potter for some reason,' he thought amusingly.

In the center of the spacious wide hall, stone tables and chairs filled the area where armored figures gathered, loudly talking amongst themselves. He also noticed some beasts and birds sitting beside some of the groups.

Beyond them, at the edge of the hall, stood a bustling counter manned by several attendants both men and women wearing a white uniform tending to the adventurers.

To the right of the hall, was an exquisite wooden board that truly captured Melvin's attention. Covered in papers of various colors, it seemed to hold much information Melvin reasoned from the dozens of people standing before it.

Fortunately, his presence was very inconspicuous among these groups of people, he had realized that there were several cloaked figures just like him strolling around so he walked with his mind at ease.

He made sure to avoid walking beside the tables where the monsters sat, the incident that happened before was still fresh in his mind. Step by step, he zigzagged around the tables, and he quickly reached the big wooden board and stood behind the crowd.

He had already noticed that his eyesight was incomparable to how it was, the small characters a considerable distance from him could be easily seen. Even some small tiny holes in the paper that he reasoned must've been the result of the quill's tip poking through were noticeable.

'This must be because of my high Vitality points.' He pondered, that particular Stat had indeed confused him initially because it felt too similar to a video game. However, he soon understood that it was more so a quantifiable measure of the prowess, defense, lifespan, and capability of his physical body.

Quickly dismissing such thoughts from his mind, he began looking through the information provided.



- Join the Moonfang Expedition in the Silent Shadow Forest: We're going to hunt down the Moonfang wolves. For each kill, earn 1 gold coin. Bronze Rank Team Minimum. Preferablly: Cleric, Priest, Thief

- Blacksmith seeks rare material: Venture into the treacherous mines of Deepstone to retrieve the elusive Blackheart ore. Reward: 20 gold coins. Iron Rank Team: 2 members proficient in mining.

- Escort caravan through bandit territory: Safeguard the merchant convoy as it traverses the dangerous routes plagued by bandit raids. Reward: 100 gold coins upon safe delivery. Silver Rank Team Minimum: 4 members skilled in combat and navigation. (It starts in four days.)

- Herbalist seeks rare herb: Brave the depths of the Enchanted Grove to procure the elusive Starbloom herb. Reward: 20 gold coins. Bronze Rank Team Minimum: 2 members proficient in herbalism.

- Seeking a mentor to learn to fight and raise ranks: I am looking for a seasoned adventurer to help me improve my skills and raise my Rank. Reward: 50 gold coins/day. Novice Rank 1 Minimum.

- Recruit for Bamboo Forest dungeon delve: Join a party to explore the depths of the Bamboo Forest dungeon. Reward: Share of loot and treasure. Initiate Rank 8 Minimum. Preferably: Archer/Heavy Warrior/Priest.



'Fuck!!' Melvin shouted when he read through the information, and his mouth couldn't help but widen in sheer astonishment. 'These guys must be loaded!' He thought when looking at the rewards they would be getting.

Immediately after that, he clenched his fists in rage. Witnessing the sort of cool adventures these Adventurers were going through and the money they were getting, he felt endless frustration at his situation. He too wanted to go fight with monsters and raise his ranks, but here he was shackled into this city unable to even go out.

After going through those emotions for a while, he calmed down and comforted, 'I shouldn't be rash, one step at a time.' Melvin knew that though his stats were impressive for a Rank 2 Initiate, his skills were nothing to write home about. The fight from before quickly flashed through his mind once again, and he understood how important skills were.

That was why he was doing his best to get his hands on a Class Stone as he didn't have much hope for his Legendary Class to give him anything offensive this soon. 'But maybe something big will appear when I reach Rank 5?' He thought, heart filled with hope.

'Alright, what now?' Melvin thought after he read through the other missions. His eyes randomly scanned the hall once again, trying to get a clue. Fortunately, he had indeed noticed something interesting. There was a thin tall board in the right edge of the counters that had something, and so he quickly approached.

Premium Maps.

Monster Material Orders.

Mission Board.

Dungeon Guides.

Information Brokerage.

Resource Market.
...

The more he read, the wider his smile became. His teeth unconsciously bit his lower lip, in anticipation, 'Maybe they have it?' he thought.

What interested him the most was none other than the Resource Market, and from what he learned about the association thus far, it didn't seem that inconceivable for them to have a Class Stone.

His eyes quickly darted to the left, studying the attendants. He needed someone who he could ask about this, and so the moment he noticed a bald man with a mustache who didn't seem to have anyone for some reason, he approached.

"Hello," He asked, with a sunshine smile nodding towards the man who resting his face on his hands in boredom.

"How can I help?" Questioned the attendant, smiling faintly.

"Do you know if Class Stones are sold in the resource market?" Impatiently uttered Melvin, his mind alert, and his gaze unwavering as he looked at him.

"Ah that," said the man, scratching his nose, "I think, they do have it?"

'I think?' Melvin thought in some disappointment, 'That is too unreliable.' He didn't let anything show on his face as he continued his line of questioning, "Do you have any idea how much it sells for?"

The man's eyes scanned the ceiling, seemingly searching for an answer before he replied, "Ehh, I don't remember really. But I think it depends on the class. I only remember that one time I saw one that had Druid Class getting sold for 150 Gold Coins."

'Shit, that much?' Melvin cursed, at the same time the mention of the word, 'Druid', made him realize the importance of reading a book about the world to get a general idea. There was also a question that was very fresh in his mind although a day had passed.

Veering off track, he randomly asked the attendant, "Do you know how many stats Common Classes get with every Rank?"

This was a question he noticed when he received 11 distributed stats when he reached Rank 2, and he knew that the others must be getting less because of the difference between the grades of their classes.

Hearing the question, the attendant smiled but decided to entertain it regardless as he had nothing better to do, "They get 4 in general, and they get distributed depending on their class."

'Hmm, Just 4?' Melvin thought in joy, to him the weaker others were, the safer it would be for him. 

He asked the attendant a couple of questions after that, but he quickly observed that he was getting annoyed and giving short answers so he thanked him and left.

He learned from him that the Resource Market wasn't exactly a market, but more so a place where you could sell resources yourself to the Association, and if you needed anything you could put in a deposit and order it there. As for its location, it was in the first story up, and that's where the Information Brokerage was as well.

Although he was still puzzled about what the Iron and Bronze teams were, he decided to ask someone else. It wasn't like he couldn't make a guess judging from the name, but he wanted something more specific.

Melvin used the same path around the tables and quickly reached the stairs climbed to the first story and began studying it.

He noticed that there was a stark difference between this place and the bottom level. Instead of stone tables, this story was filled with sofas, but just on the right side. To the left, there were several exquisite open rooms, with windows to the outside. But much like the first level, there was an exquisite counter manned by two women at the end.

Although there were several people here as well, it wasn't as crowded as where he had just been. Thus when he approached the counter, he was directly behind the only customer in that line. A big man wearing a bronze full-armor and a giant hammer that swayed to his side.

Being very curious about the world and absorbing any knowledge he could get his hands on, he began eavesdropping on their conversation.

"You don't have it?" Asked the armored man with a sigh, "When was the last time was it available for sale?"

The older woman behind the counter had a neutral expression as she replied to everything he asked, "Three days ago." She said, but then she noticed the man's relieved expression and smile saying, "But before that, three months."

True to her expectations, the man's face contorted in a grimace of pain when he heard that. He then began to ponder before he gritted his teeth and said, "I understand, just file the order." He then put down a light red pouch filled with coins and left.

            

    
        Chapter 35 - The Grisly News

    
    
    
    
                Melvin wasn't expecting any precious information either, so he didn't react at how uninformative that was and just approached the counter and waited. The woman behind was busy writing on a piece of paper to the side, and after a while, she raised her head and approached.

A weird silence then ensued, Melvin was waiting for the lady to ask so that he could begin, and she, in turn, was waiting for him to speak.

"Hello, Do..."

"What do.."

Both of them spoke at the same time, and then when they realized the other person was speaking they stopped.

Melvin smiled in his mind, finding the situation quite amusing. Just as he was about to say, "Please go on..." The exact same thing repeated itself, much to his amusement.

However, he quickly noticed how the woman's expression turned chilly as she glared at him. 'Does she think I am doing it on purpose?' He thought, puzzled as to why she would be mad from such a harmless situation. 

This time, he didn't say anything and just gestured for her to speak with his head, still smiling.

In an emotionless cold voice, the attendant uttered, "What do you want?"

Hearing such an unfriendly tone, Melvin's face couldn't help but mirror hers. 'What's wrong with this woman?' He thought in frustration. "Do you have any Stone Classes?" He muttered, following her eyes.

The woman threw out a simple, "No", and without even waiting for him to ask something else, she retreated to her chair and began writing once again, leaving Melvin stupefied.

'What the fuck just happened?' He questioned, unable to make sense of this crazy woman. Fortunately, there was another woman at the other side of the counter and he quickly made his way there.

After a while, he finished the task as he walked back towards the stairs with an astonished expression on his face. '80 Gold Coins? Shit,' He cursed, 'Too expensive.'

Fortunately, the other woman was friendlier and he learned that they indeed had Class Stones, but there were only those of Warriors, Thieves, Archers, and Rogues. They were all at the same price, but this made him realize another important issue. He didn't know which Class he should go for when he got enough money. 'Seems like a trip to a library or something is necessary.' He pondered deeply.

His first thought was to just pay an adventurer some silver, and have them answer all of his questions. But he changed his mind, he wanted something more comprehensive and precise because he had a lot of other questions.

As he was mindlessly walking, eyes glued to the ground, he suddenly bumped into something hard and strong, to the point that he almost fell back. Glancing up, he immediately caught sight of a tall man clad in an exquisite red armor with a sword at his side. When he saw the man's face, he was shocked.

"Karl?" He mumbled unsure, because the man in front of him seemed rather too different from the friendly stranger he encountered previously.

A pair of eyes immediately connected with his, then the armored man said, "Oh hey! Melvin, what are you doing here?" Sounding clearly surprised by seeing this interesting fella who he knew was Classless in the Adventurer's Association.

Finding someone who he knew here, Melvin was beyond happy, even though he had no idea why exactly. His smile widened and answered, "I was here looking for Class Stones."

Hearing that, Karl's eyebrows quirked up, "Ohh?" He questioned with a smile, "You're looking for an interesting class or what?"

Melvin had no idea what Karl meant by saying interesting, "I don't know, I still have no idea what Class to go for. I just came to see the price."

"Ah I see," Karl said, and then explained to him how the Church's crystal offered only limited Classes. Mainly Warrior, Archer, Monk, Thief, Cleric, and Priest. If he wanted others like Druid, Rogue, Mage, or the other Uncommon Classes, he would have to get a Class Stone.

"If you're looking for just something basic, why didn't you go to the church? It's just 10 Gold Coins." Karl asked confusion evident on his face. He understood from Melvin that he just wanted some normal to begin with, so he didn't get why he would go around looking for Class stones.

Melvin naturally wouldn't start rambling about how a Godly being told him not to go about it that way, and so he just said, "Ehh, Gods and the Church aren't really my thing."

Although what he had just said was very risky, and if he said it to anyone he would be deemed an offensive Heretic. Karl was different, and although they had very little interaction other than his first day, Melvin had a general idea about his personality.

True to his expectations, Karl was at first shocked by the brazen words as he started turning around making sure no one was eavesdropping before he chuckled and said, "You'll get us stoned. Anyway, I have to go finish up some business. If you need anything, you know where I live."

Melvin quickly waved him off, delighted by the last news. Karl clearly seemed strong, if he could count on him in a moment of need it would be great.

Still mulling over that, he quickly reached one of the rooms by the stairs and hesitated. 'Should I go in?' He knew that this was where the information was sold, and though he could describe the uniform they were wearing to someone and ask him, he wanted something more specific and one hundred percent correct, not some passerby's guess.. 

Gritting his teeth, he mumbled, "Fuck it," and entered. He knew that this was going to cost him quite a bit, but after he learned how much adventurers were getting paid he became emboldened in his decision. If he could rob those people, he would make a killing!

The moment he set food inside, the door behind him was slammed shut, seemingly on its own. If the attendant hadn't told him about the process, he would have attempted to break it open.

The room before him was quite small but tasteful. It had two long windows covered by a beige curtain that allowed the light to enter, and two red cushioned chairs facing each other.

He sat in one of the chairs, and waited, slightly anxious as his legs moved up and down and his palms grabbed the edge of his seat.

Soon, a mature woman with dark hair wearing a robe of sorts, emerged out of a black curtain at the other side of the room. She smiled at him and sat down in the chair before him.

"What can I help you with?" She asked, her voice seemingly both amused and playful.

Hearing the tone of voice, Melvin's face momentarily stiffened as he thought, 'Oh boy.' Hiding his feelings deep in his heart, he got directly to the point, afraid that they might be charging by the minute. "I am looking for three people, they were wearing a dark blue uniform with a wave as an emblem."

He continued describing how the three of them looked in perfect detail, and once he was done he sighed in relief satisfied by his explanation. But his smile soon froze on his face, he had quickly noticed that the woman kept quiet for an oddly long time.

After a while, her mouth twitched in both amusement and disbelief, "Sir...This isn't that type of establishment."

"What do you mean?" Melvin asked innocently, unable to grasp her point.

"We aren't some underground broker of information, we can't sell you information about people. We only appraise items, dungeon information, territories, possible quests, and so on..." She muttered, unable to hide her smile any longer. 

Realization dawned upon Melvin, and he immediately felt like hiding in a hole, especially as he looked at her amused expression, clearly reveling in his stupidity. Unaware of how to proceed, he just kept looking. 'Well, that is rather awkward...'

Still smiling to herself, the woman stood up. She could tell that he had nothing more to say, and she didn't want to cause him any further embarrassment, "We can conclude this session. Free of charge. Things like this happen, don't worry"

With graceful steps, she retreated to where she came from. However, just as she was about to push the curtain and disappear into what lay ahead, she gave him one last look and hinted with a wink, "Maybe the Black Rose tavern will be lively in this fine evening."

When Melvin heard her words, he smiled back in gratitude and stood up and left. The door had already opened the moment she pushed the curtains aside.

He got down from the stairs and quickly left the association behind as well. His goal was to go back to the Inn and attempt to write some Runes so that he could further strengthen himself. 

However, the moment he stepped foot on the edge of the Western main road, he noticed something quite intriguing. The usually empty sidewalk in front of the news board was now filled with people.

'Huh?! They must've put something new', He thought with a slight curiosity. Reading the news was a very good way to learn about the world, and he wouldn't let go of an opportunity like that, so he slowly approached the small crowd to his left.

Legs still moving, slowly approaching the news board, his ears caught something peculiar.

"They piled the bodies? Oh, how terrible."

Quickly brushing his worries thinking that he was just still nervous, and more so maybe imagining things he continued.

"They fed them to the beasts? That is dangerous..."

'Oh no.' His steps paused, and his eyebrows furrowed. 'Could it be?' Unwilling to wait any longer, he pulled his hood even lower to cover his face and quickened his pace.

The moment his gaze caught the picture of his own face, he was shocked. His mind paused, unwilling to continue its course for a considerable while as his eyes widened in fear.

His palms began to sweat, and he reflexively brushed them against his cloak as he began to read the piece of news under the drawing of his face.



- Tragedy Strikes: Four Lives Lost in Grisly Slaying

In a harrowing tale that sends shivers through the city, four souls met their untimely demise at the hands of young perpetrators. The sordid affair unfolded in the shadows of the slums, where innocence gave way to unspeakable brutality and carnage.

Reports indicate that four unfortunate victims whose identities are under investigation, and two of them were fed to the ravenous beasts along the Beasts' Road, their screams lost amidst the eerie silence of the night. Meanwhile, the others faced a fate even more macabre, their bodies gruesomely mutilated and put on grotesque sadistic display.

Authorities now turn their gaze to the eldest among the accused as being the most likely instigator, a figure known as Jacob The Snake. Wanted for peddling the illicit substance known as "Sunburst", his name evokes fear and apprehension in equal measure in his own neighborhood. With a reward of ten gold coins offered for any information leading to his whereabouts, the city remains on edge, yearning for justice in the wake of such senseless violence.




'What in the world?!' He thought, absolutely gripped by fear, 'I am done for, I am fucked...'

Although he was previously wanted, he was still just a small drug dealer, out of the other hundreds that didn't evoke any fear. However, now that he was given a whole page on the news board, and it was written in such a way that he was painted as this gruesome killer, he began to despair.

He knew that the guards' efforts would be even more serious now that he was portrayed as such, and he was still very much ignorant about the world. He had no idea how skills could be incorporated into looking for him, that was what terrified him the most.

The fact that his face was on display for tens of thousands of people across the city only added to that already terribly complex situation.

"What a sick bastard, do you think he did something to the other boys as well?"

"Probably, from what we've heard there were originally three small boys, but now there are only two. And, no one knows where they are."

Hearing such words, he was immediately woken up from his reverie. He pulled down his hood even further as his face became glued to the ground, afraid someone might catch a view of his features.

'What should I do? What should I do?' He worried as his teeth frantically bit into his nails in anxiety, 'I need to get out of here first.' Reaching that conclusion, he moved behind the crowd and continued on the west main road, the inn as his destination.

He wanted to know if something strange happened in his absence, and as he glanced up, he noticed that the sun seemed perched on the western walls. 'Night is just around the corner.' He observed, momentarily captivated by the view of the bustling street, people's laughs and shouts, and the fantastical view before his fears and worries caught on to him.

            

    
        Patreon Announcement + Bonus Chapter

    
    
    
    
                Hey y'all!

I just finished editing the last advanced chapters, and so advanced chapters for The Legendary Mythomancer are officially live.

There is only a single tier with 30 Advanced chapters for 10$, and in the upcoming weeks I will be editing the final chapters to make it reach a 50.

If you're liking the story and want to read ahead whilst also supporting the story give it a go.

I will also be providing the link for a free chapter in the author's note below.

Have a good day! =)
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                After he reached the inn, the sky was tinted with a dark blue hue, not quite dark yet but getting there. He sat on one of the benches in the park and observed from a distance. However, he quickly noticed that his presence was too conspicuous in the park. All of the nearby moms were giving him wary looks, afraid he might do something to their innocently playing children.

'Shit.' He thought, knowing he had to move once again just after he had just sat down, which would make him look even more suspicious. But, he had to, and he did. He pivoted back to the entrance of one of the alleyways that still gave a view of the inn and kept watch.

'How could they be so fast??' He thought both confused and vexed, as he hatefully clicked his tongue in annoyance. He realized that maybe on some subconscious level, the absence of technology which he deeply associated with information and intelligence, made him undermine the efficiency of this world. He figured who would care about the absence of four people. But apparently, a lot of people did.

'And that fucking news reporter.' Remembering how he was written about in that news article, he gnashed his teeth in hatred as he forcefully hit the wall he was leaning on with the side of his fist. They had even drawn a perfect picture of their shack, and he couldn't lie to himself, it was the creepiest sight he had ever seen.

However, when the group was in the midst of cutting up those bodies, they didn't think about such details too much, and they just prioritized efficiency. Even, the most ominous detail about that drawing which was the four surrounding heads, there was no deep malicious or sadistic reason behind it. They just wanted the heads that were dripping with blood to stay in the enclosed circle they had created.

The calm sight before him managed to slightly calm him down, and so he deeply, weakly, sighed to himself thinking, 'What now?'

It wasn't the first time he asked himself that particular question in the last hour or so, but it was the first time he did so with a more collected state of mind. That was precisely what allowed him to perceive the complexity of this issue. Not from an outward perspective, but more so an inward one.

In other words, he felt complicated when it came to the topic of the group of boys. He observed a contradiction within himself that was gradually permeating other aspects of his life, making them even more difficult.

On the one hand, he didn't want to become too entangled with them as they always approached him with the dead Jacob in mind, and Melvin wanted to be seen as well and not just remain hidden under a complicated web of lies that made his life unnecessarily complicated.

And on the other, he felt somewhat responsible for the boys. It was both a combination of them saving him from death and that they were relatively kids in his eyes and he took pity on them.

Now that he learned that his problems became a hundredfold worse, he knew that living with such a glaring contradictive flaw that obstructed both his perception and behavior would only bring him to death quicker.

'Time to rip that bandage off.' He resolutely thought after standing up, he didn't even remember when he sat leaning against the wall, but he did. His eyes fixed on the Inn scrutinizing every little detail, and after a while of not noticing anything peculiar, he began approaching it.

Moving along the Park, the mothers eyed him once again, but he was too nervous to pay much attention to them. With his left hand nervously clutching on the helms of his cloak. His right hand reflexively reached for the dagger by his waistband, and feeling the strength coursing through him, he felt slightly at ease.

Reaching the sidewalk in front of the inn's entrance, his steps paused. He took a very deep breath, and slightly tilted his body to the side. He moved from one side to the next, trying to peek through the door, and maybe notice something, but he didn't see anything that stood out.

Gritting his teeth, he stepped foot inside and walked very slowly. When he turned his head to the right, he noticed something normal, but also odd.

Almost all of the tables where the patrons ate were filled, but he knew that dinner was served at 10 PM, and there were still two hours before that. The other, and most striking observation was the ages of those sitting there. They were all men and women wearing regular clothing that seemed to be around the ages of twenty to thirty.

The fact that there was no old nor young person among them gave him a bad feeling. His eyes quickly darted toward the innkeeper, and witnessing her expression, he was certain something suspicious was going on.

The previously aloof and impassive lady now seemed slightly tense, and trying to appear normal. The moment she flashed a weak smile in his direction, he bolted for the door.

"Jacob, STOP!" A commanding voice behind him roared, and the moment it resounded through the hall, a synchronized sound of creaking chairs sounded.

However, Melvin's heartbeat had already shot through the roof as a vast amount of adrenaline coursed through his body. His right hand still latched to his side in an attempt to increase his speed by accessing the dagger's rune, he sprinted.

The split second that he turned back, he felt a tremendous force collide with his left shoulder, slowing down his speed considerablly before an intense pain jolted through his brain. His eyes widened in shock at the realization that another arrow was coming straight for his head, 'Are they trying to kill me?' He thought in fear.

That thought, only solidified both his savagery and conviction as he continued running. He knew that dozens of people were following after him, and there was no way in hell he would he just surrender. A random fact he had learned along his walks flashed through his brain, in the Nocevia Dynasty, Nightmond City was famous for something else other than its seaside industry. The vicious Abyss Chains Prison is situated on the island next to it.

Just as Melvin's legs were about to step out of the Inn's door, something happened that woke him up from his pointless thoughts. A rough sturdy hand clenched into a fist until its knuckles turned white, landed on his face with absolute vengeance.

The force from the punch halted his steps. His body retreated backward a step or two, but he didn't fall. Realizing the approaching danger from behind, Melvin's eyes glinted with a dangerous light. With a dagger in hand, he lunged at the bearded guard in normal clothing in front of him with his broken nose bleeding like an opened wine tap barrel.

As another punch cut through the air flying in his direction, he swiftly pushed it aside with his left hand, and using his right hand that held the dagger, he sliced through the man's hand like he was trying to peel a carrot.

Before the man could even scream in pain, Melvin's right leg made a whooshing sound before it quietened down meeting the man's ribcage. With a mind perfectly focused on every tiny detail, his head slightly moved to the side, dodging another arrow.

He tilted his torso forward and with his left leg, he kicked the closest guard behind him in the chest, before he got out of the door and ran toward the alleyway he had been observing from previously with his top speed.

From the door, a seemingly unending train of guards emerged one after the other, following behind him.

Melvin's ears couldn't hear anything by the thumping of his heart, and his legs furiously stomping on the ground as he ran with everything that he had. Saliva felt sharp in his throat, and he spit it out without even turning his head to the side, he just sent it in front of him, and because of his speed, he quickly reached it and it landed on the right side of his cloak. However, this was the last thing on his mind, he could distinctly feel several people slowly gaining on him.

He quickly reached the end of the alley and emerged into another bustling street. He knew that the night market was was more busy than its counterpart, and so looking at the sea of people, stalls, carts, and street vendors, he just whispered a weak, "Sorry" to no one in particular and dashed in their direction.

With adrenaline pumping through his veins, he darted through the crowded marketplace, knocking over stalls and sending people sprawling in his wake.

The aroma of exotic spices and the cacophony of vendors' shouts of fear, rage, and unwillingness filled the air. With each stride, he knocked over wooden stalls laden with colorful wares, sending fruits and trinkets scattering across the brick paved road.

People cried out in surprise and anger as they stumbled in his wake, their voices blending with the panicked bleating of the startled sheep in a makeshift stable that sold livestock in front of him.

In his frantic flight, he leaped over crates and barrels, his heart pounding in his chest. When he reached the short fence of the stable, he jumped. The startled sheep bleated loudly and fled in every direction as he dashed through.

Quickly jumping out of the the other end of the stable he turned to the left corner onto a new street, he glanced back over his shoulder, his breath coming in ragged gasps. The guards were still in pursuit, their determined expressions illuminated by the flickering torchlight of some of the stalls. With even more determination, he pushed himself forward, his muscles burning with exertion as his upper lip was slightly swollen and painted red, his nose still heavily bleeding.

With his most profound speed, summoning every fiber of prowess from his 24 of Agility, he reached the end of the street, and took another turn right, entering a new alley. However, the sight of the houses ahead made his heart sink. Panic rising, he scanned the surrounding area for an escape route, but there was nothing. Briskly turning around to change paths, he caught the sight of his pursuers closing his only exist, and he found himself trapped.

There were two men and a woman, quickly approaching him with careful steps. Melvin's sight was locked into them, but he wasn't even thinking about them. His gears were turning thinking of ways to salvage this situation, he knew that fighting would be foolish with dozens of guards gradually approaching.

In his periphery, he caught sight of a dark blue wooden door that seemed somewhat worn out, and his eyes lit up.

His eyes flicked upwards, silently pleading for an open-roofed house. It was a distinction he'd often observed on his walks: roofs came in two varieties. Some were closed, adorned with tiles and chimneys, while others were open, resembling rooftops with no cover.

Fortunately, this house was of the second category, much to his relief.

With a surge of desperate hope, he veered toward the weathered blue door, his pounding heart driving him forward. With a swift kick, he sent the door flying open, the hinges broke off sending wooden splinters flying.

Without hesitation, he darted inside, a thin passageway stretched before him where he could see some faint light before a young boy rushed to check the noise, but by then Melvin had already raced through the stairwell to his left, climbing upward as his footsteps frantically echoed.

As he ascended, his muscles burning with exertion, he glimpsed a tiny sliver of moonlight filtering through a small window at the top of the stairs. With renewed determination, he burst onto the rooftop, the cool night air immediately made him feel better.

But his relief was short-lived as he saw the guards emerge from the doorway below, their determined forms silhouetted against the faint glow of the streetlights as they began chasing after him. With no time to spare, he dashed across the open rooftop into the next, his footsteps echoing against the tiled surface.

With each leap and bound, he put more distance between himself and his pursuers, his adrenaline-fueled movements carrying him ever onward. The cityscape stretched out before him, a labyrinth of rooftops and alleyways illuminated by the faint soft glow of the moon.

With every rooftop he traversed, the guards fell farther behind, their shouts fading into the night. But he knew he couldn't stop until he was well clear of their reach, his only chance at freedom lying ahead in the maze of streets and shadows below.

In both his fear and haste, he vaulted over another chest-high roof. But instead of landing on solid ground, he found himself falling downward.

As he plummeted through what he immediately recognized to be a lightwell, time slowed into a crawl, revealing several storeys of the house unfurling before him. Each floor exposed its vacant chambers, punctuated by his rapid descent, the silence that was interrupted by his presence.

With his heart lodged in his throat, feeling death looming near, Melvin crashed onto his back with a deafening sound as wooden splinters scattered around him. His vision blurred as he glimpsed a square of starry night sky framed by towering walls, his body teetering precariously on the brink of something unseen. Then, agony overwhelmed him, and consciousness slipped away.

            

    
        Chapter 37 - Brewing Storm

    
    
    
    
                Somewhere in Nightmond, in a dark office dimly lit by a faint flickering candle. Two figures that couldn't be seen faced one another. One of them was sitting on the chair behind a wide desk, his gaze unwavering, studying the starry sky beyond his window.

The sounds of waves crashing against the shore echoed through the window as a salty cool breeze entered the room. 

The other figure was standing with both hands clasped behind his back, fidgeting with sheer nervousness.

The sitting figure who was seemingly lost in his thought, suddenly woke up from his reverie and calmly asked, "So what did you want to tell me?" However, noticing his subordinate clear fear and hesitation, he knew it would be nothing good.

"Sir, I.." The standing figure spoke stuttering, "Did you happen to see the news board today?"

"Hmm?" Mumbled the other, unsure of where that was going, "I heard about some murders in the slum, but I don't know exactly what. Why?"

Clenching his fists in anger, the other person cursed internally. That was precisely what he was afraid of, to be the first person to relay the bad news. "You remember about that thing you told to me to do a few days ago?"

A sudden loud noise that almost made him jump in fright reverberated through the room before his boss's voice reached his ears dripping with impatience, "Don't play with me. I tell you to do all kinds of things, get to the point."

Audibly gulping, he gritted his teeth and informed, "That slum kid is the one responsible for that slaughter in the news." As he said that, he felt his heart tighten in his chest and he anxiously held his breath.

A long silence ensued, at first it was calm, but after the sitting figure connected the dots, he swiftly stood up, his clothes bellowing behind him. His gaze locked on his subordinate's eyes, who in turn quickly averted his eyes and studied the wooden floor's craftsmanship.

"WHAT. HAPPENED?" Yelled the boss, his voice laden with fury as he enunciated each word very slowly.

The subordinate's figure immediately began to shake after hearing that, and he began pleading, "Sir, please just give me a day I will fix it. Please, I swear I saw him getting stabbed with a poisoned dagger with my own eyes. I made sure to check his pulse, his heart was no longer beating, he die..."

"But he's still alive." The voice cut him off, "Listen," he commanded, "Use everything at our disposal to eliminate him. Everything. If news got out, I will be finished, finished."

Heart thumping in his chest, the subordinate began bowing in both forgiveness and understanding before he ran out of the office. The moment he heard the door close shut behind him, his agitated state of mind began to slightly calm down.

He emerged in a well-lit hallway, revealing the appearance of a middle-aged man with dry skin, sunken eyes, and a small mustache. His figure was stall and skinny, as he wore a black vest and pants, and long brown shoes.

His right hand's fingers forcefully dominated one another as cracking sounds were heard, and his previously terrified expression had long been replaced by a vicious one.

His brown shoes echoed through wooden floors as he traveled down from it, his right hand clenched into a fist as his left hand continued the cracking sounds. At the end of the hallway, he made a sharp left turn into another hallway filled with rooms, and at the end of that, he emerged into some shabby wooden stairs leading downward. 

After walking down only a few steps through the creaky and dark stairs, sounds of thunderous laughter echoed from underneath. As he continued his journey down, his surroundings became well-lit again before the narrow stairwell gave way to a big cleared space.

Barrels and crates of fish filled the place. At the center of it all, was a group of men surrounding a table playing a card game with big bottles of booze around their feet.

Their wild laughter sounded even more fiercely as they teased one another, however, the moment they heard the rhythmic thumps of shoes behind them, they instantly quietened down and turned back to look.

Usually, they would have continued sitting down even if he had come, but after noticing his deathly glare, no one dared. The group of seven men all stood up at the same time and waited for his approach with bated breath before the table.

However, one of them realized something very dangerous, their boss's terrifying gaze was only on him. His lips slightly parted in shock, and he felt his palms getting sweaty.

"One question." Mumbled the man after he stopped a short distance before them, with a calm voice that proved to be a stark contrast to how he actually appeared, "Depending on how you answer it, you'll wake up to either your friends or the gods."

Hearing such an ominous phrasing, the short stocky bald-headed man was mortified. He felt as if his heart was stuck in his throat, and even swallowing his saliva proved to be a challenge. Pushing himself, he spoke with difficulty, "B .boss Me?"

His friends had all heaved sighs of relief knowing this didn't concern them, but they still kept at attention and didn't make a peep.

Not bothering to answer such a stupid question, the tall skinny man asked, "Did you, or did you not, take a fire mage to burn the bodies after you threw that kid in there?"

Although the question sounded cryptic to the others, he who had the most context out of all by virtue of being the one who was tasked with that job shivered in fright, his eyes couldn't help but widen.

What happened that day could be described as one word, an usual working day. He killed some slum runt with a poisoned dagger, and understanding their arrangement with a certain group of Captain Guards at night, he disposed of the body in the irredeemable pit and returned.

Originally, he was tasked with hiring a fire mage to burn through the pit, but he didn't. Not only was a fire mage already tasked by the city to periodically clean there, but the corpse couldn't be further from being dead.

He, the murderer, of all people understood just how dead that kid was. Not only did he pierce a dagger laden with vicious poison into his stomach, but he watched his eyes until life went out. He carried his limp lifeless body around the city for hours, and then when the timing was right he carried him back to the pit.

Naturally, he wouldn't waste a few gold coins because of the groundless worries of his superiors, and so with additional gold in his pocket, he just threw him there and returned.

At the same time, he was confused, 'Did he pass by there on accident and see that the body was still there?' This only raised even more questions, after all, why would he be so angry about such a small matter?

Though terrified, he quickly thought all of that and debated whether to tell the truth or not. "I.." A swift knee to the stomach cut him off, he flew back like a broken kite and landed on several fish crates as rhythmic steps closed on him.

"Kael, you incompetent fool." Yelled the tall skinny man, "I know that you didn't get the fire mage, that boy is still alive."

"Impossible!" Mumbled the man who fell, Kael, somewhat reflexively due to how certain he was of that fact.

"Then what is this?" scoffed the skinny man after he bent down his legs and looked at him, holding a piece of paper with Jacob's face, "This is the news from this morning." Although he had it all of this time, he didn't want to show it to his boss, at the risk of further angering him.

Going through the title of the news, Kael immediately knew what the article would be about, and his eyes were glued to the face drawn as they widened in shock. His lips quivered up and down several times, trying to say something but he couldn't. "No.." He protested, "It's impossible, look Boss Alden.. I swear.. Listen.." he stuttered, doing his best to stand up.

"You have to listen to me, that is his twin brother or something. It's impossible." He yelled, voice dripping with certainty, and more so disbelief at the news, "It can't be possible, you saw how dead he was. And I kept carrying that body for hours, and I threw it with my hands, boss, it's impossible."

Hearing his words, Alden's conviction was shaken and he began to doubt himself, 'I indeed saw him with my own two eyes, how could it be?' At first, he was just shocked when he saw the news and fear gripped him, he knew that if the boy was still alive then the information in his possession would doom his boss to a gruesome death, and indirectly his own as well.

Seeing the boss quiet and calm down a bit, Kael took advantage of this situation and continued, "Who's not to say that he had a twin?"

Alden's previous chain of thoughts crumbled when he heard that, and what replaced them was something even more nerve-wracking for him. He had just realized at that moment that he had made a glaring issue, and if his boss found out about it he would be done for.

He didn't even check the boy's background too much, he just knew that he was some slum trash and he dealt with him right then and there. But who could blame him, under those circumstances when he had to act, there wasn't much need to check. Now, on the other hand...

'He had several other boys with him.' He pondered as his mind had already zoned out everything that was happening outside of him, intensely focusing on his thoughts as his right hand fumbled with his eyebrow's hairs out of habit. 'I need to get rid of all of them, and I need to make sure whether it's really him or he had a twin, it won't be that difficult.'

He turned around and met Kael's terrified gaze, but he just harrumphed and dashed to the stairs using his utmost speed, leaving everything behind. As for killing that incompetent guy, he wasn't serious, the boss was in a vulnerable position in the family now, and they couldn't waste any other manpower, especially one that he painstakingly raised.

A self-aware thought suddenly barged into his mind, 'Aren't I the incompetent one here?' He understood why Kael behaved in the way that he did, but his behavior was objectively less bright.

Alden's steps continued their rhythmic beats as he zigzagged through the halls of the building before he emerged into a wide door and exited. His advance didn't stop after closing the door shut behind him, one street after the other he moved in the bustling streets of Upper West Nightmond.

After another turn, he found himself in a dimly lit blocked alleyway. At the very corner of it, was a big Tavern from where most of the lighting was coming from. His gaze reflexively glanced at the sign, and seeing the intricately drawn black rose dripping with red blood, he stepped foot inside.

His eyes quickly danced over the room in search of something, and soon they were focused on a particular direction, unwavering as his legs moved once again.

The tavern's layout was very standard, like most in the city. A bar, tables and chairs, a stairwell leading to the next story, and booths at the edge.

Cruising through the tables with the thick fragrance of wine and ale wafting through his nostrils, he approached one of the booths where two young people sat, one man and a woman. They were both wearing simple attires, a simple robe, and arm guards.

Upon witnessing Alden's approach, the young man whispered something to the woman's ear after gently caressing her lower back before she stood up and left to sit by the bar counter.

            

    
        Chapter 38 - Shadow Creature

    
    
    
    
                "Hello, Mr Alden. It's been a while." Said the young man after he stood up to meet his guest, he then gestured for the latter to sit and he followed suit.

Facing one another, Alden got straight to the point, he wasn't here to make small talk. "I need you to get rid of a group of people."

Unfortunately for him, things were rather hectic lately, and some dangerous undercurrents were in the move. Otherwise, he would have gone by himself and finished the job. Still, The Black Rose Assassin Guild was terribly efficient as well, and he wasn't afraid they wouldn't be able to handle a task related to Classless individuals.

The young man's eyebrows quirked up after registering what was said, and he always liked to gauge how badly someone wanted to do something, because it was such an important factor in negotiating, to know the other party's limits. Thus, he probed, "Oh? I wonder who are these unlucky fellows?"

Alden's upbringing wasn't what someone might describe as smooth sailing, it was the exact opposite. Hence, the moment he noticed that expression on the man's face, he knew what he was thinking about.

He gradually turned cold and emotionless, and he chided himself for showing too much. His issue wasn't the money, but more so the other party having some other ulterior motive upon noticing his urgency.

"Listen," He muttered, looking directly into the other man's eyes, "Have you heard about that slaughter in the news this morning?"

Seeing the other party seriously nodding, he continued, "I want all of those involved in that matter dead. Regardless of age, do you understand me?" Saying that, he grabbed a small thick pouch filled with coins, and tossed it to the other.

Quickly catching it with his right hand, the tie loosened as if on its own as he threw a glance inside. His eyes lit up in both joy and surprise upon witnessing the scene of a pouch filled with gold coins. With a wide smile, he said, "Don't worry. Although the rest are caught by the guards, we will find a way to get rid of them. As for the one who ran away, I think I know where I will find him."
...

Melvin's body weakly lay above a messy cluster of wooden planks, sticks, and logs. Due to the previous fall, the pile had already dispersed in the middle as several planks broke in half.

Hands thrown to the side, legs slightly upraised from an upward curve, and his head hanging low from the pile Melvin's blood-colored eyes began to gently flutter.

After he regained consciousness, he was assaulted with a barrage of pain like had never felt before. His attempt to open his eyes proved to be difficult, he could feel an unknown substance gluing his eyelids together. Once he finally managed to pry them open, a slight pain was felt in that area too.

The blood from his broken nose had streamed down the contours of his face because of his awkward position and pooled around his eyes.

All he could see when he opened his eyes was darkness, and slowly recollections of what happened flashed through his mind. His hand moved in an attempt to elevate himself, and what followed was a groan of pain that escaped his dry lips.

Whenever his hands passed, all he could feel was wood. Aware of the instability of the pile he was lying on, he didn't know how to proceed. Or rather, he knew exactly how but was dreading to.

He understood that his back was in fact broken because even slight movements from his torso brought him immense pain. If he attempted to use his hands to stand upright, and the pile crumbled under his weight, he would be in for a world of pain. Something that didn't sound too appealing to him, especially now in this injured state.

Most importantly, the darkness was also starting to take its toll on his mind. It was such an eerie atmosphere with barely anything visible that made Melvin feel his skin crawl. The fact that he was so vulnerable in this unsettling atmosphere made things all the more difficult for him.

He closed his eyes in resignation as both of his hands gently reached to the sides of his head massaging it in an attempt to soothe himself. Fortunately, it seemed to work as his previously fiercely thumping heart gradually began to adjust to a more normal pace.

His hand then retreated back and latched into the sides of some wood in order to steady himself. Gritting his teeth, he pushed himself forward, using his legs as well, and he finally sat down. The journey his back took from its resting to a standing position was accompanied by a torrent of pain and a guttural growl that sneaked through his lips.

Face covered in blood contorted into a grimace, and lips strongly clenched, he began to breathe slowly. After he got used to this new position, his eyes opened once again, and he started surveying his surroundings.

He was in the center a wide hall where everything seemed to be made of stone and the grey color of cement. There was nothing behind him other than the grey walls of the house he fell in, but in other directions, doorways littered the hall where nothing could be seen.

Melvin unconsciously gulped at that, he had always hated darkness, and so encountering such a situation where he was vulnerable in a gloomy dilapidated home mortified him. His heartbeat couldn't help but increase once again, reflecting his own emotional state. 

Suddenly, the piece of wood in his right hand was gripping slipped, and with it, Melvin followed as the whole wooden pile crumbled in that direction as well. His body that was already injured chaotically tumbled to the side, he fell on planks of wood, and they in turn fell on him.

"Ughh" Echoed in the eerily silent and dark hall as another groan of pain escaped his lips after the momentum of the fall was finally over. By the end of it, his face was glued to the stone ground as various pieces of wood lay on top of his body.

Taking advantage of the fact that he was already feeling an enormous amount of pain, he pushed up his body using his hands, making all of the wood fall to the sides. Without even standing up, he just crawled on all fours like an animal as he made his way to the corner that was devoid of wood.

Reaching there, he quickly turned his body around and laid on his back. He didn't have the muscle nor the energy to hold his own back anymore. As his eyes were open, gazing at a corner of the starry sky that he could see from his position, he caught a swift shadowy movement in his periphery vision.

His head instantly tilted to the left, but he couldn't see anything. Although he reasoned that it was just his mind playing tricks on him, it didn't comfort him one bit. In his fear, his head remained in that position, afraid that something might arise.

To his shock, this time he could definitely make up a shadowy figure briskly moving in one of the rooms. His eyes widened in shock and his heart started furiously beating like a drum inside of his chest. Melvin's breathing quickened as he held a deep breath, afraid to make the slightest noise. He was sure he saw something in there.

As if to solidify his certainty even further, the shadow moved once again. Although terrified, and under an onslaught of pain, he immediately pushed his hands and stood up. His eyes caught sight of the dagger under the light well, and his steps slowly approached with eyes unwavering from the room that was now in front of him.

A sudden sound of something falling echoed, halting his steps in their tracks. Melvin's right hand nervously clutched on his pants as his left hand clenched into a fist of anxiety.

Then, out of nowhere, a big black cat lunged at him with a high-piercing hiss. His body reflexively fell backward due to the sheer shock, and because of the intense pain, his consciousness blinked shut once again.

A faint sound was heard in the wide hall as a big cat landed from its jump. Its size was easily three times bigger than a regular cat,  and its fur bristled with intensity. Its coat, a deep, obsidian black, contrasted deeply with a single white mark above its forehead. Its eyes were a mesmerizing shade of golden, with vertical slits, that pierced the darkness with a radiant glow.

The cat's ears were pointy, but most importantly, it had an eerily human expression on its face, and it appeared to be joyfully smiling as it gazed upon its unsuspecting victim. Its majestic legs moved in graceful steps as it approached the blacked-out Melvin step by step.

After it passed by the bloody dagger with a brown handle, its steps halted, as it appeared to be pondering over something. Swiftly moving its right paw, it swiped the dagger to the corner of the room. However, the moment the two made contact, it felt a rush of strength coursing through its body before it immediately disappeared.

In a similarly human fashion, both of its eyes and mouth widened in surprise, before they quickly morphed into joyful expressions as it ran toward the dagger with a thick fluffy tail swaying from one side to the next.

Arriving above it, a curious glint flashed through its eyes before its head began descending toward the dagger, suddenly, its nose twitched, and its legs retreated several steps as an apparent disgusting expression appeared on its face.

"Smells horrible." A voice echoed. Deep, and resonant carrying a slight timbre of masculinity, which proved to be a glaring contrast to the gracious and beautiful appearance of the cat.

Unwilling to let go of such a weapon just because of the smell, the cat readied himself before he approached once again and began studying the dagger, or rather how he could use it.

Understanding that he would never put such filth in his clean mouth, he knew that the only way to make use of it was through his paws. He turned to make sure that the person behind him was still unconscious, afraid someone might witness such a humiliation display and then began.

The cat eyed the dagger with determination, and began batting at it with his paw. Each attempt to grasp the weapon proved unsuccessful, as the dagger slipped away just out of reach after it found nothing to latch into.

Undeterred, the cat persisted, employing both paws in a determined effort to capture the elusive object. Yet, with each swipe, the dagger evaded its grasp, tumbling to the ground with a soft clang. Despite the repeated failures, the cat remained undaunted, its tail twitching with determination as it prepared for yet another attempt to claim the dagger.

The same process repeated itself, and after a while, the cat seemed to get lost in that play and began enjoying himself tremendously. Suddenly, remembering its original purpose, his mood did a complete turn and swatted the dagger away with annoyance.

            

    
        Chapter 39 - The Black Cat

    
    
    
    
                "Cats don't deserve their own blacksmiths, or what?" He mumbled, feeling aggrieved by the whole affair. His easily diverted attention, however, quickly recalled the feeling and approached the dagger once again. He sat down, hind legs curled beneath his body whilst both of his forelegs stretched out in front of him. He gently moved his right paw and put it above the dagger's handle, and his erect neck supported its head that moved in Melvin's direction.

With his golden pearls unwavering, he looked at the unconscious man with a deep meaningful look as his bushy tail playfully moved from one side to the side in an unpredictable pattern.

After a long while, the cat's ears pointy ears twitched. He had already rested his head on the ground and drifted off to a light sleep when he sensed some movement. His neck stood upright once again, and eyes alert as he watched the man move.

When Melvin regained consciousness once again, the first thing that he saw was the dark ceiling before his eyes. Suddenly, recollections of what happened previously flashed through his mind, and his eyes widened in shock at the realization of danger. 

Fighting the torrent of pain, he sat upright, only to see a big cat fiercely glaring at him. The sudden appearance of this giant, and most importantly black cat in this eery place terrified him, and his body unconsciously crawled backward with eyes fixed on the cat.

A pitch-black cat in a dark ominous home, the combination of these two factors made him audibly gulp as he gazed at its calm and collected appearance. 'Is it a ghost?' He pondered nervously, and deep down he had a very bad feeling in his heart, especially as he gazed at its intelligent eyes.

Fate proved to be relentless, it seemingly wanted to see something even deeper from Melvin, because to his absolute shock, the cat spoke.

"The cat's got your tongue?" It said, or rather he said as he could clearly discern the grown adult voice. Its expression morphing into something that resembled a smile.

Needless to say, encountering a talking cat, he was absolutely certain he had just met a ghost. Thus, Melvin's sitting posture immediately began to change as his legs carried him, attempting to retreat even further than he already had.

Watching the man in the corner with a mortified expression, the cat's body stood up and hissed at him with a fierce expression on its face. 

Melvin's heart thumped loudly in his chest, and his lips felt so dry that he was afraid his tongue might get stuck if he attempted to swallow. Beads of sweat began to form on his forehead, his heart wishing he had the ability to pass through walls and disappear from here.

The cat seemed to enjoy that, clearly not his first time doing it. After a while of teasing Melvin more, he sat down once again, and spoke, "Just calm down, I was just playing with you."

Hearing that Melvin indeed began to slightly calm down, not precisely because of the words, but more so because what he was most afraid of was the unknown in that whole ordeal. So observing how the creature before him seemed rather normal, at least from a certain angle, his mind indeed calmed down.

It was precisely at that moment that he suddenly remembered that he wasn't as weak and powerless as he always was, he was now in a world of magic and skills, and he had a Legendary Class! This thought slightly emboldened him, and his heartbeat gradually began to calm down, same with his breathing.

His mind quickly jumped to fight mode, and so the first thing that flashed in his mind was none other than his weapon. His eyes slightly moved, and he caught sight of it under the cat's paws, and he understandood its intentions.

In the midst of his contemplation, the cat's voice echoed once again, effectively waking up from his reverie, "Why are you so afraid?" He asked, and with a sigh he added, "Your life must be very difficult," He declared, both amused and surprised, "Look at me, I am having a wonderful day, and here you are maybe living the worst day of your life because you fell from above." Saying that, he kept shaking his head in disappointment as if lecturing a junior about the ways of life.

However, those words indeed made Melvin less tense, but he was still very alert in case something happened. For some reason, that dagger made him feel very protected although it didn't give much strength, and he wasn't even proficient in using it. Still, the presence of a very sharp object was always his reassurance in the past events, now he felt naked and vulnerable.

Noticing his expression, the cat smirked and said, "Don't worry I won't eat you. Human meat is very gross, I don't know why."

"You tried it?" Melvin mumbled, shock evident on his face. 

Feeling caught, the cat felt awkward and tried to change the subject, "Moreover, you're pretty strong yourself. I am not even sure I can win against you."

Hearing that Melvin's eyebrows quirked, 'He can sense how strong I am?' He thought, but he quickly believed his words, the existence of such a skill or an ability wasn't that inconceivable to him. Now that he had his wits about himself, he looked at the cat and probed, "What are you?"

The cat's face contorted into one of amusement and stupefaction replying, "What do I look like? A cat."

"Cats don't talk," Melvin replied as a matter of factly.

Similar to a human, the cat's eyebrows furrowed as it spoke mysteriously, "They all talk, it's just there is a condition to be able to hear them."

Registering such shocking news, Melvin began to get anxious once again, "What condition?" He muttered nervously.

With a deep sigh, it said, "It's an arrangement by the God of Death. In the last two hours of every person's life, they gain the ability to understand cats."

"What?" Melvin reflexively uttered, unable to believe such news. 'Is he threatening me?' He thought, slightly afraid of the mysterious cat, and the fact that it was holding onto his dagger as it evilly grinned at him didn't help ease his suspicions at all.

The cat fiercely hissed at him once again upon noticing his greedy gaze on his newfound treasure, his back arched, yelling, "It's mine."

"No. It's mine, look." He gestured to both his bloody nose and messed up state, then to the dagger that more or less resembled him.

"You are lying. People always fall here, how would I know it wasn't someone else who no longer wanted it?" The cat argued back with a face filled with conviction, but his eyes flashed with a mocking glint.

Gritting his teeth, Melvin didn't want to fight for the dagger, especially now with his back, nose, and everything else still in pain. However, he continued to ask, "Is what you said true?"

The more he learned about this cat from his behavior the more he began to doubt his words, and naturally, the fact that he would be dying in two hours seemed like a stretch. 

The cat had a surprised expression on his face, his encounters with other humans rarely went in such a way. Understanding what the man was talking about, he admitted, "No I was just lying."

Melvin's eyebrows furrowed together, scrutinizing the cat's expression in an attempt to glean something. "So, what are you?" He questioned once again.

This time, he only smiled and replied, "A cat of course. The mightiest you've ever seen, but a cat still."

Sitting down, Melvin leaned his back against the wall and faced the cat, thinking about something. Just as he was about to say something, his stomach loudly growled in protest. He was both starving and thirsty, he glanced up at the cat and asked, "Where is the exit."

The cat's smile beamed, and his right paw pointed to the top. Understanding what he wanted to say, Melvin argued, "It can't be? There is no door? It's impossible."

Shrugging his shoulders the cat replied, "You can go look, this is an abandoned home. The doors are closed with bricks. The only way out is up."

Hearing that Melvin became exasperated, his head glanced up at the starry night once again, thinking of ways to leave. 'There is no way I can jump that high.' He thought with some trepidation in his heart, his mind already imagining the worst scenario of him dying here without food. 'Maybe I can last longer because I have high Vitality.' He reasoned, and thinking of vitality a confused expression appeared on his mind.

He had already checked it in his interface and found that it was full. Yet, he was still clearly still injured. 'It seems like there is more to it than I first assumed.' He thought, but he quickly dismissed such thoughts, for now, he had other things to pay attention to. Mainly, how should he leave this place?

As he was lost in his thoughts, he heard a slight clinging sound. Turning his head to follow, he noticed the cat hitting the dragger, dragging it into other rooms. Seeing that, he cursed the cat in his mind. Suddenly, a bright idea flashed into his mind.

"Wait!" He yelled, prompting the cat to stop and turn to look at him in confusion. "How about we make a deal?" He offered, trying to tempt the cat. He realized that if he was indeed as strong as him, and then with his feline capability, they could make a plan to get him out of there.

Noticing that the cat was waiting for him to speak, he cleared his dry throat and began broaching the subject, "You like that runic dagger?"

As if afraid of his gaze stealing it, he hid it behind his body, and asked, "What of it?"

Melvin smiled and explained, "But it's not suitable for a cat's body."

"Better than nothing."

"What if there is something other than nothing?" Melvin asked with a smile, dangling the bait in front of the cat.

True to his expectation, upon hearing his words, the cat's ears twitched, and even his swaying tail became still. "What do you mean?" He asked, clearly intrigued.

Melvin explained, "I can give you something better than the dagger with a rune, something like a bracelet and it'll stay with you."

The cat smiled, disbelief evident on his face, "And where would you get that?" He gestured toward Melvin's clothes with his paw, his meaning clear.

Melvin shrugged his shoulder, nonchalantly clarifying, "I can make them."

"I don't believe it." The cat resolutely expressed his disagreement at such an inconceivable notion. Rune Masters were far and few in between, what were the chances that a shabby-dressed young man who fell into his temporary residence would be one?

A palpable silence ensued as the two looked at each other. Melvin was thinking of ways to make the cat believe him, and after a while, he thought of something and said, "I can prove it to you, just give me a dagger and I'll show you."

The cat's eyes lit up, and a sudden realization dawned on him as his intrigued expression quickly morphed into one of disinterest, "You are just lying to get your hands on the dagger." He said, shaking his head in disagreement.

Another clang echoed after the cat swiped at the dagger once again, "Wait," Melvin shouted asking, "Why would I lie to you? You are already stronger than me, and if I stole the dagger you can just take it away from me, no?"

            
